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The Confession

I never imagined I would be writing this, let alone living it. A month ago, the thought of being intimate with anyone other than my husband would have been unthinkable. Yet here I am, recounting an experience that not only changed the way I see myself, but also shattered the boundaries of what I thought marriage meant. To my shock, it wasn’t just Rob’s idea—it was his desire. And even more surprising? How easily I surrendered to the moment, how eagerly I embraced the forbidden. I let go of every inhibition, each breathless, wanton decision pulling me deeper into an experience that electrified both of us.

My name is Gemma, and I’m thirty-one, a woman who’s always had control over her life—or at least, I thought I did. I’m tall enough to stand out in a crowd, with a body that seems to invite attention whether I like it or not. Men look, and I know why. Sure, I have a list of imperfections tucked away in my mind, but when it comes to what counts—the kind of things that linger in a lover’s memory—I’ve been blessed. My legs are long, firm, sculpted from hours spent at the gym, my breasts full and high, my hips round, and my bum taut beneath soft curves. And then there’s my face, framed by a smile that Rob insists can melt even the hardest heart. My lips, full and just slightly pouty, turn strikingly seductive with a swipe of red lipstick.

But it’s more than just looks. According to Rob, it’s the way my pussy responds to him—the way it tightens around him, the way it pulses with every thrust, the way it grips like I’m made for him. He loves the way I feel, swears I’m the tightest he’s ever had. He tells me it’s perfect, that no one else could ever compare. And honestly? I’ve learned to believe him. The way he groans my name when I’m wrapped around him, the way he loses control when he’s inside me—that says more than words ever could.

So there I was—a respectable woman, married to a successful man, living in what most would call a perfect life. Our marriage was full of intimacy, love, and more than enough sex to keep things exciting. That’s why, when Rob casually asked if I’d ever thought about being with another man, it felt like a slap in the face. The anger surged up instantly, white-hot and sharp. My mind raced with questions, but the one that screamed the loudest was Why?

At that moment, all I could see in his question was an accusation—a challenge to my fidelity, which had been nothing short of flawless in the four years we’d been married.

“No way!” I snapped, rolling away from him in bed, the sheets twisting between us. “I can’t believe you’d even ask me that. You know I love you, and I’ve been nothing but faithful. How could you think otherwise?”

My voice shook, not with guilt, but with disbelief. The very idea of another man had never crossed my mind, despite the constant opportunities I had while working as a conference organizer. Traveling to different cities, staying in hotels filled with strangers—yes, there had been offers, subtle flirtations, lingering glances from men who clearly wouldn’t have minded if things went further. But none of that had ever tempted me. The idea of betraying Rob, of letting someone else into the space we had built together, felt unthinkable.

And yet, there I was—angry, yes—but also...curious. Why would he ask that? What was going on in his head?

"I'm sorry, Gemma," Rob said softly, his voice laced with regret. "I really didn’t mean it the way it came out. I know it’s always been just us. I trust you completely, and I love you more than anything."

I stayed silent, the heat of my anger still simmering, but now it was mingled with confusion. His words had cut deeper than I wanted to admit, and the apology, sincere as it was, didn’t instantly mend that wound. I lay there, listening to the rhythmic rise and fall of his breath, knowing he was awake, just like me.

After what felt like an eternity, I finally spoke. "Then why did you ask me?"

Rob shifted behind me, pulling me into him, his chest pressing against my back as he wrapped his arm around my waist. His touch was warm and familiar, a balm to the lingering tension between us. Despite everything, I felt a sense of comfort with his closeness—it was never good to go to bed with unresolved anger.

He nuzzled into the curve of my neck, his lips brushing my skin with the lightest kiss. His hand moved over me, resting on my breast, the gesture tender and soothing. "Do you remember the other night?" he murmured, his breath warm against my ear. "When I woke you up in the middle of the night, and we made love like we hadn’t in years?"

I couldn’t help but smile, despite myself. "Yes, you horny bastard. I was exhausted the next day."

That night had been something else—Rob had been wild, almost frantic with desire. It had reminded me of the early days of our marriage, when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. His passion had ignited something primal in me, something I couldn’t resist.

"I didn’t mind it," I added, my tone softening. "You were... incredible."

"Did you wonder what made me so horny?" he asked, his voice low, almost conspiratorial now.

I hadn’t. At the time, I’d been too wrapped up in the heat of the moment to question it. But now, the curiosity flickered to life, making my pulse quicken. "No. But I am now... Are you going to tell me?"

"Maybe..." Rob’s lips grazed my neck again, this time lingering, his hand slowly sliding down my body, fingertips tracing the curve of my waist before gliding across my thighs. His cock twitched against the soft curve of my bum, and I could feel his arousal building, just like mine.

My breath hitched as his hand moved lower, his touch teasing, but I was no longer content with silence. "Tell me what made you so horny," I whispered, my voice husky, the anticipation building between us like a charged current.

Rob’s hand slipped between my thighs, his touch gentle yet deliberate. As I parted my legs, giving him access, I could feel the heat building between us. His fingers glided over my slick folds, and when he found my clit, a soft stroke sent a surge of electricity through my entire body. I melted into his embrace, the warmth of his chest against my back grounding me as pleasure began to swirl in my core.

"Just listen, darling," he murmured, his voice low and soothing, though I could hear the tension beneath it. "Please, don’t be angry. I had this dream... a dream that you were away at a conference and you fucked another man. Then you came home and told me every detail."

His fingers moved with more purpose now, gathering the wetness between my legs to slick his teasing strokes. The confession both shocked and aroused me, and the quickening pace of his touch made it hard to focus on anything other than the pulsing ache building deep inside me.

"I woke up with the biggest hard-on, just like the one I’m getting right now," he added, his breath hot against my neck.

I could feel him pressing against me from behind, his cock thickening and stiffening rapidly, the heat of it burning through the thin barrier of fabric. As it nestled between my legs, I arched my back instinctively, inviting him closer, craving that connection.

"Weren’t you jealous? Angry?" I managed to ask, though my mind was already clouded with desire.

His hips rocked slightly, his hard length rubbing along the slick folds of my pussy. "At first, yeah," he admitted, his voice rough with arousal. "I woke up feeling jealous, confused. But then... I realized it was just a dream. And instead of anger, all I felt was this insane heat. It was like a fantasy—dirty and forbidden—and I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I had to have you, right then and there."

I was stunned. The thought of my husband being turned on by such an idea... It stirred something deep within me, a mixture of disbelief and arousal. Rob was fully rigid now, the pressure of his cock sliding back and forth against my pussy, each movement making me more breathless. His fingers never stopped their slow, teasing dance over my clit, and I was quickly losing myself to the sensation, to him.

My breath came faster, matching his, and I arched my back further, offering him more. Every stroke, every touch seemed to light a fire in me, and I could feel my body responding, as turned on as he was.

"Are you thinking about it again?" I asked, my voice a breathless whisper, feeling the tension radiating from him.

"Yes, Gemma," Rob admitted, his voice thick with desire. "I can't get it out of my head. Please... don't be mad."

Before I could respond, his cock found its way to my entrance, and he pushed slowly inside me, just a few inches at first. The sensation sent a wave of pleasure through me, and any trace of anger or confusion melted away. I was too consumed by the heat between us to care.

"I'm not mad," I breathed, arching into him, craving more. "Not if it makes you want me like this. There’s no harm in dirty fantasies, right?"

"I'm so glad you're not upset, darling," Rob murmured against my neck, his voice trembling with relief and arousal.

He started to move, his thrusts growing deeper, more deliberate, driving further inside me with every stroke. His cock felt incredible, filling me perfectly, and with his fingers still expertly teasing my clit, I was already teetering on the edge of release. My body responded to him instinctively, every nerve alight with pleasure.

As the rhythm of his thrusts increased, my mind began to wander—back to those men who had made passes at me at conferences. The glances, the suggestive comments... Suddenly, I found myself wondering which one Rob had imagined in his fantasy. The thought made my pulse quicken, and before I realized it, I was playing along.

"Oh, Gemma," Rob groaned, his voice hoarse with need. "Imagining you with another guy... it's so fucking hot!"

His words, his confession, stirred something inside me. The idea should have shocked me, but instead, it fueled the fire that was already burning out of control. I moaned, caught up in the moment, letting the fantasy take over.

"I'm sorry, darling," I gasped, pushing back against him, feeling his cock slide deeper. "I couldn’t help myself. I know I shouldn’t have done it..." My voice trailed off as the pleasure built, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

"Was it good, Gemma?" Rob's voice was thick with arousal, his thrusts faster now, more urgent. "Did he fuck you well?"

"His cock was so hard," I moaned, the words tumbling out in a mix of truth and fantasy. "Just like yours, darling. He made me cum twice before he came inside me... I loved every second of it!"

Rob groaned deeply, his hips slamming into mine as he drove his full length into me, and it was all I needed. The orgasm crashed over me, more intense than I had felt in ages, leaving me breathless and trembling as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through me. I moaned loudly, my body tightening around him as I lost myself completely in the moment.

Rob rolled me onto my stomach, his hands gripping my hips as he pulled me up onto my knees. He positioned himself behind me, his cock hard and ready, sliding between my wet folds with an ease that made me shudder.

"I can feel his hot cum inside you," he groaned, thrusting into me deeply. "You’re so wet."

"Yes," I whispered, playing along with the fantasy, shocked at how much this dirty talk was exciting me too. "He came so much..."

Rob’s grip on my hips tightened, and his thrusts became harder, more possessive. "I love fucking your used pussy," he growled, his voice thick with lust.

"Good," I moaned, pushing back against him, my body responding eagerly to every word, every movement. "Because I loved being fucked by another man."

"Oh, Gemma," Rob gasped, his pace quickening, his cock plunging deeper into me with every thrust. "You’re such a sexy slut. I love you... I want you to fuck as many men as you want. Just bring me home their cum in your hot, dirty pussy."

His filthy words sent a shockwave through me, both surprising and arousing me in ways I hadn’t anticipated. My mind was spinning, and I couldn’t believe how much this was turning me on.

"I will," I moaned breathlessly, my body tensing with the approach of another orgasm. "I’ll bring you home a dirty, cum-filled pussy."

"I’m cumming..." Rob groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I’m going to add my cum to his!"

The moment I felt his cock twitch and spasm inside me, it triggered my own release. My second orgasm of the night tore through me, sending me into a whirlwind of sensation as I imagined strange cocks unloading into me, filling me with their cum.

I collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air, my body trembling from the intensity. But Rob wasn’t finished. To my surprise, he flipped me onto my back, spreading my legs wide as his face descended between my thighs. His mouth found my swollen, sensitive pussy, and the moment his tongue touched me, I was sent rocketing back into another wave of pleasure.

I couldn’t believe it—Rob had never done this after he came, but now, his tongue was relentless, licking and sucking at me with a hunger that matched his filthy words. His fantasy was now mine, and I was completely immersed in it.

"Can you taste his cum?" I breathed, barely able to form the words.

Rob’s only response was a deep, satisfied moan as he continued to lap at me, sending me over the edge yet again. My body convulsed, and I had to push him away when it became too much—too sensitive.

But Rob wasn’t done. He moved up over me, his cock already hard again, brushing against my entrance.

"I want you again," he whispered, capturing my lips in a deep, heated kiss. I could taste myself on him, mixed with his cum, and it sent another rush of excitement through me as he slid back inside me. I let out a long, slow moan, my body aching with the need for more.

His pace was slower this time, more deliberate, as he gazed into my eyes with a look of pure adoration. "Thank you," he murmured, his voice softer now. "Thank you for not being angry at my fantasy."

"How could I be?" I gasped, my body still trembling with aftershocks. "It was so hot for me too."

"Thank you for not being angry that I fucked another guy in my fantasy," I added with a teasing smile, still caught up in the heat of the moment.

"Oh, Gemma," Rob groaned, his breath hot against my ear. "I will never be angry if you do."

His words hung in the air, the weight of them making my pulse quicken. "Then I will, Rob," I whispered, surprising even myself with how much I meant it in that moment. "I’ll fuck another man, if that’s what you want."

Rob's groan deepened, his thrusts becoming more frantic. "Yes... I would love that," he gasped, and I felt him tense as his cum surged into me, hot and thick, filling me once again.

We collapsed into each other’s arms, exhausted and panting, the intensity of what had just happened leaving us both speechless. The room was quiet except for the sound of our ragged breathing, and neither of us said a word for a long while. The night had been so unexpected, so raw, and I could feel the weight of it settling into me.

Eventually, Rob broke the silence. "I guess it’s okay to bring fantasies into the bedroom," he said softly, his voice a mix of relief and contentment.

"Yes, darling, it is," I whispered, still basking in the closeness we shared. "And I really do love you." My heart swelled with emotion, and in that moment, I felt more in love with him than ever before. "And if you think you can handle it, maybe one day we’ll turn a few of those fantasies into reality."

Rob kissed me tenderly, his lips soft against mine. "I think I could handle that, lover," he murmured, a playful smile tugging at his lips.

That night, we slept like the dead, wrapped up in each other, the weight of our words and fantasies lingering in the air.


The Morning After

The next morning, we lay in bed, holding hands, wrapped in the quiet of the aftermath. There was a strange, uneasy silence between us, a heaviness that neither of us quite knew how to address. Had we gone too far last night? I could feel the tension lingering, the weight of the words and fantasies we had shared. My heart raced as I replayed the night in my mind, and I had to admit—to myself, at least—that I was now contemplating the meaning behind what I’d said.

The idea of fucking another man, the way it had slipped from my lips in the heat of the moment... it still left a trail of heat between my legs, and I couldn’t shake the thought. Was that really what Rob wanted? Did I want it? The questions swirled in my mind, and eventually, I broke the silence.

"Last night was intense," I murmured, my voice breaking the stillness. "I can’t believe how turned on I got from all that dirty talk."

Rob turned his head toward me, a slow grin spreading across his face. "Feel my cock now," he said, his voice thick with desire.

My hand slid down beneath the sheets, and sure enough, I found him hard and ready. His cock felt like steel, hotter than ever before. "You turned me on so much last night, Gemma," he whispered, "when you played along with my fantasy."

I hesitated for a moment, biting my lip as my fingers wrapped around him. "Is it just a fantasy, Rob? Or is it something you really want?"

He let out a slow breath, his brow furrowing slightly. "I don’t know, darling. There’s something about it... the jealousy. It’s part of what turns me on. It feels... wrong but hot at the same time."

I smiled softly, leaning in to kiss him. "Well, let’s keep it as a fantasy for now. We don’t need to rush into anything." With that, I climbed on top of him, guiding his hard cock into my pussy, pushing down slowly until I took his full length inside me. Neither of us spoke; we didn’t need to. The air was thick with unspoken thoughts, each of us lost in our own dirty imaginings as we fucked, our bodies moving together in a shared rhythm. It didn’t take long before we were both cumming hard, the intensity of the night before still lingering in our minds.

The following weeks passed uneventfully, but we revisited Rob’s fantasy often. Every time we did, it led to incredible sex. I found myself becoming more comfortable with the dirty talk, the way it made both of us wild for each other. The initial shock I’d felt about my husband’s desires had faded, and the idea of me with another man started to take root in my own thoughts. I couldn’t help but notice men in a different way, wondering if it was something that could ever truly happen.

Then came the time for my next conference. This one was close—just over an hour’s drive—but the long hours of work, the dinners, and drinks with clients made it easier for me to stay over rather than drive home every night. As the conference approached, I couldn’t help but wonder... would this be the time that Rob’s fantasy might start to seep into reality?

The night before I was set to leave for the conference, Rob and I lay in bed, the weight of unspoken thoughts pressing down on us. Inevitably, the conversation turned to his fantasy. Now, with the reality of the situation before us, the question lingered, unspoken yet present, between us.

"What if I really did find another man at the conference and decided to fuck him?" I asked, expecting that Rob might back down now that the fantasy could actually become real. But his answer was far from what I expected—his tone was intense, filled with a raw honesty that made my pulse quicken.

"I’d like it to happen," he said slowly, his voice steady. "But only if we agree on some rules, and it’s a mutual decision. I don’t want to lose you, Gemma, not ever. But deep down, I know I want you to enjoy other men as part of our sex life."

His words hung in the air, heavy and charged with emotion. There was a long silence as I absorbed what he’d said, my mind racing with a mix of excitement, nervousness, and something I couldn’t quite name. I turned to him, kissing him softly, then looked into the eyes of the man I loved, and asked quietly, "What are the rules?"

Rob held my gaze, his expression serious but filled with love. "First, you let me know in advance if it’s going to happen. You tell me where you are so I can come to you if you need me. If it does happen, you share all the details with me afterward—everything. And finally," he paused, his voice lowering, "if possible, you make love to me next, with his cum still inside you."

His words sent a shockwave through me, igniting something primal and thrilling deep inside. He kissed me again, his lips gentle, and whispered, "I love you, Gemma."

"I like the rules," I said, my heart pounding in my chest. "And I agree." I hesitated, feeling the need to clarify. "No promises that it will happen, Rob. Don’t get your hopes up. I don’t want to feel pressured, and if it happens, it’ll be because I want it to, not because I feel like I have to."

"Of course, darling," he murmured, his hand brushing my cheek. "Let’s add that as a rule—no obligation. It only happens by mutual consent, with nothing hidden or behind the other’s back."

"Deal," I whispered, smiling at him as I kissed him again, my body already buzzing with anticipation. A shiver of excitement ran through me, my pussy already aching with the idea of what might happen. The thought of leaving the next day, knowing I had ‘permission’ to explore something so forbidden, was turning me on more than I expected.

"Now," I whispered against his lips, my breath hot and shaky, "fuck your wife, Rob, because the next time you do, I might have someone else’s cum inside me."

Rob didn’t need to be told twice. He practically leapt on top of me, his hands rough and urgent as he pushed me back into the bed. His cock was rock hard, and when he entered me, it was with a raw, desperate need that mirrored my own. The room filled with the sounds of our frantic movements, the slap of skin on skin, and the low, breathless moans escaping from both of us.

It didn’t take long before we were both cumming hard, lost in the intensity of the moment, riding the edge of the fantasy that now hung over us like a tantalizing promise.


Leaving

I left early the next morning, the anticipation of the day ahead mingling with the quiet hum of the car as I drove down to the conference venue. The first day was always busy with setup—checking everything, making sure all the details were in place—so I threw myself into the work. By the time delegates started to arrive in the evening, I was already exhausted. There was nothing particularly eventful, just the usual hiccups with flight delays and last-minute arrivals.

By 10:45 PM, I was in my hotel room, drained and ready to collapse. I called Rob, and we chatted casually about the day, catching up on the mundane details of work. There was no mention of our naughty agreement, no lingering tension from the night before. It felt oddly normal, as if the weight of our conversation had been left behind. Soon, I drifted off to sleep, the thoughts of our fantasy fading away, at least for the moment.

The next day, however, proved to be a little more tedious. The conference was focused on engineering and scientific topics, which held no particular interest for me, so I spent most of my time lingering by the coffee station. The attendees, mostly men—probably 90% of the 300 or so delegates—moved in and out of the sessions, stopping for coffee or a break, some making brief small talk with me as they passed.

I’d dressed smartly, as always, in a dark blue skirt that skimmed just above my knees and a silver-grey blouse that gave a teasing hint of cleavage. My breasts have always been one of my best assets, and I like to show off just enough to catch a few appreciative glances. The soft curve of my cleavage, framed by the fabric, always seemed to draw the eyes of men—something I was more aware of now, especially after the conversation with Rob. My legs, long and toned, were on full display, though I’d chosen sensible heels to get through the day without pain.

One delegate, in particular, caught my attention. He came out a few times during the day, each time making his way over to engage me in casual conversation. He was polite, well-dressed, and had a confidence about him that piqued my interest. His glances lingered a little longer than the other men’s, and I found myself wondering if he liked what he saw—if he noticed the subtle way I shifted my stance to show off my legs, or how his eyes flickered when he caught a glimpse of my cleavage.

I couldn’t deny it—I was enjoying the attention. It stirred something inside me, a quiet thrill that sat just beneath the surface, the remnants of Rob’s fantasy starting to creep back into my thoughts.

The rest of the day passed uneventfully. I busied myself with organizing the logistics, helping a few delegates sort out minor issues, and fixing a mix-up in the breakout room schedule. It was all routine, the kind of work I’d done countless times before. But there was something different about today—an awareness, a curiosity that hadn’t been there before. I couldn’t stop thinking about the man who kept coming back to talk to me... and what it might mean.

That evening, there was a cocktail reception, the usual mix of delegates and drinks creating a more relaxed, sociable atmosphere. As I mingled, I found myself drifting toward John, the man I’d been speaking with earlier. He introduced himself more formally this time, and I learned he was married too. At first, our conversation was light and friendly, with no overt signs of flirtation. But as the evening wore on and the drinks flowed, I could feel a shift in the air between us. His glances became longer, his tone more intimate. It was clear that he was interested in me.

"You must see all sorts of things happen at conferences," John remarked, his voice casual but carrying a certain weight.

I raised an eyebrow, wondering where this was heading. "I suppose so," I said, keeping my tone neutral, though my curiosity was piqued.

"I mean," he continued, "don’t you see a lot of people getting up to mischief when they’re away from home?"

I smiled, recognizing the veiled question. "Oh yes, that’s always happening," I replied, taking a sip of my drink, feeling the warmth of the alcohol seep through me.

John's gaze lingered on me, and then he leaned in slightly, his tone more direct. "Has it ever happened to you?"

The question caught me off guard, and I felt a flush rise to my cheeks. I met his eyes, trying to keep my composure. "No," I said, pausing for effect. "Not so far."

He smiled, the corner of his mouth lifting in a way that sent a flutter through my stomach. "Well, maybe it will one day."

There was no mistaking his meaning now. John was testing me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he could be the one—the one to make Rob’s fantasy real, the one to indulge this wild, growing desire that had been gnawing at me since our conversation.

I felt my pulse quicken as I took another sip of my drink, buying myself time. But despite the heat building inside me, I wasn’t ready to dive in just yet. "It won’t be tonight, that’s for sure," I said, offering a smile that felt more confident than I actually felt. "I’ve still got some preparation to finish for tomorrow."

John’s eyes twinkled with a knowing look, as if he could sense the thoughts gathering in my mind. "Let’s see what tomorrow brings, then," he said with a playful smile. "Hopefully, you’ll let me enjoy your company after the last-night dinner?"

"I’m sure I’ll see you at the bar, John," I replied, keeping my tone light and non-committal, though my mind was racing. "The last night is always easier for me to relax."

"To relaxation," John said, raising his glass. We clinked glasses, the moment lingering between us. "I look forward to tomorrow evening, Gemma."

"I do too, John," I said, smiling just enough to let him know I liked him. "Good night."

With that, we parted ways. I did a quick check of the remaining guests, making sure everything was in order before excusing myself and rushing back to my room. My heart was racing, my thoughts a blur as I tried to process the evening.

Once in my room, I wasted no time. I stripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash away the tension of the day. But even as the steam rose around me, I couldn’t stop thinking about John—and what tomorrow might bring.

I slid into bed, warm and naked, and reached for my phone. I had to call Rob. My heart pounded as I dialed his number, wondering how much of the night’s events I would share... and how much I would keep to myself for now.

"Hello, sweetheart," Rob’s voice came through the phone, warm and familiar. "How’s the conference going?"

"It’s going well," I replied, my tone playful. "And I’ve got some news for you. Want to hear it?"

"Of course! Tell me everything," he said, eager but already curious.

I couldn’t help but grin to myself, knowing I was about to rattle him a little. "It’s nothing too exciting... at least, not compared to your little fantasy. So don’t get your hopes up."

"I don’t care," he said, his voice tightening with anticipation. "Just tell me your news."

I let the silence hang for a moment, savoring it before I dropped the bombshell. "Well... I... met a man that I like."

I heard him inhale sharply, the tension palpable even through the phone.

"And," I added, my voice soft and a little mischievous, "he likes me too. He suggested we meet up for a drink tomorrow night."

The silence stretched for a beat before Rob’s voice, now trembling slightly, broke through. "Did you... agree to have a drink with him?"

"Not exactly," I replied, teasing him with my tone, "but I could if you’d like me to. He’s very attractive, and I enjoyed his company. The thing is... I’m pretty sure he wants more than just a drink, Rob."

By now, I could hear his breathing quicken on the other end of the line.

"That’s so exciting," Rob said, his voice thick with desire. "What are you going to do?"

"I don’t know, love," I whispered, my fingers already finding their way between my legs, feeling the heat building inside me. "What do you think I should do? I’m just worried that if I go for a drink with John, things might go a little... further."

"Would you want it to go further with him?" Rob asked, his voice trembling with arousal.

"I’m touching myself right now, imagining what could happen..." I admitted, my voice barely above a moan.

There was a brief silence on the line, and then I heard Rob’s breath hitch.

"I’ve got my cock out now," he murmured, his voice low and urgent. "You’re turning me on so much."

"How much would it turn you on if I went out with John?" I asked, my fingers moving faster as I pictured the scenario unfolding in my mind.

"It would drive me wild! Just talking about it is making me crazy. Do you think you could really have sex with him?"

"You know the rules, babe," I said, groaning softly as the pleasure built inside me. "If I let you know in advance and we agree, then it’s okay for me to fuck another man." My voice trembled as I added, "I promise to let you know beforehand."

"Oh god, that’s so hot," Rob moaned. "I love it when you tease me like this. If you keep going, I’m going to cum!"

"Hold on," I panted, "I’ve got an idea I think you’ll like, but there’s one condition—you can’t cum until I’m done explaining it to you, and then we cum together over the phone. Deal?"

"I agree, love. Please, tell me your idea!" Rob’s voice was thick with anticipation, and I could feel his desire through the phone, pushing me even closer to the edge.

I took a deep breath, preparing to share my wicked plan with him as the tension built between us.

"I want you to drive down here tomorrow evening," I said, my voice thick with anticipation. "I’ll leave a key to my room for you at reception. At around 9:00 PM, go to the bar and wait. I’ll either come to the bar with John, or if he’s not interested, I’ll hang around and see if any of the other men want to pick me up."

Rob’s breathing was already heavy, but I could hear it quicken at my words.

"The most important thing," I continued, "is that no one can know you’re my husband. I’d love for you to be there, watching me talk to a man I might choose to fuck. That way, if I want him, you’ll be able to agree in real-time. We can text each other or find a discreet way to talk."

By now, Rob was moaning almost constantly, and I could feel the high building in my body as well.

"Then," I added, my voice dropping lower, "when I go off with whoever I choose, you can head up to the room and wait for me. That way, I’ll bring a freshly fucked pussy back to you, and we can share the experience together. You can even taste his cum inside me if you want."

"Oh god, love," Rob groaned, his voice almost desperate now. "I’ll be there tomorrow night. I love this plan."

"Good," I whispered, feeling the tension coil tighter inside me. "Now you can cum, imagining me walking off with another man, someone you’ve agreed to let me fuck."

"Oh yes," Rob gasped, his voice shaking with arousal. "I want you to fuck him..." His words trailed off as I heard him grunt, the sounds of his release triggering my own. I moaned, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over me as we both came together over the phone. Our first-ever phone sex, and it was incredible.

After we both calmed down, we talked more, going over the details. I gave Rob my room number and we discussed exactly how the evening would unfold.

"I can’t believe we’re actually going to do this," I finally said, a mix of excitement and disbelief in my voice. "I’m so excited now that it’s really going to happen."

"You’re amazing," Rob said softly, his voice full of admiration. "I love you so much for agreeing to this."

"It’s for both of us, love," I whispered, my heart racing. "I want it too. Just promise me one thing... don’t jerk off too much tonight. I need you to save some cum so you can fuck me with another man’s cum still inside me."

We said our goodnights and I was so horny. I had to make myself cum three more times before I could go to sleep. I'm sure Rob must have jerked himself raw!


Winding Down?

The final day of the conference was a blur of nerves and anticipation. Every time I saw John, it felt like his eyes were on me, watching, waiting. I tried to remain calm, to play it cool, avoiding any obvious signs that I was interested. I wanted to make him work for it, to see if he was truly enthusiastic about what might happen. If this was going to be real, I needed him to want it as much as I did.

But on the inside, I was a wreck. My stomach was in knots, and my pussy was drenched with anticipation, making it almost impossible to focus. By mid-afternoon, I had no choice but to slip back to my room and change my panties, which were soaked from the steady stream of arousal I’d been feeling all day. While I was there, I couldn’t resist the urge to slip my fingers between my legs, fingering myself to a couple of quick, intense orgasms that helped steady my nerves—at least temporarily.

By the evening, I had transformed. I slipped into a tight, short black dress that hugged every curve, paired with tall black heels that made my legs look endless. As I joined the delegates for pre-dinner drinks, I could feel the eyes of dozens of men on me, their desire almost palpable. I ran into John, and his gaze lingered as he complimented how I looked. I could feel the heat between us building, and for a moment, I almost gave in right then and there—I was that turned on.

I made sure to sit at a table away from John during the formal dinner. Since I was in charge of seating arrangements, it wasn’t hard to manage, but I kept him in my line of sight, our eyes meeting occasionally across the room. Every glance was a promise, a silent suggestion of what could happen later that night. By the time the speeches droned on and the evening wore on, I knew I had John exactly where I wanted him. I was in control now, the one calling the shots.

By 9:20 PM, we made our way into the bar, and John was right beside me. I immediately spotted Rob at the far end, sitting casually but with a knowing look in his eyes. This was it. The moment of truth. I had to decide—was tonight going to be the night I became a hot wife? I knew Rob would agree, the unspoken tension between us making it clear that he was ready.

John touched my arm as we found a spot halfway along the bar. His touch sent an electric jolt through me, and it took everything I had not to react too obviously. I positioned myself carefully so I could see Rob from where we sat, though it wouldn’t be obvious to John. Rob had a full view of us, and I could feel his eyes on me, watching, waiting.

John ordered drinks, and we settled into easy conversation. We talked about the conference, his work, our shared interests, all while the sexual tension between us continued to rise. Every so often, John’s hand would graze my arm or fingers, and I did the same, our touches growing more frequent, more deliberate. The chemistry between us was undeniable, and I could feel the pull of the moment dragging me closer to the decision I had to make.

My body was buzzing, caught between John’s presence and Rob’s silent approval from across the bar. The power of it, the sheer excitement of what might happen next, was intoxicating.

John could sense I was getting interested, his confidence growing with every exchange. He leaned in a little closer, his eyes flicking over me as he complimented me again, this time with a little more heat in his voice. "You look hot tonight, Gemma."

If only he knew how hot I was between my legs, I thought, trying not to let the thrill show too easily.

"So... is tonight the night, Gemma?" John asked, his tone playful but filled with intent.

I gave him an innocent look, playing dumb. "The night for what, John?" I asked, locking eyes with him.

"The night you let being away from home lead you into a little mischief," he said, a sly smile tugging at his lips. "You told me it happens all the time at conferences."

I raised an eyebrow, feigning shock. "Are you making a pass at a married woman, John?"

"I’m making a pass at you, Gemma," he said confidently, his gaze never wavering. "Because you’re beautiful, sexy, and incredibly hot. I can’t think of anything better than making love to you tonight. If you’ll let me."

He had me hooked from the moment we started talking, but I wasn’t ready to give in just yet. I could see Rob out of the corner of my eye, shifting on his barstool, his arousal almost palpable even from across the room. I knew he had a massive hard-on, watching his wife flirt with another man.

"I’ve never done anything like that before, John," I said, my voice soft and teasing. "I find you attractive, but... I really shouldn’t. I’m married. It just doesn’t feel right."

"So, can I take that as a maybe?" John asked, a playful glint in his eye as he took my hand in his, pulling me just a little closer.

I let a coy smile slip, glancing down for a moment before biting my lower lip, then looking up at him with a look I knew would drive him wild. My best fuck me eyes.

"I want you too," I whispered, my voice low and sultry. "But I’ll need to be very discreet. I’ve got colleagues here, and they can see me talking to you. We can’t leave together."

John’s smile widened, his confidence growing. "I’ll go to my room first," he suggested, his hand brushing against mine. "You can come up in about 20 minutes if you like. I’ll order some champagne. How does that sound?"

"I don’t know..." I feigned hesitation, my heart racing. "I’m still really nervous. What if I get scared and want to back out?"

"Then all it’s cost me is a dented ego, a bottle of champagne, and the memory of an evening spent with a stunning woman who’ll be on my mind all night," John said smoothly, his words weaving through the charged silence between us.

I let his line hang, savoring the moment as the anticipation built between us. He was confident—too confident—but I liked that. It made the game more fun.

Finally, I broke the silence, leaning in just slightly. "What’s your room number, John?"

"1329," he replied, a hint of triumph in his voice.

I smiled, letting my voice drop to a sultry whisper. "Head up and wait for me, lover. And don’t worry—none of that champagne will go to waste. I’ll be there as soon as I can."

John gave me a lingering look before he stood and walked away. I watched him go, giving him a head start, before crossing over to where Rob sat. His eyes were glued to me, full of barely-contained excitement.

"What happened?" Rob asked, his voice tight with arousal. "Why did he leave?"

I leaned close, dropping my voice so only he could hear. "He’s gone up to his room to wait for me. Now it’s your turn, sweetheart—you have to decide if you really want your wife to fuck another man tonight."

Rob’s eyes darkened, the raw desire in his gaze unmistakable. He was practically trembling with anticipation. "God, yes," he rasped. "I want this, but... is it what you want, Gemma?"

"More than you can imagine," I whispered, the heat in my voice undeniable. "This is turning me on so much—knowing you’re with me in this. And when I come back to you with a used pussy, it’s going to drive you insane. I know it."

I closed the gap between us, kissing him deeply, letting the kiss linger until we were both breathless. As I pulled back, I murmured against his lips, "I love you."

"I love you, too," he breathed, his voice thick with lust and affection.

His hand brushed my waist, and he leaned in close to whisper in my ear. "Now go, babe. Go and enjoy him... I’ll be here, waiting for you with a hard cock and my tongue ready to taste everything he leaves behind."

I grinned wickedly, kissed his cheek, and headed upstairs to my room to freshen up. My body was humming with anticipation, my mind already spinning with what was to come. I stripped off my soaked panties and placed them on the pillow next to a note for Rob, knowing it would drive him wild.

"When you read this note, your wife is somewhere in this hotel, getting fucked by another man. I know you love the idea as much as I do. Just save me some of your cum for when I come back—I don’t want to be disappointed when I tell you every detail.

Here are my wet panties. Take a deep breath, and then compare the scent after I come back, freshly fucked. Enjoy.

Your naughty wife,

Gemma"


Decisions

By the time I reached John’s room, my legs felt like jelly, barely able to carry me through the hallway. The anticipation was overwhelming, a wild mix of fear and excitement churning inside me. My mind raced with questions—How did I let this go so far? Is this going to destroy my marriage?—but there was no turning back now. The heat between my legs was undeniable, the thrill of it all too intoxicating.

John opened the door swiftly, wearing nothing but the standard white hotel robe, and I practically stumbled into his arms. The moment our bodies collided, we were kissing, our mouths moving against each other in a frenzy of hunger. His lips were demanding, and mine responded eagerly. The kiss was deep, passionate, desperate—as though we were both starving for this moment. I didn’t want to break away, but eventually, the need for air forced me to pull back, gasping.

With a knowing smile, John offered me a glass of champagne. I took it, hoping it would steady my trembling hands as I perched on the edge of the bed, trying to catch my breath.

“I’m so glad you came, Gemma. I’ve been thinking about this all night,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

I let out a shaky breath, still torn between excitement and guilt. “I don’t even know why I’m here,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “This feels so wicked, but I... I just can’t help it. I need this.”

John’s eyes darkened with desire as he sat down beside me, his hand slipping onto my thigh. “I think we both do.”

He leaned in to kiss me again, and this time, his hands roamed freely, exploring the curve of my body. His touch sent sparks of heat through me, and before long, his fingers were trailing up my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress higher. When his hand slid between my legs, finding my bare, wet pussy, I gasped, instinctively parting my thighs to give him better access.

“You came prepared,” John said with a teasing grin as his fingers slid through my slick folds. He paused to hold up a condom, his smile widening. “And so did I.”

I shook my head, my voice breathy. “You won’t need that. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

For a brief moment, John hesitated, but then he tossed the condom aside, his hand returning to my throbbing pussy. His fingers were skilled, moving with confident strokes that sent shivers up my spine.

“Oh yes, John,” I moaned, barely able to contain myself. “I came here for you to fuck me. I need you.”

Without thinking, my hand reached for his cock. It was hard under the soft material of his robe, and I stroked him slowly, feeling the familiar length. He was about the same size as Rob in terms of length—comfortable, not intimidating—but as I wrapped my fingers around him, I felt the difference immediately. John’s cock was noticeably thicker, with more girth than I was used to. The way it filled my hand felt... different, exciting.

I couldn’t resist the urge to see it. I pulled open his robe, and for the first time in years, I was looking at a cock that wasn’t my husband’s. It stood thick and proud, the tip already glistening with precum. My heart raced as I wrapped my hand around it again, marveling at the way it stretched my fingers more than Rob’s ever did.

God, it’s going to feel so good inside me, I thought, a thrill shooting through me.

But first, I needed to taste it. I leaned forward, taking the tip into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, savoring the taste of him. John moaned deeply, his hand tangling in my hair as I drew him further into my mouth. I took my time, running my tongue along the underside of his thick shaft, pulling soft, needy groans from him.

The thickness was intoxicating—different from what I knew, in a way that made my pussy ache even more. I imagined how it would feel stretching me, filling me completely. My hand stroked him as I sucked, my mind racing with thoughts of what was about to happen.

John’s breathing quickened, and I knew he was getting close. I pulled back, letting his cock slip from my lips, leaving him wet and throbbing. He groaned in frustration, but I smiled, knowing I wasn’t done with him yet.

“Not yet,” I whispered, my voice teasing as I looked up at him. “I need you to fuck me first. I want to feel that thick cock inside me, John.”

I was aching to be fucked—there’s no other way to describe it. The need coursing through me was primal, overwhelming, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how badly I wanted John’s cock inside me. It wasn’t just desire; it was an animalistic craving that consumed me entirely. I needed him to fill me, to cum deep inside me, and at the same time, the thought of Rob lying there, waiting for me, sent a new wave of heat through my body. I wanted to get back to him as soon as possible, with John’s cum inside me as a trophy.

I must have looked like a total slut, but I didn’t care. I yanked my dress up, fully exposing my dripping pussy, and lay back on the bed, completely submitting to him.

"Fuck me now, John," I begged, my voice breathless and full of need. "Please, just fuck me. I want you so badly!"

John didn’t need any more encouragement. His eyes darkened with lust, and he quickly shed his robe, revealing his thick cock, which was already throbbing with anticipation. He climbed on top of me, his mouth finding mine in a hungry, passionate kiss, while the head of his cock brushed against my wet, eager vulva.

I couldn’t wait. Reaching down between us, I guided his beautiful cock to my entrance, positioning it perfectly. The moment he felt it, John pushed forward, his entire length sinking into me in one slow, deliberate thrust. I gasped, the fullness of him overwhelming me as my body reacted instantly. It was as if the anticipation from the entire day had been building up just for this moment, and I felt like I was already on the edge of cumming.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into me as my hands roamed his muscular back, grabbing at his shoulders and buttocks to anchor myself. John was strong, and his thrusts were powerful, his hips slamming into mine with an intensity that sent sharp jolts of pleasure straight to my clit. Our bodies crashed together, our pelvises grinding as he fucked me hard, and I could feel my orgasm building quickly.

"Yes, John," I moaned, my voice rising with each thrust. "Yes... fuck me just like that..."

It didn’t take long. My body was already hypersensitive, and the way his thick cock stretched me, the way his hips drove into mine, was more than I could handle. I moaned loudly as I came, my pussy pulsing around him in intense, body-shaking waves. But John wasn’t slowing down—he kept pounding into me, and I couldn’t come down from the high. The pleasure was relentless, and I almost wanted to cry from how good it felt.

I could feel the tension in John’s body, his pace quickening, and I knew he was close. But I wasn’t ready for him to finish yet—I wanted him deeper. I wanted his cum as far inside me as possible.

"Turn me over," I gasped, my voice urgent. "I want you to fuck me from behind. I want it deep."

John didn’t need any further encouragement. He pulled out of me and quickly flipped me over, positioning me at the edge of the bed. My knees were tucked beneath me, my ass arched high in the air as I rested my face against the bed. I knew what I looked like—an eager slut begging to be filled—and that only made it hotter.

"Fuck me, John," I moaned, pushing my hips back toward him. "I need your cock. I want it deep inside me."

John groaned at the sight of me, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself behind me. Then, with one firm thrust, he buried himself inside me again, stretching me even further in this new position. The angle was perfect, and I could feel him deeper than before, each thrust sending shivers through my body.

John plunged into me immediately, his thick, hard cock filling me completely, driving deep with every thrust. The angle was perfect—each time he pounded into me, I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

"Oh yes, that's it!" I cried out, pushing my hips back against him, desperate for more. "Fuck me hard, John! Don’t stop until you cum!"

And that’s exactly what he did. His hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back onto him as he fucked me with an intensity that made my whole body tremble. My breath came in ragged gasps as I felt another orgasm building inside me, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

When it hit, it was overwhelming. I screamed out, the sound muffled by the bed as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. My pussy clenched around him, pulling him deeper, and that’s when I felt it—John’s cock pulsed inside me as he came, his hot cum shooting deep into me in thick, turgid spurts. I could feel every squirt, every drop filling me up, and that was the most erotic part of all—knowing I was getting exactly what I wanted, the gift of his cum.

I collapsed forward onto the bed, my body spent, still wearing my dress and one high heel, my pussy and ass completely exposed. I could feel his cum starting to leak out of me already. John joined me, lying beside me, still breathing heavily.

"That was amazing, Gemma," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You’re so hot."

"Thank you, John," I replied, still catching my breath. "I really needed that... and you fucked me to perfection."

He leaned in for another kiss, and this time it was slower, more intimate. His mouth was soft against mine, his tongue teasing, but I could feel the shift—the moment was slipping into something more, something I wasn’t ready for. I broke the kiss gently, turning over and sitting up.

"I’m sorry, lover," I said, brushing my hair back as I reached for my other heel, "but I have to go before the guilt sets in."

John’s face fell, and I could see the disappointment in his eyes as he looked down at his half-hard cock, still glistening with our combined juices. It was clear he’d been hoping for another round, something slower, less frantic.

"Are you sure you don’t want to stay the night?" he asked, his voice tinged with hope. "At least stay a little longer... help me finish the champagne?"

I smiled, pulling on my other sexy pump and standing up, smoothing down my skirt as I felt the first drips of his cum sliding down my inner thigh. I shivered at the sensation, a reminder of what I was taking with me.

"I’d love to stay, John," I said, my voice soft but firm, "but staying the night would make this too intimate. I know I’d feel guilty tomorrow. This was wonderful, believe me... but I have to go." And I really did have to go, because the evidence of what we’d just done was starting to drip down my leg.

John sighed, looking at me with a mix of admiration and disappointment. "If you change your mind, you know where I am, right? You’re so sexy, I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you."

I gave him a playful wink, the corner of my mouth curling into a sly smile. "I know where you are if I need you, John."

With that, I slipped out of the room, my heart pounding as I made my way down the hall, already thinking of Rob and the moment I would walk back into our room, full of another man’s cum.

John stood up, and I couldn’t resist pulling this lovely, naked man—who had just fucked me so thoroughly—into my arms one last time. His cock, still slick with cum, brushed against the lap of my dress, leaving small wet streaks. It should have felt wrong, but instead, it sent another thrill through me. We kissed again, slower this time, our mouths lingering in a mix of satisfaction and something almost tender.

"Thank you," he whispered against my lips, his voice low. "You have no idea how much I needed this."

"Me too," I murmured, my fingers lightly trailing down his back. "It was... incredible."

He leaned back slightly, looking into my eyes, his expression softening. "Are you sure you can’t stay? Just a little longer?"

For a moment, I wavered. There was a temptation in his voice, something almost innocent. But I couldn’t stay. I had what I came for—both literally and figuratively—and I needed to get back to Rob.

"I really can’t, John," I said, stepping back with a smile. "But thank you. You were perfect."

With one last kiss, I slipped away, leaving him standing there as I stepped out into the hallway. The door clicked shut behind me, and suddenly, I was alone, the reality of what had just happened settling in. My legs were shaky as I teetered toward the elevator, my body still buzzing with the remnants of our frantic fuck.

As the elevator doors closed, I took advantage of the empty corridor, slipping my hand up under my dress to cup my pussy. I pressed my fingers against my slick, swollen folds, trying to catch as much of John’s cum as possible. Not exactly ladylike, even for a self-proclaimed slut like me, but I wanted to savor the sensation—the feeling of his cum still inside me, knowing I was taking it back to Rob.

It wasn’t long before I reached my floor. Down just two levels, the elevator opened with a soft chime, and in a few quick steps, I was at the door to my room. My heart pounded in my chest as I fumbled for the key, anticipation flooding through me as I prepared to return to my husband—still full of another man’s cum.


Moment of Truth

As I quietly opened the door, the sight of Rob sprawled out on the bed hit me like a wave. The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast shadows over his body, highlighting the hungry look in his eyes. He had my discarded panties in one hand, his other wrapped tightly around his raging hard cock. The sight of him waiting for me, ready and desperate, sent a shiver through me.

"I wasn’t expecting you back so soon," he said with a sly smile, his gaze already glued to my body.

I smiled back, kicking off my shoes as I moved toward the bed. "Lie back, love," I purred, "I have a present for you."

I climbed onto the bed, standing astride him, and slowly peeled off my dress, sliding it up and over my head. I flicked off my bra, letting it fall to the side as I presented myself naked to my husband.

"Would you like to see your wife’s dirty, freshly fucked pussy, full of another man’s cum?" I teased, my voice thick with anticipation.

Rob’s eyes darkened with lust as he stared at my puffy, swollen lips, from which a long strand of John’s cum was hanging. "Oh yes," he gasped, his voice rough with desire. "Bring that pussy here so I can smell and taste her."

I grinned wickedly and straddled his face, hovering just inches above his mouth, my body trembling with the thrill of the moment.

"Would you like me to describe how John fucked me?" I asked, my voice breathy as I felt the heat between my legs pulsing.

"You know I do," he groaned, his eyes wide with hunger.

"Good," I whispered, lowering myself onto his waiting mouth. "You can suck on this while I tell you all about it."

The moment Rob’s tongue met my pussy, I gasped, feeling the filthy excitement of the scenario wash over me. It wasn’t just the sensation of his expert mouth working me over—it was the depravity of it all, the raw, carnal thrill of knowing my husband was licking another man’s cum out of me, and loving every second of it.

As Rob devoured me, I began to recount the details, my voice shaky as pleasure built inside me. "John fucked me hard... I could feel his cock all the way inside me. I came all over him... and then he filled me up with his hot cum, just like you wanted."

Rob groaned into my pussy, his tongue moving faster, sucking and licking as though he couldn’t get enough. I was struggling to talk, my words interrupted by the string of orgasms rolling through me. Each time I came, it felt like a burst of electricity, my body tightening around his mouth, but I kept going, pushing through the pleasure.

After what felt like an eternity of beautiful orgasms, I lifted myself off Rob’s face, my legs weak as I slid down his body. His cock was rock hard and ready, and I didn’t waste any time. I guided him into me, sinking down onto him with a slow, sensual motion, my pussy still dripping with the remnants of John’s cum.

I rocked my hips, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm as I looked down at him. "How did my pussy taste?"

Rob’s breath hitched, his eyes locked on mine. "The best it’s ever tasted," he whispered, his voice hoarse.

"You like eating another man’s cum from me, don’t you?" I teased, rolling my hips in a smooth motion, feeling his cock twitch inside me.

"Oh yes," he groaned, his hands gripping my waist as I moved. "I love it. I love everything about it."

I smiled, leaning down to kiss him softly, my body moving in perfect rhythm with his as we lost ourselves in the moment, knowing this was the ultimate act of trust and desire.

Rob was gazing up at me with a dreamy, almost dazed look in his eyes, the kind of look that told me he was right on the edge. I could feel him trembling beneath me, his cock twitching inside my pussy.

"How does your wife’s used pussy feel, darling?" I whispered, my voice dripping with seduction as I kept moving, slow but deliberate, teasing him closer to the edge.

"Sooo good," he groaned, his hands gripping my waist. "You’re so fucking sexy... I’m going to cum any second!"

I quickened my pace just slightly, feeling the tension building in both of us. Leaning forward, I kissed him deeply, my lips brushing against his as I spoke. "I want to taste myself and John, too," I murmured between kisses.

That was all it took. Rob’s body tightened beneath me, and I felt him explode inside me, filling me with his hot cum, his groans mixing with my own as we shared the moment. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, and the thought that I now had cum from two men inside me sent a final thrill of satisfaction through me. We had both achieved our wildest fantasy.

I collapsed into Rob’s arms, the warmth of his embrace wrapping around me as we came down from the high. His hands stroked my back softly, and he whispered, "I love you, baby. Thank you. Thank you so much."

We lay there together, basking in the afterglow, our breathing slowly returning to normal. We talked softly, laughing about how wild the experience had been, how it had exceeded anything we could have imagined.

"It was perfect," I said, still smiling. "Better than I ever thought."

Rob chuckled, kissing my shoulder. "It really was... beyond anything I could have hoped for."

Then, after a moment of quiet, I sighed. "I do feel a bit sorry for John, though. He looked so sad when I left... I think he was hoping for more than just a quick fuck."

Rob raised an eyebrow, his voice teasing. "Would you like to go back to his room?"

His question took me by surprise. I hadn’t even considered it, but now that he mentioned it, the thought stirred something inside me. The idea of spending more time with John, of indulging in another round, sent a flutter through my belly and a sudden pulse between my legs. How could I be getting turned on again after all this sex?

"Can I?" I asked, my voice filled with curiosity. "Are you really okay with that?"

"On one condition," Rob said, grinning wickedly. "You don’t clean my cum out of your pussy."

I gasped, instantly turned on by the idea. "That’s so fucking naughty," I exclaimed, feeling the heat between my legs growing again. "I love that. Are you sure you’ll be okay until morning?"

Rob laughed softly, stroking my cheek. "It’ll turn me on imagining you with him again. I probably won’t sleep. Hell, I’ll probably end up nearly pulling my cock off my body!"

I grinned, biting my lip. "Just make sure you save some for me."

Rob’s eyes sparkled with excitement. "Go on then, call him. He might already be asleep, but I want to hear you call him... and seduce him."

His words sent another thrill through me. I reached for my phone, my fingers trembling slightly with excitement as I dialed John’s number. As it rang, my heart pounded, the anticipation building again. I looked at Rob, who was watching me intently, his eyes filled with desire. This was our game, our shared fantasy, and we were both fully immersed in it.

I picked up the phone, my fingers trembling with excitement, and shared the receiver between Rob and me so we could both hear. The thrill was palpable as I dialed John’s room number. He answered after just three rings, his voice already laced with anticipation.

“Is there any champagne left?” I asked, my voice sultry, dripping with seduction. “That hot fuck left me a little thirsty.”

“I was hoping you’d call,” John replied, his voice warm, with a hint of relief. “We’ve still got half a bottle. Do you think it’ll last us through the rest of the night?”

I grinned, glancing at Rob, who was listening closely. “Probably not,” I teased. “Most of the night will be spent making love... if you’ll have me back.”

John chuckled softly, his voice dropping lower. “The door will be ajar, and I’ll be waiting for you in bed. This time, though, I want you to lose the dress. I want to see all of you.”

“Deal,” I whispered. “But I have to warn you—I haven’t had a chance to shower yet. Does that bother you? I feel a little... dirty.”

“I like dirty girls,” John growled back. “And maybe I’ll help clean you up a bit.”

A shiver of excitement ran through me, and I could barely contain my eagerness. “I’m on my way, John. Tonight, I’m all yours.”

I hung up the phone, turning to find Rob grinning, his eyes full of lust and anticipation. His cock was already half-hard again, swelling quickly at the thought of what I was about to do.

“Fuck, we’re so dirty,” I said with a triumphant grin. “This is beyond anything I imagined, love. I’m so glad your dirty little dream has become our reality.”

Rob laughed, his voice husky. “This is so much better than any fantasy I’ve ever had.” He reached up and pulled me into a deep, lingering kiss. “You’re amazing,” he whispered. “Thank you for being the hottest wife in the world.”

I kissed him one last time, savoring the moment before slipping back into my dress. I left it unzipped, feeling the smooth fabric glide over my bare skin. The idea of walking back to John, naked underneath, had my heart racing all over again.

As I headed out the door, the wicked thrill of what I was about to do washed over me. I felt powerful, confident, and so incredibly turned on. The smile on my lips wouldn’t fade. “Gemma,” I whispered to myself, “you’re a sexy, dirty slut. Now go and enjoy it.”


The Final Steps

I slipped quietly into John’s room, closing the door softly behind me and locking it. In one swift movement, I pulled my dress over my head, standing completely naked beside the bed, the cool air making my skin tingle. John’s eyes darkened as he looked at me, taking in every inch of my exposed body. I extended my hand, my voice low and filled with desire.

“I’m yours tonight, John. Whatever you want... I’m yours.”

John smiled, flipping back the sheet, and I slid into the bed beside him, into his waiting arms. The instant I felt his body against mine, I knew this time was different. I hadn’t come back for another quick fuck; I had come to take my time, to surrender to the moment. As I settled into his embrace, something shifted inside me. For the first time tonight, I felt like John was my lover. I wanted to explore him, to indulge in the pleasure of being with him fully. In that moment, I decided to put Rob out of my mind and give myself completely to John.

It was the most erotic moment of the entire night—when I made the conscious choice to submit, to allow myself to want John just as deeply as I wanted my husband. The thought alone sent a thrill through me.

As I lay beside him, I started to notice the subtle differences between John and Rob. John smelled different, his body was unfamiliar—his shape, the way he held me, the way his hands moved over my skin. Before, in our earlier rush, I hadn’t paid attention to him as a man, as a lover. But now I wanted to. I wanted to savor every part of him.

I began to kiss his chest slowly, letting my lips and tongue explore his skin. I teased his nipples with gentle flicks of my tongue, lightly grazing them with my teeth. At the same time, my hand slid down, cupping his strong, full balls. They were large, filling my hand completely, and I massaged them with a sense of curiosity and hunger. His cock, now freshly hard, felt hot and thick in my hand, the soft skin sliding over the rigid core as I stroked him.

I gazed down at him, fascinated. Unlike Rob, John was uncircumcised, and I was mesmerized by the way the foreskin moved, revealing the smooth, purple head beneath. I pulled it back gently, watching the way it strained, the tip tight and begging for pleasure.

With a mix of tenderness and lust, I leaned down and took him into my mouth. I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock, guiding him between my lips as I began to work him in and out of my mouth. His cock was hot against my tongue, and with each downward stroke, my teeth gently tugged at his foreskin, pulling it back to expose his glans, which nudged the back of my throat. I focused on him completely, using both my mouth and hands to give him the best head I knew how. Every moan, every twitch of his cock sent a surge of satisfaction through me. I was lost in him, in the act of worshiping his manhood.

John responded by gently lifting my leg over his head, positioning me so I straddled him in a perfect sixty-nine. I could feel his breath, hot against my pussy, and he paused for a moment, just breathing me in. The anticipation was electric. The idea that he was about to taste me—unaware that Rob’s fresh load was still inside—made my whole body tingle with excitement.

When he finally pressed his mouth to my swollen lips, the intensity of it hit me like a shockwave. “Oh God, yes, John,” I cried out, my voice trembling with pleasure as his tongue circled my clit. My body began to quake as an orgasm started to rise, tears of pure sexual joy spilling from my eyes. I was completely overwhelmed by the sensation, by the connection between us. My body trembled and shook, and I was sobbing as I came, my inner muscles contracting, pushing out Rob’s cum.

John’s tongue slid from my clit to my opening, lapping up the mixture of my wetness and Rob’s cum. He didn’t know, but I did—and the thought of it only heightened my ecstasy. He drank from me, his tongue eager and relentless, and I felt another orgasm crash over me, wave after wave, as I lost control of my emotions, unable to stop crying and cumming over and over again.

I could sense the change in John’s body as his cock began to tighten in my mouth. His balls contracted in my hand, pulling up close, and his breathing grew ragged, short, hot gasps against my pussy. His concentration was slipping, and I knew he was on the verge of cumming. Feeling his need, I worked my tongue and lips over his tip, lightly scraping my teeth over the smooth dome. Beneath me, his muscles tensed, his body going rigid as his balls tightened into a tight knot in my palm, my fingernails gently grazing the soft skin of his scrotum.

John’s mouth left my pussy, and he let out a sharp yelp, a sound of both pleasure and pain, as his cock finally erupted. His cum flooded my mouth in thick, intense spurts, so strong that I didn’t even need to swallow—his release poured down my throat effortlessly. I could feel his cock pulsing, the spasms going on and on, and I relished every moment, every drop of his sweet cum filling my mouth. Some of it I held there, savoring the taste, knowing how much it would excite him to see me swallow slowly, cleaning him down to the last drop.

Once I was sure John had emptied himself, I spent a few more minutes kissing his softening cock, gently licking all around it as it slowly diminished in size. I loved the feel of his cock in my mouth, still warm and sensitive, even as it softened.

Turning around, I nestled into John’s arms, both of us breathing heavily, our bodies warm and sated. We kissed softly, tenderly, and in that moment, I felt completely fulfilled. In my mouth lingered the taste of two beautiful men’s cum, and it made me feel sexually and emotionally complete in a way I had never experienced before. I wasn’t sure if I would ever feel so whole again, as a woman, a lover, or a wife.

“You’re amazing, Gemma,” John whispered between our kisses, his voice filled with awe. “I’ve never enjoyed a woman as much as I’ve enjoyed you tonight. You’re so beautiful... so sexy. Thank you for coming back to me.”

I smiled, reveling in the secret thrill that John had unknowingly consumed all of Rob’s cum from my pussy. "Thank you for cleaning my pussy so thoroughly," I said playfully, enjoying the moment.

John laughed softly. "I loved how you cleaned my cock after I came," he murmured, his hand tracing lazy circles on my back.

I grinned, looking up at him with a mischievous glint in my eyes. "Well, since we’re both so clean and beautiful now," I teased, "do you think it’d be a problem if we got a little dirty again?"

John’s eyes sparkled, a naughty smile tugging at his lips. "I’m amazed to say... I think that’s going to happen very soon," he replied, his tone full of excitement. "There’s something about you, Gemma... something more sexy than I can even describe."

His words sent a fresh wave of desire through me, and I knew that tonight was far from over.

"I have no idea why," I murmured, my voice soft as I put on my best innocent pout, dipping my head like a guilty child. "I don’t know what’s gotten into me tonight... I’ve never behaved like this before." Oh, John, if only you knew.

We shared a quiet laugh, but underneath, something deeper was happening between us. We kissed softly, tenderly, and as we talked and giggled in the dim light, it felt like we were pulling at threads that went beyond just this night. I convinced John to set the alarm for early, mentioning I had to be up to clean up after the conference, but knowing our time together was limited only made everything feel more intense. Every kiss felt more urgent. Every touch carried a weight that neither of us wanted to acknowledge yet.

The intensity grew, and when we were ready to make love again, it felt different. I gently pushed John onto his back, clicked off the bedside lamp, and in the soft glow of early morning light, I slowly slid my pussy down onto his waiting cock. The warmth of his body against mine was both comforting and electric. This wasn’t just about lust anymore; something deeper had taken hold.

I pressed my breasts against his chest, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him close, and in that intimate embrace, we rocked together, our bodies moving as one. Time seemed to blur as we made love slowly, every movement deliberate, every breath shared. I hovered on the edge of orgasm, letting myself fall into it when the pleasure became too much to resist, but it wasn’t just physical—it was something more, something neither of us could easily express.

As we moved together, I felt a surge of emotions I hadn’t expected. "Tonight, John... for just one night... I love you," I whispered, my voice trembling with the weight of what I was saying. A tear slipped down my cheek, and I wasn’t sure if it was because of the pleasure or the sadness I felt knowing this would be the last time.

John looked up at me, his eyes filled with understanding. He didn’t need to say anything for me to know he felt it too. "I love you tonight, Gemma... and I’ll carry that with me always," he replied softly, his fingers brushing against my cheek. "But I know... this can only be for tonight."

I nodded, tears welling up as I pressed my forehead against his. "It has to be," I whispered. "I can’t see you again. This is our one act of mischief... our one night, and I’ll always hold it close." There was a finality in my words, but it didn’t make them any less true.

His hands tightened around my waist as we continued to move together, and I could feel the clock ticking, the moments slipping away. Glancing at the bedside table, I saw that time was running out. We had minutes left—minutes before this would be nothing more than a beautiful memory.

"Can you cum in me again?" I asked, my voice filled with urgency and desire. "One last time?"

John’s breath hitched, and he nodded. "Yes... yes, I can."

I lifted myself up, grinding down on his cock, feeling the way it pressed against me, the friction sending shocks of pleasure through my body. I rocked my hips, angling him just right, driving him deep into my g-spot. His breath quickened beneath me, and I could feel him building, his cock pulsing inside me.

"Cum in me, John," I gasped, the words spilling out as my body trembled. "I want you deep inside me... one last time."

John groaned, his hands gripping my waist as he released, his body tensing as he came. The feeling of his release sent me over the edge, and I cried out, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm. The final wave of pleasure was overwhelming, and in that moment, nothing else mattered but the two of us and the shared experience of this night.

"I love you, I love you, I love you," we both whispered, the words spilling out of us in the heat of the moment, as the waves of pleasure crashed over us. And in that moment, I did love him, in a way that felt both real and fleeting.

We lay there, tangled in each other's arms, the silence between us thick with the intimacy we had just shared. It was only a few minutes before the alarm rang, shattering the stillness, pulling us back to reality. In an instant, I was myself again—my thoughts snapping back to Rob.

We kissed, touched, and exchanged lingering looks, but my mind was already with Rob—sweet, generous Rob—who had given me a night almost no woman could imagine. All I wanted was to hurry back to him, to say, "thank you." He had given me a gift, and now I was ready to return to where I belonged.

John had an early flight, so I knew I wouldn't be seeing him again this morning. As I slipped back into my dress, he asked for my number, his voice soft but hopeful. I knew he could find me through work if he really wanted to, but I wasn’t ready to let this night bleed into reality.

"Let's not spoil this, John," I said gently, smiling at him. "No numbers, no calls, no regrets. This was the first time I’ve been unfaithful, and I can’t imagine it ever happening again." I paused, knowing that wasn’t quite true. "Go home to your wife and make love to her the way you did to me. I have a wonderful husband who’s waiting for me too."

John nodded, his eyes filled with a mix of understanding and acceptance. "You’re right, Gemma," he said, his voice tender. With one last, simple kiss, I slipped out of his room and headed back to mine. It was five fifteen.

As I stepped into the elevator, an early-departing delegate glanced at me, his eyes taking in my disheveled state. I was sure I reeked of sex, but in that moment, I didn’t care. I couldn’t help but smile to myself, a soft laugh escaping my lips as I covered the last few steps to my room.

Rob greeted me at the door, completely naked, his cock already hard. The sight of him made my heart swell, but I was satiated, exhausted from the night before.

"It was wonderful, darling," I said softly, as Rob covered my face with eager kisses. "Thank you for letting me go to John. Can I sleep for a couple of hours? Then you can wake me up with kisses, and I’ll tell you everything."

Rob smiled mischievously, his hands sliding down my body. "How about I put you to sleep with kisses between your legs? Otherwise, you might leak all over the sheets."

I melted at his words, his playful, boyish excitement making me fall in love with him all over again. How could I resist?

Lying naked in bed, I relaxed as Rob slowly lapped John’s last load of cum from my weary pussy. I moaned softly as he worked, and though I came again, it wasn’t with the ferocity of the night before. Soon after, I must have blacked out completely, lost in the warmth of Rob’s love and my own exhaustion.

The next thing I knew, Rob was gently kissing my face and neck, waking me from sleep. In my half-conscious state, I was lost in an erotic dream—raised on an upholstered table like a sacred offering, surrounded by several naked men who kissed and licked my body, their hands exploring every inch of me. As I slowly came to, Rob’s hands were stroking me gently, pulling me back to reality. I smiled to myself, promising to revisit that dream and share it with Rob one day.

Needless to say, that night changed our lives forever. We talked, laughed, and shared our feelings, and now we have plans to repeat the experience whenever the opportunity arises. In fact, it could be as early as next week, when I have another conference.
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His Secret: A Chance Discovery Exposes A Husband's Darkest Secrets

As Melissa walked upstairs, nothing could have prepared her for what she was about to discover. In fact, as she walked up the stairs, all she could do was curse her internet provider for their poor service. That's why she was walking up there to grab her husband's laptop. She just wanted to log in to the admin page and reset the router again!

But as she turned it on, the little message in the corner came up. USB FLASH DRIVE CONNECTED. To this day, she couldn't tell you why she clicked it, but she did.

An hour later, she was still sitting there scrolling through video after video. She thought she knew her husband, but what was on that drive was truly eye-opening. She had to sit there alone as she discovered her husband secretly wanted to see her with another man. In fact, he wanted to see her with other men. Black men.

She had never been so angry in her life. She was so angry she could have actually exploded. Not because he wanted to see her with a black guy, she loved the idea. In fact, she had done it before they got together. She was angry because he never told her. For 10 years, she'd kept it just as a fantasy when it turned out he was keen to actually see it. She had missed out on 10 years of pleasure all because he couldn't be honest.

And then she clicked the final folder, and there was more. A whole lot more, and it was dark. It seemed that Tim didn't just want to watch her with a black guy. He wanted her to tie him to the chair and force open his mouth while the black guy took advantage of his vulnerable position. It turns out Tim was an 'extreme cuck.' He wanted to be used and abused for his wife and her big black lover's pleasure.

As the anger bubbled over inside Melissa, she was left with one thought. I've wasted ten years with his little willy. Now it's time to enjoy myself. And if this is what he jerked off to, well, it would be a shame not to make his fantasies come true, wouldn't it? A second later, she was googling restraints.

All of his fantasies were going to come true!

His Secret was exposed, and there was no turning back now!

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

Up Close and Personal: A Husband Watches His Wife From Only Inches Away

My sweet, innocent, petite little blonde wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist.

The dim light from the parking lot was still enough to glint off the diamond in her wedding ring as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, throbbing cock.

There was just one problem. It wasn't my cock she was holding. No, it was that of a guy she had only just met, and I was sitting in the driver's seat watching everything going on in the back.

So, go pour yourself a drink and get comfortable so I can tell you how I arrived at this mind-spinning moment and what happened next.
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