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Chapter 1

Steve sat on the edge of the hotel room’s armchair, glancing at his watch, though not impatiently. Tonight wasn’t about rushing—it was about them. It was their tenth wedding anniversary, and they had taken every measure to ensure it was special. The kids were safely tucked away at Emma’s parents’ house, and for the first time in ages, the evening was theirs alone.

He heard the soft shuffle of Emma’s heels before she stepped out of the bathroom. “So, how do I look?” she asked, her voice light but carrying an undercurrent of self-consciousness.

Steve’s gaze snapped to her, and for a moment, he forgot to breathe. “Wow,” he said, the word tumbling out, unfiltered and sincere. “Baby, you look gorgeous.”

She smiled shyly, brushing her hands over the soft fabric of her light blue dress. The fit-and-flare style hugged her slender waist and flared out just enough to tease. The scoop neckline dipped daringly low, revealing the gentle curve of her full B-cup breasts and a hint of the shadowed cleft between them. The heart-shaped pendant he’d given her as an anniversary gift nestled just above her cleavage, catching the light and drawing his attention like a magnet.

The hem of her dress skimmed her thighs, ending just above the knee. Her toned, runner’s legs, the result of countless morning jogs, seemed endless in the three-inch strappy heels. Her blonde hair was swept up elegantly, a few loose tendrils framing her face.

Emma shifted under his gaze, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “Stop staring at me,” she said with a nervous giggle, fidgeting with her necklace. “You’re embarrassing me.”

“I can’t help it,” Steve replied, his voice low, a hint of heat creeping into his tone. “You’re stunning, Em. Every guy in that restaurant is going to be green with envy.”

Her blush deepened, but her eyes sparkled with a mix of pride and shyness. “Thank you,” she said softly, smoothing a hand over the skirt of her dress. “You look great too.” Her gaze traveled over him, lingering on his broad shoulders and the way his tailored slacks and sports jacket fit him perfectly. “Very handsome.”

Steve stood and crossed to her, placing his hands lightly on her hips. He was six feet tall, lean but strong, with a sharp jawline and warm brown eyes that always seemed to soften when he looked at her. “It’s going to be a good night,” he said, his voice steady but filled with a quiet intensity.

Emma smiled up at him, her dimples deepening as she tilted her head slightly. “It already is.”

Steve had booked a table at an upscale Italian restaurant conveniently located just a short walk from their hotel. It wasn’t just the food he had in mind—it was the experience. The restaurant’s lively bar and lounge area had a reputation for being a hotspot, buzzing with energy and conversation. It seemed like the perfect place to start their night, and Steve had decided they’d arrive early to soak it all in.

The bar was nearly full when they stepped inside, the hum of laughter and clinking glasses wrapping around them like a warm embrace. The polished wooden bar gleamed under the soft, ambient lighting, and the scent of citrus and bitters from freshly mixed cocktails hung in the air. Despite the crowd, they managed to snag a single empty seat at the bar. Emma perched gracefully on the chair, her dress riding up just enough to showcase her toned thighs, while Steve stood beside her, his hand resting lightly on the curve of her back.

“What can I get for you folks?” the bartender asked, wiping down the counter in front of them.

“A Manhattan for her,” Steve said confidently, glancing at Emma with a smile, “and a scotch for me.”

As the bartender worked, Steve leaned closer to Emma. “You look like you belong here,” he murmured, his voice low and admiring.

Emma laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “And you look like you’re plotting something.”

The drinks arrived, and Steve raised his glass in a quick toast before knocking back his scotch in one swift motion. He set the empty glass down with a satisfying clink, then leaned toward her, his tone apologetic. “I’ve got to hit the restroom, baby.”

Emma arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. “Oh really? You’d better be quick,” she teased, her voice playful but tinged with mock-seriousness. “You know what happens when a woman’s left alone at a bar.”

Steve chuckled, a bit sheepishly. “What, she gets bored?”

“No,” Emma whispered, leaning in close enough for him to catch the light floral scent of her perfume. “Men assume she’s available.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she took a sip of her cocktail, the red liquid glistening against her lips.

Steve hesitated, his smile faltering just slightly. Then he leaned in, brushing his lips close to her ear. “If someone offers to buy you a drink,” he said, his voice a mix of awkwardness and something more provocative, “let him.”

**************

Steve and Emma’s story began in the noisy chaos of a frat party during their college years. He had been a confident, sharp-witted junior, and she was a spirited sophomore with a knack for lighting up a room. Their connection had been immediate, a magnetic pull that turned their casual banter into late-night conversations and weekend adventures. By the time they graduated, they were inseparable, each other’s partner in every sense of the word.

Marriage came naturally to them. A year after graduation, they tied the knot in a small, heartfelt ceremony, surrounded by family and friends. Their relationship felt effortless in those early days—full of passion, mutual respect, and a shared sense of humor that made even the mundane moments sparkle.

But life has a way of revealing hidden layers. A year into their marriage, during Steve’s company Christmas party, an unexpected moment would shift the foundation of their relationship, though neither of them fully understood it at the time.

Emma, always a head-turner with her natural beauty and charm, had been mingling while Steve stepped away to grab drinks. When he returned, he spotted her at the edge of the room, a man leaning in too closely, clearly trying to flirt with her. Steve froze, his breath catching. He could have stepped in, could have wrapped an arm possessively around her waist and staked his claim. But he didn’t. Instead, he lingered in the shadows, his heart pounding, as he watched the exchange unfold.

It was a mix of emotions—jealousy, protectiveness, and something darker, something unfamiliar. There was an undeniable surge of arousal as he observed the man’s bold attempt to charm his wife. But that arousal was tempered by a gnawing sense of unease. When the man’s hand grazed her ass, Emma’s reaction was swift and resolute. She slapped it away and shot him a glare sharp enough to cut glass before walking off in search of Steve. Relief washed over him—but so did disappointment. He couldn’t understand why.

That night, and the peculiar cocktail of emotions it stirred, lingered in Steve’s mind. Over time, he found himself testing the waters. He’d leave Emma alone at bars or parties, excusing himself under the guise of grabbing a drink or taking a call. Always close enough to keep an eye on her, he began to anticipate the inevitable attention she drew from other men. It wasn’t just curiosity—it was a craving. Watching her, seeing how other men desired her, awakened something in him.

But Emma wasn’t oblivious. She was sharp and intuitive, and it didn’t take long for her to notice his strange behavior. One night, after another seemingly innocuous outing where Steve had disappeared for longer than necessary, she confronted him.

“Steve, what’s going on?” she pressed, her tone serious but not accusatory. “You’ve been acting… different.”

He tried to deflect, but Emma wasn’t the type to let things slide. Cornered, Steve reluctantly confessed, his words stumbling as he tried to articulate something he barely understood himself. He explained how watching her—the way men looked at her, the way she carried herself with grace and confidence—ignited something in him. It wasn’t about wanting to share her; it was about the thrill of seeing her through someone else’s eyes, of witnessing her allure in real-time.

Emma’s initial reaction was shock. Steve had always been the embodiment of confidence and strength—an alpha, in many ways. The idea that he found pleasure in something so vulnerable and unconventional left her reeling. The conversation quickly became strained, awkward silences filling the gaps where neither of them knew what to say.

Steve, sensing her discomfort, shut down. “Forget I said anything,” he muttered, brushing it off as a fleeting thought. Emma, unsure how to process this side of her husband, didn’t push further. They both retreated into the safety of pretending nothing had happened.

But pretending didn’t make it disappear. It lingered between them, an unspoken truth that neither was ready to face.

A few months after that uncomfortable conversation, life took an unexpected turn—Emma discovered she was pregnant with their first child. The news swept them into a whirlwind of excitement and preparation. Their focus shifted entirely to the tiny life growing inside her, and the complex emotions they’d stumbled into were buried under the anticipation of parenthood.

When their son was born, everything changed. Parenthood was all-consuming, and they threw themselves into it wholeheartedly. Steve was a proud and attentive father, and Emma blossomed in her new role as a mother. Between late-night feedings, diaper changes, and juggling demanding careers, their lives became a constant balancing act. The passion they once shared took a backseat, though neither of them had the energy to dwell on it.

Two years later, Emma became pregnant again—unexpected but welcome news. Their second son was born into a bustling, happy home, but his arrival meant even less time for the couple to focus on each other. Their days blurred into routines of school pickups, work meetings, and bedtime stories. Weekends were spent at soccer games or family gatherings, often with other couples whose lives mirrored their own.

Their sex life, once vibrant and spontaneous, became infrequent and predictable. Neither complained outright, but both felt the weight of the unspoken void. They were partners, parents, and providers—but somewhere along the way, they had stopped being lovers.

Realizing the danger of this rut, Emma took the initiative a couple of years ago. With their boys a bit older, she decided it was time to reclaim their relationship. Babysitters and grandparents were enlisted, and date nights became a regular thing. She dressed up, put on makeup she hadn’t touched in years, and flirted with Steve like they were back in college. Sometimes, she’d step out of her comfort zone entirely, daring herself to be a little bolder, a little more provocative.

At Steve’s subtle encouragement, Emma even began flirting—lightly, playfully—with other men. It was thrilling and terrifying all at once. She loved the way their eyes lingered on her, the compliments that made her feel vibrant and desirable. But the attention also unsettled her, awakening feelings she couldn’t quite name. Still, she indulged in it, sensing how much it excited Steve, even though neither of them spoke openly about what was happening. It became an unspoken dance between them, one that left Steve craving more.

A year ago, their pillow talk began to shift. Steve started weaving fantasies into their whispered conversations, murmuring about other men watching her, desiring her, wanting her. At first, Emma blushed and laughed it off, but she couldn’t deny how much it turned her on—and how much it turned Steve on, too. Those late-night conversations ignited something between them. Emma found herself more adventurous in bed, letting go of inhibitions she didn’t realize she’d been holding onto.

They explored roleplay, new positions, and fantasies they’d never dared voice before. Steve became more assertive, his dirty talk coaxing Emma into a thrilling mix of submission and pleasure. The way he took charge electrified her, sparking a new dynamic in their sex life. Determined to surprise and please him, Emma even taught herself to deepthroat his cock. The first time she did, Steve’s reaction—equal parts shock and ecstasy—was more than enough reward.

For Emma, the act wasn’t just about technique. She genuinely loved the feel of Steve’s hard, throbbing cock in her mouth, the way it connected them on a primal level. And for Steve, seeing his wife embrace her sensuality was everything he hadn’t dared to hope for. They rediscovered each other in a way that felt raw and thrilling, as though they were peeling back the layers of a new relationship while strengthening the foundation of their marriage.


Chapter 2

“Okay, I will, but… just come back and rescue me,” Emma whispered nervously, her fingers lightly brushing Steve’s arm. Even though the idea of being pursued excited her, it still made her pulse quicken with apprehension. The thought of being alone in this crowded bar, under the gaze of strangers, was thrilling but also unsettling.

“I will… just enjoy,” Steve murmured, his voice steady, though there was a flicker of something in his eyes—excitement, maybe? With that, he turned and walked away, leaving Emma perched on the high bar chair.

She shifted slightly, feeling the unfamiliar weight of being on display. Her dress hugged her figure just right, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs, her heels giving her legs an elegant curve. She could feel eyes on her, and though she didn’t dare look around, the attention was almost palpable.

To steady her nerves, she quickly finished the last sip of her appletini. The tart sweetness lingered on her tongue as she debated whether to order another. Her fingers traced the rim of the empty glass, her mind wandering. Should she play along with Steve’s silent encouragement? Or was she overthinking it?

Her answer came unexpectedly, in the form of a deep, commanding voice from behind her. “The pretty lady will have another one.” The man’s words were confident, his tone smooth, leaving no room for refusal. He handed the bartender a bill, his movements casual but assured.

Startled, Emma turned slightly, her gaze meeting his. “I hope you don’t mind me buying you the drink,” the man continued, his lips curving into a charming smile. “You seemed undecided, so I thought I’d help you make up your mind.”

Emma felt her cheeks warm, caught between surprise and flattery. “Yes, I was kind of dilly-dallying… thanks for the drink,” she replied with a small smile, her voice soft but steady. She swiveled her chair slightly to face him, her posture unconsciously straightening.

He stepped closer, taking the spot Steve had vacated just minutes earlier. He was undeniably attractive—older, perhaps in his early forties, with broad shoulders and a rugged, masculine presence. His jaw was sharp, lightly dusted with stubble, and his intense eyes lingered on her, the frankness of his desire making her breath hitch.

For a moment, neither spoke, the noise of the bar fading into the background. Emma felt the heat of his gaze as it traveled over her, and the butterflies in her stomach turned into something heavier, more urgent. She cleared her throat, breaking the silence. “That was thoughtful of you,” she said, her voice carrying just the faintest tremor.

“My pleasure,” he replied smoothly, his gaze unwavering. “A beautiful woman like you shouldn’t have to hesitate over a drink.”

Emma’s stomach flipped at the compliment, her nerves battling with the undeniable thrill of being noticed. She stole a glance toward the hallway where Steve had disappeared. He wasn’t back yet.

She turned back to the man, her lips curving into a polite but slightly hesitant smile. “Well, thank you. It’s very kind of you.”

“Kindness has little to do with it,” he said, his tone laced with something darker, more suggestive. His smile widened, revealing just a hint of mischief. “I couldn’t resist.”

Emma’s pulse quickened. The game was starting, whether she was ready for it or not.

“I’m Chris,” he said, his voice smooth and confident, his gaze locking onto hers. “And you are?”

“Emma,” she replied, her voice steady, though her pulse quickened.

Chris’s smile widened, revealing perfectly straight teeth. “So, what’s a gorgeous woman like you doing here all alone?”

Emma hesitated for the briefest moment before replying, “Just waiting for my husband. We’re here for dinner… he stepped out to take a phone call, some work emergency.” The lie slipped out easily, though her heartbeat spiked as she said it.

“Well, that’s very fortuitous for me,” Chris said, leaning in slightly. “Until he comes back, I get to keep company with the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen—and keep the more… predatory men at bay. You know, the ones who frequent places like this to prey on pretty women like you.” His grin was playful, but the way he moved closer, his thigh brushing against her knees, sent a ripple of electricity through her.

Emma’s breath caught for a moment before she masked it with a sip of her appletini. “So, what do you do?” she asked, her voice casual, though the flutter in her chest was anything but.

“I’m a corporate lawyer,” Chris replied smoothly. “In town to negotiate a big contract. You know, high-stakes, boring stuff.”

“Alone, or with co-workers?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Waiting for a co-worker,” he said with a shrug, before quickly steering the conversation back to her. “And you? This dinner with your husband—what’s the occasion?”

“It’s our tenth wedding anniversary,” Emma said, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

Chris’s expression shifted, his grin taking on a more mischievous edge. “Your tenth anniversary, and he leaves you alone on a night like this? Tsk, tsk,” he said, leaning forward and resting his hand lightly on her knee. “What a shame that on such a special day, your husband’s more focused on work than on you.”

Emma froze for a moment, her skin tingling under his touch. His fingers began tracing slow, deliberate circles just above her knee, his hand warm against her skin. Her heart thudded in her chest—not from fear, but from an undeniable thrill. The mix of his charm, his audacity, and the way his voice wrapped around his words like silk was intoxicating.

She glanced down at his hand, then back up, meeting his gaze. He held her eyes confidently, his desire clear but not overbearing. Emma felt a rush of heat that spread through her body, and she swallowed hard, taking another sip of her drink to steady herself.

Her eyes flicked around the room, searching discreetly. Steve had to be watching—he always did. The thought sent another jolt of excitement through her, her nerves and arousal blending into a heady cocktail of emotions.

“Things happen—it’s not his fault. He’ll be back soon,” Emma said firmly, defending her husband. Her voice was steady, but her pulse raced as she felt the weight of Chris’s gaze.

“That’s true,” Chris replied, his tone smooth, his smile disarming. “I was just saying that if it were me… I wouldn’t have been able to leave you. Not even for a second.” His hand slid slightly higher on her leg, the warmth of his palm igniting a shiver up her spine. “Damn, your leg feels amazing.”

Emma’s hand shot down, firmly pushing his away. “Stop!” she said, her voice low but insistent. “Remember, I’m married. Today is my tenth wedding anniversary.” She lifted her left hand to emphasize her point, the engagement and wedding rings catching the light.

Chris took her hand in his, seemingly unbothered by her rejection. “Nice rings,” he said, turning her hand slightly as if admiring the jewelry. Then, with deliberate slowness, he lowered her hand between them, pressing the back of it firmly against his crotch. The hardness she felt against her skin made her breath hitch. “Your husband’s a lucky man,” Chris murmured, his grin wicked. “I can only imagine what it’s like to feel a pretty hand like this wrapped around him.”

The unexpected pressure—and the audacity of his words—sent a tingling warmth straight to her core. Emma swallowed hard, her thoughts a swirl of confusion and arousal. “You’re being very bad,” she whispered, her gaze darting away from his. Her cheeks flushed as her fingers twitched against his hold, but she didn’t pull away immediately.

Chris’s eyes followed the movement as she crossed her legs tightly, causing her dress to ride up slightly over her thighs. Emma immediately reached down to tug it back into place, but Chris caught her hand mid-motion, his grip gentle but firm.

“Don’t,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Legs like these should be on display.”

For reasons she couldn’t quite understand, Emma froze. Her hand lingered in his, her heart pounding as a sense of dangerous exhilaration coursed through her. She should pull away, end this now—but instead, she stayed still.

Chris’s hand found its way back to her knee, his touch bolder now. “Uncross your legs,” he said, his tone leaving little room for argument.

Emma blinked, her voice trembling slightly as she replied, “Are you crazy? Someone might see… my husband might come back any second.”

Instead of a firm refusal, her words came out like excuses, and Chris seized the opportunity. “Don’t worry,” he said with a sly grin. “Just keep an eye out for your husband. This place is crowded—you’ll see him long before he reaches us. Now, uncross your legs.”

Her legs trembled, the command vibrating through her like an electric current. Slowly, almost reluctantly, Emma let her knees part, uncrossing her legs. Her dress shifted slightly, revealing just enough to make her feel vulnerable yet oddly exhilarated.

From the corner of her eye, she caught a few men at nearby tables glancing in her direction. Their gazes lingered, their interest unmistakable. Did they think she was easy? The idea sent a sharp jolt of excitement through her, a perverseness that both embarrassed and thrilled her.

Chris’s hand inched higher, the rough warmth of his palm sending shivers along Emma’s thigh. As his fingers dared to slip beneath the hem of her dress, Emma’s hand shot out, grabbing his wrist. “That’s enough… stop now,” she said, her voice trembling, a mix of nervousness and the undeniable excitement she couldn’t hide.

“Open your legs a little, Emma,” Chris said, his tone firm and commanding, the voice of a man accustomed to getting what he wanted.

Emma tried to push his hand away, her grip faltering against his strength. Her heart pounded as Chris’s hand slipped further up, brushing against the smooth skin of her upper thighs. “Don’t do that,” she whispered, her words shaky and almost pleading. “I shouldn’t be doing this. I’m a married woman. Stop, you’re going to get me in trouble.”

Her body betrayed her, a thrill shooting through her even as her mind screamed at her to pull away. She felt a heat blooming deep within her, her thighs trembling at the audacity of what was happening. The crowded bar, the strangers around them—it all felt surreal, like a scene from someone else’s life.

“Relax,” Chris murmured, his tone edged with authority. “Just spread your legs, enjoy the feeling… and keep an eye out for your husband.”

The mention of her husband hit her like a bucket of cold water. Guilt surged through her, cutting through the haze of her arousal. Her eyes darted around the room, and when they landed on Steve, her breath caught in her throat.

He was closer than she’d expected, standing amidst the crowd, his eyes locked on hers. The smoldering heat in his gaze stunned her. He knew. He could see where Chris’s hand was, knew exactly what was happening. And instead of anger or disapproval, his expression burned with raw, unfiltered lust.

Emma’s breath quickened as their eyes remained locked. Something unspoken passed between them—a silent acknowledgment, a dare. Without fully understanding why, her knees parted slightly, an almost involuntary reaction to the look in her husband’s eyes.

Chris’s fingers brushed her inner thigh, his touch firm yet exploratory. Emma bit her lower lip, her gaze still fixed on Steve, who stood frozen, his chest rising and falling heavily. The tension between them crackled, a strange blend of arousal and jealousy tightening in his jaw.

Her body tensed as Chris’s fingers found her panties, pressing against the damp lace covering her most sensitive spot. Emma inhaled sharply, her eyes widening as a wave of sensation rolled through her. No one besides Steve had ever touched her like this. The taboo of the moment sent her mind reeling.

Steve’s eyes darkened as he watched Chris trail his fingers along the line of her pussy, tracing her through the delicate fabric. The older man’s confidence was unnerving, and when he spoke, his voice was low and crude. “Let’s get out of here,” Chris said, his fingers pressing the lace further into her slit. “I need to fuck this married pussy.”

The vulgarity of his words jolted Emma back to reality, snapping her out of the haze. Her heart thundered in her chest as her hands flew to grab his arm. “Stop it now,” she said urgently, her voice a hushed whisper. “My husband is coming.”

The mention of Steve made Chris hesitate. With a quick glance over her shoulder, he spotted the tall figure moving toward them through the crowd. Without a word, he withdrew his hand, pulling it away from beneath her dress. The moment was gone, but the heat of it lingered, searing itself into Emma’s mind.

Her legs pressed tightly together, her body still tingling from the illicit touch. She glanced back at Steve, who was now only a few steps away, his face unreadable but his eyes still blazing with desire. Emma’s cheeks burned with shame, guilt, and an excitement she couldn’t quite banish.

Chris straightened, adjusting his stance as though nothing had happened. But the charged silence between the three of them promised that everything had.

Emma slid off the bar chair, her heart still pounding from the charged encounter. She smoothed her dress, eager to put some distance between herself and Chris. But as she turned to leave, he stepped into her path, blocking her way with a confident, almost predatory stance.

“Give me your phone number,” Chris said smoothly, his intense gaze locking onto hers. “We can meet up next time I’m in town.”

Emma hesitated, her stomach knotting. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Chris,” she said, her voice soft but firm. Her pulse raced as she tried to navigate the situation without making a scene.

Chris leaned in slightly, his charming smile disarming but persistent. “How about this—we just exchange numbers to stay in touch. Then, next time I’m in town, we can decide if it’s a good idea or not to meet up.” His tone was casual, but the undercurrent of his words carried a weight that made Emma’s breath hitch. “You’re an amazing woman, Emma. I’d really like to see you again.”

Her cheeks flushed, though she wasn’t sure if it was from the flattery or the sheer audacity of his request. “I really don’t think that’s a good idea,” she replied nervously, shaking her head as she stepped to the side, trying to escape the magnetic pull of his presence.

As she turned to walk away, Chris’s hand shot out, landing on her ass with deliberate boldness. He gave it a gentle but unmistakable squeeze, the warmth of his palm searing through the thin fabric of her dress. Emma froze, her body stiffening as a sharp tingle shot down her spine.

Slowly, she looked back at him. Chris’s expression was unapologetic, his grin cocky and self-assured. The silent challenge in his eyes made her heart skip a beat. She didn’t say a word, didn’t react beyond the flicker of something unreadable in her gaze, before turning and walking away. Her legs felt shaky beneath her, her body alive with a confusing mix of lingering excitement and shame.


Chapter 3

Steve watched her approach, his emotions a tumultuous storm. Relief washed over him as she drew closer, her familiar face and presence grounding him. But there was something else, something darker that gnawed at him—a strange letdown, a bittersweet disappointment. He had wanted to see more, to experience the thrill of her being pursued further, yet the thought of it also unsettled him.

Emma met his gaze as she reached him, her eyes searching his for a reaction. They didn’t speak right away, the air between them charged with unspoken words and the lingering echoes of what had just happened.

“Let’s go, Steve… it’s time for our dinner reservation,” Emma said, her voice tinged with nervousness. Steve didn’t respond verbally, instead taking her hand firmly in his, his grip possessive. He led her toward the maître d’ station, the air between them thick with unspoken tension.

They sat down at their table, a small, intimate c-shaped booth that curved around them, offering a sense of privacy despite the bustling restaurant. The silence stretched awkwardly as Emma fidgeted with her napkin, stealing glances at her husband.

“Are you okay, honey? Are you upset?” she finally asked, her voice apprehensive, almost tentative.

Steve leaned back slightly, his eyes fixed on her, his expression unreadable. “Why? I’m fine…” he said after a moment, though his tone betrayed the whirlwind of emotions within him. “I’m just still… thinking about you and that guy. That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.” His voice was low, almost husky, as he admitted it.

Emma’s heart skipped a beat. “Really?” she asked, her voice soft, unsure.

Steve nodded, his eyes darkening. “Yeah. It was shocking at first, seeing another man touch you like that—more than I ever imagined. But damn… it was erotic as hell.” His jaw tightened slightly as he continued. “Who was that man? He seemed pretty taken with you.”

Emma hesitated, then exhaled softly. “Just some lawyer in town for business,” she replied, her gaze flickering to meet his. “I did it for you, baby. To turn you on, to tease you. Did you like it?”

Steve’s lips curved into a faint, almost reluctant smile. “Fuck, it was the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. At first, it caught me off guard, but… yeah, I liked it. A lot.”

Emma’s shoulders relaxed slightly, relief mingling with her own arousal. She leaned closer to him, her body shifting in the booth. “Happy anniversary, baby,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his in a loving kiss. As their mouths lingered together, her voice softened. “But I think… it went too far.”

Steve’s eyes locked onto hers, a flicker of hunger igniting within them. “Tell me how far it went,” he said, his voice rough with arousal, his hand finding its way to her knee beneath the table.

Emma bit her lower lip gently, her gaze steady but filled with heat. She shifted slightly, letting her legs relax under the table. “He touched your wife’s legs,” she began, her voice sultry, slipping into the third person as she often did when aroused. “He put his hand under her dress… touched her upper thighs…”

Steve’s breath hitched, his fingers sliding higher along her smooth, bare skin. “You’ve been a very naughty wife,” he murmured, his lips quirking into a wicked grin. “Did my wife open her legs for this stranger?” His hand inched further under her dress, the pads of his fingers brushing the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs.

Emma’s breath quickened, her body responding instinctively as her legs parted slightly. “Yes… she did,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire. “She knew that’s what you wanted.”

Steve exhaled sharply, his hand settling against the damp heat of her panties. “Oh my god, Emma,” he groaned softly. “You’ve been a really bad wife.” His fingers pressed against the lacy fabric, tracing her wetness. “Did he touch my wife’s pussy?” he asked, his voice dark and throaty.

“He did… just like you are right now,” Emma murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “That’s where his fingers were.” Her hand slid behind Steve’s head, pulling him down into a fervent kiss. Their lips met with a hunger that ignited between them, her body arching slightly toward him.

When they finally broke apart, Emma’s eyes glistened with a mix of incredulity and excitement. “Oh god,” she whispered, her breathing uneven. “I still can’t believe it… I was messing around with another man… an older man.”

Steve’s fingers tightened slightly on her thigh, his own arousal flaring at her admission. “Was it more exciting because he was older?” he asked, his voice low and husky. “Did that make you feel even naughtier?”

Emma hesitated for a moment, then nodded shyly, her cheeks flushing as her gaze dropped. “Yes,” she admitted softly. “It did.”

“Stevey, honey,” she whispered, her tone shifting as her hand found his, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Let’s get out of here. I need you to make love to me. Right now.”

Steve leaned back slightly, his expression unreadable, but a small smirk played on his lips. “No,” he said firmly. “Let’s have dinner first. After that, I’m thinking we go back to the bar for a bit, hang out… before heading to the hotel.”

Emma froze, her eyes widening. “What?” she asked, aghast. “You want me to go back there?” The thought sent a jolt through her—not entirely unpleasant but tinged with apprehension. “Steve… no,” she groaned, shaking her head in dismay. “Chris might still be there. I can’t even imagine what he’d think if he saw me again.”

“So that’s your admirer’s name… Chris,” Steve said, his smirk deepening. “So what if he’s still there? It’s okay.”

“It’s not okay,” Emma said, her voice filled with apprehension. “He makes me nervous, Steve. He’s… domineering. The kind of guy who takes charge.” She shivered slightly, her discomfort mingling with the memory of Chris’s commanding touch. “We shouldn’t go back there.”

Steve leaned closer, his eyes dark with desire but softened by a pleading look. “Come on, baby. It’ll be fun. Please, do it for me,” he murmured, his voice laced with a mix of persuasion and yearning.

“Oh god, Steve!” Emma exclaimed, her voice a mix of disbelief and exasperation. “Today is our tenth wedding anniversary, and you want me to… to mess around with another man? I can’t believe this…” She trailed off, shaking her head, her hands tightening nervously in her lap. Then, after a pause, she sighed. “But fine. I’ll do it. For you.”

Her reluctant agreement made Steve’s heart race, though he could see the apprehension in her eyes. She was doing this for him, and that knowledge sent a complicated wave of emotions through him—gratitude, desire, and just a flicker of guilt.

Dinner passed in a blur. Emma barely touched her meal, her nerves sapping her appetite, though she did manage to finish her dessert, her spoon clinking softly against the delicate bowl. Steve tried to keep the conversation light, but the undercurrent of tension between them was undeniable.

Afterward, they headed back to the bar. It was even more crowded than before, the hum of conversation and laughter filling the air. They found some standing room at the edge of the bar and ordered their drinks. Steve couldn’t help but notice the way a few men glanced at Emma, their gazes lingering on her legs, her neckline, the way her hair framed her face. She was stunning, and the attention she attracted wasn’t surprising.

Emma, meanwhile, made nervous conversation, her voice soft and a little rushed. She knew what was coming—knew Steve was waiting for the right moment to leave her alone again. Her heart pounded as she tried to focus on their chat, but the weight of the men’s eyes on her was hard to ignore.

After about ten minutes, a bar chair opened up at one end of the U-shaped bar. Steve gently guided Emma toward it, and she perched herself gracefully on the seat, her dress sliding slightly up her thighs as she crossed her legs.

“Okay,” Steve said, his voice low. “I’ll be back in a bit.”

Emma’s hand shot out, grabbing his arm. “No,” she said softly but urgently, her wide eyes pleading with him. “Don’t go… please, stay with me.”

Steve looked down at her, her sweet, innocent expression tugging at his heart. Her nervousness was palpable, and in that moment, his resolve wavered. He leaned down, brushing a kiss against her lips. “Okay,” he murmured. “I’ll stay with you.”

His hand slid onto her knee as he kissed her again, this time more tenderly. He felt her relax slightly under his touch, though her breathing still seemed a little uneven. As his lips lingered on hers, Steve noticed movement from the corner of his eye. A man had stepped up beside Emma, his presence familiar and unmistakable.

It was Chris.

Both Emma and Steve turned their heads in unison, surprise flickering across their faces. Chris’s expression, however, was warm and confident, as though he’d been expecting to see them. “Hey! You’re back!” he said, his tone pleasant and unassuming. His gaze flicked briefly to Emma before settling on Steve. “Hi, I’m Chris,” he said, extending a hand.

“I’m Steve,” the husband said, his voice calm but firm as his hand met Chris’s in a handshake. Their gazes locked for a moment, unspoken tension simmering beneath the surface. Chris held the eye contact briefly before turning his attention to Emma, appraising her with a look so blatant it sent a ripple of discomfort through her.

“I kept your wife company when you left her alone earlier,” Chris said smoothly, his grin playful but deliberate. “You know, to keep the riffraff away.” He punctuated his words with a wink, glancing back at Steve.

“Oh, thanks! That was very chivalrous of you,” Steve replied, his tone easy, though his smile hinted at something deeper.

Emma shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, her unease growing at Chris’s continued presence. “You’re still here?” she asked, her voice tinged with nervousness. “Did your co-worker ever show up?”

Chris shook his head. “No, he got held up. A friend came by to see him instead,” he said with a shrug. Then his expression brightened, as if the thought had just occurred to him. “Oh, by the way, I didn’t get a chance to congratulate you earlier, but now I can say it to both of you. Congratulations on your tenth wedding anniversary!”

“Thank you,” the couple replied in unison, their voices polite but a touch guarded.

“So, you married, Chris?” Steve asked, steering the conversation with casual curiosity.

“Yep,” Chris said with a nod, leaning comfortably against the bar. “Almost thirty-three years now. Got a boy and a girl—both grown and married. What about you two?” He glanced between them, his smile turning sly. “Planning to have kids anytime soon?”

Steve caught the subtle dig, recognizing it for what it was, and smiled back evenly. “We’ve already got two boys,” he said, his tone light but pointed. “Our eldest is eight, and the younger one just turned five.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, his grin widening as he feigned surprise. “Wow, two kids? That doesn’t seem right,” he said playfully, furrowing his brow in mock confusion. “Emma, you must be… what, twenty? Twenty-two? Barely old enough to drink?”

“Hey, stop it!” Emma said, a giggle escaping despite herself. She wagged her finger at him, her cheeks flushing. “I’m old enough, and you’re not going to trick me into telling my age.”

Chris laughed, his charm on full display. “Fair enough,” he said, raising his hands in mock surrender. “For the record, though, my son’s thirty-two, and my daughter’s twenty-eight. Both married, and they’ve even made me a grandfather a couple of times.” He leaned in slightly, his smile softening. “And I don’t mind saying I’m fifty-seven.”

The candidness of his admission caught Emma off guard. Despite herself, she found his confidence and charm disarming. Steve, meanwhile, studied Chris carefully, noting the way his attention lingered on Emma, his words subtly laced with provocation.

“You look really good for a man your age,” Steve said, his tone betraying a mix of admiration and something darker. “Emma’s almost the same age as your son, isn’t she?” He added the comment with a cheeky grin, the taboo of the situation fueling his arousal. It made everything more intense—this man, old enough to be his wife’s father, lusting after her. The resemblance to his father-in-law only heightened the thrill.

“Steve, honey!” Emma exclaimed, her voice sharp with annoyance, though her cheeks flushed pink. “You’re not supposed to tell people my age!”

“But you sure look good for a woman your age who’s had two kids,” Chris interjected smoothly, his voice cutting through the moment as his gaze dropped. He looked pointedly at Steve’s hand, which was resting lightly on Emma’s thigh, just below the hem of her dress. Then, lifting his eyes back to Steve’s, he held his gaze, the moment charged with unspoken tension. Steve’s head moved in an almost imperceptible nod, giving Chris silent confirmation of what he already suspected.

Chris’s lips curved into a smug smile. “I bet you’re filled with pride when other men check out your hot wife,” he said in an even tone. His hand moved to Emma’s other knee, his touch deliberate. “Such a pretty face, a hot body… plus, she’s a naughty wife.” He leaned in closer, his tone dropping. “Did she tell you how she let me feel up her smooth, supple thighs before? How she spread her legs for me?”

“Oh god! Chris, please don’t,” Emma whispered, her voice trembling with shame and arousal. She glanced nervously between the two men, her breathing uneven. The realization that both their hands were now on her thighs in a crowded bar sent a wave of both thrill and fear through her.

“Yes… she did,” Steve admitted, his voice tight, the words escaping almost reluctantly. His arousal warred with the uneasy pit forming in his stomach, the surreal nature of the moment washing over him.

“And I guess you’re okay with it,” Chris said smugly, his confidence unwavering as he pushed his hand higher up Emma’s thigh. Her legs clamped shut instinctively, and she grabbed his wrist, her fingers trembling.

Emma looked up at her husband, her eyes wide and pleading. She shook her head slightly, as if to silently say no, her body language screaming her unease even as her breathing hitched. Chris leaned in closer, his voice a low hiss. “Open your legs, Emma. Just like last time.”

Steve leaned in, his voice husky. “Do it, baby.”

Emma bit her lower lip, her eyes locked on her husband’s. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as Chris’s grip tightened slightly, pulling one of her thighs toward him. Trembling, she relented, parting her legs as another man took control of her body in a crowded bar. The mix of emotions—shame, fear, arousal—buzzed through her like an electric current.

Steve scanned the room, his heart racing. No one was paying attention. They were tucked into the curve of the U-shaped bar, Emma facing the counter and hidden between the two men. To anyone else, it looked like a casual conversation.

Chris’s hand slid higher, his fingers exploring the soft, trembling skin of her inner thigh. “Damn,” he murmured, his tone almost reverent. “Her thighs feel incredible. So soft, so smooth.” His gaze shifted back to Steve, leveling him with a direct look. “Have you two done anything like this before?”

“No,” Steve said, his voice low and strained. “This… this is the first time.”

Chris smirked, his fingers inching higher, the intimacy of his touch pushing the boundary further. “How does it feel,” he asked, his voice taunting, “watching another man stick his hand under your wife’s dress? Touch her so intimately? Her legs spread wide for a complete stranger?”

“I’ve imagined this quite a few times,” Steve admitted, his voice low and raw, the words tumbling out as if pulled from deep within him. “And the real thing… it’s kind of gut-wrenching. But also… incredibly arousing.”

The candid admission hung in the air, heavy with tension. Emma’s eyes flicked to her husband, her heart pounding at his words, even as her breath caught in her throat. Suddenly, she gasped sharply, her body jolting as Chris’s fingers pressed firmly against her panty-covered pussy once again.

Chris’s hand moved with confidence, his touch deliberate as he rubbed her through the damp fabric. “You know,” he said smoothly, his voice laced with authority and experience, “it’s very typical for a husband who wants to share his wife to feel conflicted. The jealousy feeds the arousal—it’s part of what makes it so intense.” He glanced at Steve, his gaze sharp and knowing. “I’ve been with other couples, and let me tell you, it’s a good thing your first time is with me.”

Emma’s face burned, a mix of shame and something darker swirling within her. She bit her lip, unable to meet either man’s gaze, her body trembling under Chris’s touch. The words “first time” echoed in her mind, making her pulse race even faster. Was this really happening? She could barely process the surreal intensity of it all.

“Emma, scoot forward a bit,” Chris commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Without thinking, she obeyed, shifting her weight and sliding forward on the barstool. Her movements felt mechanical, her mind caught in the haze of submission and disbelief. Steve’s gaze dropped instinctively, and what he saw made his breath hitch.

Emma’s thighs were spread wide, her dress bunched up around her upper thighs, leaving little to the imagination. The crotch of her pink panties was fully visible now, the fabric clinging to her, betraying her arousal. The contrast of her modest, blushing demeanor with the exposed, vulnerable position she was in made Steve’s heart pound in his chest.

Chris’s hand lingered on her inner thigh for a moment before sliding back to her center, his fingers continuing their slow, deliberate motions against her panties. “Your wife is beautiful,” he said quietly, almost reverently, as his fingers teased her. “Soft. Responsive.”

Emma’s breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling visibly. She risked a glance at Steve, her expression a mix of guilt, confusion, and something primal. His eyes met hers, and she saw the hunger in them, the arousal he couldn’t hide despite the conflict she knew he must be feeling.

“Steve,” Chris said, his voice breaking the momentary silence, “how does it feel? Seeing her like this? Knowing she’s being touched by another man?”

Steve swallowed hard, his throat dry as he struggled to find the words. “It’s… overwhelming,” he said finally, his voice barely audible. “But I can’t look away.”

Chris’s lips curved into a smug smile. “Good,” he murmured. His hand pressed more firmly against Emma, eliciting a small, involuntary sound from her lips. “That’s how it should be.”

Steve’s eyes stayed fixed on the scene before him, unable to look away as Chris slipped his hand beneath Emma’s panties. The older man’s fingers moved deliberately, parting her folds and sliding into her wet pussy. Emma moaned softly, her hand instinctively reaching out to grip Chris’s arm. Her fingers twisted the fabric of his shirt sleeve, tugging nervously, a physical expression of the whirlwind of emotions surging through her.

Steve’s breath hitched as he watched Chris’s forearm flex with every deliberate movement, his wife’s body responding to this stranger’s touch in a way that was both thrilling and gut-wrenching. This man—someone they had met mere hours ago—was now playing with her so intimately in the middle of a crowded bar.

Emma turned her head, her eyes meeting Steve’s. Her gaze was unfocused, her expression a mixture of vulnerability and raw arousal. Her other hand clung tightly to his arm, grounding her even as her breathing grew ragged and uneven.

Chris’s voice broke through the charged silence, calm and matter-of-fact. “Let’s get out of here before we start attracting any attention,” he said as he slowly withdrew his hand from between Emma’s legs. The cool air against her exposed skin made Emma shiver, and she groaned softly in frustration, her body aching with unfulfilled need.

Steve watched as Chris casually brought his fingers to his lips, licking them clean with a smirk. “I’m staying at the Hilton,” he informed them, his tone as casual as if he were discussing the weather.

“Oh… well, we’re staying the night there too,” Steve replied weakly, his voice faltering under the weight of the moment. The apprehension that had gnawed at him earlier returned, sharper than ever. For a fleeting moment, he wanted to call the whole thing off, to take Emma back to their room and leave Chris behind. But the desire—the overwhelming need to see this fantasy play out—was too strong.

“Cool,” Chris said with a wink. “Then let’s go to your room and mess up your bed.” His grin widened, his confidence unwavering. “Okay, let’s go.”

Emma clung to her husband’s arm, her body trembling with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. She avoided looking at Chris, her cheeks burning as she buried her face against Steve’s shoulder. “Honey, can I have a word with you?” she whispered urgently.

Steve nodded and turned to Chris. “We’ll meet you outside. Give us a few minutes,” he said, his voice tight.

“Sure,” Chris replied with a knowing smile. “I’ll wait for you out front.” With that, he turned and walked away, leaving the couple alone.


Chapter 4

Emma exhaled shakily, her grip on Steve’s arm tightening as she looked up at him with wide, anxious eyes. “Oh god… I can’t believe we’re actually going to do this,” she said, her voice trembling. Her body was buzzing with anticipation, but her mind was spinning with doubt. She paused, searching her husband’s face for reassurance. “Do you really want me to go through with this? Do you really want me to break my wedding vows?” she asked nervously, her voice barely above a whisper.

Steve hesitated, his heart pounding as her question cut through the haze of his desire. The weight of her words brought his conflicting emotions crashing back—the thrill, the jealousy, the fear. He knew what he wanted, but saying it out loud felt like crossing an irreversible line.

“Yes, sweetheart… I really want you to do this,” Steve said softly, his voice steady but his eyes betraying his own nervousness.

Emma let out a shaky breath, her grip on his arm tightening. “Of course you want this,” she muttered, almost to herself. “I don’t even know why I asked… you’ve been talking about this for so long.” She bit her lip, her gaze dropping to the floor. “Oh fuck, I’m just so scared. This is such a huge step.” Her voice cracked slightly, her emotions spilling over. “And on our wedding anniversary, of all days… it’s so taboo, so wrong.”

Steve leaned in, his hand brushing her cheek as he kissed her gently, his lips lingering against hers. When he pulled back, his smile was small and sheepish. “It’s okay,” he whispered. “It’s a special thing to do on a special day. Not something we do every day.”

Emma looked up at him, her eyes searching his face for reassurance. “You’re nervous too?” she asked, her voice soft but tinged with surprise.

“Pretty nervous,” Steve admitted, his smile turning slightly wry. “But that’s part of what makes this so… intense, isn’t it?” He ran his thumb gently over her cheek, his touch grounding her. “We don’t have to do this if you really don’t want to. But if we do, it’s just for us. Our choice. Our moment.”

Emma swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling as she tried to steady her breathing. She felt the weight of his words, his earnestness, and the trust that had carried them to this point. Slowly, she nodded, her fingers brushing against his. “Okay,” she whispered. “For us.”

“Do you love me, Steve?” Emma whined softly, her voice trembling with vulnerability. “Will you always love me, baby, even after tonight?”

Steve’s heart ached at her tone, her need for reassurance as palpable as his own swirling emotions. “Yes, always, Emma,” he said gently, cupping her cheek and meeting her gaze. “I’ll always love you, no matter what.”

Emma’s lips quivered into a faint smile, though her eyes still held a flicker of doubt. “I have to go to the restroom… just to freshen up and calm myself down,” she said, sliding off the bar chair. She took a step away, then paused, as if remembering something. “And, Steve… he has to use a condom. I’m kind of close to my unsafe time.” Her voice dropped, almost embarrassed as she added, “You know I’m not on the pill—it makes me queasy. And, well… I like it better bareback.” She blushed, her cheeks burning. “But… yeah. Just in case.”

Steve nodded, his expression tender. “Okay. I’ll make sure. Don’t worry.”

Emma stepped closer, wrapping her arms around him for a hug. He held her tightly, kissing the top of her head. “I’ll meet you outside,” he murmured, his voice steady even as his mind spun.

When Steve stepped outside into the cool night air, he found Chris waiting near the entrance, casually leaning against the wall. The older man straightened as Steve approached. “Hey, where’s the missus? Did she get cold feet?” Chris asked, his tone laced with genuine curiosity.

“In the restroom,” Steve replied, forcing a smile. “She’ll be out soon.”

Chris nodded, his sharp eyes scanning Steve’s face. “Alright, good,” he said. Then, after a moment’s pause, he continued, “Hey, I gotta ask you something.”

Steve tensed slightly, unsure what was coming. “Yeah?” he asked cautiously.

“I’ve got a co-worker traveling with me—a good friend of mine,” Chris said, his tone casual but deliberate. “Do you think it’d be alright if he joins us?”

Steve blinked, momentarily stunned by the proposition. His mind raced, trying to process the boldness of the suggestion. “I… I don’t know, man,” he stammered, his voice faltering. “Emma’s already pretty jittery. I don’t want to freak her out.” He scratched the back of his neck, avoiding Chris’s gaze as he spoke.

But even as his mouth formed the words, a different part of him stirred at the thought. The mental image of Emma being with two men at once flashed through his mind, sending a shiver down his spine. He felt his cock stir despite himself, his body betraying the uncertainty and nervousness that warred within him.

“She’ll love it, Steve,” Chris said, his tone steady and confident as his sharp eyes met Steve’s. “We’ve tag-teamed quite a few women, and trust me—they all loved it.” His lips curled into a smirk as he continued. “Emma might be a bit reluctant at first, but she’ll come around. You saw how she spread her legs for me in a crowded bar. Just imagine what she’d do behind closed doors… Plus, you’ll love it too. Watching your pretty wife getting tag-teamed, spit-roasted, two men taking turns on her.” He delivered the words smoothly, his gaze unwavering.

“Fuck, I don’t know what to say, man,” Steve muttered, his voice weak with apprehension. Yet, even as he said it, the vivid imagery sent a surge of arousal through him, his pulse quickening.

Chris’s smirk widened, sensing the crack in Steve’s resolve. “You know,” he added, his tone more deliberate, “my co-worker is black. It’s hot—watching a pretty white wife being taken by a black man.”

Steve felt his knees weaken, his throat suddenly dry as Chris’s words struck a chord. He didn’t want to admit it, but the thought had crossed his mind before. The image of Emma’s creamy thighs wrapped around a powerful black man had fueled some of his most forbidden fantasies. Now, faced with the possibility, the sheer taboo of it made his heart race. “But… isn’t your co-worker with a friend right now?” he asked hesitantly, his voice trembling with both fear and excitement.

Chris grinned, knowing he had Steve hooked now. “I can tell him to bring his friend too. Two black men for your wife.” His voice dropped slightly, conspiratorial. “We’ll take turns with her—three of us, fucking her good for you.”

Steve’s breath caught, his mind swirling with conflicting emotions. His arousal was undeniable, but so was the apprehension. “Emma’s really anxious right now,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t think she’d agree to it… If I even bring it up, she might shut down. She might bolt. She’s already so nervous.”

“Then don’t say anything to her,” Chris said smoothly, his tone turning sly. “I’ll handle it. I’ll prime her up, get her all hot and bothered. Your wife will be begging for it by the time we’re ready. She won’t be able to say no. While I’m getting her riled up, you text them and let them in quietly.”

Steve’s heart pounded as he tried to process what Chris was proposing. His chest felt tight, his conflicting desires tearing him in two. “You’re sure you can get her turned on enough for that?” he asked, his voice trembling as his imagination ran wild. The thought of Emma surrendering to not one but three men sent a shiver down his spine.

Chris leaned in slightly, his grin widening. “Trust me, Steve. By the time I’m done with her, your wife will be dripping and desperate. All you have to do is sit back and enjoy the show.”

Chris winked at Steve, his confidence unshaken, before pulling out his phone. He stepped a few feet away and dialed his co-worker, Ron, quickly explaining the situation in a low, conspiratorial tone. He added instructions for Ron to bring his friend Andre along, ensuring everything was set.

By the time Chris pocketed his phone, Emma had stepped outside the restaurant. Her re-touched makeup was flawless, her lips glossier, her cheeks glowing faintly with a blush that seemed to deepen as she approached them. Her steps slowed when she noticed Chris’s gaze raking over her, his hungry eyes undressing her with bold, unapologetic intent.

“Don’t stare at me that way!” she exclaimed, her voice flustered as she clutched her small purse tightly. “It’s… it’s very unnerving.”

Chris grinned, unbothered by her protest. “Oh, sweet Emma,” he said smoothly, his tone dripping with charm. “You’re such a lovely young woman. It’s hard not to admire you.”

Before she could respond, Chris closed the distance between them, pulling her into his arms with a confidence that made her breath hitch. “I can’t wait to take off that dress and get a better look at your hot body,” he murmured against her ear, his voice low and possessive. Then, without hesitation, he mashed his lips against hers, kissing her passionately.

Emma stiffened for a brief moment before melting into the kiss, her lips parting as Chris’s hands roamed over her back, pulling her closer. His touch was firm, possessive, as his hands slid down to cup her ass, squeezing it with bold familiarity.

Steve stood just a few feet away, his nerves on edge. He glanced around the dimly lit street, his heart pounding as he scanned for onlookers. The possibility that someone might see them—that they might realize another man was kissing his wife right in front of him—sent a jolt of adrenaline coursing through his veins. The mix of jealousy, fear, and undeniable arousal left him rooted in place, unable to tear his eyes away.

Emma broke the kiss first, her cheeks flushed as she glanced at Steve with a mixture of guilt and excitement. Chris, unfazed, kept one hand possessively on her lower back, his grin as cocky as ever. “Shall we head to the hotel?” he asked, his tone casual, as though nothing extraordinary had just happened.

Steve swallowed hard, his voice catching slightly as he nodded. “Yeah… let’s go.”

After pulling back from the kiss, Chris’s lips curled into a smirk. “Let’s go,” he said smoothly, slipping his arm around Emma’s waist. His hand rested firmly on her ass, the possessive gesture making her stiffen momentarily before she glanced nervously at Steve. Seeking reassurance, she reached out and took her husband’s hand, her fingers tightening around his as they began walking toward the hotel.

Emma walked between the two men, her steps uncertain but steady as they crossed the dimly lit street and entered the hotel lobby. Steve’s heart raced as his eyes darted around, silently thankful that the late hour meant only a few people lingered in the lobby. Still, the surrealness of the situation—the three of them walking together, Emma flanked by him and Chris—kept his nerves taut.

Inside the elevator, Steve pressed the button for their floor, the metallic doors sliding shut with a soft whoosh. As the elevator began its ascent, Chris moved closer to Emma, sliding his arms around her from behind. She stiffened slightly but didn’t resist as his hands boldly settled over her breasts, squeezing them through the fabric of her dress. “So, Steve,” Chris said, his tone casual but laced with provocation, “your fantasy’s about to become real. You’re going to watch your wife having sex with another man.”

Emma’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushing deeply. Chris tilted his head, pressing his lips to hers teasingly. He kissed her slowly, licking her lips before sucking on them, his movements deliberate and possessive. Emma’s fingers curled into fists at her sides, her breathing shallow as she responded to his advances, her body betraying her conflicted emotions.

“I need to see that hot ass of yours, baby girl,” Chris murmured, his voice low and husky. He turned her around, gently but firmly guiding her toward the elevator wall. “Brace yourself,” he said with a grin.

Emma hesitated for only a moment before placing her forearms against the smooth wall, bowing her head into the crook of her arms. As though on instinct, she arched her back slightly, her ass jutting out toward Chris. Her legs trembled, and her breathing quickened, a mix of nervousness and reluctant anticipation coursing through her.

Chris wasted no time. Tugging her dress up over her hips, he exposed her pink thong and the creamy expanse of her thighs. His hands roamed over her ass, kneading it greedily. “Goddamn,” he said lustily, his voice thick with desire. “Look at those long legs… that luscious, round ass. Your wife is one hot piece of ass.”

Steve watched, his heart pounding as Chris openly admired Emma’s body, his hands boldly pulling apart her ass cheeks. The sight sent a surge of jealousy, arousal, and disbelief crashing through him.

Emma’s face burned, her cheeks flushed as the older man played with her so openly. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to steady herself, but the heat radiating through her body was undeniable. Just as Chris’s hands slid lower, the elevator dinged, signaling they had reached their floor.

The sound jolted Emma, panic flashing across her face. She immediately straightened, pulling her dress back down over her hips as she moved away from Chris. Her breaths came in short, sharp bursts, her chest rising and falling as she tried to regain her composure.

Chris let out a deep laugh, clearly amused by her reaction. “You sure are a shy one,” he said with a teasing grin. “All prim and proper… don’t worry, baby. By the end of the night, I’m going to turn you into an improper wife.”

He stepped forward, slipping his arm around her waist once more, his hand predictably finding its place on her ass. Emma avoided his gaze, her eyes darting briefly to Steve, who followed silently behind them. The tension in the hallway was palpable as they made their way toward the room.

They walked down the corridor with Emma sandwiched between the two men, the atmosphere thick with tension. Both Steve and Emma felt their hearts pounding wildly, a mix of nerves and anticipation coursing through them. Every step toward the suite felt heavier, the surrealness of the moment weighing on them.

When they stopped in front of their door, Steve and Emma exchanged a brief, nervous glance. His hand trembled slightly as he slid the keycard into the lock, the soft beep sounding far louder than it should. He pushed the door open, stepping aside to hold it for his wife and Chris.

Chris, exuding confidence, placed a hand on Emma’s lower back and guided her into the room. Steve followed silently, his pulse racing as he closed the door behind them. Chris led Emma toward the bedroom, his movements sure and deliberate. She glanced over her shoulder at her husband, her eyes wide and uncertain, before Chris drew her attention back to him.

He reached up and gently unfastened the hair clip holding her golden tresses in place. Her silky locks tumbled down over her shoulders, framing her face. Chris slid a finger under her chin, tilting her face upward until her wary eyes met his, filled with unmasked desire. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and sincere. Then, without hesitation, he leaned in and claimed her lips in a passionate kiss.

Emma stiffened for a moment, but the tenderness and heat of the kiss melted her resistance. Her lips parted, and she sank into his arms, her body responding despite her lingering apprehension. The kiss lingered, long and intimate, her hands hesitating before lightly gripping his forearms. It was clear she was enjoying the older man’s attention, her breathing quickening.

When Chris broke the kiss, he glanced toward Steve, a sly grin on his face. “Your wife is stunning,” he said, his voice warm yet laced with mischief. “Such a sexy, elegant woman—the kind who likes to be treated like a lady.”

Emma’s breath hitched as Chris turned his attention back to her. His grin widened. “But in my experience,” he continued, his tone dropping slightly, “a naughty woman like you doesn’t want to be treated like a lady in the bedroom.” His words hung in the air, charged and deliberate.

Emma shivered visibly, goosebumps forming on her arms. She glanced at Steve again, her expression uncertain but undeniably affected by Chris’s words. Steve’s jaw tightened as he held her gaze, the reality of the moment pressing in around them.

Chris stepped back, breaking the tension momentarily as he began to undress. His movements were unhurried, almost theatrical, as he removed his clothes piece by piece. “Let me show you what I’ve got for you, baby,” he said lecherously, his eyes locking onto Emma’s as he grinned. “What you came here for.”

Emma’s knees wobbled as his hard cock came into view, and she instinctively sank down onto the edge of the bed. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared, her mind racing. It was the first cock she had seen other than Steve’s since they’d been together, and she couldn’t help but compare. Chris’s cock was shorter than her husband’s, but it was thicker, with a pronounced, downward curve. The uncircumcised shaft and the thick, flaring head added to the stark difference, making her stomach flutter with nervous excitement.

Chris noticed her gaze and smiled smugly, stepping closer until his crotch was directly in front of her face. Emma’s breath quickened as she instinctively shifted back slightly, her hands gripping the edge of the bed.

“So, Steve,” Chris said, his tone conversational but edged with dominance. “Do you want me to make gentle love to your wife, like you do? Or…” He paused, his grin widening. “Do you want me to take her how I want to? I won’t get rough or anything—unless you’re okay with that.”

Chris’s eyes locked onto Steve’s, his tone even but charged. The question hung in the air, heavy with implication, as Steve’s heart pounded in his chest. His throat felt dry as he processed the older man’s words, torn between his protective instincts and the intoxicating allure of watching his fantasy unfold.

Steve felt a pit form deep in his stomach, his apprehension bubbling to the surface. But what surprised him most was the voice that escaped his lips—low, unfamiliar, and laced with something he didn’t quite recognize. “I think she’ll like it a little rough,” he said. “Take her any way you want to.”

Emma gasped softly, her trembling voice breaking the silence. “Oh, Steve, honey… no… oh no,” she murmured weakly, her body shivering as a tremor raced down her spine. The mix of disbelief, arousal, and anxiety left her flushed and breathless.

Chris smirked, his confidence undeterred. “That’s what I thought,” he said, his tone filled with authority. “I agree—she’ll like it. I think we all will.” He stepped closer, reaching behind Emma’s head to grab a fistful of her silky blonde hair. With a firm tug, he guided her face down into his genitals. Her lips pressed against his hairy, musky nutsack, while his thick, curved cock rested heavily across her cheek.

The scent—raw, sweaty, and overpowering—made her gasp, but to her own surprise, it aroused her. She whimpered softly, her breathing ragged.

“Take care of it, baby,” Steve encouraged, his voice husky, his arousal undeniable. “Suck his cock.”

Emma hesitated for only a moment before sticking out her tongue, running it tentatively over Chris’s hairy sack. The taste, the texture, the taboo nature of it all sent a shiver through her. Her tongue continued upward, tracing the length of his veiny shaft, gliding along the curve until it reached the swollen, flaring cockhead. A bead of precum glistened there, and before she could react, Chris pushed her mouth down forcefully onto it.

Emma opened her mouth wide, the thick cockhead stretching her lips as it slid past them. The foreskin was tight, the sensation unfamiliar yet strangely exciting. Chris kept his grip on her hair, using it to guide her movements as she bobbed up and down on his cock. The pace was unrelenting, her lips and tongue working in tandem as she struggled to keep up.

A sense of disbelief filled her—another man’s cock was in her mouth, and her husband was right there, watching. She felt herself drooling, saliva slicking Chris’s shaft as her head moved rhythmically. Chris groaned, pushing deeper with every thrust, testing her limits. She gagged as he pressed further, her throat resisting, but he didn’t let up.

Emma pulled back suddenly, gasping for air. Saliva dripped from her lips, connecting in glistening strands to the thick cockhead. She breathed hard, her chest heaving, her face flushed with effort and arousal.

Chris, undeterred, tugged her head back down, pressing her face against his nutsack. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice filled with satisfaction. Emma’s tongue darted out again, licking his sack with slow, deliberate strokes. Her lips closed around one of his balls, then the other, sucking gently, her movements eliciting a low moan from Chris.

“Damn, Steve,” Chris said, glancing toward him with a grin. “Your wife sure knows her way around a man’s cock and balls.”

Steve, now standing closer, stared at the scene before him with a dazed expression. His wife, the love of his life, was sucking another man’s balls with a level of passion that both aroused and unsettled him. The sight was surreal, the mix of emotions leaving him speechless.

Chris, his grin widening, suddenly pushed Emma back onto the bed. Before she could fully process what was happening, he climbed onto the mattress, straddling her face with ease. Holding his cock in his hand, he aimed it downward, nudging her lips with the thick head. Emma looked up at him, her expression a mix of submission and apprehension. Slowly, she opened her mouth, her tongue darting out as she awaited his next move.

“I’m going to fuck your pretty face now… such a hot young MILF,” Chris growled, his voice low and commanding as he thrust his cock deeper into Emma’s mouth. Her lips stretched wide around him, her eyes watering slightly as she adjusted to his girth. His movements were firm, unrelenting, testing her limits with each thrust.

At first, Emma gagged, her throat tightening instinctively against the intrusion. But as Chris continued, she began to relax, controlling her reflex and allowing him to push further. The disbelief that had paralyzed her earlier was gone now, replaced by a strange determination. This was happening, and she leaned into it.

She focused, her tongue flattening against the underside of his cock as she tried to take him deeper, just as she’d practiced with Steve over the past year. She’d learned to deepthroat to please her husband, mastering the technique to make him feel wanted and loved. But now, here she was, using that skill to pleasure a man she barely knew—a complete stranger. The thought sent a strange mix of shame and arousal coursing through her.

Chris groaned as he slid his cock further down her throat, his balls grazing her chin with each thrust. “That’s it, girl… take it all,” he said, his voice rough with pleasure. “Your wife’s such a good cocksucker,” he added, glancing back at Steve with a smirk. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? You like seeing your wife this way.”

Steve’s heart raced as he stared at the scene unfolding before him. Chris, naked and domineering, straddled Emma’s pretty face, feeding her his cock with a confidence that left no room for doubt. Emma, his sweet, elegant wife, knelt submissively, her lips wrapped around the thick shaft as she worked to please this man. The sight was debauched, surreal, and undeniably arousing.

Steve’s cock throbbed painfully in his pants, the arousal undeniable even as a storm of emotions churned within him. He couldn’t deny how much this turned him on—watching Emma take another man this way, her throat stretching to accommodate him, her body responding so willingly. Yet, he struggled to find his voice, unsure how to respond to Chris’s taunting question.

Chris laughed darkly, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. “You know,” he said, his voice tinged with mockery, “you’re not the first husband who likes seeing his wife turned into a slut.”

Steve stiffened, the word hitting him like a slap. He’d never thought of Emma that way—never in a million years. This had always been a fantasy, an idea that lived safely in the realm of imagination. Even as the events of tonight unfolded, he’d told himself it was a one-time thing, a fleeting indulgence. But now, the stark reality of what was happening struck him, filling him with angst, fear, and uncertainty. His chest tightened, yet his cock remained rock hard, pulsing with arousal he couldn’t deny.

Emma’s muffled moans pulled him back to the present. Chris’s hand tangled in her hair as he thrust deeper into her mouth, his cock disappearing into her throat with ease now. “Oh yes,” Chris snarled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Swallow my cock… take it, bitch. You fucking slut.”

Emma’s cheeks burned at the crude words, but her body betrayed her. Her thighs trembled slightly, her arousal evident despite the raw humiliation of the moment. She worked her tongue against Chris’s shaft, her lips stretched tight as he continued to use her mouth.

Steve’s breath quickened as he watched, the surreal scene playing out before him both overwhelming and intoxicating. He couldn’t deny the power of the fantasy now, even as it clashed with everything he thought he knew about himself—and about Emma.

Steve was once again stunned as Chris called his wife filthy, vulgar names. He glanced at Emma, expecting her to recoil, to protest—after all, she had always expressed her dislike for that kind of language. But to his shock, she didn’t seem upset. In the heat of the moment, she didn’t push back or even flinch. Instead, she leaned into it, her arousal evident in the way her body responded to Chris’s words. It was clear that, in this charged atmosphere, being spoken to in such a degrading way was turning her on.

Chris pulled his cock from her mouth, the thick shaft glistening with her saliva, and pressed his hairy balls against her lips. “Open up, baby,” he said gruffly, guiding her to take them into her mouth like she was nothing more than a cheap whore. Emma obeyed, her tongue darting out to lick his sack before sucking on each ball with deliberate care. Chris groaned in satisfaction, his cock resting heavily across her cheek, smearing her saliva across her flushed face.

Steve watched with a mix of disbelief and arousal. His wife, who had always carried herself with grace and composure, was now licking and sucking another man’s balls, her face slick with spit. It was surreal and deeply erotic, a sight that left him breathless.

As Emma worked her mouth over Chris’s balls, the older man reached back, gripping the hem of her dress and tugging it up over her hips, exposing her pink panties. His hand slid between her legs, rubbing her pussy over the damp fabric. Emma moaned softly around his sack, her hips shifting involuntarily toward his touch.

After teasing her for a few moments, Chris suddenly slapped her pussy mound. The sharp sound of the impact filled the room, and Emma yelped, her hips jerking upward. “Damn,” Chris said with a smirk. “She’s a responsive little slut.”

He glanced back at Steve, noticing the way the younger man’s hand rubbed at the prominent bulge in his pants. Chris’s grin widened. “Get comfortable, Steve. Take off your clothes and be close to your wife. This is something you two are experiencing together. You love her, and she loves you. Be close to her—show her how much you love and support her. She’s doing this for you, but she also needs this as much as you do. The whole experience will be better for both of you if you stay with her while she’s with another man.”

Steve hesitated, his heart pounding. He wanted to be close to Emma, to show her his love and support, but the intensity of the moment made him unsure. Chris’s words lingered in his mind, and after a long pause, he nodded. Slowly, he began to undress, pulling off his shirt and pants until he stood bare. His hard, seven-inch cock, thick and veined, jutted out, achingly hard.

Chris raised an eyebrow, genuinely surprised at the sight. “Damn,” he remarked, his tone appreciative. “No wonder she knows her way around a cock. Didn’t expect that.” He turned his attention back to Emma, his grin widening. “Now,” he said, his voice dripping with anticipation, “I want to see your wife’s pussy.”


Chapter 5

Emma’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, her breathing quick and shallow as her eyes flicked nervously between Steve and Chris. Steve moved closer, his presence grounding her even as her body responded to the older man’s commanding words. The room thrummed with tension, the unspoken connection between husband and wife holding steady even as they stepped deeper into uncharted territory.

As Chris got off the bed, Steve moved closer, lying down on his stomach next to Emma. His gaze softened as he took in her flushed face, her expression a mix of arousal and lingering shame. A slimy blend of her saliva and Chris’s precum glistened on her cheeks, and a couple of coarse, curly pubic hairs clung to her full, pink lips.

Steve reached out, gently brushing the stray hairs away with his fingers. “You okay, my love?” he asked softly, concern mingling with the tension in his voice.

Emma nodded, her eyes searching his. “Do you still love me, Steve?” she asked in a needy voice, her vulnerability laid bare.

“I will always love you, baby,” Steve replied without hesitation. “You’re my one and only love.” He leaned down, capturing her lips in a tender kiss. The taste of her lips was unmistakably mixed with the remnants of Chris, and the realization made his cock twitch. The kiss deepened, turning sloppy and lustful as his emotions overwhelmed him.

As the couple lost themselves in the kiss, Chris moved with practiced ease. Hooking his fingers under the waistband of Emma’s pink thong, he tugged it down. Emma, as if on instinct, lifted her hips, allowing the older man to slide the skimpy fabric down her long, toned legs.

From the corner of his eye, Steve caught the motion. His breath hitched as he pulled back from the kiss, staring at her with a husky intensity. “Fuck, baby,” he murmured. “That’s so hot… you’re making your pussy available to him.”

Emma’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, but she responded softly, her voice trembling. “Because that’s what you want me to do.”

“And that,” Chris interjected, his voice thick with lust, “is what a slut wife does—makes her pussy available to other men.” His tone was crude, unapologetic. His eyes roamed over Emma’s now-bare mound, a thin strip of blonde hair neatly trimmed above her slit. “This is one good-looking blonde pussy,” he added, his voice almost reverent. “Fuck, man, she’s wet. Her juices are leaking out.” He grinned wickedly. “The bitch is in heat.”

Emma’s face turned crimson, but her body betrayed her, her arousal evident. She pulled Steve closer, wrapping her arms around his neck and drawing him into another kiss. Their lips locked, their breaths mingling as Steve’s hand found her waist, holding her protectively even as his cock throbbed with need.

At the same time, Chris spread Emma’s legs wide, settling between them. Without hesitation, he bent down and dragged his tongue along her slick folds. Emma gasped into her husband’s mouth, her hips jerking involuntarily at the sensation. Chris licked her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, sucking on it and teasing it with his lips and tongue. His hands gripped her thighs, keeping her open and exposed as he worked.

Emma groaned softly into Steve’s mouth, her hips moving in response to Chris’s ministrations. The older man teased her mercilessly, bringing her close to the edge before backing off, letting her frustration build. Her body writhed under him, her movements lewd and desperate as her arousal mounted. Her moans grew louder, her eyes fluttering half-closed as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

“Aaah… oh god, oh god… I’m so close,” Emma groaned, her voice trembling with desperation. “Please… please,” she whimpered as Chris once again pulled back just before she could reach her climax. Her hips jerked involuntarily, seeking relief that wasn’t coming. Frustration and need were etched across her flushed face.

Chris chuckled, his grin wicked. “All in good time,” he teased, standing upright. “You be a good little slut, and I promise you’ll cum so many times you’ll beg me to stop. But not yet.”

Without warning, his hand came down hard on her pussy. The slap echoed through the room, sharp and sudden. Emma’s body jolted violently, her moan loud and unrestrained as the sting of the impact sent shockwaves of pleasure and pain through her. She was so close to cumming that the slap nearly pushed her over the edge.

“Bitch, stand up now,” Chris commanded brusquely, his tone firm and authoritative. “Need to get you all naked. Take that dress off.”

Emma moved shakily, her legs trembling as Chris helped her to her feet. Her eyes flicked to Steve, seeking reassurance, even as her body obeyed Chris’s words. Steve stood too, his hands steady despite the storm of emotions swirling within him. He moved behind her, his fingers finding the zipper at the back of her dress and easing it down.

Chris slid the straps of the dress off her shoulders, letting them fall over her arms. The silky fabric snagged slightly at the curve of her hips, and with a firm tug, he freed it. The dress slipped down her body, revealing her sheer lace pink bralette, before pooling around her ankles. Chris paused, taking in the sight of her.

“The bra,” he said simply, his voice low.

It was a front-clasp design, and Chris unhooked it with practiced ease, the delicate garment falling open. Steve reached out, sliding the straps down her arms before pulling the flimsy fabric away entirely. He bent down to pick up the discarded dress, his movements almost reverent, as if trying to anchor himself in the surreal reality of the moment.

Emma now stood completely naked, her arms instinctively moving to cover herself before she stopped, realizing the futility. Her cheeks burned as she shyly glanced at Chris, her vulnerability and arousal mingling in her expression.

Chris stepped back, giving himself space to take in the full view of her naked form. His eyes roamed appreciatively over her from head to toe—her pretty face flushed with arousal, her small but perky breasts, her flat stomach, and her long, toned legs. The light blonde landing strip above her slit caught his attention, making his grin widen.

“Nice,” Chris said finally, his voice laced with approval. “Hot body. Steve, your wife is one sexy young MILF. I’m glad you like to share her.” His words landed with deliberate weight, a reminder of the reality they were all stepping into. This wasn’t just a woman—it was the mother of Steve’s children, standing naked and exposed before a man she’d barely met.

Steve swallowed hard, the butterflies in his stomach fluttering violently. The sight of Emma in her naked glory, her body presented for another man’s enjoyment, sent a surge of conflicting emotions through him—arousal, jealousy, apprehension. But the raw, undeniable truth was that it was also exhilarating.

Emma stood still, her breathing uneven as she waited for what would come next. Her eyes flicked between the two men, her heart pounding in her chest. The room felt thick with tension, charged with the weight of their unspoken desires.

Chris stepped forward, wrapping Emma in his arms with a dominance that made her breath hitch. His hand tangled in her silky blonde hair, gripping it firmly as he yanked her head back, forcing her to look up at him. “Fucking slut,” he hissed, his voice low and menacing. “Did you like having your pretty face fucked by a stranger? A complete stranger? A man old enough to be your dad?”

Emma’s chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths. Her lips parted, but no words came. She simply gazed up at him submissively, her eyes wide, her expression a mix of shame and arousal. Chris smirked, lowering his face to hers, and claimed her lips in an open-mouthed, sloppy kiss. Their tongues tangled as Emma moaned softly, sucking on his tongue as their saliva mingled. The wet, lustful kiss seemed to go on forever.

Steve, standing just a few feet away, couldn’t tear his eyes away. His hand stroked his rock-hard cock as he watched his wife lock lips with another man, their kiss raw and unrestrained. He could hear the faint, wet sounds of their lips and tongues moving together, the intimacy so visceral it made his head spin.

Breaking the kiss, Chris moved his mouth to her neck, leaving a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses down to her chest. His lips found her small, firm B-cup breasts, and he sucked on her taut, pink nipple, making Emma gasp sharply.

“Love these small titties,” Chris murmured between kisses. “Nipples hard like bullets.” He took one nipple fully into his mouth, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud before gently biting down.

Emma let out a sharp intake of breath. “Oh god! Aaah,” she groaned, her body tensing as the mix of pleasure and pain sent sparks shooting down to her core. The tingling in her pussy grew stronger, her arousal undeniable despite the sharp sting.

Chris bit down harder, eliciting a louder moan from her. “Oh god! Chris, no…” she feebly protested, her voice trembling. But her hips subtly shifted, betraying her excitement.

“Bitch, I’m gonna have you any way I want,” Chris snarled, his tone rough and commanding. “I know a whore like you likes it rough.” He punctuated his words by slapping her breasts sharply, the sound of the impact filling the room.

“Aaah! Oooh! Oh god! Aaah!” Emma squealed, her body jerking with each slap. Her creamy, firm breasts reddened under the assault, her nipples standing stiff and sensitive. Steve’s initial concern flickered in his chest as he watched the scene, but it quickly gave way to arousal. He knew that look on Emma’s face—the parted lips, the flushed cheeks, the glazed-over eyes. She had her cum face on. She was turned on, more than he’d ever seen her before.

Chris bent down again, his lips latching onto her breasts. He sucked and nibbled on her nipples, his teeth leaving faint marks on her sensitive skin. He kissed and bit at her flesh, leaving small, reddened love bites as Emma panted hard, her hips subtly rocking. Her breathing was erratic, her moans growing louder as Chris brought her close to climax just from the rough attention he gave her tits.

“Bend over the bed,” Chris commanded brusquely. “Show me your ass properly.”

Emma hesitated for only a moment, glancing at Steve with an embarrassed, uncertain look. Steve’s stomach tightened as he noticed the marks on her breasts, the reddened skin from Chris’s bites and slaps. It was unbelievable—almost surreal—that his wife was allowing herself to be treated this way. Letting another man call her filthy names, slap her, and humiliate her. But the sight of her submission, the way she obeyed Chris without protest, inexplicably aroused him even more. There was no denying the power of seeing this man take charge, using her in ways Steve had only fantasized about.

Emma turned around slowly, positioning herself at the edge of the bed. She bent over, her long legs trembling slightly as she braced herself with her hands. “Arch your back, Emma,” Chris growled. “Stick that ass out and spread your legs a bit.”

Obediently, Emma did as she was told, her movements hesitant but deliberate. She glanced back at Steve, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but her eyes glinted with arousal. Her body was on display, offered openly, her glistening pussy exposed to Chris’s hungry gaze. The room was thick with tension, the unspoken connection between husband and wife still present even as they both surrendered to the unfolding scene.

Chris stepped back slightly, taking in the full view of Emma’s bent form. Her slender waist tapered into flaring hips, leading to her round, fleshy ass. Beneath her ass crack, her thick, swollen pussy lips peeked between her thighs, glistening with arousal. Her long, smooth, creamy-toned legs stretched out gracefully, completing the picture of submission. Chris’s eyes roamed over her, his admiration evident in his smirk.

He moved behind her, his hands running over the curve of her round buttocks. His fingers dug in, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh as if appraising its perfection. Then, sliding a finger between her slick pussy lips, he teased her, spreading her wetness along her folds. Emma moaned softly, her body trembling in response.

“Damn, you’re soaking,” Chris muttered, more to himself than anyone else. His teasing touch lingered for a moment before, without warning, his hand came down in a hard smack on her upturned ass.

Emma yelped loudly, her body jolting forward. The sting radiated through her, and yet, she didn’t pull away.

“This is one fine ass,” Chris said with a smirk, delivering another sharp smack, then another. The sound of his hand meeting her flesh echoed in the room as Emma squirmed and yelped under his blows. But not once did she try to stop him.

Steve watched, wide-eyed, his disbelief mounting. This was a side of Emma he’d never seen before, a part of her neither of them had likely known existed. The young mother, always so composed, was now discovering something new about herself—something raw and primal.

Chris looked over his shoulder at Steve, his grin widening. “Have you ever spanked your wife?”

“No,” Steve admitted, his voice tinged with disbelief. He couldn’t take his eyes off Emma, her body bending to Chris’s will. “Never.”

“Well, she’s loving it,” Chris said with a chuckle. “This bitch loves getting spanked.” He punctuated his words with another series of hard slaps, the impacts leaving her smooth, creamy cheeks reddened with his handprints. Emma’s breaths came in sharp gasps, her hips shifting slightly with each strike.

Suddenly, Chris slipped two fingers roughly inside her dripping pussy. Emma gasped loudly, her entire body jerking as a loud moan escaped her lips. Her hips instinctively pushed back against his hand, her wetness coating his fingers. She was teetering on the edge of climax, her movements lewd and desperate as she gyrated her hips, her face buried in her arms.

Steve’s heart pounded as he watched the scene unfold, his emotions a chaotic swirl of arousal, jealousy, and unease. He felt both exhilarated and unsettled, his cock throbbing painfully as Emma’s soft moans filled the air.

Chris glanced over at Steve, his expression turning conspiratorial. He gestured toward the nightstand where his phone rested. “Text them,” he mouthed silently.

Steve’s eyes widened in shock, the weight of what Chris was asking hitting him like a freight train. He had completely forgotten about the two black men who were waiting to join them, waiting for their turn with Emma. The reminder sent a wave of disquiet through him, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up Chris’s phone. His fingers hovered over the screen for a moment before he began typing in their suite number.

Each tap of the keys felt heavy, final, as if crossing a boundary he wasn’t sure he could step back from. He hesitated briefly, glancing at Emma, who was lost in the moment, her moans muffled against her arms. His chest tightened, and yet, he pressed send.

The message was out. There was no turning back now.


Chapter 6

Chris pulled his fingers from Emma’s soaked pussy, his lips curling into a satisfied grin. Without missing a beat, he kneeled behind her and lowered his head, his tongue slipping between her swollen lips. Emma gasped sharply, her body trembling as he expertly worked her pussy. His tongue flicked and teased, tracing circles over her clit, then dipping inside her. Each movement sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, making her feel dizzy. Her legs began to shake, her breathing ragged as she panted, her climax building rapidly.

But just as she teetered on the edge, Chris pulled back once again, leaving her hanging in the cruel limbo of denied release. A frustrated groan escaped her lips, her hips jerking slightly in search of the sensation he had abruptly taken away.

Emma was so lost in the intense sensations that she didn’t hear the soft knock on the door. Steve, however, froze, his heart pounding wildly. He walked toward the door, his steps hesitant, and opened it to find the two older black men waiting silently. Their faces split into knowing grins as they stepped inside the suite. No words were exchanged; the air was heavy with unspoken understanding.

The two men moved quietly into the bedroom, their presence still unnoticed by Emma. Without hesitation, they began shedding their clothes, their movements unhurried but deliberate. Their charcoal-black cocks, already semi-erect, hung heavily between their legs as they stepped closer. Chris glanced over his shoulder, catching sight of them, and gave a subtle thumbs-up before turning his attention back to Emma.

His tongue returned to her clit, flicking it with precision. Emma moaned loudly, her voice thick with need. She was desperate for release, her body trembling as her arousal pushed her to the brink once more.

Chris smacked her ass sharply, the sound snapping her out of her haze. “Climb on the bed,” he barked. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Emma obeyed, her movements shaky as she positioned herself on the edge of the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress. She didn’t notice the two black men standing nearby, their eyes roaming over her exposed body with open hunger.

“Steve,” Chris said, his tone commanding, “be close to your wife. Tell her you love her. Hold her while another man plays with her pussy. She needs to know this is what you want.”

Steve hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the bed in front of Emma. Her flushed face lifted to meet his, her eyes wide and searching. He leaned in and kissed her softly, his hands cradling her face as their lips met. “I love you, baby,” he murmured between kisses. “I want you to be my naughty wife.”

Chris knelt behind Emma, his hands gripping her hips as he rubbed her pussy, teasing her swollen lips with his fingers. Emma broke the kiss with Steve, gasping softly. “He’s driving me crazy, baby… teasing me so much,” she whined, her voice thick with frustration and need.

Chris smiled smugly at her words, his fingers still tracing her wet folds. He grabbed his cock, the thick shaft rigid in his hand, and pressed it against her slick entrance, sliding it along her lips but not pushing inside. “You want this cock in you, don’t you?” he asked, his voice rough with arousal.

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest as she shyly looked up at Steve, her cheeks flushing. She didn’t know how to respond, the words caught in her throat. Her body betrayed her, trembling with anticipation, but her mind was still grappling with the surrealness of the moment.

“Tell him what you want,” Steve encouraged her softly, his voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling within him. “Tell him everything. I love you, baby… I want you to be my naughty wife.”

“Yes… I want it,” Emma finally whispered hoarsely, her voice trembling with a mix of arousal and apprehension.

“What do you want me to do?” Chris demanded, his tone sharp and unyielding.

“I want you to make love to me… make me feel good,” she whispered, her hips subtly moving back toward him, seeking more.

Chris chuckled darkly, the sound low and mocking. “I’m not here to make love to you,” he hissed, his voice rough. “I’m here to fuck you.”

He pressed the head of his cock between her slick lips, teasing her entrance, only to pull it away. Emma groaned in frustration, her body aching with need. “Oh god… make love to me, please,” she begged, her voice breaking.

“Do you want to be my married slut?” Chris growled.

Emma’s cheeks flushed deeply, her breath catching. She hesitated, unable to say the filthy word. “I want you to be my lover,” she whispered instead, her voice soft and shaky.

Chris smirked, shaking his head as he leaned over her. “I’m going to fuck your married pussy like it’s never been fucked before,” he snarled. “I picked you out in that bar because I knew you were a hot cunt. The sole reason I picked you is to use you—as a cock receptacle. A fuckhole to stick my cock in.”

His words were crude, degrading, and humiliating, and Emma’s body responded with a shiver of arousal despite the sharp sting of embarrassment. Her breath hitched as Chris thrust two fingers inside her soaking pussy, his thumb circling her swollen clit. The sensation made her gasp loudly, her head falling back, her half-closed eyes filled with desire and shame.

“You are a cock-hungry married slut,” Chris hissed, his fingers curling inside her as his thumb pressed harder on her clit. “You need a hard, throbbing cock in your pussy, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes,” Emma gasped weakly, her voice barely a whisper. She panted hard, her hips bucking against his hand. She couldn’t stop herself—her body was desperate, craving to be filled and used. Never before had she felt this way, this primal.

“You just need a cock, don’t you?” Chris continued, his voice dripping with dominance. “Any man’s cock will do. If a couple of my friends walked in right now, you’d let them take turns on you. You’d let them fuck you one by one, filling your married cunt over and over.”

Hearing Chris’s depraved words, Emma froze, stunned by the implications. Her mind raced, her cheeks flushed with shame, but deep within her, a strange tingle grew at the thought of multiple men using her. “No… I just want you, Chris. Just you,” she protested weakly, her voice trembling.

Chris smirked knowingly, his hands tightening on her hips. “Don’t deny it,” he growled. “I’ve let loose the slut inside you, and you know it. If any man walked in here with a hard cock, you’d let him have your hot married pussy.”

Emma’s breath caught, and she glanced hazily up at her husband. Her eyes were filled with uncertainty and nerves, her heart pounding as she tried to gauge what Steve wanted. Did he truly want her to let other men have their way with her? The thought sent a tremor of excitement down her spine, the depravity of being used as an easy lay igniting something primal within her.

Chris suddenly smacked her ass, the sharp impact making her yelp, breaking her from her spiraling thoughts. He rubbed the head of his cock against her slick pussy lips, teasing her before pushing just the tip inside. Emma groaned, her hips moving lewdly, trying to take more of him. But Chris gripped her hips firmly, holding her in place.

“Don’t tease me, Chris… please, make love to me,” she pleaded, her voice heavy with desire.

Chris leaned closer, his voice a low hiss. “So tell me… do you want to be my married slut?”

Emma hesitated, her breathing ragged. Shame flickered in her expression as she lowered her eyes, unable to meet Steve’s gaze. “Yes,” she whispered finally, her voice barely audible, trembling with both arousal and humiliation.

“You are my hot married slut,” Chris growled. “And you’re going to let any man with a hard cock fuck you.”

With that, he withdrew his cock, stepping away from behind her. Emma blinked in confusion, her body still throbbing with need, until she felt the heat of another presence behind her. She looked back, her eyes widening in shock as she realized a tall black man now stood there, his thick, charcoal-black cock poised at her entrance.

“Oh no… no, no, no. This is not right,” she stammered, her voice shaking as panic mixed with her arousal. Never, not even in her wildest fantasies, had she imagined being with a black man. The sight of Ron standing behind her sent her mind reeling. She didn’t want this—or did she? Her body ached, desperate to be filled, her thoughts a confused blur.

“It’s okay, honey,” Steve whispered huskily, his voice filled with both reassurance and lust. “It’s fine. Just enjoy it… you just need a cock.”

Emma turned her wide eyes to her husband, searching his face. What she saw there—a mask of raw, unrestrained desire—sent a shiver through her. Steve leaned in, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss, his hands cupping her face as if to ground her.

Before she could react or protest further, Ron thrust forward in a single, powerful motion, bottoming out inside her. His pelvis smacked against her reddened ass as his thick, black cock filled her aching pussy completely. Emma gasped loudly into Steve’s mouth, her body jolting from the sudden, overwhelming sensation. Instinctively, her hips pushed back against Ron, seeking more even as her mind struggled to process what was happening.

Her first black cock.

Ron set a steady rhythm, his long, deliberate strokes drawing moans from deep in Emma’s throat. She clung tightly to Steve, her nails digging into his arms as his lips moved over hers, muffling her gasps and cries. The combination of sensations—the kiss, the fullness of Ron’s cock, the depravity of the moment—quickly drove her to the edge.

Emma’s body convulsed as her climax hit her like a tidal wave. She clutched Steve desperately, her toes curling as she cried out into his mouth. Her pussy clenched tightly around Ron’s cock, her release so intense it left her trembling. A sudden rush of fluid spilled from her, her body quaking with her orgasm.

“Damn, man, you had the bitch really primed,” Ron said with a grin, glancing at Chris as he continued to fuck Emma through her climax. “I love a cunt that ejaculates.”

“Yeah,” Andre chimed in, his voice deep and smooth. “The wetter the bitch, the better she fucks.”

“Andre, get on the bed,” Chris said with a smirk as he continued to thrust into Emma. “Feed her your cock—she’s a really good cocksucker. Steve has trained his wife well.”

“Is that right?” Andre replied with a wide grin, his deep voice laced with amusement. “Let me get my cock serviced, then.”

Andre climbed onto the bed with ease, his tall, broad frame moving confidently. Steve shifted aside to make room, but he stayed close to Emma, his eyes locked on her as she gasped and moaned from the unrelenting rhythm of Chris’s thrusts. Her flushed face, dazed and filled with lust, turned upward as Andre kneeled in front of her.

Andre grabbed a fistful of Emma’s golden hair, tugging her head up to face him. She blinked hazily, her breathing ragged as she looked up at him. The shock in her eyes was unmistakable—another black man, looming large in front of her, his imposing frame and thick cock demanding her attention.

“Damn, baby,” Andre said, his grin widening. “You’re one pretty slut.” He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was raw and unrestrained. Emma hesitated for a brief moment, the weight of the situation sinking in. This was the first time she was kissing a black man. Memories of her father’s racist views flooded her mind—he had always called black men animals. And yet here she was, her lips parted willingly, lustily kissing a black man while another buried himself inside her pussy.

Emma moaned softly into the kiss, her body betraying her hesitation. Her tongue met Andre’s, the kiss deepening, wetter, more primal. Steve stood just to the side, his cock in hand as he stroked himself, his gaze fixed on the surreal sight of his wife kissing Andre while Chris continued to fuck her. The thought struck him hard: Pretty soon, both sets of her pink lips will be wrapped around black cocks. The forbidden allure of it all made his arousal surge.

Andre broke the kiss, straightening up and gripping his thick, charcoal-black cock in one hand. He pressed the flaring head against Emma’s soft, pink lips, smearing her saliva across the surface. His cock was massive—thicker, meatier, and veined with ridges that pulsed under his grip. It was the biggest cock Emma had ever seen, at least two inches longer than her husband’s and girthier. Her eyes widened slightly, a mix of awe and apprehension crossing her face.

She hesitated for only a moment before her mouth watered at the prospect of taking it in. Saliva pooled in her mouth as she opened wide, wrapping her lips around the monstrous cock. Her tongue swirled around the bulbous head, exploring the texture and taste. As she took the cockhead deeper into her mouth, the foreskin slid back, revealing the sensitive tip.

“Fuck, yeah,” Andre groaned, his hand still gripping her hair as he began to use it as leverage. He moved his hips steadily, pushing more of his cock into her mouth with each thrust. Emma gagged slightly but adjusted quickly, her jaw stretching to accommodate him.

The room was filled with the wet, obscene sounds of Emma’s lips and tongue working Andre’s cock, mixed with her muffled moans as Chris continued pounding her pussy. The two black men had her fully spit-roasted, their cocks filling her completely as Steve watched, his hand moving rhythmically over his own erection.

“Damn, she’s one cock-hungry bitch,” Andre said, his voice strained as he pushed deeper into Emma’s mouth. “Fucking whore.”

“It’s clear, Steve,” Chris remarked, his voice even as he stroked his cock, watching the scene unfold before him. “Your wife was born to be a slut. Look at her—taking two cocks at the same time like a cock-hungry slut.”

Emma grunted and moaned loudly, her body rocking between Andre and Ron. Her lips stretched wide around Andre’s thick cock, taking as much as she could, though it was only half of his monstrous length. Her pussy throbbed around Ron’s cock, wet and slick as he drove into her with steady, powerful thrusts. The room was filled with the obscene sounds of her moans, the wet slapping of flesh, and the crude grunts of the men using her.

Chris’s gaze shifted to Steve, his tone turning pointed. “You like watching your pretty wife with older men, don’t you? Watching her being a fuck toy for complete strangers?”

Steve’s lips parted slightly, but no words came. He didn’t need to respond—his hard, throbbing cock, clutched tightly in his hand, was proof enough of his arousal. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Emma, her flushed face and trembling body completely consumed by the debauchery unfolding around her.

“Ron, let’s switch. I want to use her pussy now,” Andre said as he pulled his cock from Emma’s mouth, the shaft glistening with her saliva.

Ron grinned, pulling out of Emma’s soaking pussy with a wet sound. “Turn around, baby girl,” he commanded.

Emma obeyed, her movements slow and shaky as she turned on her hands and knees to face Ron. But before she could steady herself, Ron grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her back. She shrieked softly in surprise as he dragged her toward the edge of the bed, positioning her so her head hung over the side.

Ron straddled her upturned face, his cock brushing against her lips as his low-hanging, hairy balls rested lightly against her pert nose. Emma’s breaths came in shallow pants as she opened her mouth, letting him slide his cock inside. The musky taste of her own pussy lingered on his shaft, making her shiver.

At the same time, Andre moved between her spread legs. His hands gripped her thighs firmly as he lined up his massive cock with her slick entrance. Without hesitation, he thrust forward, his thick length stretching her pussy in ways she’d never felt before. Emma gasped loudly, her body arching as the fullness overwhelmed her. It hurt, but the pain was quickly replaced by a deep, aching pleasure as his cock hit spots inside her she hadn’t known existed.

Andre began fucking her with long, steady strokes, his powerful thrusts driving her body into the mattress. At the same time, Ron shoved his cock deeper into her mouth, taking advantage of the way her head hung back. His position allowed him to push straight down her throat, his movements starting slow but growing more forceful.

Emma gagged briefly, her throat constricting around him, but she quickly adjusted. She relaxed her muscles, her mouth and throat opening to accommodate his size. Ron grunted in satisfaction, gripping her hair tightly as he used her mouth like a fuckhole.

The pretty blonde wife had fully capitulated to her carnal desires. Her mind was lost in the intensity of the sensations coursing through her body. She was overwhelmed, consumed by the primal need to service these two men. The monstrous cock stretching her pussy hurt, but the pain was laced with pleasure, each deep thrust sparking waves of ecstasy.

Emma’s submission was complete. Ron’s thick, veiny black cock slid deeper into her throat with each thrust, her lips wrapped tightly around the base. His heavy, hairy nutsack pressed against her lips and pert nose every time he bottomed out, her throat visibly bulging as his cock plunged into her. Slurping, gagging, and grunting sounds filled the room as he face-fucked her savagely, but there was no sign of distress. If anything, her body seemed to respond eagerly, her moans vibrating around his shaft.

She was an obscene sight, her body caught between the two black men, their cocks buried ball-deep at both ends. Her blonde hair was disheveled, her flushed face glistening with sweat and saliva as she let them use her. The intensity of the scene was overwhelming, each thrust from Ron and Andre driving her further into depravity.

“That’s it, you cock-hungry whore,” Ron growled, gripping her hair tighter as he shoved his entire cock down her throat again and again. “Take my black cock… take it all, you hot bitch.” His voice was filled with rough satisfaction as he used her mouth like a wet fuckhole, saliva dripping from his shaft. “Swallow it all… you love getting fucked by strangers, passed around by your husband.”

He punctuated his words with a series of sharp slaps to her reddened tits, making her groan loudly. Her nipples stood stiff, sensitive to his rough treatment, but Emma’s body betrayed no signs of resistance. Instead, she moaned lewdly, her hips rolling against Andre’s relentless thrusts as her pussy was stretched and filled.

Steve stood nearby, stroking his cock as he watched in astonishment. This was his loving wife, the mother of his children, moaning and grunting like a two-bit whore as these men used her. Both black men were rough, their movements driven by pure, animalistic lust, yet Emma wasn’t protesting. She wasn’t pulling away. She was letting them take her, her body responding to their dominance in ways Steve had never seen before.

“Damn, man,” Andre said through labored breaths, his voice thick with arousal. “Your wife is one hot slut. Very few women can take cock the way she’s taking it… Chris is right. This bitch was born to be a slut.”

With a loud grunt, Andre’s movements stilled, his cock buried deep inside Emma’s dripping pussy. His hands gripped her thighs tightly as he climaxed, his body shuddering with each spurt of his seed. Emma’s eyes widened, and her body writhed beneath him as her own orgasm hit. Her fingers clawed at the bedcovers, her cries muffled by Ron’s cock as waves of pleasure overtook her.

Steve’s cock twitched, precum dripping from the tip as the realization hit him: Andre was cumming inside Emma’s fertile, unprotected pussy. In the heat of the moment, they had completely forgotten about condoms. The thought sent a shiver down his spine, equal parts apprehension and arousal flooding him.

Andre pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with Emma’s juices and his own. He stepped back from the bed, catching his breath as Chris moved in to take his place. With practiced ease, Chris grabbed Emma’s legs, pulling her toward the center of the bed. Her body trembled as he pushed her legs back, spreading her wide before thrusting his cock into her sloppy, cum-filled pussy.

Emma gasped loudly as Chris filled her, his cock sliding easily into her wet, well-used entrance. He grinned, his hands moving to her breasts as he fucked her, squeezing and kneading the reddened mounds. “You’ve got perfect tits, baby,” he muttered, his fingers pinching her nipples hard. Emma yelped but didn’t resist, her moans growing louder as Chris slapped her tits a few times for good measure.

Chris bent down, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin as he bit down on her nipples and breasts. Emma cried out, her hands gripping the sheets, but she still didn’t try to stop him. Instead, her body arched into his touch, her moans filled with a mix of pain and pleasure as he left fresh bite marks across her reddened flesh.

Steve’s hand moved faster over his cock, his mind swirling with conflicting emotions. The sight of Emma’s complete surrender to these men was both shocking and arousing. She was no longer just his wife—she was their plaything, their cock-hungry slut, and she seemed to be reveling in it.

“Fuck, man, your wife is like a bitch in heat,” Chris panted, his voice thick with exertion as he continued to thrust into Emma. “She’s a cock-hungry bitch. What a wanton slut… drain my balls, bitch.”

With a loud grunt, Chris shuddered, his movements stilling as he climaxed. His cock pulsed deep inside Emma’s pussy, depositing his seed in her well-used, receptive body. Emma groaned softly, her body trembling beneath him as her flushed face turned toward Steve, her expression vacant and dazed.

Chris pulled out slowly, his cock slick with their combined fluids. He stepped away, leaving Emma sprawled on the bed, her legs splayed open, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Thick cum leaked from her gaping pussy, pooling on the sheets beneath her. She looked utterly debauched, her body glistening with sweat, her expression one of exhaustion and surrender.

Ron stepped forward, his movements deliberate as he grabbed Emma by the hips. “Get on your knees, slut. Ass up, face down,” he growled. His tone left no room for hesitation, and Emma submissively obeyed, turning over and pushing herself onto her hands and knees.

The older black man smacked her ass hard a few times, the sharp impacts leaving her creamy skin reddened. Emma groaned and grunted softly, her body jolting with each strike. “Hot-ass young MILF,” Ron hissed, gripping her hips tightly. “Likes getting fucked by strangers.”

He lined his thick, veiny cock with her slick entrance, his grin turning predatory. “Happy wedding anniversary, bitch,” he said through clenched teeth, and then, with a single powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her. Emma gasped loudly, her back arching as his pelvis smacked into her reddened ass. The fullness was overwhelming, her body jerking with each movement.

Ron wasted no time, his pace relentless as he pounded into her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Emma’s gasps and moans. Her body rocked forward with every thrust, her hands clutching at the sheets as she struggled to keep herself steady.

It didn’t take long before Emma’s body betrayed her again. With a loud, desperate moan, she came hard on Ron’s cock, her pussy clenching tightly around him as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Her entire body convulsed, and her arms gave out beneath her. She collapsed onto her stomach, her hips still raised as Ron continued fucking her through her orgasm.

Ron leaned over her, his large frame pressing down on her smaller one as he pinned her to the bed. His cock continued to thrust into her, the movements slower now but still forceful. Emma whimpered softly, her body trembling beneath him as her overstimulated nerves buzzed.

With a loud grunt, Ron stilled, his body shuddering as he came. His cock pulsed inside her, releasing another load of thick cum deep into her already filled pussy. Emma groaned weakly, her breathing ragged as Ron stayed pressed against her for a moment before pulling out.

As Ron slowly got up, withdrawing his softening cock from Emma’s well-used pussy, a mix of their fluids dripped onto the bed. Emma lay still, her breathing shallow and ragged, her body trembling with exhaustion. Steve moved closer, lying down beside her. His hand brushed against a damp spot on the sheet, but he paid it no mind, his attention focused solely on his wife.

Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. “They’ve been pretty rough… are you okay, honey?” Steve whispered, his voice soft but tinged with concern.

Emma’s eyes fluttered open, hazy and unfocused at first. She looked at her husband and gave a faint nod. Despite the roughness, it was clear that she was okay. She had taken everything they’d given her without complaint, the mix of pain and pleasure leaving her flushed and spent.


Chapter 7

“Are they leaving?” she asked, her voice low and hesitant. She turned her head slightly to glance at the three men. Chris, Ron, and Andre stood nearby, their breathing still heavy. Their lust-filled gazes remained fixed on her naked body. Despite their momentary exhaustion, Chris and Andre were already sporting half-erections, their intentions clear.

Steve followed her gaze, his throat tightening as he looked at the men. He turned back to Emma, his voice husky as he answered, “I don’t think so… they want to do you again.” His eyes darkened with desire as he added, “Do you want to be fucked by them again, baby?”

Emma bit her lower lip nervously, her gaze shifting back to her husband. “Do you want that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Steve’s eyes burned with lust as he leaned closer, his breath hot against her ear. “Yes,” he admitted hoarsely. “I want them to fuck my wife again… I want to watch you get fucked by them, blacks, complete strangers.” The raw need in his voice made her shiver. He cupped her face and kissed her, his lips claiming hers hungrily.

Emma whimpered softly into the kiss, her body responding to his touch. “Make love to me, Steve,” she whined, her voice filled with longing. She needed him—needed to feel his arms around her, to have him reclaim her.

“I will, baby… after they’re done with you,” he said, his voice steady but thick with arousal. His words sent a fresh wave of conflicted emotions coursing through her. He kissed her again, his hand moving to her back, pulling her closer. “God, baby, you’re so sexy… so beautiful,” he whispered against her lips.

Emma’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, her face turning away as she buried it in the mattress. Her heart pounded in her chest, the anticipation of what was to come mingling with her husband’s unrelenting desire. She felt his hand stroke her hair soothingly, a strange reassurance in the midst of the debauchery.

“Hey, man… is she ready to go again?” Andre asked Steve, stroking his hardening cock as he glanced at Emma’s prone, flushed form.

“Yeah, she is…” Steve responded, his voice hoarse, betraying his own arousal.

Andre smirked, climbing back onto the bed. “This is one hot woman you’ve got… she needs all the cock she can get.” He patted Emma’s ass firmly, his hand lingering on the soft flesh. “Raise that fine ass up, baby,” he commanded.

Emma shifted hesitantly, her body trembling as Andre’s large hands gripped her hips, pulling her ass upward. She propped herself onto her knees and chest, her face pressing into the mattress. “Good girl,” Andre murmured approvingly. “Keep that ass up and face down… spread those legs more.”

Emma obeyed, moving her knees further apart, her breathing shallow and uneven. Andre’s hand trailed down, rubbing her swollen, slick pussy lips before thrusting two fingers inside. The wet sound of his fingers moving in and out of her sloppy, cum-leaking pussy filled the room as Emma squirmed against the intrusion.

Andre’s eyes wandered lower, catching sight of her tiny, pink, puckered bunghole. A wicked grin spread across his face as his fingers continued to explore her dripping pussy. “Are all her holes available?” he asked Steve, his tone casual but laced with intent.

Steve stiffened slightly, understanding immediately what Andre was asking. His throat tightened as he hesitated, glancing at Emma. “Well… she’s never taken it up her ass,” he admitted, his voice taut. Anal had been a topic of conversation between them before, but Emma had always been hesitant and unwilling to try it. Yet, the intensity of the moment took over, and before he could stop himself, Steve blurted out, “Take her ass.”

Emma froze, her breath hitching as she heard Steve’s words. Andre’s grin widened, and he slowly withdrew his fingers from her pussy, the slimy mix of cum and her juices coating them. Without hesitation, he pressed one finger against her tight asshole, pushing it forward.

“Oh god, no… stop… stop!” Emma gasped, panic lacing her voice. She tried to wiggle away, her body instinctively resisting. “I don’t like this… don’t do that to me.”

Andre leaned over slightly, his tone soothing yet firm. “Stay still… it’ll feel good, baby,” he murmured, applying gentle pressure as he pushed his finger deeper into her. Her tightness resisted him at first, but he was patient, working it in slowly.

Emma whimpered softly, her fingers gripping the sheets as her body adjusted to the unfamiliar sensation. Andre’s free hand stroked her lower back in an almost comforting gesture before he added a second finger. Her breath hitched sharply as both fingers pressed into her, stretching her further.

“Relax, baby,” Andre coaxed, his tone low and calm as he moved his fingers deeper, scissoring them slightly to loosen her tightness. “Just let it happen… you’ll love it soon enough.”

Steve watched intently, his conflicting emotions evident in the tension on his face. He couldn’t deny how aroused he was by the sight of Andre exploring Emma’s uncharted territory, but a knot of unease twisted in his stomach as he saw her initial resistance. Still, he remained silent, his hand drifting back to his throbbing cock.

Emma’s breathing grew heavier, her body trembling as she struggled to process the mix of discomfort and sensation. Her vulnerability in the moment was palpable, her whimpers and gasps filling the room as Andre continued working her, guiding her body to accept him.

Emma groaned, her voice tinged with discomfort and fear. “It hurts… stop… I don’t like this,” she whimpered, her body tensing around Andre’s probing fingers. “It hurts, I really don’t like this… even my husband has never done this to me.” Her tone carried not just pain but also the deep unease of feeling debased in a way she hadn’t experienced before. Anal sex felt humiliating, a line she never imagined crossing.

Andre’s grin widened, his fingers still working her tightness. “Stop resisting it,” he growled, his tone firm but laced with smugness. “You’re going to get ass-fucked today, lose your anal virginity. Your husband wants this, and yeah, it’ll hurt at first. But you like a bit of pain—it’s obvious.” He thrust his fingers in and out of her tight hole, the slickness of her juices coating them. “Once your ass gets stretched out, you’ll enjoy it.”

Emma squirmed, her fingers clawing at the sheets as she tried to dislodge his fingers. “Honey, it is okay,” Steve interjected softly, his voice trembling slightly. “Let him… you’ll be fine. It’s just a matter of getting used to it.”

Tears pricked the corners of Emma’s eyes. “It will hurt, baby… this scares me,” she whined, her voice cracking as she wiggled and twisted, trying to escape the invasive sensation. “I don’t want this,” she insisted, her words shaky but resolute.

Andre wasn’t deterred. With his free hand, he pushed her down firmly, his strength holding her in place. “Stay down, slut,” he barked, his tone darkening. “You’re going to get ass-fucked today, whether you want it or not. Keep struggling, and I’ll fuck your ass without lube—that’ll really hurt.”

Emma froze at his words, her breath hitching as she processed the threat. “You’re too big… you’ll rip me apart,” she whined, trembling beneath him.

Andre chuckled coldly. “Exactly,” he said bluntly. “I am pretty big, and without lube, it’ll hurt like hell. So stop fighting.” His words were like a final warning, and Emma’s struggles ceased, her body sagging slightly as she accepted the inevitable.

Steve watched, his conflicting emotions evident in his expression as he saw Ron hand a tube of lubricant to Andre. “He’s going to use lubricant, baby,” Steve said in a soothing tone, trying to reassure her. “That will help. I really want to watch you get ass-fucked.”

Emma’s head turned slightly, her wide, tear-filled eyes locking onto Steve’s. “Steve… he’s too big. It will still hurt,” she whined, her voice trembling. But she didn’t fight anymore, her body submitting to Andre’s firm grip. The sensation of his fingers pressing deeper into her ass made her squirm slightly, but her resistance was gone.

“I don’t like this,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“I’m going to make you take my black dick up your prissy white ass,” Andre snarled, his voice low and rough. “And you’re going to like it.” His words were laced with dominance as he withdrew his fingers, reaching for the tube of lubricant. He squeezed a generous amount onto his hand, working it onto her tight, puckered hole. His fingers slid back inside her, spreading the slick substance deep into her uncharted back passage.

Emma whimpered softly, her body trembling as the sensation of his fingers stretching her returned. Andre added more lube, coating his thick, veiny cock, the charcoal-black shaft gleaming obscenely under the dim light.

“Oh, really? You want me to stop?” he growled, his voice mocking. “You don’t mean it, and you know it.”

Andre moved into position, gripping her ass cheeks firmly as he lined up his cock with her tiny pink rosebud. The bulbous head of his cock dwarfed the delicate entrance, the contrast stark and imposing. Spreading her cheeks wide, he pressed the slick head against her resistance. Applying steady pressure, he pushed forward, his massive size meeting her tight, unyielding ring of muscle.

Emma gasped, her knuckles whitening as she gripped the bedcovers. Her body instinctively tensed, resisting the intrusion, but Andre didn’t relent. With a sudden give, her virgin hole yielded, and the thick cockhead slipped inside. Emma screamed sharply, burying her face into the mattress and biting down on the bedcovers to muffle her cries. The pain was searing, far beyond anything she’d expected, as her body struggled to accommodate him.

Steve watched intently, a rush of conflicting emotions overwhelming him. The sight of Andre’s thick cock breaching Emma’s tight, puckered entrance sent a jolt of arousal through him, even as her screams tugged at his concern. The taboo nature of the act, combined with her visible pain and submission, made his heart race.

Andre didn’t pause. Breathing hard and gritting his teeth, he applied firm, steady pressure, pushing his cock deeper, inch by slow inch. Emma’s sphincter stretched painfully to accommodate him, each movement eliciting sharp gasps and muffled cries. “Fucking ass whore,” Andre growled, his voice heavy with lust. “Take it all.”

He punctuated his words with two sharp smacks to her ass, the sound cracking through the room. Emma screamed again, her voice muffled by the bed, her fingers clawing at the sheets as the pain overwhelmed her. It took him more than five minutes to fully bury his cock inside her tight back canal. Finally, he stilled, his heavy breathing filling the room as he let her body adjust.

Chris climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside Emma. His hand reached for her flushed, reddened tits, grabbing one roughly. “How does it feel, slut?” he asked with a smirk, his fingers pinching her sensitive nipple. “You’re not an ass virgin anymore. You dirty bitch… you love it, don’t you?” Emma groaned weakly, her body quivering under his touch, unable to muster a response.

Andre began moving, pulling back slowly before sliding forward again. The motion was agonizingly deliberate, each thrust eliciting soft whimpers from Emma. Her face twisted with discomfort, tears pooling in her eyes as the pain refused to subside. “Ow… ow…” she whispered between labored breaths. “It hurts… gentle, please.”

Andre’s pace remained measured for a few minutes, giving her time to adjust. But soon, his restraint wore thin. Gripping her hips tightly, he began moving faster, his cock driving deeper into her stretched passage. Emma’s body rocked with his movements, her soft cries blending with the low, guttural groans of the man claiming her ass.

Steve sat frozen, his cock throbbing in his hand as he watched the scene unfold. The combination of Emma’s vulnerability, Andre’s dominance, and Chris’s taunts filled the room with an intensity that was impossible to ignore. Emma’s groans and gasps, mingling with the raw, primal sounds of Andre’s thrusts, created a charged atmosphere that left him both aroused and conflicted.

Emma had thought for sure he was going to rip her in two. The forced entrance had been excruciating, the pain sharp and overwhelming, nearly making her faint. She couldn’t forget the initial feeling of surrender—the way her body had finally given way to the relentless pressure of Andre’s cockhead—and the fiery pain that followed as it stretched her in ways she had never imagined. But once the rest of his length began to slide in, the sharp edge of the pain dulled slightly, replaced by something more complex.

When Andre started moving, his big cock sliding in and out of her tight, virgin passage, Emma felt strangely numb at first. She thought she had become immune to sensation, her body overwhelmed and unresponsive. But she was wrong. The discomfort was undeniable, but it was paired with a deep, unexpected tingling that spread through her body. It was a strange, erotic pain, one that sent shivers of conflicting sensations to every nerve ending.

Her breathing quickened as she realized she could feel every inch of him, the thick, veiny shaft dragging against her stretched walls. Despite the intense pain, her body betrayed her. She found herself instinctively pushing back against him, her hips moving slightly as though seeking to meet his thrusts. It was maddening—excruciating and thrilling all at once.

“Aaaah… ooooh… fuck, it hurts… stop,” she whimpered, her voice muffled as she buried her face into the bedcovers, biting down hard to stifle her cries.

Andre didn’t slow. Instead, he growled low, his tone rough and mocking. “Oh really? You want me to stop?” he snarled, his hips driving forward, his cock sinking deeper into her. “You don’t mean it, and you know it.”

Emma gasped loudly as her body rocked forward from the force of his thrusts. “Ugggghhh… umph… oh… aaaah…” she groaned, her voice trembling with pain and something more. “Oh, Steve, baby… he’s ripping me apart,” she cried, her words muffled by the sheets as she writhed beneath Andre.

“That’s right,” Andre hissed, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “Push that ass back, married ass slut. My married white bitch.”

Emma’s cries of anguish filled the room, her body jolting with each of Andre’s powerful thrusts. The bed creaked under their movements, the wet, obscene sounds of his cock driving into her tight passage blending with her muffled moans. Sweat dripped from Andre’s brow as his lust seemed to heighten with each sound she made, her discomfort spurring him on.

“Fuck, her ass is so tight,” Andre said through clenched teeth, his breathing labored as his pace quickened. His grip on her hips tightened, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he drove into her harder. The slap of his pelvis against her reddened ass echoed in the room.

Andre’s hand came down sharply on her ass, the sound cracking through the air. The sting radiated through her, and Emma yelped loudly, her body jolting with the force of the impact. He smacked her again, his large hand leaving visible prints on her tender skin, each strike drawing a loud cry from her.

Steve watched from the side, his heart pounding as he stroked his cock. The sight of Emma—his wife, the mother of his children—submitting so completely, her body reacting even in pain, sent a surge of conflicted emotions through him. The taboo nature of it all only heightened his arousal, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Emma’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—pain, shame, and undeniable arousal. Her body burned from the rough treatment, yet it responded to Andre’s dominance, moving in rhythm with him despite her whimpers and cries. She could feel every inch of him, her body stretched and overwhelmed, her cries a mix of anguish and surrender as the older black man took her in ways she had never thought possible.

Ron and Chris stood to the side, their hands moving slowly over their hard cocks as they grinned devilishly, watching the scene unfold. Andre’s hips moved with relentless force, his thick black cock plunging deep into Emma’s stretched ass with each aggressive thrust. The room echoed with the rhythmic slap of his pelvis against her reddened cheeks, mingled with her soft, guttural whimpers.

“Uhh… uh… ungh… unghh… uhhh,” Emma grunted, her voice raw and unrestrained. Every time Andre bottomed out, his hairy balls smacked against her flushed, swollen pussy lips, the impact sending tremors through her body. Her moans grew deeper, more animalistic, as the brutal rhythm continued.

Steve stood at the edge of the bed, unable to look away, his eyes wide as he watched his wife’s transformation. The prim, proper woman he had always known was now grunting and writhing like an animal as Andre pounded her relentlessly. Her small, tight asshole was stretched obscenely wide around the thick black shaft, the slickness of the lube and her juices glistening in the dim light. Andre’s hands gripped her ass cheeks, holding them apart as he drove deeper with each thrust.

Then, something unexpected happened.

Emma’s moans changed pitch, becoming higher and more frantic. Her back arched suddenly, and a loud, piercing squeal tore from her throat. “Oh! Oh God!” she cried out, her hands clawing desperately at the bedcovers as her body went rigid beneath Andre. Her toes curled, her entire frame trembling violently as the overwhelming sensation hit her like a tidal wave.

In the next instant, a gush of fluid erupted from her pussy, soaking the bedcovers and splattering against Andre’s thighs. Emma’s screams of pleasure filled the room as her body convulsed with an intense, uncontrollable orgasm. Her breathing was ragged, her face flushed and damp with sweat, her mouth open in a silent scream as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her body.

Andre froze for a moment, his cock still buried deep in her ass as he registered what had just happened. “Holy shit,” he muttered, glancing at Ron and Chris, who were grinning in disbelief. “This bitch just squirted while getting her ass fucked.”

Steve’s jaw dropped, his cock twitching in his hand as he processed the scene before him. “Emma…” he whispered, his voice filled with awe and disbelief. His wife had just had a squirting orgasm, something he had never seen before, and it happened while Andre’s cock was lodged deep in her ass.

Emma whimpered softly, her body still trembling as aftershocks rippled through her. Her face was buried in the mattress, her hands fisted tightly in the sheets as she tried to catch her breath. She couldn’t process what had just happened—her body had betrayed her completely, delivering a climax so intense it left her shaking and weak.

Andre recovered quickly, a smug grin spreading across his face as he adjusted his grip on her hips. “Damn, baby, I didn’t know you had it in you,” he said, his voice laced with satisfaction. “You just squirted all over me, didn’t you? You loved it.”

Emma moaned weakly in response, her body still too overwhelmed to speak. Andre resumed his movements, his cock sliding in and out of her stretched hole with a newfound confidence. “Guess that tight little ass was made for me after all,” he growled, his pace quickening as her soft cries filled the room again.

Chris leaned closer to Steve, shaking his head in mock amazement. “Man, your wife’s full of surprises, isn’t she?” he said with a chuckle. “Never seen anything like that before. She’s a natural.”

Steve couldn’t respond, his mind racing as he watched Emma’s trembling body being claimed once more. The surreal nature of the moment was overwhelming, but his arousal was undeniable. His wife had crossed a line neither of them had expected, and it left him both stunned and deeply turned on.

“Damn, look at her go… the bitch is still cumming really hard,” Ron remarked, his voice tinged with awe. “The white slut loves black cock in her ass.”

Andre’s lips curled into a sly grin. “You know she’s got two other holes available,” he said, his tone low and suggestive. “Let’s make this bitch airtight.”

Ron chuckled darkly. “Fuck yeah… let’s do it. Make an Oreo cookie.” Without hesitation, he climbed onto the bed as Andre pulled his cock out of Emma’s gaping, reddened asshole. The obscene sight of her stretched hole glistening with lube and cum made Ron grin wider.

Ron lay supine on the bed, positioning himself as he grabbed Emma’s hips and pulled her on top of him. Her body was pliant as he maneuvered her into a straddling position, her legs on either side of his hips. Still dazed from her intense orgasm, Emma’s chest rose and fell as she struggled to catch her breath, her eyes half-closed and unfocused.

Steve felt butterflies in his stomach as he watched the scene unfold. His beautiful wife, his prim and proper Emma, was being manhandled by these men as though her consent was irrelevant. It was as if she were nothing more than a piece of meat to them, a vessel to be used for their pleasure. The debauchery of it all sent a conflicting rush of angst and excitement through him. His cock twitched painfully, the sight both shocking and arousing.

Ron positioned his cock at her slick, sloppy entrance, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself inside her. Emma gasped loudly, her eyes snapping open as the thick black cock stretched her pussy. Her lips parted in a silent moan, her fingers clutching at Ron’s chest as her body adjusted to him.

Above her, Chris stood on the bed, his cock rigid and already positioned close to her face. Behind her, Andre knelt, his hands gripping her hips possessively. Emma’s dazed mind slowly pieced together what was about to happen. A shiver of apprehension and raw anticipation ran down her spine as the realization hit her: they were going to use all three of her holes.

Emma glanced nervously at her husband, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as her wide, uncertain eyes met his. Steve was on his knees at the side of the bed, his face a mask of unrestrained lust. She whimpered softly, her hand reaching out toward him. “Come to me, honey… be close to me,” she pleaded, her voice trembling.

Steve reached for her, grasping her hand tightly and shuffling closer. His touch was a small comfort in the midst of the debauchery unfolding around them, a reminder of their bond even in this surreal moment.

Behind her, Andre placed a firm hand on her neck, gently pressing her upper body forward, causing her to brace herself against Ron’s chest. With his other hand, he spread her reddened ass cheeks apart, lining his cock with her stretched butthole. Emma whimpered as she felt the blunt pressure of his cockhead pressing against her.

Slowly, Andre pushed forward, the thick head forcing its way back into her tender, tight passage. Emma moaned loudly, her body jerking as the pain flared anew. “Oh god… it hurts,” she gasped, her voice strained as her hands gripped Ron’s chest for support. Her face twisted with discomfort, her brows knitting as she winced with each inch he claimed.

Ron wrapped his arms around Emma’s neck, pulling her face down roughly toward his. His lips brushed her ear as he spoke, his voice low and filled with lust. “But it hurts good, doesn’t it?” he growled. “You like getting stuffed by two cocks. Bitch, you love being a fucktoy for other men… letting three strangers use your married holes.”

Before she could respond, Ron captured her lips in a rough, dominating kiss. At the same moment, Andre thrust forward hard, his thick black cock slamming balls-deep into her tight, stretched asshole. Emma screamed into Ron’s mouth, her body jerking violently as the intense sensations overwhelmed her.

“Aaaah… ooooh… damn… God… it’s too much!” she whined, her voice muffled by Ron’s lips. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes as she grimaced, her body trembling under the relentless assault. The pain of Andre’s brutal thrusts mingled with the overwhelming fullness of Ron’s cock stretching her pussy.

“It’s not enough yet, slut,” Chris interjected, grabbing a fistful of her disheveled blonde hair. He roughly jerked her head up, forcing her to look at him. “You still need to take care of one more cock,” he sneered, his tone dripping with dominance. He nudged the head of his cock against her lips. Submissively, Emma’s wide, tear-filled eyes locked onto his as her lips parted obediently. “Take my cock, bitch,” he spat. “Take it all in. We’re going to make you fucking airtight.”

Andre glanced at Steve, who knelt nearby, his hand moving rhythmically over his hard cock as he watched the depraved scene unfolding before him. “Your wife’s a fucking slut,” Andre growled. “A young MILF whore. This is how she needed to be used.”

Steve didn’t respond. His mouth hung slightly open as he stared at his wife in astonishment, his body trembling with conflicted emotions. The sight before him was a complete descent into debauchery. Emma, his beautiful, refined wife, was now sandwiched between these men, every hole stuffed. Andre’s thick black cock thrust mercilessly into her ass, Ron’s shaft pounded between her slick pussy lips, and Chris’s cock filled her mouth, her cheeks puffed out as she sucked desperately.

The three men soon fell into a steady rhythm, their movements practiced and synchronized. It was clear this wasn’t the first time they had done this. Emma’s body rocked forward and back between them, her grunts and muffled cries mingling with the wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Her thighs were slick with her own juices, which oozed down her legs as Ron’s cock thrust deeply into her soaked pussy. Simultaneously, Andre’s shaft filled her ass completely, the two cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall of flesh between her holes.

Something about the complete domination, the sensation of being trapped with every hole filled, released a deep, primal hunger in Emma that she had never known before. The intense friction of the cocks inside her, the depravity of the moment, and the unrelenting stimulation overwhelmed her completely. Her body shuddered violently, her mind teetering on the edge of blacking out as the sensations pushed her to her limits.

She felt as though her world narrowed to the rhythm of their thrusts, the burning in her body mixing with a strange, undeniable euphoria. Each orgasm wracked her with waves of pleasure so intense they left her gasping, her body trembling and drenched in sweat as she struggled to keep up with the relentless pace.

With a loud grunt, Andre tensed behind her. His grip on her hips tightened as he buried himself deep inside her ass, his cock pulsing as he came. Emma felt the warmth of his release flooding her, her body jerking at the sensation. Ron kept thrusting into her, the friction building until, with a low growl, he also climaxed, spilling another load deep inside her pussy. Emma groaned weakly, her body trembling as the men filled her simultaneously.

Seeing Andre climax, Chris pulled his cock out of Emma’s mouth, a string of saliva and precum trailing from her lips. “My turn now,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Let’s see how this married bitch’s ass feels.”

Both black men withdrew their deflating cocks one by one, their heavy shafts slick with the evidence of their debauchery. As Ron slid out from underneath her, Emma collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving as she lay on her stomach. Her breathing was ragged and uneven, her body trembling with exhaustion.

Chris moved closer, his hands firm but deliberate as he placed a couple of pillows under her hips, propping up her well-used body. Emma bit her lower lip, her breathing shifting as anticipation and dread warred within her. Chris pushed her legs apart, exposing her swollen, reddened pussy and stretched asshole. Thick streams of cum leaked from both of her holes, pooling onto the sheets below. She whimpered softly as his hands spread her ass cheeks wide.

“Damn,” Chris muttered, his voice heavy with lust as he admired the sight. Without hesitation, he pressed the head of his cock against her tender butthole. Emma groaned loudly, her body tensing as he pushed inside her, the stretch reigniting the sharp, aching pain from earlier.

Chris didn’t ease her into it. With a single, savage thrust, he buried his entire shaft deep into her ass, his hips slamming against her upturned cheeks. Emma cried out, her hands fisting the sheets. “Oh god! Oh… oh… fuck… fuck…” she grunted, her voice raw as her body struggled to accommodate him. Her ass was still tender, the sensation overwhelming as Chris began moving with relentless force.

“Fucking whore,” Chris hissed, leaning forward and pinning her body beneath his weight. “Such a pretty woman, but a nasty slut… gonna send you back home well-fucked.”

His tone sent a shiver through her, shame and arousal mingling as her body submitted to him. She whimpered softly, biting down on the sheets as he pounded into her without finesse. Each thrust was rough and punishing, his movements driven by a single-minded desire for release.

Steve moved closer, lying down beside his wife, his hand brushing against her damp cheek. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a passionate kiss as she grunted and groaned beneath Chris. “You’re so hot, baby,” he murmured against her lips. “Take his cock… let him fuck your ass good.”

Chris grinned darkly as he drove into her harder, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “Fucking bitch… fucking cunt… draining my balls again,” he growled. His pace quickened, his breathing growing ragged as his climax approached.

With a loud, guttural yell, Chris buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her ass. Emma whimpered softly, her body trembling beneath him as she felt the warmth of his release flood her. Chris stayed still for a moment, catching his breath, his sweat-slicked body pressing against hers.

Emma kept her eyes closed, her face buried in the mattress. Her mind swirled with emotions—shame, exhaustion, disbelief. She felt dirty, utterly filthy, knowing she had let three strangers use her in ways she never imagined. Yet, a strange, undeniable satisfaction lingered beneath the surface, a carnal realization of the boundaries she had crossed.

Slowly, Chris pulled out, his cock glistening as he grinned at Steve. “Your wife’s something else,” he remarked, his tone smug. “She’s a natural.”

Chris glanced toward Ron and Andre, both of whom had cleaned up and dressed. Without a word, they nodded to him and left the suite, leaving Chris as the last of the three men still present.

“Damn, Steve… your wife is something else,” Chris said casually as he straightened his clothes. “The bitch loves servicing cocks.” His tone was smug, his grin wide as he looked at Emma’s exhausted, sprawled body. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a business card and placed it on the bedside table. “Here’s my contact info. Next time you want to get together, we can set something up. Once again, Happy Anniversary.” With a nod to Steve, Chris turned and left the room, the door clicking shut behind him.

Steve remained silent, nodding absently. His mind was spinning, overwhelmed by everything he had just witnessed. The image of his wife being used like fuck meat by three complete strangers replayed in his mind, filling him with a mix of disbelief, arousal, and a strange, disconcerting pride.


Chapter 8

As soon as Chris left, Steve moved toward Emma. Kneeling between her parted legs, he gently pulled her hips off the pillows, propping her up on her knees. His eyes roamed over her body, lingering on her completely ravished pussy and asshole. Both holes were swollen, reddened, and gaping open, an undeniable testament to the brutal use they had endured. Her pussy lips were flushed and slick with a mix of cum and her own juices, and her asshole remained stretched, leaking the remnants of Chris’s climax.

It was a filthy, obscene sight, and Steve’s cock twitched painfully, leaking precum as he took it all in. His breathing quickened as he bent down, his mouth hovering over her messy, swollen pussy. The heady, musky aroma filled his nostrils, heightening his arousal.

Emma groaned softly as she felt his warm breath on her sensitive flesh. “Oh yes, baby… that feels good… lick me,” she moaned, her voice thick with exhaustion and lingering desire.

Steve didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue delving into her ravished, gaping pussy. He lapped hungrily at her swollen lips, tasting the mix of her juices and the cum left by the other men. His tongue moved deeper, exploring her thoroughly, ignoring any reservations he might have had. At that moment, all he cared about was reclaiming her, tasting her filthiness, and satisfying his lust.

Emma moaned louder, her hips moving against his face as his tongue worked her over. “Oh, Steve… oh yes…” she gasped, her body trembling. Despite her exhaustion, the attention he lavished on her pussy ignited a fresh wave of arousal. It didn’t take long before her body tensed, and she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her as Steve continued to tongue-fuck her with unrelenting hunger.

As her climax subsided, Emma’s body sagged slightly, but Steve wasn’t finished. He pulled back, his face glistening as he looked up at her with raw desire. “I need to fuck your ass, Emma,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered open, her body trembling as she turned her head slightly to look at him. Her expression was a mix of exhaustion and surrender, her lips parting as she whispered,

"Okay… but be gentle," Emma whispered shyly, her voice trembling. Her body tensed slightly as Steve moved behind her, his hands stroking her hips reassuringly. He lined himself up with her messy, well-used pussy, his cock pressing against her slick entrance. Slowly, he pushed in, his shaft gliding easily into her swollen, sloppy folds.

Emma gasped softly as he began to thrust, the sensation both comforting and stimulating. Steve moved deliberately, coating his cock with the mix of her juices and the remnants of the other men’s release. The slickness heightened his arousal, the sheer taboo of the moment making his cock throb.

After a few slow thrusts, Steve withdrew and repositioned himself. His hands spread her cheeks as he lined his cock up with her cum-leaking butthole. With steady pressure, the head of his cock popped past her tight ring, eliciting a low groan from Emma.

“Damn, baby,” Steve muttered, his voice thick with lust. “Your ass is still so tight… even after taking two cocks in here. Can’t believe it… you’re not an ass virgin anymore.” His words carried a mix of awe and arousal as he slowly pressed deeper, inch by inch, until his entire seven-inch length was buried inside her.

Emma whimpered, her breathing shallow as she adjusted to the sensation. The soreness lingered, but her body responded instinctively. “Yes… fuck my ass, honey,” she panted softly. “Fuck your wife’s ass… I’ve been such a bad wife, just like you wanted me to be.” Her voice quivered, a mix of submission and lingering desire.

Steve began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first. “You have been very bad,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “Letting two black guys fuck you… use all your holes… complete strangers, baby. You didn’t even know their names.” His thrusts quickened, the taboo of the moment pushing him closer to the edge. “You’ve turned into a wanton hussy,” he added, his voice shaking with arousal.

Emma moaned softly, her body rocking with his movements. Each word stoked the fire between them, the raw honesty of their desires leaving no room for shame. Despite her exhaustion, her hips moved faintly, meeting his thrusts as her husband claimed her in the most primal way.

Steve couldn’t last long. The sensation of her tightness and the memory of the night’s events overwhelmed him. With a groan, he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he released inside her. Emma moaned weakly, her body shivering as she felt the warmth of his climax.

Both of them collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, panting heavily as they tried to catch their breath. Emma lay on her stomach, her face buried in the pillow, completely spent. Steve rolled onto his back, his mind racing as he replayed the night’s events. After a few minutes, he got up and went to the bathroom to clean himself.

Standing over the sink, Steve washed his cock, the vivid memories of Emma being taken by the three men—two of them black—playing in his mind. His arousal stirred again, and he was half-hard by the time he finished.

When he returned to the bedroom, Emma was still lying facedown, her reddened ass cheeks visible in the dim light. Steve’s gaze lingered on her, a mix of awe and desire tightening in his chest. He climbed back into bed and laid down beside her, draping his arm across her back.

“You okay, baby?” he asked softly, his voice filled with tenderness.

Emma turned her face toward Steve, her expression a mixture of shame and exhaustion. Her eyes glistened, and her voice was soft as she spoke. “Yes, I’m fine… I think I should go clean up… take a shower.”

Steve gently reached for her, brushing her hair back from her face. “I still need you, baby,” he whispered, his tone tender. Carefully, he guided her onto her back. Emma allowed herself to be moved, her body pliant as she spread her legs for him.

“I love you, sweetheart,” he said softly, his eyes locking with hers.

“I love you too… make love to me, Steve,” she whispered, her arms wrapping tightly around his shoulders as he positioned himself between her thighs. His cock entered her sloppy, swollen pussy, the movement slow and deliberate.

Steve moved with care, each thrust gentle and measured. He whispered sweet, loving words into her ear, his lips brushing against her cheek and neck as he caressed her body. “You’re everything to me,” he murmured. “So beautiful… so perfect. I’m so lucky to have you.”

Emma closed her eyes, the tenderness of his touch contrasting starkly with the roughness she had experienced earlier. She held him close, her fingers threading through his hair, her breathing soft and steady. There was no urgency, no raw hunger in their movements—just the quiet, intimate rhythm of two people reconnecting.

Though her body didn’t respond with the same intensity as it had earlier, Emma didn’t feel disappointed. The lovemaking was different—gentle, grounding, a reminder of their bond. By the time Steve finished, releasing inside her with a soft groan, she was utterly spent.

As he rolled off her, Emma turned onto her side, her body aching and heavy. She felt the sticky remnants of the night—cum leaking from her pussy and ass—and a wave of discomfort washed over her. “I feel filthy,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

Steve wrapped his arms around her from behind, pulling her close. “You can shower in the morning,” he whispered, his lips brushing against her shoulder. “Let’s just sleep now.”

Emma shook her head faintly. “No, honey… I have to clean up. I feel filthy.” Slowly, she pushed herself up and padded to the bathroom.

Steve watched her go, his gaze soft as he listened to the sound of running water. After a few minutes, Emma emerged, her hair still damp, her skin freshly cleaned. She offered him an awkward smile as she slipped back into bed, turning onto her side with her back to him.

Though her body was exhausted, Emma found herself unable to fall asleep. The events of the night swirled in her mind, a confusing mix of shame, satisfaction, and lingering desire. Behind her, Steve lay awake as well, his hand resting gently on her hip. The quiet between them was filled with unspoken thoughts and emotions, yet neither felt the need to fill it with words.

“So,” Emma began, her voice hesitant but tinged with accusation, “when I went to the restroom before leaving the bar… was that when Chris told you about his two black friends?”

Steve tensed, knowing where this was going. “Yes,” he admitted softly, glancing at her. He tried to gauge her mood, but her tone made it clear she wasn’t happy.

Emma turned to look at him, her eyes narrowing. “And you just… went along with it? You didn’t think to ask me? To, I don’t know, maybe give me a choice in the matter?” Her voice was laced with mock indignation, but the blush on her cheeks betrayed her embarrassment.

Steve gave her a sheepish smile. “I mean… it all happened pretty fast. Chris suggested it, and I guess I just…” He shrugged, trailing off.

“You guess you just what?” Emma huffed, crossing her arms over her chest. “Decided to loan me out like a library book to a couple of random guys?”

“Not exactly how I’d put it…” Steve scratched the back of his head. “But, uh, you didn’t exactly stop them either.”

Emma’s mouth opened, but no words came out. She flushed deeper, looking away. “That’s not the point,” she muttered. “I had only agreed to Chris… and only because you wanted me to.” She glanced back at him, her eyes narrowing again. “I never said I wanted a whole group project!”

Steve smirked slightly, sensing the shift in her tone. “So… if you really didn’t want it, why didn’t you say no?”

Emma sputtered for a moment, her blush deepening. “Well, I… I was just caught off guard!” she said defensively. “It was all happening so fast, and they were so… pushy.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, the corner of his mouth twitching into a knowing smile. “Pushy, huh? You could’ve still said no. I know you, Emma. When you really don’t want to do something, you don’t do it.”

Emma’s lips pressed into a thin line, and she looked away again, biting her lip. “I didn’t want to ruin the night,” she mumbled. “And you seemed so into it…”

“And?” Steve pressed gently, moving closer to her. He couldn’t help but notice the way her voice softened, the way her breathing had changed. His cock stirred as he waited for her response.

“And…” Emma hesitated, her fingers fidgeting with the sheets. “Okay, fine,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe… I wanted to.”

Steve’s cock twitched harder, his heart pounding at her confession. “Wanted to?” he echoed, his voice lower now. He leaned in closer, his eyes locking with hers.

Emma groaned, throwing her hands up in mock frustration. “Yes, okay? I wanted to,” she blurted out, her cheeks flaming. “They were hot, all right? And I… I wanted to know what it would be like.” She buried her face in her hands, laughing nervously. “God, this is so embarrassing.”

Steve reached out, gently pulling her hands away from her face. “Don’t be embarrassed,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Hearing you say that is the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Emma glanced at him, her eyes widening as she noticed the way he was staring at her. “You’re getting turned on, aren’t you?” she accused, her voice half amused, half incredulous.

“Can you blame me?” Steve said, his tone playful but husky. He reached for her, pulling her closer as his hard cock pressed against her thigh. “Hearing you admit how much you wanted them… it’s driving me crazy.”

Emma let out a nervous laugh, shaking her head. “You’re unbelievable,” she teased. But her body betrayed her as her breathing quickened, and she found herself leaning into him.

Steve kissed her deeply, his hand sliding down to cup her ass. “Tell me more,” he whispered against her lips. “Tell me how much you wanted them.”

Emma groaned softly, her face burning. “You’re impossible,” she murmured. But as Steve’s lips trailed down her neck, his hands roaming over her body, she felt her embarrassment melting into arousal. “Fine,” she whispered. “I wanted them. I wanted to feel them… all of them. Is that what you want to hear?”

Steve groaned, his cock throbbing against her. “God, yes,” he growled, capturing her lips again as he gently pushed her back onto the bed.

Emma moaned softly as he settled between her thighs, his cock sliding easily into her wet, sloppy pussy. “You’re so bad,” she teased, her voice breathless as he began to move. “You got your wife addicted to black cock.”

“And you loved every second of it,” Steve shot back, his thrusts slow but deliberate. His hands roamed her body, caressing her curves as he stared into her eyes. “Admit it, Emma. You wanted them. You wanted them to use you.”

Emma whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders as she met his gaze. “Yes,” she admitted softly. “I wanted them.”

Her confession sent a jolt through Steve, his movements becoming more urgent. His cock throbbed inside her as he kissed her deeply, his body pressing hers into the mattress. “You’re incredible,” he murmured between kisses. “So sexy… so perfect.”

“God! Your mind is so twisted…” Emma exclaimed, her voice a mix of incredulity and arousal. “You like watching your wife being a black cock whore. This is so wrong.” Her crude words hung in the air, and she bit her lip, her cheeks flushing deeply even as her body betrayed her embarrassment.

“Yes, I liked it,” Steve admitted through clenched teeth, his voice thick with desire. “I liked watching you be a complete slut for those two blacks… watching you take a black cock up your virgin ass.” The memory fueled his arousal as he gripped her hips tighter, driving into her harder. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room as he got on his knees, his thrusts becoming more frenzied.

Emma closed her eyes, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as her husband pounded into her with unrelenting intensity. “Yes… yes…” she whimpered, her body trembling under his force. His words were filthy, degrading, and yet they ignited a fire within her she couldn’t deny.

“Take my cock, you fucking black cock-loving whore,” Steve spat out, his voice strained with exertion as he thrust into her with wild abandon. His breaths came in ragged gasps, his body desperate for release.

Emma’s eyes flew open, and she cried out as her orgasm crashed over her, her body quaking beneath him. The sensation of her clenching around him pushed Steve over the edge, and with a guttural groan, he began to spill inside her, his hips jerking erratically as he released.

Panting heavily, Steve withdrew and collapsed beside her, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close. He spooned her from behind, holding her lovingly as their bodies cooled. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice soft and contrite. “I don’t know what came over me. The things I said to you… they were so filthy, so degrading.”

Emma turned her head slightly, giving him a shy smile. “It’s okay,” she whispered, her voice light but a little hoarse from the exertion. “You were just too turned on… and I like turning you on, baby.” She paused, biting her lip. “Besides, I’ve already heard a lot of filthy things today from three complete strangers.”

Steve chuckled softly, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Did it bother you at all?” he asked cautiously, his fingers tracing gentle patterns on her arm.

Emma hesitated, her expression thoughtful. “It did,” she admitted. “It was so degrading and humiliating, the crude way they talked down to me… but at the same time, it just made me feel so dirty.” She flushed again, her voice dropping. “Even more slutty. It made me horny.” Her tone was bewildered, as if she were confessing a secret she didn’t fully understand herself. “What’s wrong with me?” she asked softly.

“Nothing is wrong with you,” Steve reassured her, his voice steady and soothing. He hugged her tightly, his arms strong and comforting around her. “Sometimes a lady just likes to let go… to be a little slutty in bed. That’s what happened, Emma. You let go. And it was incredible.”

Steve held Emma tightly, his words lingering in the air. “Nothing is wrong with you,” he said softly, his voice firm but soothing. “Sometimes a lady just likes to let go… to be a little slutty in bed. That’s what happened, Emma. You let go. And it was incredible.”

Emma sighed, her body relaxing into his embrace, the tension in her limbs dissipating. After a moment of quiet, she tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a playful smirk. “Well… something is wrong,” she said lightly, her tone teasing. “I’m lying here, and my husband hasn’t made me cum.”

Steve chuckled softly, but her words lingered, hitting him deeper than he expected. They reverberated in his mind, pulling at threads of insecurity he hadn’t realized were there. Images of the night replayed with brutal clarity—Emma, writhing and moaning as three men, strangers, drove her to climax again and again. And now, after he’d taken her twice—fueled by his own need—he realized with a sinking feeling that he hadn’t brought her to orgasm even once.

The thought lodged itself in his chest like a stone. A strange mix of inadequacy and humiliation settled over him, intertwined with the raw, simmering arousal that her teasing words had ignited. He swallowed hard, glancing at her as she smiled playfully, unaware of the turmoil stirring within him.

“Steve?” she asked gently, the teasing edge in her voice softening when he didn’t respond.

Without a word, Steve shifted. Sliding down the bed, he positioned himself between her legs. Emma blinked in surprise, propping herself up on her elbows. “What are you—”

Her words were cut off by a sharp intake of breath as Steve gently parted her thighs, exposing her fully to his gaze. Her cum-slick pussy was flushed and swollen, the evidence of the night’s debauchery glistening on her skin. His stomach twisted at the sight, a visceral reaction to the sheer filthiness of the moment, but he pushed the thought aside.

The scent hit him first—heady and overpowering, a sharp mix of sweat, musk, and the lingering tang of cum. It was acrid and pungent, a stark reminder of everything that had transpired. His nostrils flared as he breathed it in, and for a moment, he hesitated. The sight, the smell, even the idea of what he was about to do filled him with a strange, shameful disgust. But beneath it all was an undeniable need—to reclaim his wife, to prove himself, to see her shatter under his touch.

Leaning down, he pressed his lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh. Emma gasped softly, her body tensing as his mouth trailed closer to her center. When his tongue finally flicked against her swollen folds, she jolted, a soft moan escaping her lips.

The first taste was bitter, a mix of sweat and the faint metallic tang of cum. It coated his tongue, and he fought back a gag as he forced himself to continue. His hands gripped her thighs firmly, holding her in place as his tongue dipped between her lips, exploring her slick heat.

Emma whimpered, her hips shifting instinctively. “Oh… Steve,” she gasped, her voice breathy. “You don’t have to—”

“I do,” he muttered against her skin, his voice muffled. The taste was stronger now, the acrid bitterness almost unbearable. His stomach churned, and for a brief moment, he thought he might retch. But the thought of failing her, of not making her cum, drove him forward. He pressed his mouth against her, his tongue moving with more purpose.

He lapped at her folds, his tongue tracing every inch of her messy pussy. The bitterness coated his mouth, and the smell clung to him, but he didn’t stop. He kissed and sucked at her clit, his movements growing more fervent as he ignored the nausea rising in his chest. His jaw ached, his breathing became labored, but he kept going, spurred on by her soft moans and the way her body trembled beneath him.

Emma’s hands gripped the sheets, her head falling back as his tongue worked her over. “Oh… oh, God… Steve,” she whimpered, her voice hitching. Her hips began to move against his mouth, her arousal building despite her lingering embarrassment.

Steve’s tongue plunged into her slit, licking and sucking as he pushed himself past the revulsion. The sharp tang of cum mixed with her natural taste overwhelmed his senses, but he focused on her reactions—the way her thighs trembled, the way her moans grew louder, the way her hands clutched the sheets tightly.

“Oh… oh yes,” Emma cried out, her body writhing as his tongue circled her clit relentlessly. “I’m… I’m so close…”

Her words sent a jolt through him, and he redoubled his efforts, his lips and tongue working in tandem to push her over the edge. Emma’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face as she reached the peak of her pleasure.

With a strangled cry, she came, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him in place as her orgasm tore through her. Steve stayed still, his tongue flicking over her clit until her trembling subsided.

The moment she stilled, he pulled back abruptly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His chest heaved, his face flushed as he sat back on his heels, avoiding her gaze. His stomach still churned, his mouth tasted foul, but a flicker of pride stirred within him. He had done it. He had made her cum.

Emma looked at him through half-lidded eyes, her face flushed and damp with sweat. “Steve…” she murmured, her voice soft and filled with wonder.

He didn’t respond. Instead, he moved to lie beside her, pulling her close as he buried his face in her hair. His arms tightened around her, holding her as if to anchor himself. Despite the lingering bitterness on his tongue and the weight of his emotions, there was a quiet satisfaction in knowing he had pleased her.

As the quiet settled between them, Emma snuggled against him, her breathing evening out. For the first time that night, she felt completely satisfied, both physically and emotionally. And though Steve said nothing, his hold on her spoke volumes.


Chapter 9

When Steve woke up, the other side of the bed was empty. The sheets, still crumpled and faintly warm, carried the scent of sex and sweat, a sharp reminder of the night before. Groggy and disoriented, he sat up, running a hand through his messy hair. From the living area, he could hear Emma’s voice—calm, composed, almost casual. He followed the sound, each step feeling heavier than the last.

Emma was standing by the window, phone pressed to her ear, a soft beam of morning sunlight catching the shimmer of her damp, freshly washed hair. She wore a sleek, knee-length dress, simple but elegant, hugging her curves with effortless grace. She turned slightly as she noticed him, her smile quick but strained.

"Mom...hold on a sec. Steve’s up," she said into the phone, her tone light, maybe too light. "Hey, baby...morning. Do you want me to order room service? I already had breakfast—I was starving." Her words came in a rush, her eyes darting to his before skimming away, her attempt at nonchalance painfully transparent.

Steve cleared his throat. "No, I’m good. I’ll grab something on the way home." His voice felt small in the wide-open space of the room. "You were talking to your mom? How are the kids?"

Emma nodded quickly, as if eager to latch onto the mundane. "They’re fine, just missing us. Take a shower, and then we can leave." Her smile was brittle, her eyes avoiding his.

"Okay. You’ve been up for a while, haven’t you?" he pressed gently, noting her jittery energy.

"I tried to go back to sleep, but I couldn’t," she admitted, her discomfort palpable in the way she fiddled with the edge of her dress, her words coming too fast.

Steve hesitated, the weight of unspoken things settling between them like a chasm neither dared to cross. "I’ll, uh, take a shower then," he said finally, retreating to the bathroom with the nagging sense that they were walking on a razor’s edge.

As the hot water poured over him, fragments of the previous night flooded his mind. The images came unbidden—Emma on her knees, her lips parted in ecstasy, the strangers towering over her, their dark skin a stark contrast against her pale, flushed body. He gripped the shower wall, his chest tightening with a mixture of shame and arousal.

He remembered the moment when he’d lost himself completely, when he’d buried his face between her legs, tasting the combined release of three men. The memory made his stomach churn, but his cock stirred traitorously, the taboo thrill coursing through him despite the guilt.

When he emerged, Emma was packing, her movements quick and deliberate, as though the act of tidying away their things could somehow erase the chaos of the night. She was bent over the carry-on bag, the curve of her hips framed perfectly by the snug fabric of her dress. Steve’s eyes flicked to the bed, where the crumpled sheets bore faint, dried stains—a glaring testament to their shared depravity.

His pulse quickened, shame battling with desire. Emma glanced up, catching him staring. Her cheeks flushed as she smiled, shy and unsure, before quickly turning back to her task. For a fleeting moment, Steve thought he saw something in her expression—a flicker of guilt, perhaps, or maybe defiance.

Steve smiled faintly as he reached for his clothes, but the gesture didn’t reach his eyes. Emma didn’t look at him as she meticulously folded the last of their belongings into the carry-on bag. The silence between them was heavy, filled with the unspoken weight of the night before. As he buttoned his shirt, Steve’s gaze drifted to her. She looked so composed, her dress neat and elegant, her makeup subtle but flawless. To anyone else, she was the picture of poise and propriety.

But Steve couldn’t stop the images flashing in his mind. This same woman, his wife, reduced to a quivering, moaning mess as three strangers used her without hesitation. The contrast between her current appearance and her unrestrained depravity the night before was almost surreal.

Emma zipped the bag shut and hoisted it effortlessly, carrying it into the living area. She perched on the couch, hands folded in her lap, waiting for him. Her posture was rigid, her expression carefully blank. She didn’t look up when he entered the room.

"Ready to go?" she asked, standing quickly as though she couldn’t bear to sit still any longer.

"Yeah, I’m ready," Steve replied, his voice softer than he intended. He hated the strange distance between them, the awkwardness that hung in the air like a storm cloud. "Baby, are you okay?" he asked, stepping closer, his tone laced with concern.

Emma’s eyes flicked to his before darting away, her cheeks flushing. "I’m fine, Steve...just feeling a little sore. Especially my... bottom," she admitted, her voice low and hesitant. The blush deepened as the words left her lips, and she shifted uncomfortably.

Steve felt a pang of guilt and fascination all at once. He reached for her hand, his thumb brushing against her knuckles. "It must’ve really hurt, taking that… that huge black cock in your ass," he said, his voice filled with an odd mix of awe and disbelief. He hadn’t intended to say it so bluntly, but the words tumbled out before he could stop them.

Emma flinched slightly, her face flaming. "Yes," she murmured, barely audible. "It was... very painful."

Steve hesitated, unsure if he should press further, but he couldn’t help himself. "But you liked it, didn’t you?" His voice dropped, a thread of excitement creeping in despite his better judgment.

Her lips parted, but no words came at first. She swallowed hard, her gaze fixed on the floor. "I... I don’t know," she admitted finally, her voice trembling. "It hurt so much, Steve, but... it was like... I don’t know, like an erotic kind of pain. Like when they spanked me. It hurt, but..." She trailed off, the words hanging in the air like a confession she couldn’t take back.

Steve’s heart raced as he watched her, the way her fingers twisted together, the way her lower lip trembled. "But it turned you on," he finished for her.

She nodded slowly, her face burning. "Yes," she whispered. "Oh, God... you must think I’m so screwed up." She covered her face with her hands, her shoulders curling inward as if to shield herself from his judgment.

"No, I don’t think that," Steve said, his voice steady but filled with emotion. "You’re incredible, Emma. And I’m... I’m glad it wasn’t just painful for you. But..." He hesitated, his words faltering. "We did mess up. We didn’t even think about protection. No condoms."

Emma’s face clouded, her shoulders sagging slightly. "I know," she admitted softly. "I’ll call my gynecologist, set up an appointment. But I think I’ll be okay—I’m close, but I’m not ovulating yet." Her tone was quiet, almost apologetic, her gaze darting away.

Inexplicably, a pang of disappointment hit Steve. It was irrational and unsettling, this strange longing for something he couldn’t quite name. The thought lingered, gnawing at him as he tried to shake it off. "Do you... want to talk about last night?" he asked tentatively.

Emma froze, her hands twisting nervously. "I don’t know," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don’t really want to talk about it."

"We should, Emma." Steve stepped closer, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder. "I don’t like how we’re acting around each other. This weird... distance." He took a deep breath, his words tumbling out as he tried to untangle his thoughts. "Last night—it was... intense. Things got out of hand. I guess I never really thought about what it would mean if the fantasies in my head actually happened. And they did. But even more extreme than I imagined."

Emma’s face crumpled, her eyes welling with tears. "Oh my God," she whispered, her voice breaking. "You’re upset. You think less of me now, don’t you? Steve... do you still even love me?" Her voice rose in panic, her hands trembling as they gripped his.

Steve’s heart ached at the sight of her distress. "No, no," he said quickly, pulling her into his arms. "I love you, Emma. I will always love you. You’re my everything. Nothing could ever change that." He gently wiped the tears from her cheeks, his touch tender and reassuring.

Emma clung to him, her voice muffled against his chest. "It’s so wrong, Steve," she whispered. "So wrong. It’s... depraved. I’m a married woman. I shouldn’t be having sex with other men—let alone three men at the same time." She pulled back slightly, her expression filled with disbelief. "I still can’t believe it. Two black men... and anal sex. It felt so debasing."

"You didn’t do anything wrong," Steve said firmly, though the words felt heavy in his mouth. "It’s my fault. I pushed for this."

"Damn right it’s your fault," Emma shot back, her voice sharp with anger, her tears replaced by a simmering frustration. "How could you invite those two men without even asking me? Complete strangers, Steve! I never consented to that."

Steve’s shoulders sagged under the weight of her words. "I know. I know, and I’m so sorry," he said, his tone filled with regret. "I wanted it so badly, Emma. To see you with another man—especially a black man. My... my perverted desires were in complete control. I should’ve asked you first. I should’ve talked to you."

Emma shook her head, her lips pressed into a thin line. "Yes, you should have," she said, her voice laced with disappointment. "They were complete strangers, Steve. I didn’t even know their names." Her gaze dropped to the floor as her voice wavered. "And they degraded me. Hurt me. But..." She paused, her face flushing with shame. "But I still climaxed with them. What’s wrong with me?" Her words came out in a rush, her hands covering her face as if trying to hide from her own admission.

"Emma, nothing is wrong with you," Steve said firmly, his voice low and filled with conviction. "You’re an incredibly sensual, sexual woman. You love sex, and there’s nothing wrong with that. I’m glad you enjoyed it last night."

Emma’s breath caught, her chest rising and falling as she tried to process his words. "But I shouldn’t have," she murmured, her voice trembling. "They forced themselves on me... they forced anal sex on me." Her cheeks flushed as the memory surged back, unbidden and vivid. Her pussy clenched instinctively, the illicit thrill making her thighs press together. "Don’t you regret what happened, Steve? Doesn’t it bother you that your wife—the mother of your children—was used like a wanton slut by three older men? Two of them black?" Her breathing had changed, growing shallow and uneven. The shame of her words only heightened her arousal.

Steve exhaled sharply, his hand brushing her cheek. "I was jealous," he admitted, his voice thick with emotion. "But more than that? I was turned on. Watching them fuck you like that—seeing you come over and over again—it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Especially when you came so hard with that big, fat black cock buried deep in your ass." His words dripped with lust, and before Emma could respond, he leaned in and kissed her, hard and messy, his lips and tongue claiming hers.

Emma melted into the kiss, her hands clutching at his shoulders as their mouths collided in a fevered, sloppy passion. When they broke apart, her lips were swollen, her eyes glassy. "Why, Steve?" she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of desire and fear. "Why are we so turned on by this? This... depravity? This isn’t who we are. We’re respectable, educated professionals. Can you imagine if anyone found out?"

Her words hung in the air, but her tone betrayed her. Beneath the apprehension was a current of excitement, a hunger she couldn’t deny.

Steve’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. His cock throbbed against her stomach, hard and insistent. "It’s wrong, Emma," he murmured, his voice hoarse with need. "But it’s so fucking hot. You liked it, didn’t you? Being their fuck toy. Three strangers, older men... you liked being their slut. Especially for the two black men."

Emma shivered, her body betraying her as her pussy grew wetter, soaking through her panties. "Don’t say that," she whined, though the protest was weak. She reached up, threading her fingers through his hair, pulling him down to her. Their lips crashed together again in another ferocious kiss, their need for each other overwhelming everything else.

"Make love to me, baby," Emma whispered against his mouth, her voice thick with lust. Her hands roamed his back, her nails digging into him as she pressed her body against his. They were lost in each other, the weight of the night’s events feeding their forbidden desire.

But just as Steve’s hands slipped under her dress, a knock at the suite door broke through their haze.

They froze, their breath mingling in the air between them.

"Did you order room service?" Steve asked, his brow furrowing as he pulled back.

Emma shook her head, her lips slightly parted. "No... you said you didn’t want anything to eat."

Steve hesitated, then walked to the door, adjusting himself as best he could. The knock came again, firmer this time. When he opened it, he found himself face-to-face with an older black man, his grin easy and confident. It took a moment for recognition to dawn, but when it did, Steve’s eyes widened.

"Hey, man," the man said, his deep voice rich with familiarity. "Sorry to drop in like this. Wasn’t even sure you’d still be here." He extended a hand casually, as if they were old friends.

"Andre," Steve said, his voice faltering. His mind raced, caught off guard by the sudden reappearance of one of last night’s players. "Uh... hi."

Behind him, Emma stepped into the doorway, her heart pounding as her eyes landed on Andre. The room’s charged atmosphere shifted instantly, their shared tension replaced by something new, something electric.

"You know, we didn’t even get properly introduced last night," Andre said, his grin easy and disarming. His deep voice carried an air of confidence that only added to Steve’s discomfort. "So much was happening, I just wanted to stop by and say hello... and thank you both for the wonderful experience, you know what I mean." His chuckle was casual, but the implication behind his words made Steve’s stomach twist.

"We were just about to leave for home," Steve replied quickly, his tone clipped. "Kind of in a hurry."

Andre nodded, unfazed. "I understand, man. Won’t take too much of your time. I just wanted to properly thank you and introduce myself to you and your lovely wife." He tilted his head slightly, his grin never wavering. "Can I come in?"

Steve hesitated, glancing over his shoulder at Emma, who stood frozen in place. Finally, he sighed, stepping aside to let Andre enter. "Fine. Come in."

Andre strolled in with an easy confidence, his presence filling the room. "Where’s Chris? And... the other guy?" Steve asked, his voice tight.

"The other guy’s Ron," Andre clarified smoothly. "They had early flights, left this morning. I live here, though—don’t know if Chris mentioned that."

Emma’s breath hitched as Andre entered the living area. Seeing him again made her pulse race. Her mind flashed back to the night before, to the raw intensity of what had happened between them. Her body betrayed her, a faint tingle spreading through her as she clutched at the back of the couch for support.

"What’s going on?" she managed to ask, her voice a mix of surprise and apprehension.

Andre’s grin widened as he turned his attention to her. "Didn’t mean to catch you off guard," he said smoothly, his tone warm but undeniably bold. "I just wanted to say hello and introduce myself properly. I’m not a fan of this ‘wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am’ business." His dark eyes lingered on hers, a flicker of something more in his gaze. "We’ve been... intimate, and you don’t even know my name."

Hearing Andre’s compliment, Emma’s cheeks turned crimson, her discomfort palpable. "Hey, no need to be embarrassed about it," Andre said with an easy grin. "By the way, my name’s Andre, and I’ve got to say, you’re absolutely stunning. Thanks for an unforgettable experience last night." His dark eyes lingered on her, and he turned to Steve with a disarming smile. "Steve, you’re a lucky man to have such a gorgeous wife. You know, she kind of reminds me of Bella Thorne—but more mature. And honestly? Even better looking."

Emma’s mouth opened slightly in shock, and she shot her husband a hard look, but Steve didn’t meet her eyes. Instead, a strange pit formed in his stomach as he noticed the way Andre’s gaze lingered on her. Still, he forced a smile. "Yeah, you’re right. She does," he said flatly, his voice almost robotic. Then, unexpectedly, he gestured toward the furniture. "Have a seat. We can talk for a bit."

Both Andre and Emma blinked in surprise at the invitation. Emma’s brow furrowed, and she gave Steve a sharp, questioning glare, but he ignored it entirely, sinking onto the couch.

"Sure thing, man," Andre said, clearly pleased with the turn of events. He took a seat in the armchair, lounging comfortably. His movements were deliberate, exuding a casual dominance. "So, Emma," he began, his tone warm but pointed, "what do you do?"

Emma hesitated, smoothing the hem of her dress as she sat stiffly on the edge of the couch. "I work for a marketing research firm," she said, her voice restrained.

Andre’s grin widened. "Oh, so you’re into all that statistics and probability stuff, huh? Beauty and brains? Damn, Steve, you’ve got a jackpot here."

Steve offered a small, tense smile, the pit in his stomach tightening as Andre’s admiration for Emma became more overt. "So, Andre," he interjected, eager to shift the focus, "what do you do?"

"I own a small waste management business," Andre said casually, leaning back in his chair. The three of them made small talk for a few minutes, but the awkwardness lingered, thick and unavoidable. Finally, Andre leaned forward slightly, his tone shifting. "So, I’ve got to ask—was last night something you’ve done before?"

Steve and Emma exchanged a glance, their discomfort obvious. Steve cleared his throat before replying. "No," he admitted. "It was the first time."

Andre raised his eyebrows in genuine surprise. "First time, huh? That’s... wow. So, what, you two decided to do something special for your tenth wedding anniversary? Something naughty?" His grin turned sly, and his eyebrow quirked suggestively.

"Not exactly," Steve said, his tone flat. "It wasn’t planned. It just... happened."

Andre let out a low whistle, shaking his head slightly. "Now, that’s different," he said with a chuckle. "I’ve got to say, though, it didn’t feel like a first time. You two must’ve talked about it before, right? Pillow talk, maybe? Fantasies?"

"Yeah," Steve admitted reluctantly, glancing at Emma, who was blushing deeply. "We talked about it. But just... hypothetically. I never thought we’d actually go through with it."

Andre leaned back, his smirk widening. "And now that you have?" His voice dropped slightly, the question loaded. "Was the real thing even hotter than what you imagined? Watching your gorgeous blonde wife with another man... older men... black men?" His gaze flicked to Emma as he spoke, a knowing gleam in his eyes.

Steve’s throat felt dry, and he hesitated, the words catching in his chest. But then he nodded, his voice low. "The real thing was... intense. Way more than I expected. It was... very hot."

"So, it exceeded your expectations," Andre said, his tone laced with amusement. His chuckle was low and confident, his posture relaxed. "Good to hear you enjoyed the experience of sharing your pretty wife. And it’s good for guys like me, too—you know, men who like fucking other men’s wives." He let the words hang in the air, his grin widening as he watched Steve stiffen.

"I’ve got to say," Andre continued, his gaze flicking to Emma, lingering on her like a predator sizing up its prey, "your wife is the most stunning woman I’ve ever had the pleasure of being with. Absolutely gorgeous. A real knockout. She’s got this prim and proper vibe—elegant, sophisticated, well-educated. Anyone who looks at her right now would see a classy, intelligent woman."

He paused, his smile shifting into something darker, more carnal. "But no one would guess what she let happen last night," he added, his voice dropping to a rasp. "No one would think she’s the kind of woman who let three men—complete strangers—fuck her like a common slut. Three cocks, stuffing her married holes all at once. Letting a man she didn’t even know take her anal virginity on her tenth wedding anniversary. All while her husband watched."

Andre’s words hit the room like a thunderclap. Emma’s cheeks burned hot, her face turning crimson as the crude description brought the night before rushing back in vivid detail. Her hands gripped the edge of the couch, her knuckles white. She couldn’t bring herself to look at Steve, afraid of what she might see in his eyes—or worse, what he might see in hers.

Andre’s gaze didn’t waver. He leaned forward slightly, his intent as clear as the desire in his eyes. His cock was rock hard, straining visibly against his pants. "So, Emma," he said, his voice smooth and deliberate, "what about you? How do you feel about last night? Was it fun for you?"

Emma swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt trapped, caught between her husband’s unreadable expression and Andre’s unrelenting intensity. Her body betrayed her again, a faint heat pooling low in her belly despite the shame washing over her.

"I..." she started, her voice barely above a whisper. She hesitated, her gaze darting between the two men. She felt exposed, raw, as though Andre’s words had peeled back a layer of her she hadn’t been ready to confront. "It was... a lot," she finally managed, her voice trembling. "It was... intense."

Andre’s grin widened, and he nodded as though he’d expected her answer. "Intense, huh? That’s one way to put it." His eyes darkened, and his voice softened, carrying a weight that made her pulse quicken. "But was it fun, Emma? Did you like it?"


Chapter 10

Her breath hitched, and for a moment, she thought she might crumble under the pressure. The air in the room was suffocating, thick with tension and unspoken truths. Her eyes flicked to Steve, searching for something—support, understanding, or maybe permission.

Steve didn’t say a word. His expression was unreadable, but the tightness in his jaw and the way his fists clenched against his thighs betrayed the storm brewing inside him. Yet, he didn’t stop Andre. He didn’t intervene.

"I..." Emma stammered again, her voice trembling. The truth hovered on the edge of her lips, terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

"I really don’t want to talk about it," Emma said abruptly, her voice tight as she turned to Steve, her eyes pleading. "We need to get home. The kids are waiting." She could feel the heat in her cheeks, the weight of Andre’s words still lingering in the air.

But Steve’s expression stopped her cold. She recognized the look in his eyes—dark, hungry, and unmistakably aroused. Her heartbeat quickened, a nervous flutter spreading through her chest.

"It’s okay," Steve said, his voice low and husky. "We still have time. Tell Andre how it was for you."

Emma’s breath caught, and she shook her head quickly, panic flickering in her gaze. "No, baby," she stammered, her voice trembling. "We have to go. It’s getting late." She stood abruptly, her legs unsteady beneath her. She could feel the wetness pooling between her thighs, her body betraying her once again.

Andre’s grin widened as he stood as well, stepping in front of her, blocking her path. His towering frame made her feel small, cornered. "Don’t be shy, Emma," he said smoothly, his voice laced with confidence. "There’s nothing to be embarrassed about." His eyes locked onto hers, dark and intense, as he leaned closer. "Your husband wants you to make all your married holes available to other men... and I know you enjoyed it. You loved being just a fuck hole for strangers. Older black men."

Emma’s face turned crimson, her pulse pounding in her ears as Andre’s degrading words hit her like a jolt. She opened her mouth to protest, but no sound came out. Her knees felt weak, and her breathing quickened.

"Don’t, Andre," she managed to whine, her voice trembling as she placed her hands against his chest, trying to push him back. "My kids are waiting for me. I have to go." Her fingers trembled as she pressed against him, but he didn’t budge.

"The kids can have their slut mother back once I’m done using you as my cum dumpster," Andre hissed, his tone dripping with dominance as he glared down at Emma. His words sent a jolt through her, a mixture of indignation and something darker, something she couldn’t admit even to herself. He turned to Steve, smirking. "Steve, you want to watch your pretty blonde wife get fucked again by a black dick?"

Steve didn’t say a word, but his actions spoke volumes. His hand moved over his pants, palming his rock-hard cock through the fabric as he nodded silently. His breathing was ragged, his arousal unmistakable.

Andre’s grin widened. "I’m going to fuck this bitch good," he said crudely, his eyes burning with lust as they locked onto Emma’s flushed face. "What about you, baby?" His voice softened, but the edge of command remained. "You want my black dick?"

Emma’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to speak. "Oh God... no, Andre... this is not right," she protested weakly, her voice barely audible. But her body betrayed her, trembling as Andre stepped closer. His hands slid around her waist, cupping her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. She gasped softly as she felt his hard cock pressing against her stomach, a reminder of just how large he was. Her pussy tingled, moisture pooling between her thighs despite her protests.

Andre leaned in, his voice dropping to a rough whisper against her ear. "It’s not right," he agreed mockingly. "But your husband wants you to be a black cock whore. And I can see it in your eyes—you want it too."

Emma whimpered softly, shaking her head as if to deny the truth in his words, but she couldn’t pull away. She was frozen, trapped between her husband’s complicit gaze and Andre’s commanding presence. When Andre’s lips descended on hers, she tried to resist, pressing her lips together tightly, but his forcefulness was relentless.

His thick lips covered hers, dominating her soft pink mouth. His tongue probed insistently, forcing her lips apart. She whimpered again, a muffled sound of protest, but her resistance crumbled as his thick, warm tongue invaded her mouth. The kiss was overpowering, sloppy, and filled with raw hunger.

Her body gave in before her mind could catch up. Her hands, which had been pushing weakly against his chest, slowly curled into his shirt. She started kissing him back, her tongue timidly meeting his at first, then bolder as she sucked on it, letting him take control. The taste of him was intoxicating, his dominance undeniable.

Steve stood up, his movements deliberate as he stripped off his pants and underwear, finally freeing his aching, rock-hard cock. He began stroking it slowly, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife being kissed hungrily by Andre. The intensity of the moment sent a jolt through him, both jealousy and arousal coursing through his veins.

For the first time, Steve allowed himself to fully take in the man who had dominated his wife so thoroughly the night before. Andre towered over Emma by at least half a foot, his presence commanding. His shaved head gleamed under the light, emphasizing the hard lines of his face. He was muscular, his broad shoulders and thick arms giving him an imposing build, though a slight paunch softened his midsection.

Andre’s lips finally left Emma’s, breaking their heated kiss after what felt like an eternity. Emma’s chest heaved as she caught her breath, her lips swollen and slick. Andre stepped back and, without hesitation, began peeling off his clothes. Each layer revealed more of his charcoal-black skin, his body covered in a dense, curly mix of black and grey hair that spread across his chest, stomach, and arms.

When he finally kicked off his underwear, Steve’s eyes were drawn to the monstrous cock that had been hidden beneath. It was impossibly thick, its dark, veiny shaft even darker than the rest of his body. The foreskin was pulled taut over the swollen, flared head, and his balls hung low, heavy, and hairy. The wrinkled sack carried testicles that looked like oversized walnuts, swaying slightly as Andre stood there stroking himself. In the daylight, his genitals were unflinchingly raw and primal, almost grotesque, yet undeniably commanding attention.

Emma’s eyes widened as she stared at Andre’s exposed cock. She couldn’t look away, her breath quickening as the memories of the previous night rushed back with vivid intensity. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but she felt the warmth of her pussy betraying her yet again, dampening her panties.

Andre noticed her gaze and grinned, his white teeth stark against his dark skin. He stroked his cock slowly, the motion deliberate and teasing. "Like what you see, baby?" he asked, his voice a deep rumble, thick with confidence. "This is the cock that took your anal cherry. You want it again, don’t you? Want me to stretch that tight little ass of yours one more time?"

Emma’s face turned crimson, her lips parting in shock at his bluntness. "Oh God, no," she stammered, her voice trembling. Her body betrayed her, though, her arousal palpable as a fresh wave of moisture soaked her panties. "I’m too sore," she added, her tone almost pleading. "I... I can’t take it there again."

"Next time, baby," Andre said crudely, his voice dripping with dominance. "For now, your other two married holes can service my black dick." His words were harsh, degrading, and left no room for misunderstanding. Emma’s face burned with shame, her stomach churning at how this man thought of her—as nothing more than a fuck hole, a piece of flesh to satisfy his carnal hunger.

And yet, to her horror, the raw depravity of it all sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core. Her pussy tingled, a fresh wave of warmth spreading between her legs as the thought settled in her mind: she was sexually available to this man, to be used as he pleased, while her husband stood by and watched. The conflict between her arousal and her disgust was dizzying, her intellect screaming against the very thing her body seemed to crave.

Andre grabbed her left hand with surprising ease and guided it to his throbbing cock. Her fingers, delicate and hesitant, brushed against the thick, veiny shaft. Instinctively, almost reflexively, she wrapped her hand around it, her slender, creamy-white fingers barely able to close around its monstrous girth.

The stark contrast was undeniable—her soft, pale skin against his dark, onyx-black flesh. Her platinum wedding band and diamond engagement ring glittered under the light, standing out conspicuously against the charcoal-black shaft. The sight was obscene, yet it felt impossibly symbolic: the emblem of her devotion to her husband now wrapped around another man’s cock.

Steve’s gaze locked onto the sight, his breath hitching as a fresh wave of arousal coursed through him. His cock twitched in his hand, leaking pre-cum as he stroked himself faster. The image of his wife, his elegant, beautiful Emma, gripping another man’s monstrous cock while her wedding ring glinted on her finger, sent a jolt of jealousy and lust through him.

Emma’s grip on Andre’s cock tightened slightly, her fingers trembling as she felt the pulsing veins beneath her touch. Her shame deepened, her cheeks flushing hot as Andre smirked down at her.

"That’s it, baby," Andre murmured, his voice low and taunting. "Feels good, doesn’t it? You know you like it—being your husband’s slut and my fuck toy. That little hand of yours looks so pretty on my dick."

Emma’s breath caught in her throat, her lips parting as she struggled to find words, but nothing came. Her body betrayed her once again, a faint moan escaping her lips as her hand moved slightly along his shaft, almost involuntarily.

Steve couldn’t look away, his hand working over his cock with increasing urgency. The air in the room was thick with tension, charged with the mingling of shame, lust, and unspoken truths that none of them dared to confront fully.

Andre snickered as he caught Steve’s unwavering gaze, his eyes glued to Emma’s hand wrapped around his cock. "Get used to it," Andre said crudely, his voice laced with mockery. "Now that you’ve turned your loving wife into a slut, you’re going to see this a lot. That pretty little hand of hers wrapped around plenty of cocks. And those married holes? They’ll be servicing a whole lineup of men soon enough."

Emma’s face flushed a deeper shade of red, but she didn’t pull away. Andre’s hands cupped her face with surprising tenderness, pulling her closer. His lips mashed against hers, the kiss rough and possessive. Emma whimpered softly, but then melted into it, her hand still working his thick shaft as their tongues collided and tangled. The kiss grew sloppier, wetter, their mouths devouring each other as if they couldn’t get enough.

For Steve, the sight was both shocking and impossibly arousing. His elegant, composed wife—his Emma—was now utterly consumed by another man, her lips and tongue eagerly meeting Andre’s, her hand stroking his monstrous cock with growing confidence. The scene was surreal and deeply erotic, and Steve’s hand moved faster over his own cock as he watched.

When Andre finally broke the kiss, Emma was left panting, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her lips were swollen and glistening, and her wide eyes darted between Andre and her husband, caught in a whirlwind of emotions.

"God, you’re so beautiful," Andre murmured, his hands still cradling her face. His voice was softer now, almost reverent, but the edge of dominance remained. "How old are you, baby?" he asked, his dark eyes locked onto hers.

"Thirty-two," Emma replied hoarsely, her voice barely above a whisper as she struggled to steady her breathing.

Andre grinned, his expression filled with satisfaction. "Thirty-two," he repeated, almost to himself. "I’m sixty-two. Thirty years older than you. I’ve got a daughter and a son who are both older than you." He paused, letting the words sink in. His eyes bore into hers, unrelenting. "And here you are, stroking my black dick—a man you barely know—in front of your husband."

Emma’s breathing hitched, her cheeks burning with shame and a strange, inexplicable excitement. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from Andre’s penetrating stare.

"I bet your father’s younger than me," Andre said, his tone teasing but pointed.

Emma swallowed hard, then nodded silently, her throat too dry to speak.

Andre chuckled, leaning forward to brush her lips with his. The kiss was teasing, light, a deliberate contrast to the raw passion from moments before. His tongue darted into her mouth, and Emma immediately sucked on it, her lips closing around him with a desperation that surprised even herself. But just as quickly, Andre pulled back, grinning at her like a cat toying with its prey.

"You must be Daddy’s little girl," he hissed, his voice turning darker, more taunting. "His princess. Tell me, baby—how do you think Daddy would feel if he found out? If he knew his precious girl has been spreading her legs for black men? Letting them use all her fuck holes?"

Emma’s eyes widened, her lips trembling as his words sliced through her. A flood of conflicting emotions surged within her—shame, fear, and an undeniable heat that made her thighs press together involuntarily. Her mind screamed in protest, but her body betrayed her once again, her grip tightening around his cock.

Steve groaned softly from the couch, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch. The sight of his wife trembling under Andre’s words, her face flushed and conflicted, was almost too much to bear.

Andre leaned in again, his lips brushing against her ear. "You like that thought, don’t you?" he whispered, his voice low and taunting. "Daddy’s little princess, turned into a black cock whore."

"Yes... he would be very upset," Emma panted, her voice trembling as she looked up at Andre.

"Good," Andre growled, his voice low and commanding. "You need to service black cocks. Make all your fuckholes available for men like me." His large hands rested on her shoulders, firm but not forceful, guiding her down. "Get on your knees. I’m going to make you my bitch. Start with my balls—suck them, lick them. Get nasty."

Emma’s knees hit the floor, her head spinning as she stared at the heavy, low-hanging sack before her. The musky, sweaty smell of Andre’s nutsack filled her nostrils, an earthy, primal scent that sent a jolt of disgust through her, yet inflamed her arousal even more. Her heart raced as she hesitated, but the commanding presence of the man in front of her left little room for resistance.

Tentatively, she leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick the wrinkled, hairy, black sack. The taste was salty, the texture foreign and unfamiliar, but the act itself sent a surge of heat through her. She shuddered, unsure whether it was from shame or desire, as she sucked one oversized ball into her mouth, then the other.

"That’s it," Andre groaned, his voice thick with approval. "Get nasty with it. Drool over my balls, make a mess. Service them with that pretty mouth of yours." He glanced over at Steve, his smirk widening. "Steve, your pretty blonde wife looks even hotter with my black balls in her mouth."

Steve groaned, his hand working faster over his cock. "Yeah... she does," he muttered, his voice filled with lust. "She looks incredible."

Andre chuckled darkly, his hips shifting slightly as Emma worked her tongue over every inch of his sack. "What a nasty little slut," he said, his tone dripping with dominance. "Look at her, going to town on my balls like she was born for this. She’s loving it, isn’t she, Steve? Look at how wet she’s making herself."

Emma’s cheeks burned, the humiliation sharp and unrelenting, but her body was betraying her completely. The heat between her thighs was undeniable, her pussy soaked and aching as she gave in to the depravity of the moment. She moved her tongue faster, licking every inch of his hairy sack before sucking each ball into her mouth, one by one.

Andre groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her movements. "That’s it, baby," he said, his voice low and rough. "Make me feel good. You’re doing great."

The room was filled with the sounds of her wet sucking, Andre’s moans, and Steve’s labored breathing as he stroked himself, the tension building between them like an impending storm.

Steve reached for his phone, unable to resist capturing the moment. He snapped a few pictures, his hands trembling as he focused on the sight of his wife on her knees, her delicate tongue and lips working over Andre’s heavy, black nutsack. The sharp contrast of her pale, elegant features against Andre’s dark, imposing presence made the images even more surreal and charged.

Andre noticed and smirked. "Look at that," he said in an even tone, his voice carrying a mocking edge. "Your little husband’s tiny cock is rock hard just from watching you act like a filthy black cock whore." He reached down, grabbing a fistful of Emma’s soft blonde hair and jerking her head up.

Emma gasped, her big blue eyes locking onto Andre’s as she knelt before him. Her lips were wet and swollen, her cheeks flushed from exertion and shame. Andre nudged her mouth with the thick, flared mushroom head of his cock. She hesitated only for a moment before opening her lips, accepting the imposing cockhead into her warm, willing mouth.

"That’s it," Andre rumbled, his grip on her hair tightening. "Take it, baby. Take it like the good little slut you’ve become." He tilted her head back slightly, forcing her to look up at him as he began to thrust, slow and deliberate. "Do you think you’ll ever want that little shrimp dick again after this?" he growled, glancing at Steve, whose cock was twitching in his hand.

Emma whimpered softly around Andre’s cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable. Her big, blue eyes stayed locked on his face, a mixture of submission and arousal swirling in her gaze. Andre groaned as he pushed deeper, the thick shaft sawing in and out of her mouth, her lips stretched wide around him.

"Look at you," Andre said, his tone dripping with satisfaction. "Pretty blonde wife, all dolled up like a classy lady, but here you are, on your knees, choking on black dick while your husband watches." He used the fistful of her hair as leverage, guiding her rhythm as she obediently took him deeper with each thrust.

Steve couldn’t tear his eyes away, his phone now abandoned as his hand worked faster over his cock. The sight of Emma’s submissive gaze, her soft pink lips stretched around Andre’s thick cock, sent waves of jealousy and arousal crashing over him. His breathing was ragged, his mind spinning as he watched the depravity unfold.

Although Andre was clearly enjoying the feel of Emma’s soft lips and warm mouth around his cock, Emma was starting to struggle with his size. The thick, veiny shaft filled her mouth completely, pressing against her cheeks and stretching her jaw to its limit. She tried her best, slowly taking more of the massive black cock into her mouth, inch by inch, but every few seconds she had to pull back, gasping for air.

Andre groaned deeply, the sound rumbling from his chest. "Damn," he growled, his tone laced with satisfaction. "Best cocksucker I’ve ever had." His words made Emma’s cheeks flush even redder, a mix of humiliation and something darker surging through her.

Without warning, Andre’s large hands moved to the back of her head, gripping her firmly. He held her in place, his powerful fingers tangling in her blonde hair as he guided her back onto his cock. Emma’s blue eyes widened in alarm as he pressed more of his girthy shaft into her mouth, the flared cockhead pushing dangerously close to her throat.

"That’s it," he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. "Take it. I know you can."

Emma whimpered around him, her throat convulsing as she instinctively tried to swallow. Her hands moved to his thighs, pushing weakly, but Andre didn’t let up. His grip on her head tightened, holding her firmly as he buried more than half of his length down her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in, and she made muffled, guttural noises as she struggled to pull back.

Her chest heaved as she tried to breathe through her nose, but the sheer thickness of him made it nearly impossible. Her body tensed, her nails digging into his thighs as she squirmed in protest. The sounds she made—wet, desperate, and raw—only seemed to spur him on.

Andre groaned loudly, his head tilting back as he savored the sensation. "Fuck," he muttered, his voice dripping with dominance. "You’re perfect, baby. A natural."

After what felt like an eternity—ten or fifteen seconds of being held in place—Andre finally loosened his grip, allowing her to pull back. Emma gasped as his cock slipped from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the slick shaft. She sputtered and coughed, her chest heaving as she fought to catch her breath.

Her face was flushed, her eyes watery, and her lips glistened from the effort. She glanced up at Andre, still on her knees, her body trembling as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

Submissively, Emma looked up at Andre, her big blue eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion and compliance as she panted hard, trying to catch her breath. Her lips were red and swollen, glistening with saliva and remnants of pre-cum. She couldn’t bring herself to speak, but the look on her face told Andre she wasn’t done yet.

"You’re one hot little white bitch," Andre snarled, his deep voice dripping with lust. "Fucking slut—I’m going to fuck your pretty face." His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her forward with a possessive force.

Emma whimpered softly, her breath hitching as the thick cock nudged her lips again. She obediently opened her mouth, her tongue instinctively sliding out to greet him. Andre didn’t hesitate, thrusting his cock back between her lips, the girthy shaft filling her mouth once more.

For support, Emma’s hands moved behind him, gripping his muscular, hairy ass. The coarse texture of his body contrasted sharply with her soft, delicate fingers. Andre started slow, rocking his hips gently as he thrust into her warm, willing mouth. But it didn’t take long for his pace to quicken, his movements growing rougher, more demanding.

The tempo of his thrusts increased, the slick, wet sounds of her mouth being fucked filling the room. Emma gagged as the thick cock hit the back of her throat, her eyes watering as she struggled to keep up with his pace. Saliva spilled from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin and onto her chest. She sputtered and choked, her breath coming in ragged gasps each time he pulled back just enough for her to catch a moment of air before plunging in again.

Andre groaned, his head tilting back as he savagely fucked her mouth. "That’s it, baby," he growled. "Take it. Show me what that pretty little mouth is for."

Steve, seated nearby, was completely enraptured. His hand stroked his cock furiously, his arousal peaking as he watched his beautiful wife’s face being used so roughly. He grabbed his phone again, snapping more pictures of the debauchery—the glistening mix of saliva and pre-cum coating Emma’s face, her tear-filled eyes staring up submissively, her lips stretched around the thick black cock.

"Oh yes, honey," Steve groaned, his voice thick with lust. "Take that black dick. Let him fuck your beautiful face."

Emma’s cheeks burned at her husband’s words, but the fire between her thighs only grew. She moaned softly around the invading cock, her muffled sounds vibrating against Andre’s shaft, drawing another deep groan from him.

Andre looked down at her, his dark eyes filled with raw dominance. "You like that, don’t you?" he hissed. "Being my little fuckhole. Letting me use your mouth however I want."

Emma couldn’t answer, her lips still wrapped around him, but her trembling body and the wet heat soaking her panties betrayed her. Andre’s hands gripped her hair tighter as he thrust harder, his cock ramming deeper into her throat, leaving her gasping and sputtering with every movement.

Andre turned to Steve, a smirk playing on his lips. "You like watching your pretty blonde wife being used like a two-bit whore, don’t you?" His voice was thick with mockery and dominance, his dark eyes glinting with satisfaction.

Steve groaned in response, his hand moving faster over his cock as he stared at the scene unfolding before him. The sight of Emma, so thoroughly dominated, sent waves of jealousy and lust crashing through him.

Andre’s grip on Emma’s head tightened, forcing her further down onto his cock. The thick, veiny shaft pushed deeper, and with one final thrust, he buried the entire length down her throat. Emma’s nose pressed against the coarse mat of curly hair at the base of his cock, her face completely engulfed in his crotch. She whimpered softly, her struggles muffled, as the heavy, hairy nutsack hung just below her chin.

Her chest heaved as she fought for air, her small hands slapping at Andre’s muscular thighs in desperation. After a few seconds, Andre finally released his hold, letting her pull back. Emma gasped loudly, sputtering and coughing as saliva dripped from her lips and chin. Her watery blue eyes looked up at him submissively, her face flushed and glistening with a mix of tears and saliva.

Andre chuckled darkly, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and pulling her roughly to her feet. Emma stumbled slightly, her legs shaky beneath her as she stood before him. "Get on your knees on the armchair, slut," he growled, his tone leaving no room for argument. "I need to fuck that sweet married pussy."

Emma whimpered softly but obeyed, turning to climb onto the armchair. She knelt on the plush seat, her hands gripping the backrest for balance. As she positioned herself, Andre swatted her ass hard, making her yelp in surprise.

"That’s it," Andre muttered, his voice thick with lust. He grabbed the hem of her dress and yanked it roughly over her hips, exposing her luscious, round ass. She wore cheeky panties that barely covered her curves, the soft fabric leaving much of her smooth, porcelain skin bare. Andre groaned appreciatively at the sight, his hands running over her exposed flesh.

Emma gasped as his large hand smacked her ass again, harder this time. The sound echoed through the room, and a red imprint of his fingers bloomed on her pale skin. She bit her lip to stifle a cry, her body trembling as a fresh wave of arousal surged through her.

"Such a perfect little ass," Andre murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. His rough hands kneaded her tender cheeks before landing another sharp slap, making Emma cry out again. "Your husband doesn’t know how lucky he is to share this with a real man."

Steve’s chest heaved as he continued stroking himself, his eyes glued to the sight of Andre dominating his wife. The tension in the room was palpable, a mix of shame, lust, and raw power hanging in the air as the scene unfolded.

"Hot-ass young MILF bitch," Andre growled lustily, his voice dripping with hunger. His hands gripped the waistband of Emma’s panties, tugging them down slowly over the curve of her hips. Emma lifted her knees one at a time, obediently allowing the older black man to slide the lacy fabric off her trembling legs.

Her pussy tingled with anticipation, her arousal undeniable. Andre’s hands roamed her thighs, his touch firm and possessive. He patted her inner thighs, a silent command, and Emma immediately spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling as she glanced over her shoulder at her husband.

Steve had moved behind the armchair, his eyes dark with lust as he took in the sight of Emma’s flushed face and parted lips. Her blue eyes locked onto his, filled with submission and arousal, her teeth grazing her lower lip as she bit down gently. She was breathing hard, her expression unmistakable—a look of pure need, a face ready to surrender to pleasure.

Andre’s thick fingers slid through her slick folds, rubbing her sopping wet pussy. "Damn," he groaned, his voice low and rough. "This hot little cunt is creaming so nicely. She wants my black dick bad, don’t you, slut? You want to be my bitch?"

Emma shuddered, her entire body trembling at his words. A guttural moan escaped her lips as Andre pushed two fingers deep inside her, curling them to stroke her inner walls. The lewd, wet sounds of her arousal filled the room, mingling with the heavy breathing of both men. The scent of her arousal was unmistakable, raw and intoxicating, fueling Andre’s lust even further.

"Tell him, baby," Steve said hoarsely, stepping closer and taking her face in his hands. His thumb brushed her cheek as he gazed down at her, his voice thick with desire. "Tell him you want his black cock. Tell him you want to be fucked."

Emma whimpered softly, her lips trembling as she struggled to find her voice. Her body ached with need, her pussy clenching around Andre’s fingers as he continued to work her with relentless precision. Her blue eyes flicked between the man dominating her body and the husband encouraging her submission, her mind a whirl of conflicting emotions.

"Yes... fuck me," Emma whispered bashfully, her eyes locking onto her husband’s. Her cheeks flushed with shame and desire, her voice trembling but filled with unmistakable need.

Andre’s lips curled into a wicked grin. "Fucking whore," he snarled, his tone dripping with dominance. "Asking another man to fuck you in front of your husband." Without hesitation, he thrust his thick cock into her wet, receptive pussy, the sheer force of his entry making her gasp loudly. There was no gentleness, no finesse—just raw, animalistic need. Andre’s movements were deliberate and rough, taking her body as if it existed solely to satisfy his hunger.

Emma cried out as the black cock filled her completely, stretching her pussy in ways that made her head spin. Andre’s hips slammed into her ass with an unrelenting rhythm, his pelvis colliding with her soft flesh. "Aaah... fuck... Steve, baby!" she moaned, her voice strained but laced with pleasure.

Steve leaned down, unable to resist the temptation of his wife’s parted lips. He kissed her deeply, hungrily, tasting the remnants of Andre’s cock on her tongue. The salty tang of her earlier submission only heightened the depravity of the moment, sending waves of arousal coursing through him. His cock leaked pre-cum, his hand stroking himself in time with Andre’s thrusts.

The intensity of Steve’s kiss deepened, his need overtaking him, but suddenly Emma’s head jerked back, breaking their connection. Andre had grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair, pulling her back roughly. "Take my black dick, slut," he growled. "You’re my bitch, ain’t ya?" His hand came down hard on her ass, the sharp smack leaving a red imprint on her pale skin and drawing a loud groan from her.

"Oh God... yes! Give it to me!" Emma moaned, her voice filled with raw lust. "Make me your bitch... your white bitch!" The words tumbled out of her mouth without thought, driven by the sheer intensity of her arousal as Andre pounded her wet pussy mercilessly.

As Andre continued to thrust into her, Emma turned her head, taking Steve’s cock into her mouth with an eagerness that made him groan loudly. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling over his swollen head as he began to thrust gently, his hand cradling the back of her head.

"Suck my dick, you nasty, wanton hussy," Steve groaned, his voice thick with pleasure as he watched his wife being ravaged. Emma moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers through his body. She was caught between them, both men taking her body with unrelenting hunger, her moans muffled as she was spit-roasted like a wanton slut.

The room was filled with the lewd, wet sounds of her body being used. The rhythmic slap of flesh meeting flesh mingled with Emma’s muffled cries and the guttural groans of the two men. Andre’s cock pummeled her soaked pussy, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

Emma’s hands tightly clasped the backrest of the armchair as her body writhed uncontrollably. Her toes curled, and her entire body trembled as an intense orgasm tore through her. She let Steve’s cock slip from her mouth, burying her face in the backrest as her moans grew louder and more desperate.

"Oh God!... God!... Fuck... fuck... I’m cumming!" she cried deliriously, her voice breaking as her pussy clenched hard around Andre’s cock. A sudden gush of warm fluid spilled out, soaking the seat cushion as her body shook with the force of her climax.


Chapter 11

Andre groaned, his hips slowing as he withdrew his cock, stepping back to watch the aftermath of her release. "Fuck, man," he said, his voice filled with admiration as he turned to Steve. "I love the way this cunt cums. This is the first time I’ve been with a bitch that squirts." He grinned, his dark eyes glinting with satisfaction. "This is one good white pussy... just perfect for black dicks."

Steve, still stroking himself, could only nod, his chest heaving as he watched his wife’s trembling body recover from the overwhelming pleasure.

Steve walked around the armchair, his breathing still heavy, his cock twitching as he took in the sight of his wife’s ravished pussy. Her gaping entrance glistened, still leaking remnants of her release. The swollen, reddened lips looked impossibly alluring to him, even more so knowing the reason they were so engorged.

Earlier that morning, the thought of tasting his wife after other men had been inside her filled him with shame. But now, with the primal heat of the moment coursing through his veins, all he wanted was to bury his face between her thighs and taste her freshly fucked pussy.

Dropping to his knees behind her, Steve cupped her ass cheeks, spreading them gently as he leaned in. The musky scent of her arousal mixed with the lingering traces of Andre sent a jolt of lust through him. His tongue darted out, pressing against her soaked folds, and he began lapping at her pussy with unrestrained hunger.

Emma gasped, her head jerking up in surprise. "Oh fuck, honey!... You’re gonna make me cum again," she groaned, her voice thick with lust. She pushed her hips back, grinding her pussy against Steve’s face, her body trembling as his tongue flicked over her sensitive clit.

Andre watched the scene with raised eyebrows, his grin widening. "Damn, man... you are one freaky SOB," he said, his tone laced with surprise and amusement.

Steve ignored him, his focus entirely on Emma. His tongue swept over her swollen clit again, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. He traced the folds of her pussy, lapping up the remnants of her arousal mixed with Andre’s presence. His tongue slipped deeper, exploring her, and Emma’s body quivered with each movement.

"Fuck, Steve... don’t stop," Emma whimpered, her voice breathy and desperate. She reached back, her hand tangling in his hair, and pulled his face harder against her pussy. Steve groaned, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through her as he tongue-fucked her, his face slick with her arousal.

Emma cried out loudly, her body tensing as another orgasm tore through her. Her legs trembled, and her nails dug into the armchair as she ground herself against Steve’s eager tongue, her cries echoing through the room.

Andre chuckled, shaking his head as he watched Emma ride out her release. "Fuck, man, that was something else," he muttered, his voice filled with a mix of admiration and amusement. His dark eyes glinted with a new idea, and a smug smile spread across his face. "Let’s take your slut wife to the bed," he suggested.

Steve looked up, his face flushed and glistening, as Andre continued. "You can be under her, like in a 69 position, while I fuck her. She can suck your dick, and you’ll get a close-up view of her pink pussy being stretched by a black dick." He grinned, his tone dripping with confidence. "You can even lick and suck on her clit while I’m fucking her. That’ll drive her crazy."

The suggestion hung in the air, heavy with possibility. Steve hesitated, the idea sending a jolt of apprehension through him. The thought of being so close to another man’s cock gave him pause, but the appeal of watching his wife so intimately, of being able to amplify her pleasure while she was being taken, was hard to ignore. His mind raced, torn between discomfort and the magnetic pull of the depravity.

Emma, still catching her breath, glanced back at her husband, her blue eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. "Steve..." she murmured, her voice trailing off as if she, too, was considering the possibility.

Despite agreeing to Andre’s suggestion, Steve still felt a wave of reluctance. The thought of being so close to another man’s genitals made his stomach churn with unease. He wasn’t homophobic—he’d never felt any sexual attraction toward another man, and this wasn’t about that. But the physical proximity, the potential contact, was something he had never imagined himself entertaining.

Still, the justification came quickly. This wasn’t about Andre; this was about Emma. His wife was the centerpiece of everything happening. Her pleasure, her submission—it was all tied to his own arousal, no matter how unconventional. The taboo nature of it excited him in ways he hadn’t expected. Besides, he reminded himself, he’d already tasted other men’s cum from her pussy and mouth. This wasn’t so different, was it?

"Okay, let’s do it," Steve said finally, his voice tight but steady.

Andre’s smile was slow and condescending, as if he’d known all along how this would play out. Without missing a beat, he turned to Emma and slapped her ass hard, the sound echoing through the room. "Bitch, get off the chair," he barked, his tone commanding. "I’m going to fuck you on the bed while you suck your hubby’s cock."

Emma stood slowly, her legs still trembling from the intense orgasm she’d just experienced. As she straightened, her dress fell back down, covering her nakedness. Despite her disheveled hair and flushed, messy face, there was still an air of class about her. She looked every bit the elegant, sophisticated wife—except for the unmistakable arousal shining in her eyes.

"Such a beautiful, classy-looking white wife," Andre said crudely, his voice dripping with mockery. "But a dirty black cock whore." His words hit Emma like a jolt, making her cheeks flush a deep crimson. Her shame and arousal mingled in a way that left her breathless.

"Come, baby," Steve said softly, reaching out for her hand. His tone was tender, almost reverent, a stark contrast to Andre’s roughness. He led her to the bedroom, with Andre following closely behind.

When Emma reached to take off her dress, Steve stopped her, his hand gently catching hers. "No," he said firmly. "Keep it on. I like it this way."

Andre chuckled, his grin widening. "Oh, yeah," he added. "Keep your heels on too. Makes you look even sluttier."

Steve laid down on the bed, his cock hard and aching as he stroked himself. Emma climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself above him in a 69 position. Her dress bunched around her waist as Andre pulled it up further, exposing her ass and dripping pussy. He pressed a hand against her lower back, guiding her downward.

Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her pussy closer to his face. His tongue darted out, immediately finding her slick folds and swollen clit. Emma groaned loudly, her body trembling as he lapped at her eagerly. His tongue explored her thoroughly, savoring every taste of her arousal mixed with the remnants of Andre.

"Fuck, Steve," Emma moaned, her hips grinding against his face. Her fingers curled into the sheets as his tongue flicked over her sensitive clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Andre stood behind her, watching intently as Steve lost himself in the act. His dark eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he stroked his cock. "That’s it," he muttered, his voice low and rough. "Lick her good, man. She’s about to get fucked real hard."

The room was thick with tension, the anticipation building as Andre stepped closer. Steve didn’t look up; his focus was entirely on Emma, the taste of her and the sounds of her moans fueling his own arousal. The lines between reluctance and desire blurred further, and Steve gave himself over completely to the moment.

Andre knelt behind Emma, gripping her hips as he lined up his onyx-black shaft with her slick, pink pussy lips. His thick cock throbbed in his hand, glistening with anticipation. As he positioned himself, his low-hanging, hairy nutsack brushed against Steve’s forehead. The coarse skin was still damp with Emma’s saliva, a stark reminder of the depraved scene unfolding between them.

Though Steve had known this was coming, the contact sent a jolt through him. He had never been this close to another man’s genitals before, and the sensation was both shocking and surreal. His instinct was to pull back, but the sight of his wife’s trembling body and the knowledge of her pleasure kept him rooted in place. With a small adjustment, Steve refocused on licking Emma’s swollen clit, the taste of her arousal driving him onward.

Andre rubbed his cockhead up and down her wet slit, coating it with her juices. He teased her entrance, his cockhead pressing gently against her opening before slowly pushing forward. Steve’s eyes widened in fascination as the thick, flared mushroom head breached Emma’s pussy, her pink lips stretching around the girthy shaft. The smooth foreskin pulled back as Andre slid deeper, the contrast between his dark, veiny cock and her delicate, flushed skin utterly mesmerizing.

Emma groaned loudly, her body arching as Andre filled her completely, inch by inch. Her pussy clenched around the invading shaft, pulling him deeper until his heavy, hairy nutsack rested against her pussy lips. She moaned softly, her hips rolling instinctively as her body adjusted to the familiar girth.

With Andre fully inside her, Emma bent forward slightly, taking her husband’s cock back into her mouth. Her lips closed around him, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head as her hips began to move in sync with Andre’s. Steve groaned, the combination of her mouth and the erotic sight of Andre’s cock buried in her pussy almost too much to handle.

Andre began to thrust, slowly at first, building a steady rhythm as his cock moved in and out of her slick heat. His nutsack brushed against Steve’s forehead and nose with each movement, the musky aroma of his genitals filling Steve’s nostrils. The mix of disgust and arousal coursing through him was overwhelming, heightening the surreal intensity of the moment.

Emma’s moans grew louder, each thrust drawing a guttural sound from deep in her throat. She ground her pelvis against her husband’s face, her clit pressing against his tongue as he licked her with increasing urgency. The sensation of Andre’s cock filling her and Steve’s mouth pleasuring her at the same time drove her to the brink.

As Andre’s thrusts grew harder, his pelvis smacked forcefully against Emma’s ass, the wet sounds of their bodies colliding filling the room. With each powerful motion, Emma’s body lunged forward, forcing Steve’s cock deeper into her throat. Reflexively, she pushed back against Andre, her ass meeting his hips with each thrust, ensuring his cock stayed buried inside her.

The relentless back-and-forth motion of Emma’s body between Andre and Steve brought the thick black cock and heavy, hairy balls increasingly close to Steve’s face. Each thrust pushed Andre deeper into Emma’s pussy, and as Steve licked her clit, he found himself unable to avoid brushing against the underside of the invading shaft. His lips, tongue, and even his chin were now making contact with the thick, veiny cock as it plunged in and out of his wife’s slick heat.

At first, the sensation sent a jolt of discomfort through him, but it quickly dissolved into the background of the moment. Steve was too consumed by his singular focus—pleasuring Emma. All he cared about was her moans, the way her body writhed in ecstasy, and the taste of her on his tongue.

Emma’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as Andre’s cock plunged repeatedly into her depths. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, the obscene squelch of her pussy clinging to him with every thrust. Her cries of pleasure echoed off the walls, heightening the charged atmosphere.

Suddenly, Andre pulled back sharply, and his cock popped free from Emma’s pussy with a slick, wet sound. Emma groaned in disappointment, her hips instinctively pushing back in search of him. The dripping shaft, glistening with her juices, fell against Steve’s face, the bulbous cockhead pressing directly against his open lips.

Steve froze, his eyes widening in shock. He looked up at Andre, his mouth still parted in disbelief, as the older man smirked down at him with smug satisfaction.

"Put my dick back in your wife’s cunt," Andre commanded, his tone authoritative and condescending. "The fucking bitch wants it bad."

Steve hesitated for only a moment, his mind reeling. But Emma’s desperate whimper and the heat of the moment left him no room for resistance. As if in a daze, he reached out, his fingers wrapping around the thick, veiny shaft. The warmth and weight of another man’s erection in his hand felt surreal, but Steve pushed through the disorientation. He guided the cockhead to Emma’s entrance, watching as her reddened, swollen pussy lips stretched once again to take it in.

"Good husband," Andre said with a patronizing chuckle, his voice dripping with mock approval. "Passing around your wife so other men can use her as a cum dump."

Andre’s hands gripped Emma’s flared hips tightly, his powerful fingers pressing into her soft skin as he took control again. With a deliberate motion, he thrust the entire length of his cock into her pussy, burying himself to the hilt. Emma gasped sharply, her body arching as the stretch and depth overwhelmed her.

Letting Steve’s cock fall from her mouth, she threw her head back, her golden hair spilling over her shoulders as she groaned. Her back arched, and she pushed her ass back against Andre’s hips, taking him deeper. "Oh... ohhh... fuck... fuck," she mumbled deliriously, her voice slurring as waves of sensation consumed her.

Andre picked up his pace, each thrust harder and more savage than the last. Emma’s fingers dug into Steve’s thighs as she held on for balance, her cries of pain and pleasure mingling with the wet, rhythmic sounds of Andre’s cock driving into her. The impact of his hips against her ass grew louder, the bed creaking beneath them with the force of his movements.

Steve was mesmerized, his eyes fixed on the sight of the thick, glistening black cock sliding almost completely out of Emma’s pussy before plunging back in again. Her pink lips clung to the shaft, stretched impossibly wide as Andre claimed her with every thrust.

Unable to resist, Steve reached for his own cock, stroking himself as he watched the depravity unfold. He leaned forward, his tongue seeking Emma’s clit, but each time he tried to focus, the movement of Andre’s cock brought it into contact with his tongue. The hairy black nutsack swung against his chin, smearing him with Emma’s juices and Andre’s sweat.

The mixture of sensations—arousal, shame, and a strange thrill—left Steve lightheaded. He moaned softly against Emma’s clit, his lips brushing the slick shaft again and again as he tried to keep up with the motion.

"That's it, Steve," Andre growled, his voice ragged with lust. "Lick my cock and balls while I fuck your whore wife." Each word dripped with authority, a sharp edge slicing through the humid air of the room. His large hand tangled in Emma’s golden hair, yanking her head back with a roughness that made her gasp. Her body trembled, every muscle taut as her back arched.

A guttural scream erupted from Emma as a fierce orgasm overtook her, leaving her writhing beneath Andre's relentless thrusts. He didn’t slow, his hips slamming into her with a rhythm so feral it was almost primal. Her cries only spurred him on, her trembling thighs and lewdly gyrating hips a testament to her pleasure—and her submission.

"Fuck, you're squeezing me so tight," Andre snarled, beads of sweat dripping down his muscled frame. He was close, and the tension coiled in his body like a spring about to snap. Emma's second orgasm hit with brutal force, her nails digging into Steve’s thighs as her toes curled against the sheets. Her scream blended with the wet, obscene sound of Andre’s cock plunging into her soaked pussy.

Andre groaned, the sound low and primal, as his cock twitched inside her. With one final, forceful thrust, he buried himself deep, his thick balls pressing against her swollen lips. Steve could feel the heat radiating from Andre’s body, the powerful spasms of his balls as they pulsed against his face, emptying Andre’s seed deep into Emma.

Instinct took over. Without hesitation, Steve opened his mouth and dragged his tongue over the hairy, sweat-slicked curve of Andre’s balls. He sucked them gently at first, then with growing hunger, the musky taste igniting something he didn’t know existed within him.

“Shit—oh fuck! That’s it,” Andre groaned, his voice breaking into a gasp. "Fucking faggot… sucking my balls while I fill your slut wife." His knees buckled slightly as Steve’s mouth worked, the unexpected pleasure pushing him dangerously close to collapse.

Emma, her body still quivering with aftershocks, shifted onto her elbows. Her glazed eyes met her husband’s, her lips parting in a slow, wicked smile. She reached for him, guiding his hard, aching cock into her mouth. The heat and urgency in her movements spoke volumes—she wasn’t done yet.

Steve moaned as Emma’s lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling expertly along the sensitive underside of his shaft. She sucked him with the same fervor Andre had fucked her, her mouth moving in perfect, hungry rhythm.

It didn’t take long. Steve’s whole body tightened as his climax surged forward, his hands tangling in her hair as he groaned loudly. He came hard, spurting into her warm, eager mouth. Emma didn’t flinch, her lips forming a tight seal around him as she swallowed every drop, the salty bitterness fueling her own arousal.

When his release subsided, Steve expected the familiar relief, the gradual softening that always followed. But it didn’t come. Instead, his cock remained achingly hard, pulsing in Emma’s grasp as if refusing to surrender to the moment’s climax. He stared down at himself, confused, almost disoriented, as the realization hit.

Emma pulled back slowly, her lips still glistening with his release. She looked up at him, her breath uneven, her cheeks flushed with the same disbelief he felt. Her fingers slid tentatively along his shaft, testing, as if needing to confirm it was real. “Steve…” she whispered, her voice laced with astonishment. “You’re still… so hard.”

He swallowed, his throat dry. “I don’t… I don’t know how.” The words tumbled out, but they didn’t make sense even to him. This wasn’t normal, wasn’t what his body should be doing, and yet there it was—his cock rigid and throbbing, alive with an intensity he couldn’t explain.

Emma’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile, a glint of curiosity sparking in her eyes. Her thumb brushed over the swollen head of his cock, and he twitched involuntarily, a low groan escaping his lips. “I’ve never seen you like this,” she murmured, her tone a mix of wonder and intrigue. “You’re… insatiable.”

Her words sent a fresh jolt of arousal through him, the heat in his gut coiling tighter. He glanced over at Andre, who was watching them with a satisfied smirk, his dark eyes gleaming with approval. The older man’s hand lazily stroked his still-thick cock, glistening with Emma’s juices, as if inviting them to continue.

For a moment, Steve didn’t know what to feel. The surprise of his body’s reaction warred with a deeper, more primal desire he didn’t fully understand. The boundaries they’d crossed tonight seemed to dissolve entirely, leaving only raw need and a connection so intense it was almost overwhelming.

Emma leaned in, her breath warm against his skin, and kissed the sensitive tip of his cock. “I guess you’re not done yet,” she teased softly, her voice carrying an edge of mischief. “And neither am I.”

Slowly, Andre withdrew his cock from Emma’s pussy, now softening but glistening with a mix of cum and her juices. As he pulled back, the thick, sticky fluid spilled from her, glistening as it trailed down her thighs. Steve didn’t hesitate. His hands gripped her hips firmly, almost possessively, pulling her down toward him.

With a hunger that surprised even himself, he latched onto her swollen, cum-leaking pussy. His tongue plunged deep into her folds, tasting the salty, musky combination of her arousal and Andre’s seed. The sounds he made—groans of pure need—vibrated against her, and Emma cried out, her body jolting at the intensity.

“Oh god… oh god… fuck… baby, yes! Eat me out, clean my pussy,” she moaned, her voice raw and trembling. Her fingers tangled in his hair as she ground herself against his eager mouth, her movements desperate and unrestrained. Steve licked and sucked with abandon, drinking her in, savoring every moment as if it were the only thing keeping him alive.

Emma’s body tensed, her hips bucking uncontrollably as waves of pleasure built within her. The wet sounds of his tongue against her mixed with her gasps and whimpers, creating an intoxicating rhythm. When her orgasm hit, it was explosive. Her back arched, her nails raked across the sheets, and her eyes rolled back as she let out a scream that echoed through the room.

Steve didn’t stop. His mouth continued its relentless assault, pushing her higher, dragging her through the aftershocks and into the edge of overstimulation. Emma writhed, her body trembling violently, each flick of his tongue sending jolts through her.

“Stop, honey… please, stop! I need a break,” she finally begged, her voice cracking with exhaustion and pleasure. Only then did Steve release her, his lips and chin glistening as he looked up at her, his expression one of dazed satisfaction and pride.

Emma collapsed onto the bed beside him, her chest heaving as she fought to catch her breath. Her body quivered with the lingering effects of her climax, and she gave him a weak, grateful smile. “That was… intense,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Andre, still catching his breath himself, watched the scene with wide eyes, a mixture of amazement and amusement crossing his face. Slowly, he pushed himself off the bed, his muscled frame glistening under the dim light. “Damn,” he said, shaking his head. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had. You two are just… unbelievable. I’m completely drained, man.”

Emma chuckled softly, her hand resting on her chest as her breathing began to even out. Steve sat up, glancing at Andre. “The best, huh? You do this often?”

Andre shrugged, grabbing a nearby towel to dab at the sweat on his brow. “Not as often as you’d think. This is only my second time with a couple.” His voice was casual, but the smirk on his face revealed just how much he’d enjoyed the experience.

“Only your second time?” Steve asked, his tone tinged with disbelief as he stood and stretched, his body still humming with adrenaline.

Andre nodded. “Yeah. We’ve picked up plenty of single women or wives flying solo, but couples? That’s rare. There are a lot of people who fantasize about this, but very few actually go through with it.” He paused, looking between Steve and Emma. “You two… you’re something else. Not many are brave enough to let go like this.”

"Wow," Steve muttered, his voice tinged with a mix of disbelief and thoughtfulness. "Chris made it sound like he’d done this plenty of times."

Andre chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that filled the room. “Man, he was bluffing. Just trying to reel you in—and I don’t blame him. Your wife is fucking gorgeous.” His grin widened, and he slipped on his shirt with practiced ease. “And what you did with my balls while I was nutting in her pussy? Damn, that was… something else.”

Steve stiffened, his face flushing red. “Oh, shit. I—I don’t know what came over me,” he stammered, his voice defensive and shaky. “I’m not gay or anything like that.”

Andre raised a brow but kept his tone light. “Relax, man. It’s just sex. Things happen in the heat of the moment.” He clapped Steve on the shoulder with a grin that managed to be both reassuring and wicked. “No complaints here.”

There was a pause as Andre reached into his pocket, fishing out a sleek business card. He held it out casually. “Here’s my contact info. If you guys ever feel like doing this again, hit me up. Hell, I’d love to bring a couple of my friends next time. Your wife…” He let out a low whistle, shaking his head. “She’s one hot bitch, man. Incredible.”

Steve hesitated, glancing at the card before taking it and tucking it into his pocket. His emotions churned—pride, shame, and something else he couldn’t quite name—but he stayed silent as Andre gave a final nod and headed for the door.


Chapter 12

As the door clicked shut, the silence in the room felt heavy. Steve stood there for a moment, letting the reality of the night sink in. Then he bent down, picking up Emma’s cheeky panties from the floor. The fabric felt soft and light in his hands, an almost absurd contrast to the intensity of everything they’d just done.

He walked into the bedroom. Emma was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed and her posture tense. Her golden hair was slightly disheveled, her face flushed in a way that was both shy and satisfied. She glanced up at him, her eyes wide and uncertain, and he saw the faintest flicker of guilt behind them.

Without a word, he held out the panties. “It’s almost check-out time,” he said quietly, his voice subdued. “We should get going.”

Emma nodded, standing up with a nervous energy that made her look younger than her years. “I should take a quick shower,” she said, clutching the panties to her chest. “Just to freshen up and… change clothes. There’s still time—I’ll be quick.”

“There’s no need, Emma,” Steve said softly, his voice full of affection as he stepped closer. “Your dress looks fine… you look fine. Just fix your hair and wash your face. That’s all.” He reached out, wrapping his arms around her in a gentle embrace.

Emma hesitated for a moment before leaning into him, her forehead resting against his chest. “I reek of sex,” she murmured, her tone a mix of embarrassment and self-awareness. “I feel so dirty.”

Steve tilted her chin up, his thumb brushing lightly over her flushed cheek. “Dirty?” he said, a teasing glint in his eyes. “You look beautiful to me.” He kissed her softly, a gesture of reassurance, but when their lips parted, Emma pulled back suddenly, her eyes wide.

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed, covering her mouth. “Your face smells like my pussy!” Her voice rose an octave, caught between shock and laughter.

Steve blinked, then grinned unabashedly. “Kind of like it, actually,” he admitted, his tone playful as he wiggled his eyebrows.

Emma’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of red, and she swatted his chest lightly. “Steve! No, you can’t go home smelling like that!” She groaned, her embarrassment only growing. “Please, wash your face. You’re not walking through the front door like this!”

“Why not?” he teased, leaning closer. “Might be fun to see if anyone notices.”

Her gasp of horror made him laugh, but her pleading expression softened his amusement. “Alright, alright,” he said, raising his hands in mock surrender. “I’ll wash my face. But just so you know—” He leaned in, dropping his voice to a low murmur against her ear. “I’d wear it like a badge of honor if I could.”

Emma shook her head, though she couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at her lips. “You’re impossible,” she muttered, gently pushing him toward the bathroom.

Emma slipped on her panties and disappeared into the bathroom. When she emerged, she was the picture of composed perfection. Her high ponytail accentuated her delicate features, and the subtle touch of makeup gave her a radiant glow. A hint of floral perfume lingered in the air as she stepped into the room, her expression calm, even serene.

Steve’s gaze locked onto her, his eyes dark with lingering hunger. “You look amazing, baby,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. He let his eyes roam over her, the corner of his mouth curling into a teasing smile. “Looking at you, no one would ever guess you were just fucked like a wanton hussy by a black man.”

Emma froze, her cheeks flushing crimson. Her wide eyes darted to him, both shocked and mortified. “Don’t say that, Steve,” she snapped, her voice shaky with a mix of shame and anger. “It sounds so… horrible.” She fidgeted, smoothing her dress over her hips, desperate to avoid his gaze.

Steve shrugged, unbothered by her reaction. “It’s the truth, though,” he said, his voice softer now, tinged with something she couldn’t quite place—admiration, maybe? Pride? He didn’t press further, though, sensing her unease.

Emma clutched her bag and turned toward the door. “Let’s get going,” she said curtly, her tone clipped. “My parents are probably wondering where we are. When I called Mom earlier, I told her we were leaving.” Her voice faltered slightly at the mention of her parents, and a flicker of annoyance crossed her face as a memory surfaced.

“Steve,” she said sharply once they were in the car, her arms folded tightly across her chest, “what made you say those… smutty things about my dad? I know you and he don’t get along, but that was out of line.” Her voice carried a sharp edge, though beneath it, there was something almost fragile. “My father may be a racist and a bigot, but he doesn’t lust after his own daughter.”

Steve gripped the steering wheel, his expression calm but firm. “Come on, sweetheart. You know I’m not just pulling this out of thin air. You’re sharp—you can tell when someone’s checking you out. And your dad?” He glanced at her, his voice steady. “He’s done it. More than once.”

Emma’s lips tightened, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. “Okay, whatever,” she muttered dismissively, though her tone betrayed her unease. “There’s no need to talk about it.”

But the words lingered, pressing uncomfortably against her thoughts. Deep down, she knew she wasn’t completely dismissing what Steve had said—she was denying it, refusing to acknowledge the unsettling possibility. She shifted in her seat, willing herself to focus on anything else.

As the silence settled, a familiar sensation caught her attention. Warmth spread between her thighs, and she shifted again, clenching her legs tightly together. A flush of heat crept up her neck as she realized what was happening. A small trickle of cum had leaked from her pussy, soaking into the gusset of her panties.

Her breath hitched, a tingle racing down her spine as the weight of it hit her—she was going home with another man’s seed still inside her. Not just any man’s seed, but Andre’s, a black man’s potent, virile release. The thought sent a rush of shame and exhilaration coursing through her veins, leaving her both embarrassed and aroused.

Emma swallowed hard, her gaze fixed firmly out the window. She couldn’t let Steve see her reaction, couldn’t let him know how the realization was twisting and knotting inside her. Yet, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t stop the lingering sensation or the conflicted thoughts it brought with it.

The first thing Emma did when they got home was to take a long shower. She stayed under the stream of hot water longer than necessary, as if trying to wash away the lingering sensations of the night. Meanwhile, Steve busied himself with mundane tasks—tidying up the living room, helping the kids with their dinner—anything to distract himself from his thoughts.

The entire day passed in a haze of silence between them. They only spoke when necessary, exchanging brief, detached words about the kids or household matters. The air between them felt thick with unspoken tension, both of them retreating into their own minds.

For Steve, the silence wasn’t just uncomfortable; it was suffocating. His thoughts refused to let him be, looping endlessly around what he’d done. He couldn’t stop replaying the moment—kneeling beneath Andre, his lips wrapping around another man’s cock and testicles, tasting him as Emma writhed above. It was surreal, almost like it had happened to someone else.

But it hadn’t. It was him. He’d done it, willingly. And the fact that he had wanted to, even for a fleeting moment, filled him with a mix of shame and confusion. He hated how it made him feel—exposed, vulnerable, as if something fundamental about himself had shifted and he couldn’t put it back the way it was.

After putting the kids to bed, Emma and Steve prepared for bed themselves. The silence lingered, heavy and awkward, until Steve finally broke it.

“Hey…” His voice was soft, almost hesitant. “I’m sorry about what I said earlier. About your dad. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions like that.” He avoided her gaze, focusing on the way his fingers fidgeted with the hem of his shirt. “I hate how tense things have been between us today.”

Emma sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed. “There’s no need to apologize,” she said quietly. “You were right, Steve. I’ve just been in denial.” Her tone carried a weight of sadness, her shoulders sagging slightly. “But… I need to tell you something. I did something really stupid today.”

Steve looked up, his brows furrowed in concern. “What do you mean?”

Emma hesitated, then launched into the story of what had happened with her father earlier that day. She explained how, after Steve had left to get the kids, she’d started lying to her father, deliberately pushing his buttons, riling him up with provocative insinuations about her and a black man. By the time she finished, tears glistened in her eyes.

“I don’t know what came over me,” she admitted, her voice cracking. “It was like I wanted to see how far I could push him. And god, Steve… he was furious. But he was also… turned on.” She looked away, ashamed. “I’ve ruined our relationship forever. It’s so wrong.”

Steve stared at her, completely taken aback. “Emma… why would you lie to him like that?” His voice was low, his expression a mix of confusion and disbelief.

“I don’t know!” she cried, burying her face in her hands. “I guess I was just curious—curious about how he’d react. And he reacted exactly how I thought he would. Angry, disgusted… but also aroused. God, I could see it in his face. It was horrible.”

The room fell silent, the weight of her confession settling heavily between them. Steve sat down beside her, his mind racing, but Emma spoke again before he could respond.

“What about you?” she asked softly, glancing at him with hesitant eyes. “You’ve been so pensive all day. What’s going on?”

Steve tensed, his gaze dropping to the floor. “It’s nothing,” he said unconvincingly. “Just… so much has happened.”

“Don’t do that, Steve,” Emma pressed gently, placing a hand on his arm. “You know you can tell me anything. Are you regretting what we did last night?”

Steve hesitated, his throat tight. “No, it’s not that,” he said at last, his voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t know how to explain it… I just feel so strange. Weirded out by what I did.”

Emma’s cheeks turned pink, and she looked down at her hands. “You mean… what you did while you were under me? With Andre?” she asked bashfully.

He nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah. I… I can’t stop thinking about it. God, Emma… I licked his cock. I sucked his balls while he was cumming inside you.” His words came out in a rush, his face burning with shame. “And the worst part is… the more I think about it, the more I realize I wanted to do it in that moment. I liked doing it.” He paused, his hands trembling slightly. “I’ve never felt any attraction to another man, but in that moment… I don’t know. It felt right.”

Emma’s eyes widened, her lips parting in astonishment as she processed Steve’s confession. “Oh my god… you did that?” she gasped, her tone laced with disbelief and something else—something darker, more charged.

She looked at him, her cheeks flushed, her breath quickening as she continued, “You know… I found it incredibly hot that you were under me while another man was having sex with me. Licking me… licking his cock while it was plunging inside me.” Her voice grew more animated, trembling with a mix of arousal and shame. “In fact, I actually wished you would suck on his cock and balls.”

Steve’s eyes snapped to hers, startled. “You wished that?” he asked, his voice cracking slightly.

Emma nodded, her face a vivid shade of red. “Yes. I thought about it, Steve. While he was fucking me, I imagined you taking him in your mouth, pleasing him… just like you did. And it made me so… so turned on.” She shuddered, her body trembling as she hugged herself tightly. “Shit, I’m so twisted. We’re so twisted. So deviant.”

Her words spilled out in a rush, her voice a mixture of excitement and disbelief. She reached for him, wrapping her arms around his waist and burying her face in his chest. “What is wrong with us?” she murmured, her voice muffled against him. Her body quaked as she held him, her vulnerability laid bare.

Steve hugged her back, his own body tense but slowly relaxing into hers. “Yes, we are,” he admitted quietly, his voice low and steady. There was no denial, no attempt to argue against her words. Instead, he held her tighter, their shared admission forming an unspoken bond.

As they held each other, Emma’s hand slid down Steve’s back, her touch soft and lingering. Slowly, her fingers found their way to the front of his boxers, brushing over the unmistakable hardness straining against the fabric. She pulled back slightly, just enough to look up at him, her lips curving into a teasing smile.

“Confused, huh?” she said, her voice light but laced with mischief. Her fingers gently traced the outline of his cock, eliciting a small, involuntary twitch from him. “Doesn’t feel like you’re that confused.”

Steve groaned softly, his cheeks flushing. “Emma…” he murmured, his voice heavy with both embarrassment and amusement. “You’re not making this easier.”

She laughed quietly, a sound that carried warmth and affection. “I’m just saying,” she teased, her fingers giving a playful squeeze before she pulled her hand away. “Your body seems to know exactly what it wants, even if your brain’s still catching up.”

Steve shook his head, smiling despite himself. “You’re impossible, you know that?” he said, his tone tinged with fondness.

“Maybe,” she replied, her eyes sparkling with a mix of love and exhaustion. She sighed, leaning her forehead against his chest. “But as much as I’d love to keep teasing you… I’m wiped out. Between the day and last night, I don’t think I have the energy for anything else right now.”

Steve exhaled, his arms still wrapped around her. “Yeah,” he admitted, his voice soft. “Me too. It’s been… a lot.”

They pulled apart, but only enough to climb into bed together. Emma nestled against him, her body warm and comforting in the quiet of the room. Steve ran his fingers through her hair, his mind finally beginning to quiet as the day’s events faded into the background.

“Goodnight, Steve,” Emma murmured sleepily, her voice barely audible.

“Goodnight, Emma,” he replied, his words tender as he kissed the top of her head.

As they drifted off, their bodies entwined, an unspoken understanding passed between them. Whatever tomorrow brought, they would face it together.
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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.

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

Submission: A Couple's Brutal Journey Into Big Black Submission

For a second I started to think back, wondering how we got to this point. Back on the balcony, the cool night air washing over us. The city lights twinkled below, but the scene was anything but peaceful. My wife Kelly was bent over the railing, her body trembling as Leon powerful black body crashed into her from behind. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and powerful as Kelly’s moans echoed softly in the night air, her fingers digging into the railing for support.

And beside her, I was in the same position, bent over the railing as Venice pounded me from behind. Her strap-on filled me completely, each thrust sending shivers of discomfort and shame through me. My hands gripped the railing, knuckles white as I tried to steady myself, but there was no escaping the feeling of her inside me.

Kelly’s hand slipped into mine, our fingers intertwining as we both moaned, our bodies trembling with the rhythm of the fucking. In that moment, as humiliating as it was, I turned my head slightly and caught her gaze. She mouthed the words softly, her lips forming the shape I knew so well: I love you.

I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding in my chest. “I love you too,” I mouthed back.
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