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Chapter 1

The plane touched down on the sun-warmed tarmac just as twilight began to blur the horizon. The air, heavy with the scent of salt and distant blooms, seeped into the cabin as Lucy pressed her face to the window. “We’re here!” she exclaimed, her excitement spilling over as her fingers curled into my arm. Even after hours of travel, she looked radiant—her bright smile a sharp contrast to her tousled dark blonde hair and the soft exhaustion in her eyes.

This trip had been a long time coming. For Lucy’s thirtieth birthday, I wanted something special, something to shake us from the routine we’d slipped into after nearly six years of marriage. The Dominican Republic seemed perfect—a paradise promising more than just relaxation, but also a spark of adventure. Lucy’s reaction when I revealed the trip was everything I’d hoped for. She’d thrown her arms around me, laughing and tearing up at the same time, saying it was the best gift she could imagine.

We hadn’t taken a vacation since our honeymoon. Life had a way of getting in the way—careers, bills, and all the little responsibilities that pile up until they suffocate spontaneity. But here we were now, stepping into a tropical night alive with possibilities.

By the time we finally arrived at the resort, it was after ten, and the grand lobby buzzed with the low hum of nighttime energy. Towering palms framed an open-air design, while the tinkling of fountains mingled with the distant pulse of music from the beach bar. Lucy clung to my arm, her eyes wide as she took it all in, her lips parting in awe. The receptionist handed us our key cards with a knowing smile, and we were off to our room—a chic suite with a view of the moonlit ocean.

But despite the long day of travel, Lucy wasn’t ready to settle in. “Let’s go out,” she said, practically bouncing on her toes. “Just something light to eat, maybe a cocktail or two? I don’t want to waste a second.”

I laughed, unable to resist her enthusiasm. It was like seeing a brighter version of the woman I’d married. We quickly freshened up, Lucy slipping into a casual but form-fitting sundress that hugged her curves in all the right ways, while I threw on a loose button-down and linen pants. She caught my gaze as I adjusted my shirt. “What?” she teased, her tone playful. “Are you going to tell me I look too good for a late-night dinner?”

“You always look good,” I replied, and it was true. Even after years together, she had a way of drawing my eye, of making my chest tighten with pride and desire.

Dinner was at one of the resort’s open-air restaurants, where soft lighting illuminated tables draped in white linens, and the rhythmic sound of waves framed the background. Lucy’s energy was infectious as she rattled off an endless list of things she wanted to do over the next ten days: zip-lining through the rainforest, snorkeling, a catamaran cruise, and exploring local markets. She’d always been the planner in our relationship, but tonight, her voice carried an extra edge of excitement.

“I want to try everything,” she declared, her hands gesturing animatedly as the breeze caught a few loose strands of her hair. “I don’t care if it’s crazy or out of my comfort zone. This is our time.”

I couldn’t help but smile, sipping my mojito as I watched her. Seeing her like this—so alive, so utterly present—reminded me of who we’d been at the start of our marriage. I didn’t want to dampen her mood, but part of me wondered how much of this spontaneity we’d actually manage. I was content to let her drive the trip, though, if it meant keeping this spark alive.

When our server arrived with a plate of grilled shrimp skewers and fresh ceviche, Lucy leaned over the table, her voice dropping slightly. “And maybe we’ll discover something new about each other here too.”

Her words hung in the air, charged with a subtle undertone I couldn’t quite place. I raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

She shrugged, smiling coyly. “I don’t know yet. That’s the point of an adventure, isn’t it?”

As we clinked glasses, her eyes holding mine for just a second longer than usual, I felt a flicker of something more than excitement—a promise, or perhaps a challenge. Whatever it was, I was determined to find out.

By the time the second round of cocktails arrived, Lucy was glowing—not just from the golden light of the restaurant’s lanterns, but from the way the alcohol had softened her edges and heightened her playfulness. She leaned back in her chair, the thin strap of her sundress slipping from her shoulder, and toyed with her straw as her lips curled into a sly smile.

“This is the perfect start to the trip,” she said, her voice low and smooth. Her eyes, hazy but intent, locked on mine. “You know I’m going to have to thank you properly for this later, right?”

I chuckled, though my body tensed at her tone. Lucy wasn’t one to hold back, especially after a couple of drinks, and I knew exactly where this was heading. “You’ve already said thank you a dozen times,” I teased. “What do you have in mind?”

Her smile widened, the mischievous spark in her eye unmistakable. She leaned forward, elbows resting on the table, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. “Let’s just say you might not be getting much sleep tonight. I have a few… creative ideas.”

The way she said it sent a rush of heat through me, but before I could respond, she shifted gears, her playful grin deepening. “Speaking of creative…” she began, twirling her straw. “Do you remember that night a few years ago when I got way too drunk and told you about my college days?”

I did remember. Vividly. Three years earlier, after one too many margaritas at a friend’s party, Lucy had let it slip that her seemingly buttoned-up exterior hadn’t always been so pristine. “I was such a slut back then,” she’d said with a laugh, her cheeks flushed from more than just the alcohol. At the time, the revelation had floored me. Lucy, who was always so poised and composed, had been wild? The more she talked that night, the more the image of her past self came into focus—carefree, adventurous, and unapologetically sexual.





Chapter 2

Over the months that followed, she revealed more and more, often in similarly tipsy moments. There was the night we were fooling around on the couch, her mouth around my cock, when I’d asked a question that had been burning in my mind for weeks: Had she been with bigger men? Her lips paused, her eyes flicking up to meet mine with a look that was equal parts mischief and honesty. “Yes,” she’d said simply, before taking me back into her mouth as if daring me to keep asking.

I did. Each time we revisited the topic, her confessions grew bolder, painting a picture of a younger Lucy who had explored her desires with an openness that left me both aroused and, admittedly, a little jealous. I’d come to crave those stories, the way they brought out a side of her I hadn’t fully known existed.

And tonight, under the warm Caribbean night, she was clearly in the mood to share more.

“Past vacations,” she mused, swirling her drink. “Those were wild. Do you want to hear about one?”

“You know I do,” I said, my voice strained as the tension built between us.

She leaned back, a wicked glint in her eye. “Okay, let’s see… There was this trip to Cancun with some girlfriends. We’d just finished college, and we were all looking to let loose. On our second night, we ended up at this packed beach bar, and I was flirting with this guy—tall, tan, kind of cocky. One thing led to another, and I ended up giving him a blowjob behind the bar while everyone else was dancing. He was so loud I was afraid someone would hear us, but it just made it more exciting.”

I swallowed hard, my imagination running wild with the vivid image she’d painted.

“And then there was Ibiza,” she continued, her voice growing softer, more intimate. “I was hooking up with this Italian guy I’d met at the hotel. One night, we were on the balcony of his room, and things got… intense. He bent me over the railing and fucked me right there, with the lights of the city below us and people walking by. I didn’t care who saw us. It was such a rush.”

I shifted in my seat, the heat in her words lighting a fire in me that I could barely contain. Lucy knew exactly what she was doing, the way her stories always did this to me—pushed me to the edge of control.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, biting her lip as her eyes flicked to my lap. “Hearing about how bad I used to be.”

“Lucy,” I said, my voice hoarse, “if we don’t leave this restaurant soon, I’m going to lose it.”

She laughed, a soft, sultry sound that promised so much more to come. “Let’s go then,” she said, standing and grabbing my hand. “I have so much more to tell you… but only after you make me scream first.”

As we walked back to the hotel under the tropical night sky, her stories echoed in my mind, each one leaving me more desperate for her than I’d felt in years.

I took Lucy’s hand, her fingers warm and soft in mine, and led her out of the restaurant. The air outside was thick with the scent of salt and hibiscus, the sound of the ocean a rhythmic pulse in the background. I tried to focus on the moonlit path ahead, but Lucy’s voice—low, teasing, and laced with mischief—kept pulling me back to her.

As we made our way along the beach, her stories didn’t stop. If anything, the soft rush of the waves and the seclusion of the night seemed to embolden her. She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she spoke, her words so casual yet electric in their meaning.

“Have I ever told you about my trips to Jamaica?” she asked, her voice dripping with playfulness.

I glanced at her, my heart pounding, my cock straining against my pants after everything she’d already told me tonight. “No,” I said, though I could already feel the heat of whatever was coming next. “What about them?”

She smiled, her teeth catching the glow of a nearby lantern. “Well,” she began, her tone like a confession she couldn’t wait to get off her chest, “you know how I used to go there with my girlfriends, right? We made it a tradition for three years in a row, always staying at this all-inclusive resort. Let’s just say the locals were… very friendly.”

I stopped walking, turning to look at her fully. “Friendly?” I repeated, though my voice was thick with anticipation.

She laughed softly, the kind of laugh that had a dangerous edge to it. “I don’t think I’ve ever told you about the first night of my first trip there. I was twenty-four. We’d just checked in, and there was this guy—one of the staff. He carried our bags to the room, but he couldn’t stop staring at me the whole time. When my friends went down to the pool, I stayed behind to ‘unpack.’” Her fingers made air quotes, and the grin on her face was pure temptation.

“And?” I prompted, my pulse hammering.

“And,” she continued, “ten minutes later, he was in my room. Tall, dark, muscular. I didn’t even ask his name. I just let him bend me over the bed and fuck me right there, my sundress pulled up around my waist. I could barely walk straight by the time he left, but I didn’t care. It was the best sex I’d had in months.”

I groaned, unable to stop my reaction. My body was buzzing, my arousal almost painful as her words painted a picture so vivid I could see it playing out in my head. She noticed, of course. Lucy always noticed.

“Then there was the second year,” she went on, her voice lilting like this was all perfectly normal. “Same resort, different guy. This one was even bigger. I was sitting at the bar, sipping one of those sugary cocktails they serve in coconuts, and he walked up behind me, asking if I wanted to go for a walk. We didn’t make it far. He pinned me against one of the palm trees by the beach and took me right there. I was so loud I thought someone would hear us, but no one came.”

Her hand tightened in mine as we resumed walking, and my breath hitched as she added, “And the third year? Let’s just say I got a little more adventurous. One night, I took two of them back to my room. They made me cum so many times I lost count.”

I stopped again, pulling her toward me, the hunger in my chest overwhelming. “Lucy,” I said, my voice thick with need, “do you have any idea what you’re doing to me right now?”

She tilted her head, her smile sweet yet devilish. “Oh, I have an idea,” she purred, her hand brushing against the bulge in my pants. “I can feel it.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. The stories, her voice, the way she looked at me—it was all too much. I kissed her, hard, right there on the moonlit beach. She melted into me, her body pressing against mine, her fingers tangling in my hair.

When we finally pulled apart, she licked her lips and whispered, “We’re not even at the room yet, and I haven’t finished my stories.”

To put it mildly, my wife had been a very naughty girl before we met. Lucy lost her virginity just after her eighteenth birthday—freshly legal and ready to explore a world she’d only flirted with before. But it wasn’t until her first year of college that she fully embraced her wild side. By the end of her second semester, she had developed a reputation as a party girl. Not in the sense of just attending every frat bash or kegger—though she certainly did—but as the girl who knew how to have a good time in every sense of the word.

Her friends, the ones she stayed close with through college, called her “fun Lucy.” The guys? Well, they had a few less flattering nicknames, though none of them ever seemed to say it with malice. Lucy was the girl they all wanted, the one who seemed untouchable until she wasn’t. And she was selective. It wasn’t like she slept with anyone who showed her attention. No, her dynamite body, stunning face, and effortless sex appeal gave her the license to pick and choose. Only the best-looking, most confident guys ever got the privilege of experiencing what she had to offer.

By her senior year, Lucy thought nothing of hooking up with two or three guys in a week—sometimes more if the parties were particularly good. She’d told me this once, in one of her more candid moments, her lips curling into a sly smile as she reminisced about those years. “I wasn’t shy about it,” she’d said, shrugging as if her escapades were no big deal. “If I wanted someone, I made it happen. Why should the guys have all the fun?”

She didn’t just fuck them. She reveled in it. Every story she’s told me—every drunken confession or late-night whisper—paints a picture of a young woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it. And the guys? They worshipped her for it. They were the popular ones, the athletes, the frat stars, the ones other girls drooled over. And yet, to hear her tell it, they were the ones trying to impress her, desperate to be the next in line to feel her gifted mouth, to slide inside her hot, tight body.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t find it intoxicating. Sure, I know what some people might think—that she was a slut. But that word doesn’t do her justice. She was in control, always. She picked them. She used them. And when she was done, she moved on without a backward glance.

Hearing these stories for the first time had been… an experience. Part of me had been jealous, imagining all the men who’d had what was now mine. But a larger part of me—one I hadn’t fully understood at first—was completely captivated. I couldn’t help but picture it: Lucy in her prime, commanding attention in a tight dress that clung to every curve, her bright eyes scanning the room for her next conquest. The way she described it, she was magnetic, impossible to resist. I believed her because even now, years later, she still had that effect on me.

Lucy once told me, with a playful smirk and a casual shrug, that her sex drive resembled that of most men. “I like lots of sex,” she’d said simply, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “And no strings attached, preferably.”

It was the kind of statement that might have made another man nervous, but I’d come to expect it from her. Lucy wasn’t shy about her past—not the numbers, not the wild stories, not the reputation she’d built along the way. Relationships had never been her thing back then. She rarely dated anyone for more than a month, and even during those short stretches, she almost always cheated. “Monogamy wasn’t exactly my strong suit,” she’d admitted with a laugh one night, as if she couldn’t imagine herself any other way.

When I met her, Lucy was twenty-three and had already lived more than most people do in a lifetime. By her count—and she’d never been shy about giving it—she’d fucked close to two hundred guys. Countless one-night stands, several threesomes, and even a handful of gang-bangs dotted her history. She didn’t say it with shame, but with a kind of detached honesty that made her both captivating and intimidating. “I liked what I liked,” she’d said, her bright eyes daring me to judge her.

And she wasn’t lying about her reputation. Everyone knew Lucy as the campus wild child, the girl who wasn’t afraid to push boundaries and have fun doing it. My friends, of course, were quick to caution me when I started seeing her. “She’s a great girl,” they said, “but don’t think for a second she’ll be faithful.”

I heard it all, but I didn’t care. There was something about her that pulled me in, that made me want to understand her, even if it meant risking my heart. And now, years later, as we walked through the grand front doors of our hotel, that same wild, untamable energy still radiated from her, drawing me closer with every step.

Lucy paused just inside the lobby, her fingers tightening around mine as she turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye. The soft lighting caught the gold highlights in her hair, and her dress hugged her curves in a way that had my pulse racing again.

“Oh, babe,” she said, her voice dripping with charm. “Can we just head over to the bar for one drink? I don’t think I’m quite ready for the night to end yet.”

Her words were innocent enough, but the way she looked at me—those bright, teasing eyes, her lips curving into a playful smile—told me there was more to her request than just a casual nightcap.

I hesitated for a moment, glancing toward the elevators, where our suite and a very private bed were waiting. I was torn, as always, between the desperate ache to have her all to myself and the thrill of letting her lead me into the unknown.

“Just one drink?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

Lucy laughed, the sound light and carefree. “Maybe two,” she teased, tugging me toward the bar with an energy that left no room for argument.

It was late, and I was horny. Every nerve in my body was screaming for me to take Lucy upstairs and rip that little sundress off her. But her playful pout and the glimmer of excitement in her eyes wore me down, as they always did. With a reluctant sigh, I nodded, and we turned away from the elevators toward the poolside lounge.

The bar was mostly empty at this hour, save for one man sitting at the far end, speaking quietly with the bartender in Spanish. The gentle hum of conversation, the soft clinking of glasses, and the rhythmic crash of waves just beyond the pool deck created an ambiance that felt both soothing and charged with possibility. Lucy and I took our seats at the bar, the polished wood cool under my forearms as we ordered our drinks.

The bartender had just set our cocktails down when the lone patron turned toward us, his voice warm and friendly. “How are you two enjoying your vacation so far?”

Lucy, always the more outgoing one, smiled brightly as she replied. “It’s our first night, actually. So far, so good!”

The man grinned, leaning slightly closer. “First night’s always the best. You’ve got all that excitement ahead of you.” His voice carried an easy charm, his Spanish accent subtle but noticeable. “How long are you staying?”

“Ten days,” Lucy said, twirling her straw between her fingers. “Plenty of time to relax—and maybe get into some trouble.” Her tone was teasing, and I noticed the way his grin widened at her words.

He introduced himself as Karl, a thirty-something with a trim, athletic build and tanned skin that hinted at a life spent under the sun. His dark hair was neatly styled, his smile white and confident. He told us he was wrapping up a business trip, his last night before heading back to the States. “I’m in the cigar business,” he said with a wink. “I own a chain of shops, so I spend a few months every year traveling to manufacturing countries. You know, ‘business meetings.’” He chuckled, and Lucy laughed along with him.

I found myself liking Karl almost immediately. He had that kind of effortless charisma that made people want to listen to him, and he was quick to make us feel at ease. We talked about cigars, travel, and the best beaches to visit in the Dominican. As the drinks kept coming, the conversation flowed freely, and I noticed the subtle shift in Lucy’s demeanor.

She was flirting with him. Not overtly, but in the way she leaned slightly closer when he spoke, the way her laughter came a little easier, a little lighter. Her hand occasionally brushed my thigh, as if to remind me she was still mine, but her focus remained mostly on Karl.

And Karl noticed. At one point, as Lucy shifted in her seat, I caught the way his gaze dropped to her legs. My wife’s sun-dress had ridden up far too high, exposing the curve of her thighs and the soft line of her panties. Her legs were parted just enough to give him a tantalizing view, and he didn’t even try to hide the way he stared. I glanced at him and saw the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his tailored pants.

Heat surged through me—part arousal, part jealousy, and part something I couldn’t quite name. Lucy, of course, was fully aware of the effect she was having. She shifted again, her movements deliberate as she adjusted her drink and crossed her legs, letting the hem of her dress slide higher before glancing up at Karl with an innocent smile.

When Karl excused himself to use the restroom, I turned to Lucy, pulling her closer. “You’re playing with fire,” I murmured, my voice low and rough.

Her lips curved into a wicked grin. “You like it,” she whispered back, her hand brushing against my chest.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her, my hand tangling in her hair as I poured all my pent-up desire into that one moment. She melted against me, her lips soft and inviting, and for a brief second, I forgot about Karl, forgot about the tension brewing between us. It was just Lucy and me, lost in the heady haze of the night.

“You’re such a bad girl,” I whispered, my voice low and thick with arousal. I leaned in close, my lips brushing her ear. “I saw you flashing him your panties.”

Lucy grinned wickedly, her eyes sparkling under the soft glow of the bar’s lights. “Do you want to see what he saw?” she asked, her tone lewd and teasing. Before I could answer, she shifted in her chair, parting her thighs just enough for me to catch a glimpse.

“Oh, Lucy,” I groaned, my breath hitching as my gaze fell between her legs. Her panties, a delicate lace that clung to her in all the right ways, were unmistakably wet. The dark patch of moisture glistened under the bar’s dim light. “Your panties are soaked. No wonder he was so hard.”

Her lips parted slightly, her breath coming faster. “I’m sooo turned on right now, Luke,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “My pussy is soaked. I can’t wait to be fucked.”

The words hit me like a spark to dry kindling. My cock throbbed painfully against my pants, and my voice shook as I asked the question that had been building in my mind. “Yeah? Do you want to fuck Karl?”

Lucy’s eyes widened, her cheeks flushing as she stared at me. “Are you serious?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, swallowing hard. “You’ve been flirting with him since we got here,” I said, my arousal mounting as I spoke. “I can tell that you want him.”

Lucy bit her lip, glancing toward the restrooms where Karl had disappeared moments earlier. Her hesitation was brief, a flicker of uncertainty before her boldness returned. “But wouldn’t you be upset if I slept with another guy on the first night of our vacation?” she asked, her tone a mix of playfulness and genuine curiosity.

“Not if you came back to our room and told me all about it,” I replied, my voice firm despite the pounding of my heart.

She tilted her head, studying me for a moment before a slow smile spread across her face. “You know I always do,” she said candidly, her honesty sending another jolt of arousal through me.

Lucy turned her gaze toward the restrooms, her expression thoughtful as she considered her options. The air between us was electric, charged with anticipation. Finally, she whispered, “Okay, I’ll do it. And thank you, baby. Thank you for being so understanding, and for letting me fuck other guys.” Her voice softened as she added, “He’s really sexy.”

I couldn’t speak, my throat tight as I nodded. My mind raced, a swirl of excitement, jealousy, and unrelenting desire.

When Karl returned to the bar, his easy smile lighting up the space, I forced myself to sound casual. “I think I’m going to call it a night,” I said, standing and stretching for effect. “It’s been a long day, and I’m exhausted. You coming, Lucy?”

Lucy’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile as she shook her head. “I think I’ll stay for one more drink,” she replied, glancing at Karl. “As long as I’ve got some company.”

Karl’s grin widened, and for a brief moment, his eyes flicked toward me, perhaps searching for any sign of tension or disapproval. But I gave him a polite nod, even as my pulse raced. “Alright,” I said, my voice steady. “Don’t stay out too late.”

Lucy leaned up to kiss me, her lips soft but brief against mine. “I won’t,” she murmured, her eyes holding mine for a split second longer before turning her attention back to Karl.

As I walked away, heading toward the elevators, I glanced back one last time. Lucy was already leaning closer to Karl, her hand brushing his arm as she laughed at something he said. My stomach twisted, the heat of arousal mingling with a sharp pang of jealousy. But underneath it all was a deeper thrill, an ache I couldn’t deny.

This was what we’d talked about, what we’d both fantasized about. And now, as I stepped into the elevator and the doors closed behind me, I couldn’t help but wonder what I’d hear when she came back to our room.

Chapter

From behind the glass doors of our balcony, I stood watching the lounge below, the soft glow of the lights illuminating Lucy and Karl as they sat close, their heads angled toward each other. Even from a distance, I could see how easily their conversation flowed—laughter punctuated by small, deliberate touches. Her hand brushed his arm as she leaned in, her posture relaxed, yet charged with unmistakable intent.

I gripped the railing, my pulse quickening with every passing second. The way she leaned toward him, the way he seemed captivated by her—it was happening. My stomach churned with a mix of arousal and unease, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

It didn’t take long before I saw them both stand. Lucy’s laugh carried faintly through the night air as Karl gestured toward the exit. She followed him without hesitation, her movements fluid, confident. They disappeared from view, leaving the lounge behind. My breath hitched as I realized what that meant.

Swallowing hard, I turned back inside, my heart racing as I crawled into bed. I tried to convince myself that she might still return to our room, that she was simply walking him out or prolonging the flirtation a little longer. But the knot in my stomach tightened as the minutes ticked by. Five minutes. Then ten. My eyes darted to the clock on the bedside table, each passing second a pounding echo in my chest.

By the twenty-five-minute mark, the truth settled over me like a heavy weight. Lucy wasn’t coming back yet. She must have gone to his room.

I let out a shaky breath, lying back against the pillows as my mind raced. Images of them together filled my head—Lucy’s mischievous grin, the way she’d flashed him her soaked panties at the bar, the subtle shift in her tone when she’d whispered that she wanted to fuck him. It was all too easy to picture her now, in his room, his hands on her, peeling that little dress from her body.

My cock throbbed painfully, pressed against the fabric of my boxers. I was so hard it hurt, my arousal almost overwhelming as I gripped the sheets with sweaty palms. My heart pounded in time with the ache between my legs, every nerve in my body on edge as I imagined what she might be doing. Was she teasing him, drawing it out the way she always did with me? Or was she already giving in, letting him take her?

I squeezed my eyes shut, my breath ragged. There was no turning back now. Lucy had made her choice, and all I could do was wait. The anticipation was maddening, each passing moment sharpening the ache in my chest and the heat pooling in my groin.

And yet, beneath the tension and the jealousy, there was something else—something I couldn’t deny. Excitement.

How can I feel this way? The question tore through my mind, relentless and consuming. I’d told myself I was ready for this, fantasized about it even, but now, as the reality unfolded, it felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff. This was the first time Lucy had been with another man since we’d been together, and the emotions hitting me weren’t anything I had prepared for.

I’d thought I would handle it better. That I’d feel nothing but excitement, arousal, and maybe a little thrill at the idea of her with someone else. But now, as I lay here alone, the knot in my stomach tightened, twisting in ways I couldn’t untangle. The thought of her with Karl—her body pressed against his, her lips on his skin—sent a pang of jealousy slicing through me so sharp I had to catch my breath.

This was uncharted territory, and I wasn’t ready. Not even close.

We had been dating for just over a month when I caught Lucy in a situation that should have sent me running for the hills. It was a Friday night, and she and her best friend, Melanie, had come over to hang out with me and a couple of my friends. The drinks flowed freely, laughter filled the room, and by the time midnight rolled around, the atmosphere had shifted into that hazy, anything-goes kind of mood that only alcohol can create.

I stepped out for a moment to grab something from my room, and when I came back, the scene I walked in on stopped me in my tracks. Lucy and Melanie were sitting on the couch, each leaning close to one of the guys. Their hands weren’t just resting innocently on thighs or shoulders—they were down the guys’ pants. Both of them. Right there, in the middle of the living room.

For a moment, I just stood there, my brain struggling to catch up. Lucy looked up at me, her expression shifting from surprise to something almost playful. “Oh my God!” she laughed, pulling her hand back like a kid caught stealing candy. “It’s not what it looks like!”

My chest tightened, and I could feel my face flush with a mix of anger, confusion, and something else—something darker I didn’t want to name. “What the hell is going on?” I demanded, my voice sharp enough to silence the laughter in the room.

“It was a bet,” Lucy said quickly, brushing her hair back and trying to look innocent. “Just something silly. Melanie dared me, and I couldn’t back down.” She shot me a sheepish smile, the kind she knew could disarm me, but I wasn’t convinced.

I wanted to believe her. God, did I want to. But the scene had burned itself into my mind—her hand down some guy’s pants, Melanie giggling beside her. The way the guys had smirked, clearly enjoying every second of it. My gut churned, and for the rest of the night, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d just seen a glimpse of something I wasn’t ready to face.


Chapter 3

The next morning, Lucy tried to laugh it off again. “Seriously, babe, it was nothing,” she insisted, her tone breezy. “Just a stupid dare. You know how Melanie is.”

I wanted to stay angry, to call her out, to press her for more details. But the way she looked at me—wide-eyed and pleading—made it impossible. She didn’t seem guilty, exactly, but there was a vulnerability in her voice that softened my resolve. And deep down, I couldn’t ignore the other feeling gnawing at me: the dark, shameful flicker of arousal that had sparked the moment I saw her hand down that guy’s pants.

I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t deny it. The image kept playing in my head, unbidden, every time we were together. Her hand on another man, her easy laughter, the look of surprise when she saw me standing there—it all merged with the stories she’d told me about her wild past, fueling something I didn’t fully understand yet.

In the weeks that followed, I tried to move past it. Lucy was affectionate and attentive, and I wanted to believe that what had happened really was just a silly bet. But the memory lingered, a constant presence in the back of my mind. It crept into my thoughts every time we had sex, making me picture her with other men—men she’d been with before me, or ones she might still want. I hated it, but the harder I tried to push those images away, the more vivid they became. And the harder I came.

Sometime after Lucy and I moved in together, I finally admitted something to myself—something I’d been wrestling with since the night she first shared her past with me. I liked thinking of her with other guys. Not just liked it—I craved it. The thought of Lucy, my gorgeous, confident, and unapologetically sexual girlfriend, in the arms of another man sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t ignore.

It started small, at first. A question here, a comment there, just to see how she’d react. “So… that guy you mentioned from college—what happened with him?” I’d ask, pretending it was casual, as if I were only mildly curious. Lucy would laugh and brush me off, saying, “Oh, you don’t want to hear about that.” But I did. I wanted every detail.

Eventually, I began asking her to tell me stories about her past before we had sex, framing it as playful curiosity. At first, she was hesitant, unsure why I wanted to hear about her hookups with other men. But after a little coaxing—and maybe a glass of wine or two—she started to open up. Her stories were halting at first, fragments of encounters told with a hint of embarrassment. But the more I encouraged her, the more comfortable she became.

By the time we were engaged, Lucy’s past “sexcapades,” as she teasingly called them, had become a regular part of our lovemaking. She’d lie beside me, her voice low and sultry, recounting wild nights from her younger years while I hung on every word. She told me about the guys she’d met at parties or in bars, the ones who caught her eye and left her breathless. Sometimes, she’d describe the way they touched her, how they kissed her, how they fucked her. It always turned me on more when she mentioned that they had a big cock.

Lucy liked big cocks. She didn’t hesitate to tell me that, once she realized how much it excited me. “There’s just something about it,” she’d say with a wicked grin, her cheeks flushed as she described the way she loved the stretch, the intensity of being fucked hard by a guy with a really large dick. Her enthusiasm was undeniable, and it only fueled my arousal further.

It wasn’t just the size that got her going, though. Lucy hated condoms. She admitted it one night with a sheepish smile, saying, “I know it’s bad, but I used to tell guys I was on the pill just so they’d go bareback.” Her voice was light, almost teasing, but the words sent a jolt through me. “And?” I pressed, unable to stop myself.

“And,” she said with a smirk, “most of them didn’t even think about pulling out. They’d just cum inside me.”

The casual way she said it drove me wild. Lucy wasn’t ashamed of her past. She owned it, and she knew exactly how much it turned me on to hear about it.

Over time, those stories became an integral part of our intimacy. They weren’t just tales from her past—they were fuel for our connection, a way for us to explore a side of our relationship that was as thrilling as it was unconventional.

My fantasies evolved over time, growing darker and more vivid until I began hinting—sometimes directly, sometimes subtly—that I wanted Lucy to step outside our relationship. It wasn’t just an idle thought; it was a need I could barely contain. I wanted her to be a bad girl, to give in to her wild side, to do things with someone else that would leave me breathless when she came back and told me every detail.

Lucy seemed to sense this long before I ever said it out loud. She would tell me stories after nights out with the girls, spinning elaborate tales of what might have happened if she’d let some handsome stranger take her home. At first, I thought they were true, each one leaving me hard and desperate to have her. She’d describe how a guy at the bar couldn’t stop staring at her legs, how she’d danced with him, how his hand had lingered too long on her waist. Then she’d pause, her eyes sparkling with mischief, before adding, “You’re imagining it, aren’t you? What if I’d let him take me outside, right there in the alley?”

Those words always did something to me. They unlocked something primal, something I didn’t fully understand. She would lean into me, her voice dripping with mischief, spinning her fantasy as her hand slipped down to stroke me. Tonight, she started slow, her soft fingers wrapping around my cock, barely moving at first.

“And then he pulled me closer,” she whispered, her lips grazing my ear. “His hands were all over me, so strong, so sure. I couldn’t stop him—I didn’t want to. He pushed me against the wall and whispered that he had to have me right there…”

Her hand started to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped me. My chest tightened as her words and touch overwhelmed me, the images in my head too vivid, too real. My breathing quickened, and within seconds, the pressure inside me surged.

“Are you going to cum already?” she teased, a sly smile playing on her lips.

I tried to hold back, to keep control, but her hand quickened just slightly, and the floodgates opened. My hips jerked forward, and I came hard, thick ropes spilling over her fingers and my stomach in a humiliatingly short time. Lucy giggled softly, not unkindly, and kissed the corner of my mouth as my head fell back against the pillows.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction. My cheeks burned with shame, but even as my body shook with the aftershocks, I knew I wanted more.

Over time, her stories grew bolder. She’d come home after a night out, glowing and giddy, and lean against the doorframe with a sly grin. “You wouldn’t believe what almost happened tonight,” she’d say, unbuttoning her top just enough to tease me. Then she’d recount a scene so detailed it was as if she’d actually lived it: a dark corner of the club, her hand sliding under a stranger’s belt, his lips on her neck. I couldn’t resist. I’d pull her to the bed, her voice still in my ear, and within moments, I’d be undone again—panting, ashamed, but desperate for more.

Just before this vacation, Lucy pushed me to my breaking point. She’d gone out with her girlfriends, leaving me home alone, restless and imagining what she might be up to. When she came back late that night, her hair slightly tousled and her makeup smudged, she leaned against the bedroom door with a wicked smile. “You’ll never guess what happened tonight,” she purred, slipping out of her heels.

I swallowed hard, my heart racing as she approached. “What?” I managed, my voice barely steady.

She straddled my lap, her hands resting on my shoulders as she leaned in close, her breath warm against my skin. “I danced with this guy tonight,” she began, her tone low and teasing. “He was tall, gorgeous, and had these big, rough hands. You’d have hated him—he couldn’t keep them off me.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully beneath her. “What do you mean?” I managed to ask, though I wasn’t sure I wanted the answer.

Lucy shifted slightly, pressing her hips down against me. “I mean he was hard. So hard I could feel it every time he pulled me close.” She paused, her lips brushing my ear. “And when I felt how big he was, I couldn’t resist. I slid my hand into his pants, right there on the dance floor.”

The blood roared in my ears. My heart pounded as I tried to picture the scene—Lucy in her little black dress, her hand wrapped around some stranger’s cock, hidden in the dim haze of a nightclub.

She began to stroke me, her fingers moving slowly at first, her eyes locked on mine. “You know what I realized?” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “I couldn’t even close my hand around him. He was so thick, my fingers didn’t touch.”

She glanced down then, her gaze settling on her own hand wrapped snugly around my cock. Her fingers met with ease, her grip firm but nowhere near strained. A small, knowing giggle slipped from her lips, and her eyes flicked back to mine.

The wave of shame hit me like a fist, washing over me in an instant. I couldn’t stop myself. My body tensed, and before I could even warn her, I erupted, spilling helplessly as her hand continued to stroke. The humiliation burned as brightly as the pleasure, leaving me trembling beneath her.

Lucy smirked, licking her lips as she leaned down to kiss my cheek. “Poor baby,” she murmured. “You can’t help yourself, can you?”

As I tried to catch my breath, my heart pounding and my body still trembling, she shifted her weight slightly, settling herself against me. Her expression softened, her teasing grin giving way to something more intimate.

“Tell me, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing my neck. “When we do this, if he has a bigger—thicker—cock than you, would you mind?”

I hesitated, my chest tightening. The truth was already clawing its way out, and I couldn’t stop it. “No,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “I wouldn’t mind.”

Her grin returned, slow and satisfied, as she cupped my cheek and made me look at her. “Good,” she murmured. “Because I miss sucking big, fat cocks.”

The words hung in the air between us, electric and undeniable. My breath hitched, and I stared at her, caught between shock and unrelenting arousal.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her voice softer now. “Knowing I miss it. The stretch, the taste, the way they fill me up.”

I shuddered, my head spinning as her words settled deep inside me. The truth broke free, raw and unfiltered. “I do,” I admitted, my voice shaking. “I want it.”

Lucy’s smile widened, and she kissed me softly, her lips lingering on mine. “Good,” she whispered, her voice like silk. “Because I want it too.”

Chapter

I looked over at the clock, an hour had passed since they had left the bar.

He must be fucking her by now, I thought, squeezing my throbbing erection. My mind raced with the possibilities, the vivid images of Karl pressing Lucy against the wall, sliding her dress up, and thrusting deep inside her. I groaned, gripping myself harder, the tension unbearable.

I would have done just about anything to be in Karl’s room at that moment—watching him stick it to my randy wife.

Watching her was a fantasy I’d entertained for years, but it wasn’t until she told me a certain story that it became an obsession. The way she described it, I could practically see every detail, and now, it haunted me.

It was a few months before we met, she’d said—a summer night in July. She was out with a couple of girlfriends, hopping between bars in the city, when she caught the attention of a guy she couldn’t resist. “He was tall,” she’d murmured, her eyes glittering as she leaned into me, “and broad. The kind of guy who just exuded confidence.”

She told me how they danced together, the heat building between them as his hands explored her waist and thighs. “By the time the bar closed, I didn’t care where we went, as long as we didn’t stop touching,” she said with a teasing grin.

So she brought him back to her place.

Her voice dropped as she described the way he’d pinned her against the wall just inside the door, his lips on her neck, his hands sliding up her dress. “I couldn’t stop him,” she confessed, her tone both breathless and shameless. “And I didn’t want to.”

I hung on her every word, already hard, already aching, as she continued. She told me how they stumbled into her bedroom, how she pushed him back onto the bed and straddled him, taking his cock in her hand. “He was big,” she said, biting her lip as her hand slid down to stroke me. “Thicker than this,” she added with a soft laugh, looking down at her hand wrapped snugly around me.

That giggle—the slight, teasing comparison—sent a wave of shame and excitement washing over me.

“I couldn’t even close my fingers around him,” she said softly, her grip tightening as she stroked me faster.

I couldn’t hold back. The thought of her with this stranger, her hand barely able to contain him, was too much. My body tensed, and before I could stop myself, I erupted, spilling thickly over her hand and stomach. My breath came in shallow gasps as Lucy smirked, licking her lips.

“You couldn’t last, could you?” she teased. “Just thinking about me being such a bad girl drives you crazy.”

I wanted to deny it, to feel some semblance of control, but I couldn’t. It did drive me crazy.

That story had become a staple in our bedroom. She loved to revisit it, twisting it just slightly each time, adding new details to keep me hooked. She told me how he’d pinned her wrists to the bed, how his thrusts had been so deep they made her cry out, how he’d emptied himself inside her because she hated condoms and didn’t stop him.

Each time she told it, the fantasy became more real to me, her words painting a picture so vivid I felt like I’d been there. And now, as I lay in our hotel bed, stroking myself to the thought of her with Karl, the story came rushing back, feeding my arousal and my shame in equal measure.

She hadn’t actually done it since we’d been together—I knew that. But the way she told these stories, the way she teased me, made it impossible to separate fantasy from reality. And now, with Lucy gone for over an hour, my mind raced with possibilities.

Was Karl her next story? Would she come back tonight and tell me what they’d done, in vivid, tantalizing detail, while I hung on every word? Or was this the night she’d finally make it real?

Either way, I knew I’d lose myself completely, just like I always did.

Checking the clock again, I realized another hour had passed, and still, Lucy hadn’t come back to our room. The anticipation was unbearable. My thoughts spiraled as I imagined what she might be doing with Karl. My chest tightened, and the ache between my legs became impossible to ignore.

I gave in. Sliding my hand down, I gripped my cock firmly and began stroking, letting the images in my head take over. I pictured her on her hands and knees, Karl behind her, gripping her hips as he thrust deep inside her. My breath hitched, my strokes quickening as I imagined her moaning his name, her body arching in pleasure. The thought of him cumming inside her, filling her over and over, pushed me over the edge.

With a groan, I erupted, spilling a thick load over my thighs and stomach. My body shuddered as I rode the waves of release, the shame and arousal swirling together in my chest.

Exhaustion hit me like a wave, and I must have drifted off to sleep because the next thing I knew, sunlight was creeping through the curtains. My heart jumped as I sat up, realizing Lucy still hadn’t returned. The disappointment was sharp, but so was the thrill. The idea that she might have spent the night with Karl sent a fresh surge of excitement through me.

I stumbled into the bathroom to take a leak, my mind still foggy with sleep and lingering arousal. As I flushed the toilet, I heard a soft knock at the door. My pulse quickened as I opened it to find Lucy standing there, her hair tousled, her makeup smudged, and a sly grin tugging at her lips. She looked radiant, her confidence practically glowing as she stepped inside.

“Where have you been?” I asked, teasingly but unable to keep the edge of nervous excitement from my voice. “Are you fresh from the arms of another man?”

Lucy chuckled, rolling her eyes dramatically. “Oh, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with mischief. “I’ve been fucked sooo much.”

My breath caught as I stared at her, caught between disbelief and arousal. “Did he… did he cum inside you?” I asked, my voice shaky.

Her lips curved into a wicked grin, and she nodded. “Seven times,” she said, drawing the words out slowly, letting them hang in the air. “Do you want to see? Come here, and I’ll show you.”

She climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, looking over her shoulder at me with a playful glint in her eyes. My heart pounded as I knelt behind her, my face just inches from her ass. With trembling hands, I lifted the hem of her sundress, exposing her bare skin.

The sight before me was astonishing. But as I stared, my mind raced. Was this real? Had she finally crossed that line? Or was this just another one of her games, another story designed to drive me wild?

“See anything you like?” Lucy teased, glancing back at me with a smirk. Her voice was light, but the tension in the air was electric.

My mouth went dry as I tried to find the words. Whatever the truth was, I knew one thing for sure—I was completely, utterly at her mercy.

As Lucy knelt on the bed, her dress bunched around her waist, I froze for a moment, unsure if I could actually look. My breath came in shallow gasps as I reached out with trembling hands and lifted the hem of her sundress higher, exposing her fully.

The sight before me hit like a punch to the gut, knocking the air from my lungs. Her labia were swollen and glistening, a thin trail of milky cum dripping down her inner thigh. The fabric of her G-string panties was soaked, the crotch practically translucent, clinging to her in a way that left nothing to the imagination. The evidence of another man was everywhere, unmistakable, and overwhelming.

My head spun, a mix of arousal and disgust churning in my stomach. My cock throbbed painfully, betraying me, even as my chest tightened with something I couldn’t quite name. I leaned closer, almost involuntarily, the faint, musky smell hitting me like a drug. It was intoxicating, overpowering, and deeply unsettling.

“He never pulled out once,” Lucy said, her voice low and sultry, breaking the silence. The words sent a jolt through me, and I swallowed hard, trying to steady myself as she continued. “He was insatiable. I kept thinking, after each time, that he had to be done—but before I knew it, he was hard again. Even when I was about to leave, he was already getting hard, and he wanted me to stay.”

Her voice was so casual, so matter-of-fact, and it only made the sight in front of me more vivid, more visceral. My fingers trembled as I hooked them into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her sticky thighs. The fabric clung for a moment, and as it came away, another drop of cum spilled onto the sheets below.

My eyes widened as I stared, unable to look away. Her pussy was flushed and wet, her lips parted slightly, slick with a mixture that wasn’t mine. My stomach twisted violently, but so did the knot of arousal low in my gut.

“Did he have a big cock?” I asked, my voice cracking under the weight of my emotions. The question hung in the air, and I hated myself for asking it, for needing to know.

Lucy glanced over her shoulder, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “He wasn’t as long as you,” she said, pausing just long enough for the tension to claw its way up my spine, “but he was thicker.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and undeniable, and the knot in my chest tightened further. My cock throbbed again, painfully hard despite the wave of jealousy and inadequacy washing over me. I couldn’t ignore it: the idea that she had felt something different, something more, even as I stared at the evidence.

I leaned in closer, my face just inches from her swollen pussy, my nostrils flaring as the scent overwhelmed me again. I wanted to claim her, to push myself inside and reclaim what I thought of as mine. But at the same time, I felt frozen, almost repelled by the sight. It was a conflict I’d never experienced before—a mix of desire and revulsion so intense I couldn’t process it.

“He got hard again… right away?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Lucy nodded, letting out a soft laugh. “Oh, baby, you should have seen it. He’d cum inside me, pull out for a second, and before I could even catch my breath, he was ready to go again. It was…” She trailed off, her grin widening.

My stomach churned with envy and insecurity. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been able to get hard so quickly after cumming. It wasn’t something I could control, but knowing this man could—knowing he had—stung more than I wanted to admit.

My fingers twitched as I stared, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. I wanted to touch her, to take her, to make her mine again. But I couldn’t deny the weight of what I was seeing, the reality of another man’s seed dripping from her. My chest tightened as I knelt there, caught between an unbearable need and a sharp pang of jealousy that I couldn’t push away.

Lucy shifted her hips slightly, her movement snapping me back to the present. She glanced over her shoulder again, her gaze soft but commanding. “Come on, baby,” she purred. “Don’t just look. You know you want to.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. She was right—I wanted to. Desperately. But I also didn’t know if I could.

I groaned softly as Lucy’s smoldering pussy came fully into view. The sight hit me like a shockwave—her swollen lips glistening, streaked with creamy, unmistakable evidence of what she’d done. A faint, musky smell wafted toward me, thick and heady, making my stomach churn even as my cock twitched, already leaking precum.

“Oh, babe,” I murmured, my voice shaky. “Your pussy is… a mess. I can’t believe how much cum there is. It’s so swollen... and the smell…” I paused, swallowing hard, unsure how to continue. “It’s unbelievable.”

Lucy glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I know,” she purred, shaking her ass teasingly. “You’ve been waiting all night to eat my cum-filled pussy, haven’t you?”

I hesitated, my breath catching in my throat. The truth was far more complicated. I wanted to touch her, to reclaim her, to prove to both of us that I could still satisfy her. But the thought of putting my mouth there, tasting another man, made my stomach twist in disgust.

Still, the alternative wasn’t much better. I could already feel the wetness on the tip of my cock, the telltale sign that if I tried to fuck her, I wouldn’t last more than a few seconds. And that wasn’t enough—not tonight.

“Go on, Luke,” Lucy teased, her voice low and commanding. “Stick your tongue in there and taste him.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine, equal parts arousal and dread. I wanted her to cum, needed her to. And if this was the only way, then I had to do it. I leaned closer, my heart pounding as the scent grew stronger, filling my nostrils with every breath.

The first taste was jarring—a salty, unfamiliar tang that coated my tongue and made my stomach lurch. I almost pulled back, the texture and flavor overwhelming me, but I forced myself to continue. My cock, so painfully hard just moments ago, softened as I struggled to suppress my revulsion.

Lucy moaned softly above me, her hips shifting as my tongue moved hesitantly over her. Her arousal, genuine and unmistakable, spurred me on despite the taste. I focused on her clit, circling it slowly, methodically, until I felt her breath hitch.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice growing more breathless. “Don’t stop, baby. Make me cum.”

Her encouragement sent a flicker of determination through me, and I worked harder, my tongue sliding deeper, finding every sensitive spot. The tang of her arousal began to blend with the taste I hated, making it marginally more bearable. As her breathing quickened, I felt a shift in myself, my body responding to hers in spite of everything.

Lucy gasped sharply, her back arching as her first orgasm rippled through her. “Oh, yes!” she cried, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. Her pussy clenched around my tongue, the sensation enough to stir my cock back to life.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as I pushed her closer to the edge again. Her second orgasm came harder, her entire body shuddering as she screamed my name.

“God, Luke!” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so good at this. Better than he was.”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity, and I redoubled my efforts. Her hips ground against my face as I pushed her to a third climax, this one even more intense than the last. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly as her cries filled the room.

“Oh, fuck!” she shouted. “Yes, yes, don’t stop!”

As she came down, panting and trembling, she glanced back at me, her cheeks flushed. “You want me to tell you about my night?” she asked, her voice dripping with seduction.

I nodded, unable to speak, my arousal now overriding every other sensation.

“He wasn’t as long as you,” she said, her tone casual, “but thicker. God, so thick. And he just kept going, over and over again.”

Her words fueled something primal in me, and by the time I coaxed a fourth orgasm from her, I was harder than I’d ever been. Her moans turned into cries of pure ecstasy as she finally collapsed forward, her body trembling and spent.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I climbed on top of her, my cock throbbing as I slid into her. She felt looser than usual, a detail that struck me like a strange, unwelcome thought I couldn’t shake.

My hips moved instinctively, driven by raw need. But I could already feel it—the tightening in my stomach, the telltale signs that I wasn’t going to last.

I tried to hold back, desperate to keep going, to prove myself. But then Lucy looked up at me, her lips curving into a wicked smile.

“Oh, I can definitely feel the difference,” she whispered, her voice soft but cutting.

Her words shattered what little control I had left. With a strangled groan, I came, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I spilled inside her. The shame and arousal surged together, leaving me trembling above her, utterly spent.

Lucy reached up, stroking my cheek gently. “Good boy,” she murmured, her tone a mix of affection and amusement.

I collapsed beside her, my mind spinning as I tried to process everything. The taste, the smell, the way she’d looked at me—it was all too much. And yet, I knew I’d do it all again if she asked.

Like it always is after being with Lucy, the sex was intense, raw, and consuming. But tonight, after everything she’d said, everything we’d done, it felt different—deeper, more visceral. My body trembled as I collapsed beside her, my chest heaving and my mind still spinning. Her skin glistened in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath.

The room was thick with the scent of sex, an intoxicating blend of sweat, arousal, and something else—something that lingered, reminding me of where she’d been. My body ached, spent and satisfied, as I tried to process everything.

For a while, neither of us spoke. Lucy lay sprawled on her back, her hair a tangled mess against the pillows, her lips slightly parted as she stared up at the ceiling. I could feel the heat of her body beside me, the rise and fall of her chest a steady rhythm that soothed my own frantic heartbeat.

Then, she shifted slightly, her hand brushing against my thigh. “Urm…” she began, her tone curious, teasing. “What’s this, baby?”

Before I could react, her fingers wrapped around me—around my cock. My rock-hard cock.

I blinked, my body jolting with surprise as I glanced down. “I… I don’t know,” I stammered, my voice hoarse.

Lucy raised an eyebrow, a sly grin spreading across her face. “Are you kidding me right now?” she asked, giving me a slow, deliberate stroke. “You’re hard again?”

“I—I guess so,” I muttered, still trying to make sense of it.

Her grin widened, and she let out a soft laugh, her fingers tightening around me. “Wow, Luke. Look at you. Trying to compete with the other guy, huh?”

I flushed, the heat rushing to my cheeks. “That’s not… I mean…”

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Or is it because you know he was thicker? Gotta up your game, baby?”

I groaned, my face burning as her words sent a jolt of arousal through me. “Lucy…”

“What?” she asked innocently, her hand moving slowly, teasingly. “I think it’s cute. You’re all worked up, trying to prove something.”

Her playful banter left me speechless, caught between embarrassment and undeniable arousal. She shifted, propping herself up on one elbow as she continued stroking me, her fingers moving with maddening precision.

“Or maybe,” she murmured, her lips curving into a wicked smile, “you’re just this hard because you know how much I loved it. You can’t get enough of the idea, can you?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came. Instead, a low groan escaped my lips as she leaned down, her warm breath ghosting over my cock.

“Let me help you with that,” she said softly, her tongue darting out to trace the length of me.

I shuddered, my hips twitching involuntarily as her lips closed around me. The warmth of her mouth, the gentle pressure of her tongue—it was almost too much. Lucy moved slowly, deliberately, her eyes locked on mine as she worked me with practiced skill.

Her lips slid up and down my shaft, her hand moving in tandem, and all the while, she kept talking. “You know what I’m thinking?” she asked, her voice muffled but teasing. “I’m thinking about my dirty thirty. About all the things I want to do… all the things I want you to let me do.”

I groaned again, my fingers gripping the sheets as her words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. “Lucy…”

She pulled back just enough to meet my gaze, her lips slick and swollen. “Tell me you want it, Luke,” she whispered, her hand continuing to stroke me. “Tell me you want me to have a dirty thirty.”

“I…” I hesitated, my mind racing.

“Come on, baby,” she coaxed, her tone soft but insistent. “You know you do. Say it.”

My chest tightened as I stared at her, the heat in her eyes, the wicked curve of her lips. “I want it,” I admitted finally, my voice shaking.

Lucy grinned, her hand quickening its pace. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Her strokes grew firmer, her grip tighter, and within moments, I was trembling, teetering on the edge. She watched me with a knowing smile, her gaze locked on mine as I fell apart. My hips jerked, my release spilling over her fingers as I groaned her name.

When it was over, she cleaned her hand with a casualness that only made me blush harder before sliding up beside me. She draped her arm across my chest, her head resting on my shoulder as we lay tangled together on the bed.

For a while, we just lay there, our bodies pressed close, the sound of our breathing filling the room. Lucy traced lazy circles on my chest with her fingers, her touch soothing and intimate.

“Can you believe this is just the first night of our vacation?” she murmured, her voice soft and playful.

I chuckled, the sound low and tired. “Barely,” I admitted.

She tilted her head to look up at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Think you’ll survive the week?”

I smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “With you? I’m not sure.”

Her laughter was light, melodic, as she leaned up to kiss me. It was slow and sweet, a contrast to the raw intensity of everything that had come before.

We talked for a while longer, sharing dreams for the week ahead, teasing each other with playful banter, until our words began to fade into soft murmurs. The exhaustion of the night finally caught up to us, and Lucy nestled against me, her body warm and soft as sleep overtook us both.


Chapter 4

As I sat eating my late breakfast, I tried to distract myself from the whirlwind of emotions swirling in my head. The taste of the eggs and toast felt muted, distant, as my thoughts kept circling back to Lucy and the night before. My mind replayed her words, her wicked grin, the way she looked at me with a mix of teasing and command. “I want a dirty-thirty birthday. I want to spend our vacation fucking other men.”

I tried to focus on the people around me, the gentle hum of conversations and clinking silverware in the dining area. But it was impossible. My stomach churned, my appetite vanishing with every passing thought. My cock, stubborn and relentless, throbbed under the table as memories of the night before danced through my mind.

Her words had been so casual, so brazen. The way she’d leaned into the fantasy, spinning it out with vivid detail until it felt like it had truly happened. She’d painted a picture so real I could almost see it: Karl taking her, fucking her over and over, filling her until she couldn’t take any more. The scent, the texture, the taste—it had been overwhelming, visceral, leaving me caught between arousal and jealousy.

I stabbed at the eggs on my plate, forcing myself to eat even though my stomach was in knots. The memory of my cock pumping in and out of her, slick with cum, flashed in my mind, and I nearly groaned aloud. She’d made it seem so real. Too real.

The truth was, nothing turned me on more than the thought of Lucy being with another man. It was a craving I couldn’t explain, a need that had grown stronger with every story she told, every teasing detail she fed me. And yet, every time she pushed the boundaries of our fantasies, I found myself teetering on the edge, unsure if I could handle it.

I took another bite of toast, chewing mechanically as I wrestled with my thoughts. Lucy hadn’t actually slept with anyone since we’d been married—that much I knew. But last night, as she spun her tale, it had felt different. Her words had cut deeper, her details sharper, her teasing more relentless. It was as if she wanted me to believe it had happened, to make me question the line between fantasy and reality.

She loved blurring that line, and I couldn’t deny how much it drove me wild. My cock stiffened further as her voice echoed in my mind, her words dripping with seduction. “He wasn’t as long as you,” she’d said, pausing just long enough to let the tension build, “but thicker. So much thicker.”

I shook my head, trying to shake off the memory, but it clung stubbornly. My appetite continued to wane as my arousal surged. It was maddening, this mix of desire and insecurity. She knew exactly how to push my buttons, to keep me teetering on the edge, and I loved her for it.

The truth was, Lucy’s teasing wasn’t new. We’d been married five and a half years, and in that time, she’d perfected the art of keeping me guessing. Her stories had become a staple in our sex life, her way of keeping things exciting, of exploring the darker corners of my fantasies.

Before we met, Lucy had been wild, unrestrained, unapologetic about her love of sex. She’d told me once, casually over dinner, that she couldn’t even remember how many guys she’d been with. “Too many to count,” she’d said with a laugh, her tone more amused than embarrassed.

Since we’d been together, though, things had changed—or so I thought. She hadn’t slept with anyone else, but she loved teasing me with the possibility. It was a game we both played, one that kept me on edge, never quite sure where the fantasy ended and the truth began.

With my appetite completely gone, I pushed my plate aside and sat back in my chair, staring out at the ocean through the restaurant’s open windows. The view was stunning, the turquoise waves sparkling under the morning sun, but even that couldn’t distract me from the thoughts swirling in my head.

Lucy was upstairs, undoubtedly still asleep, her body spent from the night before. The memory of her moans, her teasing, her wicked smile—it all played on a loop in my mind, a mix of arousal and frustration that refused to let me rest.

I glanced at my watch, debating how I could kill the next few hours before enough time had passed for me to wake her. My thoughts strayed to what I wanted to do when she finally stirred, and my cock twitched at the thought of tasting her again, of sliding inside her worn-out pussy and reclaiming her.

Shaking my head, I forced myself to stand. I need a distraction, I thought. Something—anything—to take my mind off my promiscuous wife and her dirty-thirty plans.

As I walked through the hotel lobby, a burst of laughter caught my attention. Near the concierge desk, a group of guys stood chatting, their voices loud and animated.

“Deep-sea fishing, huh?” one of them said, his tone eager. “It’s gonna be awesome. I’m calling it now—I’m catching the biggest one out there.”

The mention of fishing piqued my interest. It was one of the activities I’d considered while planning this trip, but between organizing everything else for Lucy’s birthday and the whirlwind of last night, I’d almost forgotten about it.

Curiosity got the better of me, and I lingered near the group, listening as they discussed their plans.

“Think we’ll get anything decent this early in the season?” one of them asked.

“Hell yeah,” another replied. “This is the best time for marlin. You’ve just gotta be patient.”

The idea of being out on the water, away from the hotel, away from the thoughts that wouldn’t leave me alone, was too tempting to pass up. Clearing my throat, I stepped closer.

“Hey, you guys going deep-sea fishing?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

One of them, a tall, broad-shouldered guy with a friendly smile, turned toward me. “Yeah, we booked it yesterday. You interested?”

“Actually, yeah,” I admitted. “I’ve been wanting to do that since I started planning this trip. Got room for one more?”

The guy shrugged. “Sure, why not?”

Grateful for the distraction, I introduced myself. “Luke,” I said, shaking his hand.

“Chris,” he replied, nodding. “This is Jake, Scott, Todd, and Aaron.”

The group greeted me with a mix of nods and smiles. Chris and Jake were Black, their easy banter suggesting a long-standing friendship. The others—Scott, Todd, and Aaron—were white, their sunburned noses and touristy polo shirts making them look like they’d already spent too much time in the sun.

The group seemed relaxed and friendly, about my age or maybe a couple of years younger. Chris, who seemed to take the lead, glanced at his watch. “We’re heading out in about ten minutes,” he said. “Boat leaves at nine sharp.”

“Perfect,” I said, relieved to have something to fill the next few hours. “I’ll meet you in the lobby.”

I made my way back to our room quickly, my mind preoccupied with the need to grab my wallet and sunglasses before heading off for the fishing trip. As I pushed open the door, the sight that greeted me stopped me in my tracks.

Lucy lay on the bed, curled on her side in the fetal position. The soft morning light streaming through the curtains highlighted every curve of her body, her skin glowing with a faint sheen of sweat. She hadn’t bothered to pull the covers over herself, leaving her bare and exposed. My gaze traveled downward, and my breath caught in my throat.

Her plump pussy was still swollen, the lips slightly parted and glistening. A faint trail of milky wetness clung to her thighs, evidence of the night before. Even as my stomach churned with the memory of her teasing words, my cock twitched, betraying me. The sight of her like this—completely spent, vulnerable, yet impossibly sexy—made my arousal surge all over again.

I stood frozen for a moment, torn between two powerful urges. One part of me wanted nothing more than to crawl into bed with her, to slide between her legs and claim her once more. The other part reminded me of the time, of the plans I’d just made.

But the temptation was overwhelming. My cock stiffened painfully as I imagined waking her with my touch, hearing her soft moans as I slid inside her slick heat. My pulse quickened as the fantasy unfolded in my mind.

No, I told myself firmly. If I stayed, I’d miss the boat. And after the intensity of last night, maybe a little distance would be good for me—give me time to clear my head.

Reluctantly, I stepped further into the room and grabbed my wallet from the dresser. My sunglasses sat nearby, and I slipped them into my pocket, my gaze flicking back to Lucy’s sleeping form. Her lips parted slightly as she exhaled, her expression peaceful, almost angelic. It was hard to reconcile that look with the wild, teasing woman who had pushed me to my limits only hours earlier.

I scribbled a quick note on the hotel stationery:

Gone fishing. Be back by lunch. Can’t wait to see you.

I set the note on the nightstand, hesitating for just a moment longer. My eyes lingered on her, memorizing every curve, every detail. Then, with a deep breath, I turned and quietly left the room, closing the door softly behind me.

As I made my way back downstairs, my thoughts were anything but quiet. The image of Lucy, her body swollen and glistening from the night before, was burned into my mind, feeding both my arousal and my jealousy in equal measure.

What a way to start the day, I thought, shaking my head as I headed for the lobby.

The guys were waiting for me in the lobby, and after quick introductions, we wasted no time heading down to the marina. The sun was already high in the sky, the heat pressing down on us as we walked. Once there, we stocked up on beer and cigars, grabbing a few essentials before finding a captain with a small fishing boat willing to take us out for a reasonable price.

The boat was nothing fancy, but it was more than enough for the six of us. As we set off into the open water, I felt the tension of the morning slowly start to melt away. The breeze was cool against my face, carrying the faint scent of salt and seaweed, and for the first time since arriving, I felt myself relax.

For the next several hours, we fished, laughed, and swapped stories, the cooler of beer steadily emptying as we smoked fine Dominican cigars. The guys were easygoing, their banter quick and lighthearted, reminding me of the friends I had back home. Chris, with his booming laugh and endless stream of jokes, seemed to naturally take the lead, while Jake, quieter but no less engaging, kept us all entertained with his sharp wit.

Scott and Todd were brothers, their easy camaraderie clear in the way they ribbed each other over everything from missed catches to their beer choices. Aaron, the youngest of the group, had an infectious energy, constantly moving around the boat, whether to check the lines or to grab another beer from the cooler.

I liked them. More than that, I felt like I’d known them for years. There was an instant camaraderie, the kind that came from shared experiences and mutual respect.

As the hours passed, we managed to pull in a decent haul, two of the fish big enough to impress even the seasoned captain. The thrill of the catch, the cold beer, the easy company—it all felt like a much-needed reset.

By the time we returned to the marina, the sun was beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting a warm golden glow over the water. It was four-thirty in the afternoon, and all six of us were half-panned, the beer having done its job.

As we disembarked, Chris clapped me on the shoulder. “We’re heading to the poolside bar to meet our buddy Alex for a few beers before supper,” he said, grinning. “You should come.”

“Sounds good,” I replied. “Let me drop off a couple of these fish at the kitchen and find my wife, and I’ll meet you there.”

“Don’t take too long,” Todd added with a laugh. “We’ll need you to help us finish off the beer.”

I chuckled and waved them off before heading inside. After making arrangements with the head chef to prepare the fish for dinner, I made my way upstairs to our room, anticipation building with every step.

When I opened the door, I wasn’t surprised to find the room empty. The bed was made, and there was no sign of Lucy—no scattered clothes, no lingering scent of her perfume. It was as if she hadn’t been there all day.

I glanced at the nightstand where I’d left her a note that morning. It was gone. My heart skipped a beat as I imagined her reading it, wondering where she’d gone, what she’d done.

Shaking off the thoughts, I grabbed a fresh piece of paper and quickly scribbled another note:

Back in a bit. Meet me at the poolside bar if you’re around.

Leaving it on the nightstand, I moved to the bathroom for a quick shower. The hot water felt good against my sunburned skin, washing away the salt and sweat from the day. As I stood under the spray, my thoughts drifted back to Lucy, to the events of the previous night.

The memory of her teasing smile, the wicked glint in her eye, sent a familiar heat coursing through me. She’d always had a way of keeping me on edge, of making me want more, even when I thought I’d reached my limit.

By the time I stepped out of the shower, the anticipation of seeing her again was almost too much. I dressed quickly, slipping into a clean shirt and shorts, and ran a comb through my damp hair. One last glance in the mirror, and I was ready.

As I headed back downstairs, the hum of the resort greeted me—a mix of music, laughter, and the distant crash of waves. My pulse quickened as I made my way toward the poolside bar, scanning the crowd for any sign of her.

Would she be there already? I wondered. Or would she make me wait, like she always did, keeping me guessing, keeping me wanting?

Either way, I knew one thing for certain: this vacation was just getting started.

When I arrived at the poolside bar, I was greeted by a sight that stopped me in my tracks. My wife was already there, sitting with the guys I had spent the afternoon fishing with—and another man, a tall, muscular Black guy who I quickly deduced must be Alex.

Lucy looked stunning, as always, wearing her bikini with a light sarong tied around her waist, the fabric clinging to her hips in a way that made my pulse quicken. Her sun-kissed skin glowed under the late-afternoon light, her smile easy and playful as she leaned in to talk to Alex.

He was dressed in nothing but swim trunks, his toned chest and shoulders impossible to ignore. His build was slightly better than mine—broader, more defined—and I felt an uncomfortable pang of jealousy when I noticed his large hand resting casually on Lucy’s bare thigh.

Before I could fully process what I was seeing, Jake noticed me approaching and gave Alex a nudge. Alex glanced up, his expression unreadable, and slowly removed his hand from my wife’s leg.

“You must be Alex,” I said, forcing a smile and pretending I hadn’t just witnessed his casual intimacy with Lucy.

He stood and extended his hand, his grip firm and confident. “Yeah, and you’re Luke,” he replied, his voice deep and self-assured.

I nodded, shaking his hand before turning my attention to Lucy. “How did you end up with this group of creeps?” I asked, keeping my tone light.

The guys laughed, the tension in the air dissipating slightly, and Lucy smiled at me with that wicked glint in her eye—the one that always left me guessing.

“Alex and I met on the beach earlier,” she explained. “We started talking, and it didn’t take long to figure out you were off fishing with his friends. Small world, huh?”

I nodded again, though my gaze lingered on her for a moment longer. She was sitting far too close to Alex, their knees brushing, her body angled toward his in a way that spoke of familiarity—or something more. I felt a knot tighten in my stomach, but I forced myself to keep my expression neutral as I took the empty seat beside her.

For the next hour, the eight of us sat together, drinking beers and swapping stories. The atmosphere was easy and light, the conversation flowing naturally, but I couldn’t shake the subtle tension I felt every time I looked at Lucy and Alex. She laughed at his jokes a little too freely, her hand brushing his arm more often than seemed necessary.

Nobody else seemed to notice—or if they did, they didn’t say anything. The guys were focused on their drinks and their banter, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the way Lucy leaned into Alex, her body language relaxed and open in a way that left no doubt about her interest.

Her attraction to him was obvious. Alex had a handsome, chiseled face, large, well-defined muscles, and a confident, magnetic presence that seemed to draw everyone in. He exuded charm effortlessly, his deep voice commanding attention without even trying. I could see why Lucy was drawn to him—and why, despite my best efforts, I felt a sharp pang of inadequacy every time she laughed at one of his comments.

At one point, Todd leaned over and mentioned casually, “You know, Alex has a bit of a reputation.”

“Oh?” I asked, keeping my tone neutral.

“Yeah,” Todd said with a grin. “The guy can pick up just about any girl, any time, anywhere. It’s like a superpower or something.”

I forced a laugh, though the knot in my stomach tightened further. Todd had no idea what those words did to me, how they made me feel even more on edge.

By the time we finished our beers, Lucy suggested we all head to one of the nearby clubs after dinner. The idea was met with unanimous enthusiasm, and plans were quickly made.

As the group stood to leave, I watched as Alex helped Lucy to her feet, his hand lingering on hers for just a moment too long. Her smile was bright, her laugh easy, and I couldn’t help but wonder where the night would lead.

Her words from the night before echoed in my mind, taunting me: “I want to be a bad girl, the badder the better.”

After a couple more drinks, one of the hotel staff approached our group to inform us that our freshly caught fish would be served in an hour. The announcement was met with cheers and a round of toasts before everyone decided it was time to head to their respective rooms to freshen up and change for dinner.

As Lucy and I made our way back to our room, I couldn’t stop glancing at her out of the corner of my eye. She seemed so at ease, so utterly confident, her hips swaying slightly with every step. My mind was racing, replaying every moment from the bar—the way Alex’s hand had rested on her thigh, the way she leaned into him, the easy, flirtatious smile that never seemed to leave her lips.

The moment we were alone in the room, I turned to her, unable to hold back any longer. “What’s going on with you and Alex?” I demanded, my voice sharper than I intended. “I saw his hand on your thigh, Lucy.”

She stopped mid-step and turned to me, her lips curving into a playful smile. “Does it make you jealous?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

“A little, yeah,” I admitted, though the words felt like an understatement. The pang of jealousy I’d felt earlier had only grown, twisting into something deeper, more complicated.

Lucy giggled, the sound light and unbothered, as though my confession was exactly what she wanted to hear. “I’m sorry, babe,” she said, though her tone was anything but apologetic. She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto mine. “I don’t want you to be upset, but…” She paused, her lips curving into a wicked grin. “I’m probably going to fuck him tonight.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, sharp and undeniable. I felt my stomach twist, jealousy and arousal warring for dominance inside me. My chest tightened as I struggled to find the right response, my voice shaky when I finally managed to speak. “Just how do you plan on doing that?”

Lucy’s grin widened at my reaction, and she took another step toward me, her movements slow and deliberate. “Well,” she began, her tone casual, “Alex is staying in the same room as Chris and Jake. And unless I’m mistaken…” Her eyes darted around the room, playful mischief dancing in their depths. “This room is occupied as well.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. “Exactly,” I said, though my voice betrayed my lack of confidence. “So how are you planning to… to make that happen?”

She laughed softly, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “I was kind of planning to leave the bar early with him,” she said, stepping closer until the heat of her body was palpable. “We’d come back here while you stayed with the rest of the guys.”

“To our room?” I asked, my voice rising slightly.

“Uh-huh,” she murmured, her face just inches from mine now. Her hand slid down to my shorts, her fingers tracing the outline of my rapidly hardening cock through the fabric.

Her touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I gasped softly as my arousal betrayed me once again.

“Just think, Luke,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “By the time you get back, my pussy will already be stretched out and full of his cum.”

I groaned, my knees almost buckling at the brutal honesty of her words. My jealousy burned hotter, but so did the fire low in my stomach.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby?” she continued, her tone dropping to a sultry purr. “You could have his sloppy-seconds as soon as you walk through the door.”

Her hand squeezed me gently, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. The conflicting emotions inside me—desire, shame, jealousy—threatened to overwhelm me. I knew she was teasing, playing with my fantasies, pushing me to the edge like she always did. And damn it, it was working.

“I…” My voice faltered as I tried to form a coherent thought.

Lucy pulled back slightly, her grin widening as she looked up at me, her hand still firmly on my cock. “You don’t have to say anything,” she said softly, her tone both reassuring and wicked. “Just think about it while we’re at dinner.”

Her words lingered in the air as she stepped away, leaving me standing there, flushed and trembling with arousal. I could feel her eyes on me, her smile still tugging at the corners of her lips, as she turned toward the bathroom to freshen up.

I stood frozen for a moment, my mind racing with everything she’d said. The image of Alex with her, the casual way she described it, the way her words had both cut and excited me—it was all too much. And yet, I knew I couldn’t look away from this. I couldn’t pull back, not now.

This was Lucy, after all. She knew exactly how to push me, how to keep me guessing, how to pull me deeper into her world. And despite everything, I couldn’t deny how much I loved her for it.

“Oh god, Lucy!” I groaned, my voice thick with arousal. My cock throbbed painfully, and I realized with a jolt of humiliation that pre-cum was already trickling down my leg, dampening the inside of my shorts. “I love it when you talk like that.”

Lucy’s eyes sparkled with mischief, her lips curving into a wicked grin as she stepped even closer, her body mere inches from mine. She tilted her head slightly, her gaze locking onto mine as if daring me to look away.

“Yeah?” she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. Her hand brushed over my chest, trailing downward until her fingers grazed the waistband of my shorts. “I knew you’d love it, baby. You can’t wait to slide your cock into my pussy after Alex’s already been there, can you?”

I couldn’t speak. My chest heaved, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps as her words sank into me, each one hitting like a blow and a caress at the same time.

“Mmm…” she continued, her tone playful but deliberate, every word calculated to push me further. “He’s gonna leave it so loose and messy for you. Did you see the size of his hands, Luke?” She paused, her hand pressing lightly against my rock-hard cock through my shorts. “Imagine what the rest of him is like.”

A low groan escaped my throat as her teasing words painted a vivid, unbearable picture in my mind. I hated how much it aroused me, how much I craved the fantasy even as jealousy twisted in my gut.

“My pussy’s gonna get a big, black cock in it tonight,” she said, her voice a sultry whisper that made my knees weak. “And you’re gonna love every second of it, aren’t you?”


Chapter 5

Before I could respond—before I could even catch my breath—she turned on her heel, her laughter light and melodic as she sauntered toward the bathroom. Her hips swayed with deliberate exaggeration, the sarong around her waist shifting just enough to tease me with the barest glimpse of her skin.

“I’d better get ready,” she called over her shoulder, her voice echoing faintly as she stepped into the bathroom.

The door clicked shut, and I was left standing in the middle of the room, flushed and trembling, my cock straining painfully against my shorts. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so turned on, so completely consumed by a mix of desire and frustration. My heart pounded in my chest as her words replayed in my mind, each one searing itself into my thoughts.

She knew exactly what she was doing. Lucy always knew how to push me, how to keep me on edge, and tonight was no exception. The anticipation, the jealousy, the arousal—it all blended together, leaving me breathless and wanting more.

I sank down onto the edge of the bed, my hands trembling slightly as I ran them through my hair. The sound of water running in the bathroom was a faint backdrop to my racing thoughts. The image of Alex’s hand on her thigh, her teasing words about his size, the wicked glint in her eye—it was all too much, and yet I couldn’t stop replaying it in my head.

This is going to be one hell of a night, I thought, the knot in my stomach tightening even as my cock throbbed with undeniable need.

Lucy loves to tease me like this before one of her so-called “big nights.” It’s her way of winding me up, keeping me on edge, and she knows exactly how to push my buttons. I’ll never forget the time she went to visit her friend Tracy in New Orleans. For weeks leading up to the trip, she tormented me with playful hints and over-the-top fantasies, describing in lurid detail all the wild, dirty things she might do while she was there.

“You know how Tracy is,” Lucy had said one night, lounging on the couch with a glass of wine, her legs draped casually over my lap. “She’s such a bad influence. I bet we’ll end up doing shots with some hot guys in the French Quarter. You think I should let one of them take me home, baby?”

Her teasing had made my chest tighten, jealousy and arousal swirling together in that familiar, maddening way. “Tracy would probably encourage it,” I muttered, knowing full well how slutty her best friend could be.

Lucy laughed, tipping her head back, her long hair spilling over her shoulders. “Oh, she’d do more than encourage it. Tracy loves a good threesome. You know that, right? She told me once that she hooked up with two bartenders at the same time while she was there last year.” She paused, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Think I should try that too? Just to keep up with her?”

The way she said it, so casually, so brazenly, made my cock stir in my pants. I couldn’t tell if she was just trying to rile me up or if she was testing the waters, seeing how far she could push the fantasy. Either way, it worked. By the time she left for New Orleans, I was a complete mess, my mind filled with vivid, explicit images of her and Tracy living out every filthy scenario she’d described.

When she came back late Sunday afternoon, I was practically vibrating with anticipation. She walked through the door, her suitcase in tow, looking effortlessly stunning in a loose blouse and short skirt. Before I could even ask her about her trip, she leaned against the doorframe and unbuttoned her shirt, revealing faint red marks on her breasts.

“Look what I brought back,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

My mouth went dry as she lifted the hem of her skirt, hooking her thumb into the waistband of her panties and tugging them aside. “Can you believe this?” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I haven’t even showered since last night. Tracy said it would be fun to see how long we could leave the evidence.”

My breath caught as I stared at her, her words wrapping around me like a vice. I knew it wasn’t real—she hadn’t actually done any of it—but the way she described it, the confidence in her tone, made it impossible not to believe.

I stepped closer, my cock already straining against my pants. “You’re such a bad girl,” I growled, my voice thick with arousal.

Lucy smirked, leaning in until her lips brushed against my ear. “You should’ve seen us, baby. Tracy and I found this guy at a bar Thursday night—so tall, so handsome—and we took him back to our hotel. He couldn’t believe his luck when we both climbed into bed with him.”

She reached down, her fingers brushing over the front of my pants, feeling how hard I was. “And last night?” she continued, her voice barely above a whisper. “Two guys—brothers, if you can believe it. Tracy sucked one of them while I rode the other. God, it was so hot.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed her hips and hoisted her up, pinning her against the door. My lips crashed into hers, and she moaned softly as I fumbled with my pants, freeing myself.

“You’re such a tease,” I murmured, sliding into her in one desperate thrust.

Lucy gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I began to move. “Mmm… you love it,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Admit it, Luke. You love hearing about all the dirty things I might do.”

Her words fueled me, driving me faster, harder, as she clung to me. “You’re so bad,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips tightly. “Such a bad girl.”

“And you love it,” she shot back, her wicked grin returning. “Don’t you, baby? You love it when I tell you these things, when I make you think about what I could do.”

I couldn’t deny it. The fantasy, the vivid details, the way she knew exactly how to get under my skin—it all pushed me to the brink. As I felt myself nearing the edge, Lucy leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear one last time.

“You should come with us next time,” she whispered. “Maybe you’ll get to watch.”

Her words sent me over the edge, and I came hard, my body trembling as I spilled inside her. Lucy’s laughter was soft and satisfied as she kissed me, her hands tangling in my hair.

As we stood there, catching our breath, I couldn’t help but wonder how far she’d take the fantasy next time—and how much further I’d let her push me.

My hands were still trembling as I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for Lucy to finish getting ready. My imagination was running wild, filling with images of her and Alex together, his muscular frame pinning her to the bed, his thick cock stretching her as she moaned his name. It was maddening, this mix of jealousy and arousal that had become all too familiar, and yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

I hated how much I was looking forward to it—to the moment I’d walk back into the room later tonight and find her waiting for me, her post-coital pussy slick and swollen, ready for my tongue. Just the thought of it made my cock twitch, and I groaned softly, running a hand through my hair as I tried to calm myself down.

A part of me hoped Alex’s cock really was as big as Lucy said it might be. She always prided herself on her ability to judge a man’s size just by looking at him, and she was rarely wrong. Her confidence in that skill only made the fantasies more vivid, more intoxicating, even as they left me squirming with jealousy.

And then, of course, there was the fact that he was Black.

When we’d first started talking openly about her sexual past, Lucy had told me that the rumors about Black men and their size were true. She claimed that every Black guy she’d been with—at least thirty by her count—had been well above average. “If white guys average five to six inches when hard,” she’d said with a mischievous grin, “then Black guys average more like seven or eight. And about one in ten? Absolutely huge.”

Hearing her say that had left me breathless, a mix of insecurity and arousal bubbling to the surface. She loved to tease me about it, painting vivid pictures of her past encounters with big, thick cocks that left her stretched and satisfied. And now, the idea that Alex might fit that description had my mind spinning.

Just as I was losing myself in the fantasy, the bathroom door opened, and my breath caught in my throat.

Lucy stepped out, and she looked absolutely stunning. She was wearing one of those micro-mini skirts that barely covered her ass, paired with a sleeveless button-up top that showcased her cleavage in a way that left nothing to the imagination. Her hair was perfectly tousled, her lips glossed and inviting, and as she twirled around, her skirt lifted just enough to reveal the thin straps of her G-string panties.

“Wow,” I managed to choke out, my voice thick with admiration and arousal.

Lucy grinned, clearly pleased with my reaction. “What do you think?” she asked, doing another slow spin that left me dizzy. “I bought it two days before our trip. Figured it might come in handy.”

“All I can think is that I might want to keep you all to myself,” I replied, my voice tinged with both desire and seriousness.

Lucy laughed, her tone light but teasing. “Sorry, Luke,” she said, stepping closer and placing a hand on my chest. “Alex gets me first tonight.” Her lips curved into a wicked smile as she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “You can have whatever’s left over after he’s done.”

I groaned, a mix of anticipation and frustration flooding through me as she pulled back, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She knew exactly how to play me, exactly how to keep me on edge, and she reveled in it.

“Come on, baby,” she said, grabbing her clutch from the dresser. “Let’s go. We don’t want to keep everyone waiting.”

I stood, my body humming with tension as I followed her to the door. The night was just beginning, and already, Lucy had me wrapped around her finger, my imagination working overtime as I tried to brace myself for whatever was to come.

When Lucy and I arrived at the table, the rest of the guys were already seated, their conversation flowing over beers and appetizers. But as soon as they caught sight of Lucy, the words died on their lips.

Chris let out a low whistle, Todd visibly straightened in his seat, and Aaron leaned back with an almost comical look of disbelief. Even Jake, who had been the quietest of the group earlier, allowed his gaze to linger on Lucy for a beat too long.

I almost laughed. Lucy had that effect on people, and tonight she was in her element. She slid gracefully into her seat, crossing her legs in a way that made her micro-mini skirt ride up just enough to give them all a teasing glimpse of her toned thighs. Her sleeveless button-up top framed her cleavage like a piece of art, and the way she casually brushed her hair over her shoulder only added to her allure.

Throughout the meal, the guys flirted with her relentlessly, throwing out compliments and sly remarks that would have made anyone else blush. But not Lucy. She took it all in stride, her laughter light and melodic, her responses playful yet tantalizing. She was a master at this, and I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of pride and unease as I watched her hold court.

The only time I felt a real pang of jealousy was when her exchanges with Alex grew quieter, their eye contact lingering just a little too long. There was something electric between them, something unspoken but undeniable. The way she leaned toward him, the way her lips curved into that subtle, wicked smile she only used when she was truly intrigued—it was enough to send a knot twisting in my stomach.

As I nursed my beer, my mind drifted to a night several years ago, long before we were married, when Lucy had turned just as many heads—and had fixated her attention on another man.

We’d gone to see a rock show together at a small, packed venue. Lucy had dressed to kill that night, wearing a pair of cut-off shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight, white tank-top that clung to her curves like a second skin. She looked absolutely stunning, and I wasn’t the least bit surprised at how many eyes followed her as we wove through the crowd.

After grabbing a couple of beers, we found a spot about twenty feet from the stage. The energy in the room was electric, the anticipation almost palpable as the band set up. They weren’t a mainstream act—not the kind you’d hear on the radio—but they had a loyal following and enough raw talent to pack the venue to capacity.

Lucy was in her element, swaying to the music, her body moving in time with the beat. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was radiant, her face glowing under the stage lights, her smile wide and carefree.

Then, about ten songs in, she turned to me, her eyes sparkling. “I want to get closer,” she said, her voice barely audible over the music.

I nodded, taking her hand as we began making our way through the crowd. But just as we started to move, the band launched into one of their most popular songs, and the crowd surged forward. In the chaos, her hand slipped from mine, and before I could stop her, she disappeared into the sea of people.

I tried to follow, to push my way through the crush of bodies, but it was no use. By the time I made it to the front, I was on the far right side of the stage. Lucy, however, had found her way to the center—directly in front of the bass player.

And that’s when I realized what had really happened. She hadn’t just gotten separated—she’d let go of my hand on purpose. She’d seen her chance and taken it, putting herself exactly where she wanted to be, with me far enough away not to interfere.

The bass player wasn’t just talented; he was magnetic. Tall, dark-haired, and effortlessly cool, he had the kind of presence that made every woman in the room want to be near him. His reputation preceded him—every girl there knew his name, and plenty of them had whispered fantasies about what they’d do if they ever had the chance.

Now, my girlfriend was standing in his direct line of sight, her tank-top dipping low enough to offer him a perfect view every time she tilted her head back. I could see the way his eyes lingered on her, the faint smirk that played on his lips as their gazes locked again and again.

She was performing for him, her movements slow and deliberate, her hips swaying just enough to draw his attention without seeming too obvious. It was maddening, watching her like that, knowing she could have him if she wanted to.

I tried to focus on the music, to lose myself in the energy of the show, but it was impossible. My eyes kept darting back to Lucy, to the way she glowed under the lights, to the way she seemed so utterly confident, so completely in control.

I didn’t know what to feel—jealousy, arousal, frustration, pride. It all swirled together in a confusing, intoxicating mix that left me breathless. She was mine, but in that moment, she was also his. Or at least, she wanted him to think she could be

I couldn’t figure out why it bothered me so much. Lucy hadn’t done anything I didn’t already know she was capable of. She was flirtatious, playful, and fearless, traits that had drawn me to her in the first place. But something about this felt different. Maybe it was the bass player’s overwhelming presence—tall, charismatic, and exuding effortless confidence—or maybe it was the way Lucy seemed to gravitate toward him, as though the rest of the room had ceased to exist.

As the band launched into their final song, Lucy’s energy shifted. Her movements became more animated, more deliberate. She caught the bass player’s eye again and gestured toward the stage, her intentions unmistakable. He smiled and nodded, and within moments, she was being pulled up by a security guard who had clearly been given the green light.

My jaw tightened as I watched her climb onto the stage, her cut-off shorts hugging her hips and her tank-top clinging to her curves. The crowd roared, their excitement doubling at the sight of her. Lucy threw her arms in the air, swaying to the music, her long hair whipping around her as she danced in time with the beat.

At first, I expected her to play it safe, to enjoy the spotlight without pushing any boundaries. But then, the bass player moved toward her, his tall frame towering over her as he joined her in the center of the stage. The crowd’s cheers grew louder as he leaned in, whispering something in her ear. Lucy laughed, her head tilting back, and then to my utter disbelief, she nodded.

Before I could fully process what was happening, he reached for her tank top and yanked it down, exposing her breasts to the entire crowd.

The roar of the audience was deafening, a mix of cheers and whistles that seemed to shake the walls of the venue. My stomach dropped, a rush of conflicting emotions surging through me—shock, embarrassment, arousal.

I expected Lucy to recoil, to cover herself and demand her shirt back, but she didn’t. Instead, she stood there, her breasts bared, her nipples taut under the stage lights as she turned to face the crowd. Her smile was electric, her confidence undeniable, and she seemed to revel in the attention, basking in the crowd’s adoration.

The bass player stepped behind her, his large, dark hands reaching around to cup her breasts. The contrast was stark and mesmerizing, his fingers splayed possessively over her pale skin. He whispered something else in her ear, and instead of pulling away, Lucy leaned back against him, her body relaxing into his touch.

I couldn’t look away. My mind was screaming at me to do something, to step in, to demand that she stop—but my body betrayed me. My cock throbbed in my jeans, a humiliating reminder of just how much this scene was affecting me.

The song ended with a final, thunderous chord, and Lucy raised her arms again, letting the crowd’s applause wash over her. The bass player gave her a light pat on the ass as she turned to retrieve her top, her movements slow and deliberate, as if savoring every second of her moment in the spotlight.

When she finally climbed down from the stage and made her way back toward me, she was glowing. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes sparkling, and she looked as though she’d just had the time of her life.

“Guess what, baby!” she exclaimed, throwing her arms around my neck. “Corey just invited me to hang out backstage!”

“That’s… great,” I said, forcing a smile I didn’t feel.

Lucy didn’t seem to notice my hesitation. “Can you believe it? Of all the girls here tonight, he picked me! This is insane!”

“You’re not actually going, are you?” I asked, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

She pulled back, her brow furrowing slightly. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because…” I trailed off, searching for the right words. “Because he wants something more than conversation, Lucy.”

She laughed, brushing a hand through her hair. “Oh, Luke, relax. It’s just a little fun. You don’t think I’d actually do anything, do you?”

Her tone was playful, but her eyes glimmered with something else—something that made me question whether she really meant what she said.

Before I could respond, she kissed me on the cheek and grabbed my hand. “Come on, let’s go get another beer,” she said, pulling me toward the bar.

As we walked, I couldn’t shake the image of her on stage, the bass player’s hands on her, her unapologetic smile. It was burned into my mind, a mix of arousal and frustration that left me completely unsteady.

“Baby, are you mad?” Lucy asked softly, her voice laced with a teasing edge as she slipped under the covers beside me.

I took a deep breath, my emotions still tangled. “No, not anymore,” I admitted. “I’m still a little jealous, but I think I’m mostly just… turned on.”

Her lips curved into a devilish grin, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Does that mean you want to fuck me?” she purred, running a finger down my chest. “You know, Corey had his big, black hands all over my tits tonight—right in front of everyone. Did you see the way he grabbed me?”

I groaned softly, my cock already stirring at the memory. “I saw,” I muttered. “I thought you’d cover up, but you didn’t. You… you loved it.”

Lucy’s grin widened. “Of course I did,” she said, peeling the covers aside and spreading her legs invitingly. “You loved it too, didn’t you, baby? Watching him touch me like that, showing off for the whole crowd?”

I swallowed hard as my eyes drifted down her body, taking in the sight of her glistening, swollen pussy. She wasn’t just teasing me—she was in complete control, and we both knew it.

“You could even imagine it, couldn’t you?” she continued, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “What it would’ve been like if we’d gone back to his motor home after the show. I bet he would’ve slid that big cock between my tits, made me suck it until my lips were sore.”

I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my throat as she painted the picture, her words wrapping around me like a vice. “Lucy…”

“You’d love that, wouldn’t you?” she murmured, her fingers trailing lower, brushing against her inner thigh. “Seeing me on my knees, looking up at him, my mouth stuffed full of his cock. God, baby, I’d let him use me however he wanted, just to see the look on your face when I told you all about it.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I slid down between her thighs, my mouth hovering over her soaked, pink folds. “You’re such a bad girl,” I muttered, my voice thick with arousal.

“You love it,” she shot back, her hips arching toward me. “Come on, baby. Make me cum like Corey never could.”

With that, I dove in, my tongue flicking over her clit before sliding down to taste her fully. She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as I worked her, teasing and sucking her swollen nub until her moans filled the room.

“Oh god, yes,” she cried out, grinding her hips against my face. “That’s it, baby. Keep going. Make me cum all over your tongue.”

Her words spurred me on, my tongue moving faster, harder, as I felt her body tense beneath me.

“I can still feel his hands on me,” she gasped. “Those big, rough fingers squeezing my tits, pinching my nipples… God, it was so fucking hot.”

Her breathing grew ragged, her moans turning into desperate cries as she writhed beneath me. “Oh fuck, Luke! I’m cumming! I’m cumming in your mouth!”

Her thighs clenched around my head as her orgasm tore through her, her body trembling violently as she ground herself against my tongue. I licked and sucked her through every wave, my cock throbbing painfully as I listened to her cries of pleasure.

When she finally relaxed, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, I pulled myself up and positioned my cock at her entrance. I slid into her in one slow, deliberate motion, groaning as her warm, wet heat enveloped me.

“Oh god, Lucy,” I moaned, thrusting deeper. “You feel so good.”

She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me closer as her nails raked lightly down my back. “You love it, don’t you?” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “You love knowing that he touched me first. That you’re the one who gets to finish what he started.”

I groaned, my hips moving faster as her words sent me spiraling toward the edge.

“You’re mine,” I growled, gripping her hips tightly. “Only mine.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Of course, baby,” she murmured, her voice soft but teasing. “But maybe next time… maybe I’ll let him do more.”

Her words sent me over the edge, and with a guttural cry, I came hard, my body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

As I collapsed against her, my breath ragged and my heart pounding, Lucy kissed my temple, her fingers running through my hair.

“God, I love you,” she whispered, her voice warm and genuine, a stark contrast to the teasing tone she’d used before.

And just like that, I was hers all over again.

Chapter

Following supper, we lingered over after-dinner drinks before heading to the bar. The energy was infectious, the music loud, and the atmosphere charged with the kind of carefree abandon that only comes from being far away from home.

About an hour into the night, it was clear that Lucy was drunk. Her inhibitions were slipping away, and her movements on the dance floor became more provocative with each song. She was grinding her ass and pressing her tits against whomever her current dance partner was, her body moving in ways that drew every eye in the room.

Her skirt was so short that every twist of her hips revealed the lacy edges of her panties, and it didn’t take long before every man she danced with returned to our table sporting a noticeable bulge. She seemed completely in her element, soaking in the attention and giving just enough back to keep everyone enthralled.

At one point, I watched as Chris and Alex sandwiched her on the dance floor. She turned her head, kissing Alex first, then Chris, her arms draped around their necks as if she couldn’t choose between them. My stomach twisted with jealousy, but there was something else too—something darker, more primal. I hated how much I wanted to see what she’d do next.

A few minutes later, I excused myself to the washroom. The music was muffled as I stepped into the quiet space, but my mind was still reeling from what I’d just seen.

Alex and Chris walked in shortly after, their laughter echoing in the tiled room until they saw me. Their voices fell silent, and the air grew tense.

Alex made his way to a urinal, unzipping his pants, while Chris lingered by the sink, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly.

"Uh, listen, man..." Chris began, his voice hesitant. "If we were out of line with your wife earlier, then... I mean, we’re sorry."

Alex chimed in as he zipped up, shaking his head. "Yeah, man. She’s been flirting heavy, but we don’t want to cross any lines. She’s... well, she’s just really hot. It’s hard not to get caught up in it."

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I tried to find the right words. "It’s okay," I said finally, my voice tight. "I know how she can be. She likes to tease."

They exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of uncertainty and curiosity.

I hesitated for a moment before continuing, my palms damp with nerves. "Look, Lucy and I... we have this understanding. She’s... let’s just say she likes to push boundaries, and I don’t mind watching her have a little fun."

Their eyes widened, and I could feel the weight of their scrutiny as I forced myself to keep going. "She hasn’t done anything yet," I added quickly, "but... well, if she wanted to take things further, I wouldn’t stop her."

Alex raised an eyebrow, his lips curving into a slow grin. "Is that right?" he asked, his tone both amused and intrigued.

Chris still seemed unsure, but there was a flicker of interest in his expression. "Are you serious, man?" he asked.

I nodded, though my stomach churned at the admission. "Lucy’s a free spirit. She likes attention, and she knows how much I... enjoy seeing her happy."

Neither of them responded right away, but the looks on their faces said enough. They were intrigued, but also cautious, as though testing the waters to see how far I’d really go.

As we left the washroom, the tension between us had shifted, replaced by a quiet understanding.

When we returned to the bar, my eyes immediately found Lucy on the dance floor. This time, she was grinding against Scott, her arms wrapped around his neck as their bodies moved together. She tilted her head back, laughing as his hands rested lightly on her hips, guiding her movements.

Once their song ended, I took the opportunity to pull her gently aside. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes sparkling with a mix of alcohol and excitement.

“Looks like you’re having a good time,” I said, stepping close to Lucy as she swayed to the music.

She giggled, leaning into me, her body warm and soft against mine. “Have you seen all the guys I’ve been kissing?” she slurred, her words tinged with drunken mischief. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, “They all want me, baby.”

“Yeah, I’ve noticed,” I replied, grinding my stiff cock lightly against her. “And it’s making me so fucking hot.”

Her laughter was soft and sultry, her hands trailing down my chest. “I feel like being a very bad girl tonight,” she murmured.

“I know,” I said, my voice thick with arousal.

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, her gaze heavy with drunken excitement. “I want to have a threesome,” she blurted out, her words bold and unfiltered.

My breath hitched, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “With who?” I croaked, barely able to get the words out.

Lucy giggled again, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest. “I don’t know,” she said, tilting her head as though deep in thought. “Definitely Alex. But maybe Chris or Scott too. Maybe even Aaron. It’s so hard to decide. I like all of them, and I’m pretty sure they all want to fuck me.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully at her words. “Do you know what I think, baby?” I murmured, sliding my hands down to rest on her hips.

“What?” she asked, her voice teasing.

I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear. “I think it wouldn’t really be a dirty-thirty birthday unless you let all of them have a taste.”

Her eyes widened, her mouth falling open in shock before breaking into a wide grin. “Oh my god,” she gasped, pressing a hand to her mouth. “You mean... a gang-bang?”

I nodded slowly, my hands tightening on her hips.

Lucy bit her lip, her gaze flicking over to where Alex and the others were standing, deep in conversation. “Do you think they’d do it?” she asked, her voice a mix of curiosity and excitement.

I leaned in again, my voice low and deliberate. “Baby, do you see Alex over there? He’s already setting it up.”

“What?!” she exclaimed, her eyes wide. “What did you tell them?”

I smirked, pulling her closer. “Just a little about our fantasy,” I said. “And that I wanted to give you the most unforgettable Dirty Thirty birthday present ever.”

Lucy stared at me, her cheeks flushed, her lips parting slightly as if she didn’t know whether to laugh or gasp. “I can’t believe you just did that!” she said, her voice shaking with excitement. “You’re so bad!”

“I know,” I replied, grinding my hips against her again.

She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire. “You want to watch, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction.

“More than anything,” I admitted, my stomach doing flip-flops as the words left my mouth.

Lucy bit her lip again, her gaze flicking back to the group of guys before returning to me. “Are you sure?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. “Are you sure you can handle watching all those stiff cocks lined up for me—especially if some of them are big and black?”

I nodded, though my heart was pounding.

She let out a soft moan, her hands sliding up to cup my face. “Okay,” she whispered, her lips brushing against mine. “Let’s go now.”

She grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the group, and I followed, my mind racing with a mix of anticipation, jealousy, and arousal.


Chapter 6

There was no mistaking the charged energy between us as we made our way through the quiet streets of La Romana, heading back to the hotel. Lucy was radiant, her laughter cutting through the night as she teased and flirted with the six men who had spent the evening hanging on her every word. The air was thick with unspoken possibilities, each of us keenly aware of the tension building between her and the group.

By the time we reached the hotel, it was nearly 1:30 a.m. Eight of us squeezed into the elevator, the cramped space amplifying the already crackling atmosphere. Lucy’s body brushed against mine briefly, the scent of her perfume intoxicating, before she turned her attention back to the others. Her sparkling eyes darted between Alex and Chris, her lips quirking into a mischievous grin.

Then, to everyone’s surprise—including mine—she leaned toward Alex, her lips brushing his in a kiss that lingered just long enough to leave no doubt about her intentions. A chorus of cheers and whoops erupted from the group, and Lucy giggled, her cheeks flushed as she pulled back. Brushing a strand of hair from her face, she flashed me a look that was equal parts playful and daring, as though daring me to keep up with her game.

I swallowed hard as the elevator doors slid open, the knot of nervous anticipation tightening in my stomach. This scenario—the idea of Lucy being the center of attention, of her taking things further—had played out in my fantasies countless times. But now, with reality unfolding in front of me, I felt unsteady, unsure of what I wanted or how to feel.

By the time we reached our suite, Lucy’s confidence was on full display. She opened the door, tossing her purse onto the table as she turned to face the group. “Make yourselves comfortable,” she said, her voice light and inviting, her fingers moving to the top buttons of her blouse.

The guys didn’t need a second invitation. They spread out across the room, sinking into chairs and leaning casually against the walls, their eyes never leaving her. She swayed toward the bed, her hips moving with a natural grace that drew them all in. Alex was the first to join her, his tall frame cutting a striking figure as he closed the distance between them.

My heart raced as I watched him reach out, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face before trailing down to rest lightly on her hip. Lucy tilted her head, smiling up at him as though they were the only two people in the room. Then, almost as if on cue, she looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes locking onto mine.

“Don’t just stand there, baby,” she teased, her voice low and sultry. “Come join us.”

I hesitated, my legs feeling like lead as I stepped closer. Alex’s hands moved deftly to the remaining buttons of her blouse, slipping it from her shoulders and revealing the smooth, golden skin beneath. Her bra followed, and within moments, she was bare from the waist up, her flawless breasts on full display.

The room seemed to hold its breath as Alex leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her collarbone before moving lower. Lucy let out a soft moan, her fingers brushing his belt as she unfastened it with deliberate ease.

Aaron moved to her side, his hand grazing the curve of her stomach before sliding upward to cup her breast. She turned toward him, her lips parting as she leaned in, their mouths meeting in a kiss that was slow and sensual, her body arching toward him.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My breath hitched, and my cock stirred faintly despite the weight of my nerves. Jealousy twisted in my chest, warring with the undeniable arousal coursing through me. Lucy was completely in her element, commanding the room with her confidence and allure, and there was nothing I could do but watch.

As Lucy flirted and laughed with Alex, I could see the way his eyes kept darting to her exposed cleavage, his interest impossible to miss. Her confidence was magnetic, drawing everyone in, and when she reached for the hem of his shirt, tugging it upward with a playful grin, he didn’t hesitate to let her slip it off.

“You’ve been staring all night,” she teased, her voice soft but laced with mischief. “Is this what you were hoping for?”

Alex smirked, his hands resting lightly on her hips as she stepped closer. “Maybe,” he replied. “But I’m starting to think I might’ve underestimated you.”

Lucy laughed, a sound that sent a ripple through the room. She turned her head slightly, her eyes locking onto mine for just a moment before she lowered herself onto the edge of the bed. Her fingers trailed down Alex’s chest, her nails grazing his skin as she reached his belt.

The air felt thick, every eye in the room fixed on her as she slowly unfastened his belt and slid his pants down over his hips. There was a collective intake of breath as she revealed him, his semi-hard cock hanging heavily between his legs.

“Wow,” Lucy murmured, her voice low and sultry as she ran a finger lightly along the length of him. “I might’ve underestimated you too.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, a mix of jealousy and arousal that left me feeling light-headed. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she wrapped her hand around him, her slender fingers barely meeting as she began to stroke him slowly.

Alex let out a low groan, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face as she leaned in, her lips parting to kiss the tip of his cock. It twitched under her touch, and Lucy’s eyes flicked up to meet his, her gaze smoldering as she took him into her mouth.

The sight was intoxicating, her full lips stretching around his thick shaft as she worked him with a combination of strokes and slow, teasing licks. My heart pounded as I watched her, the knot in my stomach tightening further.

Across the room, Aaron had moved closer, his gaze fixed on Lucy as she shifted on the bed, her hips lifting slightly in invitation. His hands skimmed over her thighs, tracing the edges of her short skirt before slipping beneath it. Lucy moaned softly, her body arching into his touch as he hooked his fingers around the waistband of her panties and began to slide them down.

The other guys leaned in, their eyes widening as Lucy’s bare skin came into view. Her skirt bunched up around her waist, exposing her completely, and an audible gasp rippled through the room at the sight of her.

Although Lucy trims her pubic hair regularly, she prefers to keep a small, neat patch—a teasing contrast to the trend of completely bare. It’s just enough to hint at her natural allure, a detail I’ve always found irresistible. Now, as her skirt rode higher on her thighs, the soft edge of her trimmed curls peeked out, drawing the attention of every man in the room.

Aaron knelt beside her, his hands running along the curve of her hips as he kissed his way up her inner thighs. Lucy’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around Alex’s cock as she paused mid-stroke to glance down at Aaron.

The room was silent except for the soft rustle of clothing and the occasional groan from Alex as Lucy worked him with deliberate, teasing strokes. His cock was massive, even semi-hard, and my stomach churned with a mix of jealousy and awe as she slid her hand up and down his thick shaft.

When Alex finally reached full erection, I couldn’t look away. His glans were huge, about the size of a plum, and his girth was something I could only describe as intimidating. Lucy’s slender fingers barely touched as she wrapped her hand around him, and even then, her grip looked tight. My chest tightened, but my cock stirred, my arousal overriding the jealousy for a brief, confusing moment.

The other guys began to strip down, peeling off shirts and unbuckling belts as they settled around the room. My eyes darted to each one of them, taking quick inventory. None of them—not Aaron, not Chris, not Scott or Jake—came close to Alex’s size. My cock, though not the biggest, was still above average, and I felt an odd sense of relief as I realized Alex was the only one who truly outclassed me.

Lucy noticed the glances exchanged between the guys as they compared themselves. She flashed a wicked grin, her lips curling as she leaned down to swirl her tongue around the tip of Alex’s cock. “What do you think, baby?” she asked, looking up at me through her lashes. “Is he as big as you imagined?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “He’s… bigger,” I admitted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Lucy laughed softly, her full lips stretching into a smile as she stroked Alex’s length. “Mmm, he is, isn’t he?” she murmured, her voice dripping with mischief. “But don’t worry, baby—you’ve got nothing to be jealous of. These other guys? They’re all smaller than you. I’ve already checked.”

Her words sent a strange jolt of pride through me, even as the tension in my chest refused to ease.

Aaron leaned closer, his hands sliding up under Lucy’s skirt as he pressed a kiss to her thigh. She let out a soft, breathy moan, her hips lifting slightly in response. With one swift movement, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and began to slide them down her legs.

The other guys leaned forward, their gazes locked onto her as her bare skin came into view. Her trimmed patch glistened in the dim light, and there was an audible intake of breath from the group.

Lucy turned her head toward me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You’re watching, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I hope you’re enjoying the show.”

I couldn’t speak, my throat tight as I nodded. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, torn between envy and arousal as I watched her.

I should probably explain something. Most of the women I’ve been with have commented on the size of my cock. At just under seven inches and thick, it’s above average, and I’ve always taken pride in that. But as I watched Alex’s cock harden in Lucy’s hand, it was impossible not to feel overshadowed.

It wasn’t just the size—though that alone was impressive—it was the way it filled her hand, the plum-like glans gleaming as she licked it with slow, deliberate strokes. Alex’s cock was thick, longer than mine by at least an inch, and Lucy’s slender fingers didn’t even come close to meeting as she wrapped them around his shaft.

The room seemed to shrink as Lucy leaned in, her lips parting to take him into her mouth. She moaned softly as she worked him, her tongue swirling over his tip before sliding further down. My chest tightened, my emotions a swirling mess of jealousy and arousal as I watched her, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deeper.

Across the room, the other guys began to undress, their eyes glued to Lucy as she moved. Chris and I were about the same size, I noted with some relief, while Scott and Jake seemed to be hovering just over seven inches. Aaron, though toned and eager, was definitely average in comparison. None of them came close to Alex.

Lucy pulled back for a moment, her lips glistening as she smiled up at Alex. “You’re so big,” she murmured, her voice dripping with admiration. Her hand stroked him slowly, deliberately, as she glanced over her shoulder at me. “What do you think, baby? Does he look as big as I said he would?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “He’s… huge,” I admitted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Lucy’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she returned her attention to Alex. “Bigger than you, baby,” she teased, her voice soft but cutting.

Alex groaned, his hand resting lightly on the back of her head. “Damn, girl,” he muttered. “You’re too good at this.”

Lucy chuckled, the sound low and sultry. “You haven’t seen anything yet,” she replied, her lips grazing his tip before taking him back into her mouth.

After a few minutes, Aaron, who had been kissing his way up her thighs, reluctantly moved aside as Alex straightened. “I can’t take it anymore,” he said, his tone thick with need. “I need to feel you.”

Lucy leaned back on the bed, her legs spreading wider as her skirt bunched around her hips. She looked up at him, her eyes dark with anticipation. “Then what are you waiting for?”

My heart pounded as Alex positioned himself between her legs, his large hands gripping her hips. Lucy reached for him, her wedding ring glinting in the light as she guided his cock toward her wet, glistening pussy.

I could barely breathe as I watched, my mind racing. Part of me wanted to stop this, to pull her back and remind her that she was mine. But the other part—the darker, hungrier part—needed to see this through.

Alex positioned himself at Lucy’s entrance, his thick knob glistening as it pressed against her wet slit. Lucy moaned softly, her hips tilting upward in anticipation. With a groan of satisfaction, Alex pushed forward, sinking the first half of his massive cock into her in a single, deliberate stroke.

The sight was overwhelming. Her body stretched around him, accommodating his girth with an ease that left me both astonished and aroused. He pulled back almost entirely, his slick length gleaming, and then plunged forward again, his hips meeting hers as he buried himself balls-deep inside my wife.

“Oh fuck,” Lucy gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders as her body arched beneath him. They stayed like that for a moment, her chest heaving as she adjusted to his size. Alex’s muscular ass flexed as he gave shallow thrusts, inching even deeper into her.

The room was silent except for their labored breathing and the faint creak of the bed. My heart raced as I watched, my mouth dry and my cock throbbing painfully in my pants. The sight of Lucy—my wife—so completely filled by another man’s cock was both exhilarating and devastating.

Then Alex began to move, his strokes slow and deliberate at first, each thrust drawing a gasp or moan from Lucy. “Oh god,” she grunted, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so fucking big!”

His tempo increased, his thick shaft disappearing into her dripping pussy with wet, audible thrusts. I couldn’t look away as his powerful movements caused her flat stomach to bulge just below her belly button with each deep stroke. It was undeniable—he was reaching places inside her I never could.

Lucy’s moans grew louder, more urgent, her hands gripping the sheets as her body writhed beneath him. “Is this—ahhh—what you wanted to see, baby?” she gasped, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. “Huh? My pussy working on this big… ugh… black cock? Oh god, it’s so fucking big!”

I swallowed hard, the knot in my stomach tightening as her words hit me like a punch. My throat was dry, and my voice barely above a whisper as I managed to croak, “Yeah, Lucy… fuck him, baby. Fuck him good.”

Lucy pulled her thighs up and open, giving Alex full access to drive even deeper into her. Each powerful thrust made her cry out, her voice a mix of pleasure and desperation as his thick cock stretched her open in ways I never could. His hips snapped forward rhythmically, pounding her relentlessly, and she loved every second of it.

Unable to resist, I moved behind them, drawn by the raw sight of Alex’s massive length sliding in and out of my wife. Her pussy stretched taut around him, glistening with her arousal, and the wet sounds of their coupling filled the room. Her juices dripped down, pooling beneath her onto the rumpled sheets, a stark reminder of how completely she had surrendered to him.

The sight was intoxicating. My heart raced as I watched Alex’s cock disappear into her again and again, his girth spreading her in a way that left me breathless. I felt a pang of jealousy mix with arousal, the knowledge that he could reach places inside her that I never could sending a strange thrill through me.

Lucy had once told me about another man she’d been with before we met—a guy named Shamus, whose size had left a lasting impression on her. “Bigger than anyone else I’ve ever had,” she had admitted with a wicked grin. Now, watching her take Alex, I wondered if he’d replaced Shamus in her mind.

Her pussy made slick, obscene sounds as his cock drove into her, his powerful thrusts sending ripples through her body. “Oh fuck,” Lucy gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as she pushed her hips up to meet him. “You’re so deep… so fucking deep!”

I couldn’t help myself; my hand drifted to my stiff cock, stroking through my pants as I watched. My eyes were glued to the way her body took him so willingly, so completely. Alex gripped her hips tighter, his broad hands almost spanning her waist as he drove into her with increasing urgency.

After a few minutes, Alex’s thrusts became erratic, his hips slamming against her with a force that made her moan louder. His full, heavy balls smacked against her ass with every stroke, and I knew he was close.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Alex groaned, his voice strained.

Lucy’s response was instant, her legs wrapping around him as she urged him on. “Yes! Do it!” she cried out, her voice shaking with need. “I want to feel you cum inside me! Oh god, give it to me!”

With a deep growl, Alex thrust forward one last time, his cock buried to the hilt inside her. “Oh fuck!” he roared, his entire body tensing as he came.

From my vantage point, I could see the underside of his cock flexing as he pumped load after load into her. Lucy’s cries of pleasure filled the room, her body trembling beneath him as she clung to him.

The sight was too much for me. My knees buckled as my orgasm ripped through me, and before I could stop myself, I was cumming hard in my pants. The intensity left me breathless, and I gripped the chair for support as I watched the scene unfold in front of me.

Alex finally pulled out, his thick cock glistening with their combined fluids. A glob of his cum leaked from Lucy’s stretched pussy, glistening as it began to slide down her inner thigh. She moaned softly, her hips shifting slightly as Aaron moved forward, his cock already stiff and ready.

Aaron wasted no time positioning himself between Lucy’s legs, his hands caressing her thighs as he guided himself toward her. The sight of another man taking his place made Alex grin as he leaned back, his chest still heaving.

Lucy’s gaze flicked to mine, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, baby?” she teased, her voice low and breathy. “Watching your wife take all of them?”

I couldn’t speak, my voice caught in my throat. All I could do was nod, my pulse racing as Aaron slid into her, her body welcoming him with the same ease it had taken Alex.

Aaron pounded into Lucy with an urgency that left her gasping for breath. Alex’s cum was everywhere, slicking her thighs and dripping onto the already-stained sheets as Aaron thrust into her with abandon. It didn’t take long—just a few dozen thrusts—before Aaron’s movements faltered. His groans grew louder, and then he buried his face in her neck.

“Oh Lucy, you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever fucked!” he bellowed, his body tensing as he unloaded into her.

Lucy moaned in response, her hands gripping his back as her body arched beneath him, milking every drop of his release.

Aaron eased out of her with a sheepish smile. “Sorry,” he muttered, looking down at the mess he’d left behind. “I didn’t mean to finish so soon. It’s just… you’re so hot, and…”

Lucy laughed softly, her voice dripping with sensuality. “It’s okay,” she said, her gaze flicking to me. “You can have as many turns as you want tonight.”

I nodded in agreement, my throat dry as my heart pounded in my chest. Watching my wife drain every man in the room wasn’t just a fantasy anymore—it was happening, and I wanted to see her take them all.

Jake, who had been sitting in a chair stroking his cock, leaned forward with a grin. “Hey, Lucy, come on over here, baby.”

Lucy slid off the bed with an easy grace, her body glistening with sweat and cum. Her thighs were streaked with fluid, her pussy still gaping and swollen from Alex and Aaron’s use. She knelt in front of Jake, her eyes flicking up to his as she wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft.

“Do you need some help with that big cock of yours, Jake?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

Jake groaned, his head falling back. “Yeah, it needs to be sucked.”

“I love sucking black cocks,” Lucy replied, her tongue darting out to run along his length. She swirled it around the swollen head before taking him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate him as she began to work him with practiced skill.

The sight was overwhelming. Her ass was high in the air, shiny with cum, her pussy still dripping onto the carpet. My cock throbbed painfully, the urge to bend down and taste her almost overpowering. But I couldn’t—I wouldn’t—in front of all these men.

Jake let out a deep groan as Lucy’s head bobbed up and down, her hand stroking the base of his cock in time with her movements. “Oh man,” he said, his voice thick with pleasure, “your wife really knows how to suck cock.”

Chris, who had been standing nearby stroking himself, knelt behind Lucy and rubbed the head of his cock along her swollen, slick pussy. Lucy paused in her ministrations, glancing back at him with a grin.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice breathy. “Do it—fuck me.”

Chris didn’t need any further encouragement. He pushed forward, his cock sliding easily into her well-used hole. Lucy gasped, her body jerking slightly as he buried himself to the hilt.

He pulled back slowly, and I could see his length glistening with the mix of fluids from Alex, Aaron, and Lucy. With a groan, he began thrusting, each movement deep and deliberate as Lucy struggled to keep Jake’s cock in her mouth.

Chris’s pace quickened, his hips slamming against Lucy’s ass as his thick cock stretched her open. Lucy moaned around Jake’s shaft, her sounds muffled but no less desperate as she panted and gasped.

Jake reached down, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her movements. “That’s it,” he said, his voice strained. “Suck it, baby. Just like that.”

Chris groaned behind her, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. His big, heavy balls slapped against her dripping cunt with every stroke, the wet, rhythmic sound filling the room.

Lucy finally released Jake’s cock, gasping for air as her body was rocked by Chris’s relentless pace. “Oh god,” she moaned, her hands gripping Jake’s thighs for support. “Fuck me harder… don’t stop!”

The room felt electric, every man transfixed by the raw, primal energy of the scene. My own cock was painfully hard again, straining against my pants as I stroked myself through the fabric. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of Lucy—my wife—completely lost in the moment, her body taking everything they gave her with unrestrained enthusiasm.

Not wanting to leave Jake out of the action, Lucy leaned forward, wrapping her hands around her full, glistening breasts, and pressed them together around Jake’s cock. Her cum-slick skin created the perfect glide as he began thrusting between them, his thick shaft disappearing into the pillowy softness before reappearing, glistening with pre-cum and the remnants of her earlier attention.

I sat transfixed, barely able to process the sheer intensity of what I was witnessing. Although I’d fantasized about watching Lucy with other men countless times, nothing could have prepared me for the reality. The emotions surging through me were overwhelming—arousal, jealousy, pride, and a strange, gnawing insecurity that I couldn’t shake. But above all, I was utterly captivated by the sight of my wife, so completely lost in her own pleasure, giving herself over to these men as though it were the last time she’d ever see a cock in her life.

Lucy’s movements were confident, almost feral, as she worked Jake’s cock between her breasts, her tongue darting out to flick across his swollen tip every time it appeared above the valley of her cleavage. Jake groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders for balance as she pressed harder, increasing the friction.

Behind her, Chris’s pace quickened. His hips slammed into her with a force that made the bed creak, his black cock plunging deep into her swollen, cum-filled pussy. Lucy’s moans were muffled as she continued to tease Jake, her body responding instinctively to the rhythm of Chris’s thrusts.

Then, with a sharp intake of breath, Chris grimaced, his body shuddering as he buried himself to the hilt. “Oh, fuck!” he groaned, his cock twitching visibly as he emptied himself into her. Lucy cried out as well, her hands faltering for a moment as the warmth of his release spread inside her. When Chris finally pulled out, a torrent of cum followed, spilling from her gaping pussy and running in thick streams down her thighs.

Todd was already moving into position before Chris had fully stepped back, his cock rock-hard and glistening with arousal. Without hesitation, he guided himself into Lucy’s freshly creamed cunt, groaning as he sank into her slick heat. The sight of yet another man plunging into my wife while her body still dripped with another’s cum made my breath hitch. I couldn’t believe how easily they transitioned, how willing they were to claim her right after each other.

Lucy adjusted easily to Todd’s pace, her body arching as she met his thrusts with eager enthusiasm. Meanwhile, Jake let out a deep groan, his body tensing as he pumped spurt after spurt of hot cum across Lucy’s breasts. She let out a delighted moan, her fingers running through the sticky mess as she pressed her lips to Jake’s tip, sucking him softly as he finished.

“Fuck, you’re incredible,” Jake panted, pulling back slightly as Lucy grinned up at him, her mouth glistening with his release.

Todd’s movements grew erratic behind her, his hands gripping her hips as his grunts became louder. “Oh god,” he gasped, his body jerking as he thrust deep one final time, spilling his load into her. Lucy’s moans only heightened as she felt his release, her hands gripping the sheets as she rocked against him, milking every drop.

Scott, the only one who hadn’t yet cum, stepped forward, helping Lucy to her feet before gently guiding her onto the bed. He lay her back, pushing her legs up and holding them open by the backs of her thighs. Lucy’s body was fully exposed, her swollen, gaping pussy glistening with the combined fluids of every man who had taken her so far. I couldn’t believe how much cum there was, pooling beneath her and dripping onto the bed.

Scott positioned himself at her entrance, his long hair falling in front of his face as he leaned forward. He pressed the head of his cock against her, pausing to let the moment linger before sliding inside. Lucy let out a deep, throaty moan as he entered her, her body stretching to accommodate him. His cock, already slick with the remnants of the others, glided easily into her, and he wasted no time finding his rhythm.


Chapter 7

I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Her face was flushed, her lips parted as she gasped and moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as Scott drove into her with deliberate, powerful strokes. The sight of her taking yet another man, her pussy stretched and glistening, left me in a haze of arousal and disbelief.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” Scott muttered, his voice strained as he thrust harder. “I could do this all night.”

Lucy let out a breathless laugh, her hands gripping the back of her thighs as she pushed herself up to meet him. “Then don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice dripping with lust. “I want every drop.”

I was amazed at how effortlessly Lucy took on this many men. It struck me that her proficiency didn’t come from nowhere—she had hinted before about her past encounters, stories that left me both aroused and envious. Lucy had been in several threesomes during college, along with a handful of gang-bangs, each one adding to the mythos she teasingly shared with me during our late-night conversations.

There was the time she hooked up with three guys during spring break at a beach party—she described the scene in vivid detail, the way their hands roamed her body as she kissed one, then another, before letting them take turns with her in the backseat of a car. Then there was the bachelor party shortly before we met, where Lucy ended up in a hotel room with four men, each one eager to give her “the full send-off,” as she’d called it with a playful smirk.

But the dirtiest story she’d ever shared happened about a year and a half before we started dating. She’d been dating a black guy named Mike, and one night he took her to a bar that his friend owned. The crowd was mostly black and Hispanic, and Lucy, with her golden skin and striking features, had all eyes on her the moment they walked in.

“They couldn’t stop staring,” she had told me, laughing at the memory. “And I loved it. Mike ate it up too—he always said he loved showing me off.”

The guys started buying her drinks, complimenting her, and making suggestive remarks. Lucy, ever the flirt, leaned into it, enjoying the attention as she danced in front of them. Mike encouraged her, and soon she found herself in the center of the room, her hips swaying as the music pulsed around her.

“They kept cheering me on,” she said, her cheeks flushing slightly as she recounted the story. “One of them even asked me to take my top off. I didn’t, but I might as well have, the way their eyes were devouring me.”

As the night wore on, things escalated. One of the guys jokingly dared her to give Mike a blowjob right there in the bar. Lucy, emboldened by the drinks and the atmosphere, decided to play along.

“I knelt down in front of him, right there in the middle of everyone,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I could feel all their eyes on me as I pulled his cock out and started sucking him off.”

The room erupted in cheers and catcalls, the energy electric as Mike guided her movements. She loved the attention, the thrill of being watched, and before she knew it, she felt another pair of hands on her hips. She turned to see one of Mike’s friends standing behind her, his intentions clear.

“Mike gave me this look,” she said, biting her lip. “He didn’t stop me, didn’t say a word. It was like he was giving me permission.”

Lucy admitted that she didn’t stop the guy as he slid her skirt up and pressed against her. “I let it happen,” she confessed. “I wanted it. The thrill of it, the rush of having all those guys watching—it was too much to resist.”

The night turned into a blur of bodies and sensations. Lucy remembered taking on multiple men, their hands and mouths exploring her as she gave herself over completely to the moment. “I lost count,” she said with a laugh, “but there were at least a dozen guys. Maybe more.”

She woke up the next afternoon in Mike’s bed, her body sore but exhilarated. “I was covered in them,” she said, her voice dripping with mischief. “Dried cum everywhere, my pussy still leaking. And I loved every second of it.”

"This is what it must have looked like," I thought, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene before me. Lucy was moving with abandon, her hips rising to meet Scott’s thrusts as he drove into her with deep, deliberate strokes. Cum was sloshing out of her swollen, distended pussy, pooling beneath her and streaking her thighs. Her moans were ragged, a mix of exhaustion and ecstasy as she clung to him, her body trembling with each powerful thrust.

Scott’s pace quickened, his breath coming in harsh gasps as his grip on her thighs tightened. I could tell he was close, and the thought of him adding yet another load to the mess already inside her sent a jolt through me.

"Come over here, Luke," Lucy said suddenly, her voice low and breathless. "Come and be with me."

Her words snapped me out of my trance. Hesitating for only a moment, I climbed onto the bed, crawling closer until I was beside them. Lucy reached for me, her fingers curling around the back of my neck as she pulled me down into a kiss. Her lips were sticky, her mouth tasting faintly of salt and musk, but I didn’t care. I was lost in her, in the sheer audacity of the moment.

Just as my lips parted to deepen the kiss, Scott let out a guttural groan. "Oh fuck, I’m cumming," he announced, his hips slamming into her one last time.

I froze, the reality of the situation crashing over me. Here I was, kissing my wife, while another man was buried deep inside her, pumping her full of his cum. The conflicting sensations were overwhelming—discomfort and arousal battling for dominance as Lucy moaned into my mouth.

Scott’s body tensed, his cock visibly twitching as he finished inside her. Lucy’s thighs quivered as she whispered something I couldn’t make out, her hands still gripping me tightly. Then, with a satisfied groan, Scott pulled out, his slick, spent cock glistening in the dim light. A thick glob of cum followed, oozing from Lucy’s overstretched entrance and sliding down her ass onto the sheets.

The cluster-fuck didn’t stop there. For the next two hours, the room was filled with the sounds of wet, rhythmic slapping, muffled moans, and guttural groans as all six men took turns with her, their stamina pushed to its limit. Lucy was insatiable, her body writhing beneath them as she urged them on, her voice hoarse but still commanding. Cum dripped from her pussy, streaked her breasts, and clung to her lips, evidence of the relentless attention she received.

By the time the last man collapsed, too spent to continue, the clock read just past 4:00 a.m. The room was thick with the scent of sex, the sheets damp and stained with sweat and semen. Lucy lay sprawled on the bed, her legs spread wide, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Cum oozed from her gaping pussy, a steady flow that pooled beneath her, glistening in the soft light. Her eyes were half-closed, her lips curved in a small, satisfied smile.

"So," she murmured, her voice barely audible but carrying a teasing lilt. "Is it your turn with the slut now?"

I hesitated, overwhelmed by the sight of her. "Can you handle one more?" I asked, my voice shaky as I began to undress.

Lucy let out a soft laugh, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. "Of course. You know I always let you have the last fuck of the night," she said, her tone playful. Then, with a coy smile, she added, "But… maybe you could go down on me first? I haven’t cum yet."

Her words sent a chill down my spine, my stomach tightening as I looked down at her. Her pussy was raw, swollen, and visibly messy, the aftermath of hours of relentless attention. The scent was strong, musky and salty, and I could see how her lips glistened, still coated with the evidence of everything that had just happened.

"I…" I faltered, unsure how to respond. My cock throbbed painfully, betraying my hesitation, but the idea of putting my mouth on her after all of that was almost too much to process.

"Come on, Luke," she urged, her voice soft and coaxing. "You know you want to. When will you ever get another chance to taste this?" She gestured to her cum-filled pussy, her smile wicked as she added, "Six loads, all for you."

I tried to shake my head, but the look in her eyes was impossible to resist. "Please," she whispered, her tone shifting to something almost pleading. "I need you, baby. Make me cum."

Swallowing hard, I positioned myself between her legs, my face mere inches from her slick, swollen folds. The heat radiating from her was almost overwhelming, the scent making my head swim. I hesitated, my hands trembling as I traced her thighs, unsure if I could actually do it.

"That’s it," Lucy murmured, her voice low and encouraging. "Just like that."

Finally, I leaned in, my tongue darting out tentatively to taste her. The mix of flavors—salty, musky, and distinctly hers—was almost too much, but I kept going, driven by her soft moans and the need to reclaim some part of her for myself.

At first, the sensations overwhelmed me, my cock softening as I struggled to push past the mental block. But as Lucy’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against my mouth, something shifted. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she gasped, "Oh god, yes… right there. Don’t stop!"

Her words spurred me on, my tongue finding her swollen clit and working it with steady, deliberate strokes. Lucy’s body trembled beneath me, her cries growing sharper as she neared the edge. "Yes! Yes!" she cried out, her thighs clenching around my head as she bucked against my mouth.

When she finally came, her body arched off the bed, a guttural moan tearing from her lips as her orgasm crashed over her. I held on, my tongue moving relentlessly as she shuddered beneath me, her fingers gripping the sheets tightly.

By the time her breathing steadied, my cock was rock-hard again, throbbing painfully as I climbed over her. "My turn," I whispered, positioning myself at her entrance and pushing into her slick heat.

Lucy moaned, her nails raking down my back as I began to move, the tightness of her walls still enough to drive me mad despite everything. "Fuck me," she murmured, her voice breathless. "I need you to finish me."

“Oh god!” I groaned, my breath hitching as I pushed deeper into her.

“Is it loose, baby?” Lucy asked knowingly, her voice a mix of teasing and sultry. Her eyes locked onto mine, daring me to answer honestly.

I hesitated for a moment, the sensation of her stretched, slippery heat overwhelming me. “Oh yeah,” I finally admitted, my voice trembling. “It’s so loose I can barely feel you!”

“Mmm,” she purred, her nails raking lightly across my chest. “I can barely feel you too, baby.” Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, an intoxicating mix of humiliation and arousal coursing through me.

The smell of cum wafted up from between her legs, sharp and unmistakable. My hips moved instinctively, driving into her as my mind struggled to process everything. She was such a mess—her pussy gaped around me, slick with the remnants of six other men, their combined fluids creating a frothy mess that coated my cock and balls. The sheer amount of semen lining her walls was so overwhelming that I could feel it acting as a buffer, keeping me from fully reaching her.

And yet, despite—or perhaps because of—it all, I was so turned on I knew I wouldn’t last long.

“Did I look sexy fucking all those guys, baby?” Lucy asked, her voice breaking through the haze of my thoughts.

“Yeah,” I groaned, thrusting harder as the image of her writhing under Alex and the others replayed in my mind. “It was really hot. I loved watching you fuck and suck all those cocks—especially the black ones... oh god, I want to kiss you!”

Lucy pulled me down, her lips crashing into mine with a fervor that sent sparks through my entire body. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I couldn’t help but imagine those same lips wrapped around every cock she’d taken tonight. The thought only spurred me on, my thrusts growing faster, more erratic as I kissed her with everything I had.

We broke apart, gasping for air as sweat dripped down our bodies. My tempo increased, the wet, sloshing sounds of our union filling the room. I could feel the cum dripping down, coating my thighs and soaking into the sheets beneath us. It foamed against my pubic hair, a tangible reminder of everything Lucy had done tonight.

Her scent was intoxicating—sweat, sex, and semen mingling in a heady cocktail that had my mind spinning. I could still taste the faint saltiness on my lips from her kiss, and it only drove me closer to the edge.

“I’m so dirty,” Lucy whispered, her voice trembling with arousal as she looked down between us. My cock, streaked with cum, glided in and out of her swollen, gaping pussy. “I can’t believe I was just gang-banged in front of my husband. Was it as good as you thought it would be?”

“It was better,” I gasped, the words spilling out before I could think. “When Alex fucked you and blew his load, I came in my pants. Just thinking about it is enough to make me cum again!”

Her eyes sparkled with wicked delight, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. “Yeah? Are you going to be the seventh guy to cum in my pussy tonight?”

“Oh yeah,” I moaned, my thrusts becoming frantic as my release built rapidly.

“Then do it,” she urged, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Cum in me, baby—cum in my dirty pussy. It’s been fucked so much tonight. I want your load too.”

Her words were my undoing. “Oh god, Lucy—I’m cumming!” I shouted, my head falling back as pleasure overtook me.

My hips jerked forward, and I felt the first powerful spurt leave me, filling her already-overflowing pussy with my own addition to the mix. Spurt after spurt followed, the intensity of my orgasm unlike anything I’d ever experienced. The sensation of my cum mixing with the mess inside her was overwhelming, and I groaned deeply as my body shook with pleasure.

I lingered inside her, my cock twitching occasionally as the last remnants of my release seeped out. Lucy smiled up at me, her fingers trailing lightly across my chest as we both caught our breath.

Eventually, I pulled out, rolling to the side as Lucy’s legs fell open, revealing the chaotic aftermath of the night. Her pussy was swollen, gaping slightly as a heavy flow of cum oozed out, pooling between her thighs. The sheets beneath us were soaked, sticky with sweat and semen, but neither of us seemed to care.

Lucy turned her head toward me, her eyes soft and affectionate. “Come here,” she murmured, pulling me into a gentle kiss.

We lay together like that for a long time, tangled in each other’s arms as we whispered words of love and exhaustion. I stroked her hair as her breathing slowed, her body relaxing against mine.

As the first light of dawn crept through the curtains, we finally drifted off to sleep, content and utterly spent in the mess we’d created together.

The next day was Lucy’s birthday, and she wanted it to be just the two of us. After everything that had happened the night before, I was relieved to have her all to myself for a while. She was radiant that morning, her hair still damp from the shower as she leaned across the breakfast table to kiss me.

“Thank you for making this the best birthday ever,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Last night was… unforgettable.”

We spent the day exploring La Romana, visiting shops, sipping cocktails on the beach, and laughing like newlyweds. Lucy looked stunning in a simple sundress, her skin glowing from the Caribbean sun. It was easy to forget, even for a moment, the wild escapades of the night before—until I saw the way the hotel staff glanced at her, their knowing smirks reminding me that Lucy had made quite an impression.

That night, we made love slowly and intimately, the contrast to the previous evening’s debauchery only heightening its significance. Lucy whispered how much she loved me, how grateful she was for the way I understood her desires and encouraged her to explore them. She fell asleep in my arms, her body warm and soft against mine.



We didn’t see the guys again until the following afternoon. By then, Scott and Jake had paired off with a couple of girls from Texas they’d met at the pool. Aaron and Todd, however, seemed less enthusiastic. I noticed how they avoided eye contact, their conversations with us brief and stilted. It wasn’t hard to guess that they were grappling with some post-party regret, and I couldn’t blame them. The night had been wild, even by Lucy’s standards.

Chris and Alex, on the other hand, were as cool and confident as ever. They greeted us warmly, Chris clapping me on the shoulder while Alex flashed Lucy a grin that made her blush. Over the next four days, the four of us became inseparable, spending our days lounging by the pool or exploring the island and our nights… well, those were reserved for something far more intimate.

Every evening, after a few drinks, Chris and Alex would join us in our suite. Lucy was insatiable, her confidence and allure growing with each encounter. Sometimes I watched, my arousal building as I took in the sight of my wife being claimed by two powerful, ebony-skinned studs. Other times, I sat outside on the balcony, listening to her moans filter through the open door, the vivid imagery playing out in my mind as I waited for my turn to reclaim her.

When it was just the two of us again, I would kneel between her legs, my tongue exploring her swollen, well-used pussy. The taste was a heady mix of salt and sweetness, the lingering evidence of their attentions only fueling my desire. Lucy would sigh and arch her back, her fingers tangling in my hair as I devoured her, her hips rocking against my face until she came hard, trembling beneath me. Then, I’d slide into her, the slick heat of her body wrapping around me as I took her for myself, our connection reaffirmed with every thrust.



By the time Chris and Alex left, Lucy was utterly spent, her body still buzzing with the memories of their shared nights. For the remainder of our trip, she was faithful, though I knew it wasn’t for lack of opportunity. Several men had caught her eye—waiters, tourists, even one of the lifeguards—but Lucy seemed to hold back, a small part of her feeling guilty for how much time she’d devoted to Chris and Alex.

“I don’t want you to think I took you for granted this week,” she admitted one night as we lay in bed.

“You didn’t,” I assured her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Seeing you like that… it was everything I wanted and more.”

She smiled, leaning in to kiss me softly. “I’m glad. But I think next time, we’ll need to make it even bigger. You know, really push the boundaries.”

Her words sent a thrill through me, the thought of her with more men igniting a fire in my chest. “Next time?” I asked, my voice thick with arousal.

Lucy grinned mischievously. “Of course. This was my Dirty-Thirty, but there’s always our anniversary—or maybe next year’s vacation?”

I laughed, pulling her close. “How many guys are you thinking?”

She tapped a finger to her lips, pretending to ponder. “Six,” she said finally, her eyes glinting with mischief. “One for every year we’ve been married.”

My heart raced at the suggestion, the possibilities already forming in my mind. “You’re unbelievable,” I murmured, kissing her deeply.

“And you love it,” she whispered against my lips.
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Bigger: A White Wife Discovers Size Really Does Matter

As Sophie looked down at her husband's face looking up at her from between her legs, she noticed it. Something different, a look she hadn't seen before. She couldn't quite place her finger on it. Fear? Terror? Disgust?

And then it hit her. He hated the taste of cum just as much as she did!

And for a moment, just a split second, she thought about stopping. This was her husband, the man she loved between her legs. And then, as Sophie reached back and wrapped her hand around his little cock she knew she wasn't going to stop. Sophie wanted to cum again. Even though Lucas's big black cock had made her cum multiple times that night, she wanted to cum again.

She wanted her husband to make her cum with his mouth the way his cock never could.

Sophie had experienced Bigger. And now she knew. Size really does matter.

Big Black Business Trip: A White Wife Struggles To Resist Her Big Black Urges

As Katie lay on her hotel room bed, the same thought kept running through her head, over and over again. Was Steve's cock as big as it looked?

But every time, she'd tell herself she was a married woman, and Steve was a colleague. And this was a business trip.

Her husband Nathan was at home, carrying on his life as normal, with no idea what his wife was thinking.

And then, only seconds later, the image of that bulge in his pants would spring back into her mind. And she'd imagine slowly sliding them down and exposing that beautiful big black cock she knew was in there.

But she knew it was only a fantasy. She knew nothing was going to happen.


Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

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

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

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

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

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