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Marital Bliss

Laura and I had just celebrated our second wedding anniversary, and if I’m honest, married life still felt pretty damn perfect. We were that couple everyone seemed to like having around—happy, easy-going, always up for a laugh with our group of friends, and more than a little adventurous behind closed doors.

Laura would swear blind she was 5'3", but she was really a cute 5'2" in her bare feet, and I’d never complained once. I’ve always had a weakness for petite girls, and she ticked every box. Her long golden-blonde hair fell in loose waves down her back, catching the light whenever she turned her head. She wasn’t as slim as she’d been when we first met—life, good food, and a few less gym sessions had softened her figure in all the right places—but the trade-off was impossible to argue with. Her ass had stayed round and firm from all those squats she still powered through, giving it a juicy bounce that made it hard not to stare when she walked ahead of me. And her tits… well, they’d gone from great to fucking spectacular. Full, heavy, and beautifully shaped, they filled out every top she wore with a generous swell that drew eyes whether she meant them to or not.

Her face was the kind that stopped you mid-sentence: bright blue eyes that sparkled with quiet mischief, a warm smile that lit up her whole expression, and just enough softness in her cheeks to make her look approachable and sexy at the same time. But it was her nipples that really gave her away. They were thick, prominent, and seemed permanently hard, pressing shamelessly against whatever she had on. She’d started wearing padded inserts to the gym just to stop herself from causing a scene. She knew the effect they had, and the little secret smile she got when she caught someone looking always went straight to my cock.

Only a few months ago we’d been out with the guys at our local bar. One of my oldest buddies, Dan, had leaned in after a couple of pints, nodding toward Laura as she chatted at the other end of the table, and muttered with a grin, “Mate, she might not have that little six-pack anymore, but I’d happily swap it for those tits any day.” He’d laughed it off as a joke between friends, but the way he said it stuck with me—half envy, half genuine appreciation. I couldn’t even be mad. I just felt that familiar warm rush of pride mixed with something sharper, something that made my pulse kick up a notch.

Laura moved with this effortless, confident grace that made people notice her without her even trying. She wasn’t flashy about it, but she was quietly aware of the way men’s eyes lingered on her chest or followed the sway of her ass. And she knew exactly how to use that awareness once the bedroom door closed—turning the heat up between us until the air felt thick with it, leaving us both slick, breathless, and desperate for more.

I’ll be honest — I’ve watched my share of porn over the years, but I never really needed to jerk off much. Laura kept me plenty satisfied. She absolutely loved sex, and she was damn good at it. More than that, she loved getting me ridiculously turned on, and she knew exactly how to push every single one of my buttons.

Sometimes I’d come home from work exhausted, push open the bedroom door, and there she’d be — sprawled across our bed in nothing but a tiny thong, legs spread, fingers slowly circling her clit while she looked straight at me with that naughty little smile. She knew what it did to me the second I saw her. My cock would twitch instantly, and nine times out of ten we’d end up fucking right there, hard and desperate, before I even had time to kick my shoes off.

When I hear my buddies complaining about their wives having zero interest in sex, I feel genuinely lucky — almost guilty, if I’m being real. I never brag about it. I just nod along and say something safe like, “Yeah, man, I wish I got more head.” Because the truth is, I do get head two or three times a week. They’re lucky if they get it two or three times a year. Sure, I’d love it every single day, but I’m not about to complain when I’ve got a gorgeous, eager wife who actually wants me. So I keep my mouth shut and let them think our sex life is average. None of them have any idea what Laura is really like once the lights go down.

The hottest part, though, is how much she loves turning me on. It’s not just about getting off herself — it’s the power she gets from watching me lose control. One night, after she’d finished sucking me off, I pulled her up into my arms, still breathing hard, and murmured against her hair, “Fuck, baby… I’m so lucky you love sucking cock like that.”

Laura let out a soft, amused little laugh and curled tighter against my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles down my stomach. “Mmm, I don’t actually love the act itself, you know,” she said in that quiet, almost shy voice she only used when we were this close. “The feeling of a cock in my mouth doesn’t really do anything for me physically. It’s just… there.” She paused, pressing a soft kiss to my collarbone. “But the way it gets so hard for me… the way it throbs and swells when I lick and tease it just right, the desperate little sounds you make when I focus on the head with my tongue… God, that drives me wild. Knowing I can make you that desperate, that I have that kind of power over you? That’s what gets me so fucking wet.”

She was addicted to that rush — the tease, the control, the way she could make my body react before I even touched her. And she was brilliant at it. I’d walk into the kitchen after a long day and find her there in nothing but one of my oversized button-up shirts, barely buttoned, and a pair of lacy panties underneath. She’d be reaching up for something on the top shelf, the shirt riding up to show the full curve of her plump, gym-toned ass, or she’d turn around with the front hanging open just enough to give me a perfect view of her heavy tits and the faint outline of those thick, hard nipples. She’d act completely innocent, flashing me that knowing little smirk, and my cock would be rock-hard in seconds. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she fucking loved it.

This was one of the many reasons I had fallen so hard for Laura and wanted this incredible woman to be mine forever. I loved that she was my wife — really, truly mine — and that so many other guys looked at her with barely hidden envy, knowing they could never have her. That quiet jealousy in their eyes whenever we were out together sent a warm, possessive rush through me every single time. I was stupidly proud of her, and I made sure she felt it in the way I touched her, the way I looked at her, the way I whispered how fucking lucky I was when we were alone.

Laura had a real gift for dressing provocatively but still tastefully — walking that perfect line between classy and tempting. She knew exactly how to choose outfits that hugged her soft curves, showed just enough cleavage to make men glance twice, and let the sway of her round ass do the rest of the work. It was confident, sensual, and never cheap. She exuded this effortless allure that turned heads without trying too hard, and every time she stepped out the door looking like that, I felt that familiar mix of pride and something darker, something that made my pulse quicken at the thought of other men imagining what was hidden beneath those clothes.

guess it’s fair to say Laura had always enjoyed being a bit of a tease — and over the last year or so, that playful side of her had slowly grown into something hotter, something we both started craving more and more.

It hadn’t happened overnight. At first it was just little things: the way she’d “accidentally” let a button slip open on a night out, or how she’d cross and uncross her legs when she knew one of my friends was looking. She loved giving me — and my male friends — those fleeting glimpses that left us hard and distracted. She had a real talent for sitting just right on the couch, casually spreading her thighs a little too wide under the pretense of getting comfortable, offering a quick, tantalizing flash of her panties or the soft inner curve of her thighs. Her tops were always chosen carefully — thin enough to let her thick nipples poke through unmistakably, low-cut enough to show the generous swell of her breasts without ever looking cheap. She knew exactly how to ignite fantasies without crossing the line.

The real turning point came after one particularly wild night out at our favorite bar. We’d both had way too much to drink, laughing and flirting the whole evening. The second we stumbled through the front door, still buzzing and giggling, Laura dropped to her knees right there in the kitchen, her eyes bright with alcohol and mischief. She yanked my jeans down before I could even speak, wrapped her warm mouth around my cock, and started sucking me with slow, hungry strokes.

Between long, wet licks along my shaft, she looked up at me and whispered, “You know… two different guys tried to hit on me tonight.” Her tongue swirled around the head, making my knees weak. “The first one was that tall guy in the black shirt — he kept buying me drinks and telling me how incredible my ass looked in these jeans.”

She took me deeper, moaning softly around my cock as she bobbed her head. When she pulled off again, her lips shiny and swollen, she continued, “Then there was the second guy… God, he was bold. We were talking by the bar and he couldn’t stop staring at my chest. At one point my tit just… accidentally popped out of my top.” She gave a tipsy little laugh, her hand stroking me firmly. “I didn’t notice for at least a full minute. He just stood there, eyes glued to my nipple, trying so hard to play it cool while I kept chatting like nothing happened.”

The image hit me like fire. I groaned, threading my fingers through her golden hair as she dove back down, sucking me harder, clearly loving the effect her words were having. That night we fucked like animals — drunk, loud, and completely uninhibited — and from then on the fantasy started to grow between us.

After nights out, we’d always end up having incredible sex, the alcohol melting away any leftover shyness. I loved telling her how much she drove my buddies crazy, how I’d caught them stealing glances at her tits or watching her ass when she walked to the bar. Laura noticed every single look just as much as I did, and she clearly enjoyed it. We started playing with that dynamic more and more in the privacy of our home. I’d tease her while I was buried deep inside her, whispering things like, “I saw Jim staring at your tits again tonight… bet he was dying for a glimpse of those hard nipples,” or “Tom couldn’t take his eyes off your ass when you bent over.” She’d moan louder every time, her body responding to the words as much as my cock.

As time went on, our pillow talk grew bolder, dirtier, and far more addictive. What started as playful teasing quickly became the hottest part of our nights together.

I’d have Laura on her back, my tongue slowly working between her legs, licking her swollen clit in lazy circles while she squirmed and moaned. In that hazy, post-drink glow, I’d look up at her flushed face and whisper, “Tell me, baby… whose cock would you love to suck right now? Jim’s? Tom’s? Or maybe that guy from the bar the other night?”

Laura’s breath would hitch, her fingers tightening in my hair. One night, after we’d come home from another heavy drinking session, she was especially loose and uninhibited. She arched her back, grinding against my mouth, her voice thick with lust and alcohol as she gasped, “Mmm… who says I have to pick just one?”

The words hit me like a lightning bolt. I groaned against her wet pussy, sucking harder on her clit, two fingers sliding deep inside her as she rode my face. She came hard that night, shaking and crying out, her dirty confession hanging in the air between us long after we’d both collapsed.

We loved how our suggestive pillow talk kept evolving. It felt harmless, just fantasy fuel, but it was making our sex hotter than ever. I’d pin her wrists above her head and growl against her ear, “I bet my friends would love to get their hands on these perfect tits… sucking on your thick nipples until you’re begging.” Her eyes would sparkle with pure mischief, nipples pebbled and aching as she whispered back, “I bet they would… God, that turns me on.”

The fantasies grew more detailed. I started telling her I was going to send my buddies some nude photos of her — “Just imagine them pulling their cocks out, stroking themselves while they stare at your tits and that juicy ass.” Laura would get so ridiculously wet during these conversations that she’d push me onto my back and let me watch her masturbate, her fingers circling her clit furiously while she described how the guys would jerk off thinking about her. Her moans filled the room as she imagined them coming to pictures of her body. That was the real turning point — when we both admitted how much we relished these shared fantasies.

Our conversations became even more vivid, often drifting into scenarios involving other people. Laura started describing what it would be like if another woman joined us, teasing me with naughty details while she rode me slow and deep. I found myself secretly wondering whether she’d ever be open to actually bringing someone else into our bed. The idea both terrified and thrilled me.

We decided to take things up another notch. Laura began posing for me, completely naked, striking provocative, sensual positions that showed off every curve — her heavy tits spilling out, her round ass pushed back, legs spread just enough to tease. She had a couple of small vibrators she loved using, and soon I was filming her with them — capturing the way her body trembled, the way her thick nipples hardened as she brought herself to shuddering orgasms, all while moaning softly for the camera.


An Unexpected Turn

Then things took a slightly unexpected turn.

It all started when one of our couple friends announced they were getting married. As a silly, slightly naughty practical joke, Laura and I decided to get them some sex toys to open in front of everyone at the pre-wedding party — just enough to cause laughter and blushes without crossing into awkward territory.

We picked a quiet Saturday afternoon and drove over to the adult store on the edge of town. Laura seemed more excited than I expected as we walked through the discreet, blacked-out entrance. The moment we stepped inside, the air felt thicker — a faint, musky sweetness mixed with the scent of leather and latex. The lighting was low and intimate, casting soft shadows over rows of lingerie, shelves of toys, and displays that ranged from cute and playful to downright intimidating.

We wandered the aisles hand in hand, giggling like teenagers. Laura’s eyes lit up at the more outrageous items. At one point she picked up two massive, veiny dildos — easily ten or eleven inches long and thick as her wrist — and held them up with wide, mock-horrified eyes.

“Jesus, Mike!” she laughed, shaking her head. “How the hell is something this big supposed to fit inside anyone? I’d be ruined for days!”

She gave the bigger one a little wiggle for emphasis, and we both burst out laughing, sharing that same conspiratorial look we’d been exchanging more and more lately. There was something undeniably hot about watching my pretty, slightly chubby wife standing there in her sundress, casually holding a monster cock toy while her thick nipples pressed visibly against the thin fabric.

We eventually settled on a few fun, tasteful items — a vibrating cock ring, some flavored lube, and a couple of beginner-friendly toys — plus a kitschy paperback book called Happy Wife, Happy Life with a cartoonish cover of a smiling woman holding a whip. It was perfect for the joke gift.

With our bag in hand and giggles still bubbling up, we headed toward the checkout. On the way out, I noticed a dimly lit hallway branching off to the side. A simple black sign with white letters pointed down it: “Video Booths This Way.”

I’d never actually been in one of those places before. The thought of what might be happening just a few feet away — strangers watching porn, jerking off, maybe even more — sent a strange little thrill through me. I didn’t say anything to Laura right then, but I couldn’t stop glancing back at that hallway as we paid and stepped back out into the bright afternoon sun.

Back at home, Laura kicked off her shoes and spread everything out on the living room floor, attacking the wrapping with the cheeky adult-themed paper we’d grabbed — the kind covered in cartoon penises wearing party hats and little hearts saying “Open Me Slowly.” Every time she smoothed a sheet down, we both cracked up.

She kept picking up the Happy Wife, Happy Life book, turning it over in her hands and tracing the plastic cover with her fingertip. “Okay, I’m dying to know what’s actually inside this thing,” she said, biting her lip to hold back a grin.

I leaned against the couch, watching her. “If you really want to read it, I’ll run back and grab you your own copy. Hell, I’ll even get you that dildo you were making eyes at.”

Laura’s eyebrow shot up, a slow, playful smile spreading across her face. “That absolute monster I was waving around? The one that looked like it could double as a baseball bat?”

I laughed and shook my head. “No, baby — the smaller one you were actually holding and seriously considering. The cute purple one with the little rabbit ears.”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. She tilted her head, pretending to think about it. “Hmm… it might be pretty entertaining watching you play with a dildo, though.”

“Ewww, you dirty-minded stud!” she shot back, but she was already laughing, her cheeks flushing pink. The way she said it — half scandalized, half intrigued — told me she wasn’t entirely opposed to the idea.

I grabbed my keys off the counter, still grinning. “I need to run to the store for wine anyway. I’ll swing by the shop and pick it up for you.”

As I headed toward the door, I glanced back at her sitting cross-legged on the floor in her sundress, surrounded by sex toys and filthy wrapping paper, looking equal parts adorable and dangerously tempting. I couldn’t stop smiling, already imagining the laughter — and whatever else — that was waiting for us when I got back.

I drove back to the adult store as the sky turned that soft twilight purple, the neon sign buzzing and flickering overhead like it was inviting trouble. Inside, the warm, dim lighting wrapped around me again, making the whole place feel even more intimate than it had earlier.

I quickly grabbed the book and the purple dildo we’d joked about, then headed to the counter. While the cashier rang me up — a cute brunette with a knowing smirk — I couldn’t resist asking, “Hey… what’s the deal with those video booth rooms in the back?”

She leaned in a little, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “They’re private booths where you can watch pay-per-view porn. And they’re all connected… if you know what I mean.” Her smile turned wicked as she gave me a slow wink.

I felt a strange little rush of curiosity mixed with amusement. I just nodded, paid in cash, and headed back out into the cooling evening air, the small bag swinging from my hand.

When I got home, the comforting smell of dinner greeted me the second I walked through the door — garlic, herbs, and something delicious bubbling on the stove. Laura was humming in the kitchen, looking relaxed and happy in a loose tank top and shorts. We sat down together, ate, laughed, and talked about nothing important, just enjoying each other’s company like always.

Afterward, Laura’s eyes lit up with excitement as she tore into her new package. She pulled out the dildo, holding it up in both hands. The size was even more obvious now under the living room lights. With a playful, almost wicked little smile, she wiggled it in front of me like a conductor’s baton.

“Eww, it’s bigger than I thought it was,” she teased, biting her lip to keep from laughing.

I chuckled and poured us each a generous glass of wine. “Told you it wasn’t the monster one.”

Laura curled up on the couch with her new book, eagerly ripping off the plastic wrap and diving straight in. Her focus was intense — eyes scanning the pages, occasional soft giggles escaping as she read. Sensing she was going to be lost in it for a while, I grabbed my wine and headed into the other room to watch a movie.

A couple of hours slipped by. The house grew quieter as night settled in. Eventually I decided it was time for bed. I wandered back to check on her and found Laura still completely absorbed, nose-deep in the book, legs tucked underneath her.

“Is it any good?” I asked.

She didn’t even look up, just gave a little nod, her cheeks faintly flushed. “Mmm-hmm.”

I eventually gave up and went to bed, the cool sheets feeling good against my skin as I settled in. I was right on the edge of sleep when I felt the mattress dip and Laura’s warm, naked body slide in beside me. Her full breasts pressed softly against my arm, and her hand trailed down my stomach until her fingers wrapped gently around my cock, giving it slow, lazy strokes.

A low groan escaped me as arousal flared back to life. I turned my head to look at her in the darkness. “Did that book get you all worked up?” I asked, my voice already rough with want.

“Uh huh,” she breathed, the sound throaty and delicious. Her hand kept moving, teasing me just enough to keep me throbbing.

We had this soft ambient light we liked to use on nights like this — warm and romantic without being too bright. Laura reached over and clicked it on. A gentle golden glow filled the room, illuminating every curve of her body: her heavy tits with those thick, prominent nipples already hard, the soft roundness of her belly, and the smooth swell of her gym-toned ass.

She rolled back toward me, and that’s when I saw it — her new purple dildo gripped confidently in her hand. The mischievous glint in her bright blue eyes made my heart stutter.

“What do you think about my new friend?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. She brought the thick head of the dildo right up to her lips, holding it there like she was sharing a secret.

I was speechless for a second. I’d never seen anything but my own cock that close to my wife’s pretty face before. The sight of her full lips hovering just inches from that thick, realistic shaft sent a sharp rush of adrenaline straight through me — part shock, part raw jealousy, and a heavy, unexpected surge of arousal. My cock jumped hard in her hand, instantly rock-solid.

Laura’s eyes sparkled with pure mischief and heat as she leaned in and placed a soft, lingering kiss right on the head of the dildo, her lips parting just enough to let the tip rest against her tongue for a moment. She looked straight at me the whole time, daring me to react.

I reached down between her thighs, sliding my fingers through her folds. She was soaked — warm, slick, and dripping in a way that told me the book (and this moment) had really gotten to her. My voice came out thick and hoarse with anticipation.

“Fuck, babe… What are you going to do with that big guy?”

Her lips curled into a slow, playful smile. “Mmm… this guy wants to rub his cock on my pussy,” she purred, her voice low and dripping with seduction. “Do you mind?”

My cock twitched hard in her hand, a sharp jolt of excitement shooting through me. “Hmm… he can,” I managed, my voice thick, “as long as I get to watch.”

Laura’s smile widened, wicked and beautiful. She stuck out her tongue and swirled it teasingly around the thick head of the dildo, eyes locked on mine the entire time. Then she slowly lowered it between her legs.

The sight of her lying there in the soft golden glow — legs parting, full tits rising and falling with each breath, thick nipples stiff and begging for attention — was almost overwhelming. We’d talked about filthy fantasies for months, but seeing a thick, realistic cock (even a fake one) rubbing against my wife’s smooth, shaved pussy in real life hit differently. It felt raw. Intimate. Forbidden.

I tried to make sense of the rush of emotions flooding me — pride, jealousy, and a deep, throbbing arousal I couldn’t explain. But there was no denying how fucking turned on I was.

Laura spread her legs wider, pressing the fat head of the dildo against her slick folds and rubbing it up and down with a soft, wet sound. She let out a quiet, needy little coo that went straight to my balls.

I reached over and found her swollen clit with my fingers, rubbing slow circles as I leaned in close to her ear. “That’s it, baby,” I whispered, voice husky. “That hard cock looks so fucking good rubbing your hot pink pussy.”

The words barely left my mouth before her hips bucked. Her whole body tensed, thighs trembling as a sudden, powerful orgasm crashed through her. She gasped sharply, back arching, her free hand gripping the sheets while the dildo kept gliding over her clit.

“Wow… that felt so fucking good,” she murmured breathlessly once the waves started to fade, her cheeks flushed and eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“It looked even better,” I replied, my own voice rough with need. I gently took the dildo from her hand, feeling its heavy, realistic weight and the warmth from her body. I positioned the thick head back at her slick entrance, teasing her folds with it. “Do you mind if I watch you take this hard cock, babe?” I asked, heart pounding. “I want to see it.”

Laura’s eyes were half-closed in bliss as she squirmed beneath me, spreading her legs even wider to welcome the thick dildo. I pressed the fat, realistic head against her slick opening and gently pushed inside. She threw her head back with a sharp gasp, her back arching hard off the bed as her body opened up for it.

She brought both hands up to her heavy tits, squeezing and twisting her thick nipples between her fingers while soft, needy whimpers escaped her lips. The sight was intoxicating — my sweet, pretty wife completely lost in pleasure, taking something much bigger than me for the first time.

I was still trying to process the storm of feelings crashing through me. Watching a hard cock — even a fake one — slowly sink into my wife’s tight, shaved pussy stirred something deep and primal. A strange mix of possessiveness, jealousy, and raw, electric arousal that made my own cock throb painfully. Yet there was no denying how fucking hot it looked.

“That’s it, baby,” I whispered hoarsely, my voice thick with lust. “Take that cock.”

I wasn’t about to deny Laura any of the pleasure she was clearly craving. Gripping the base of the stiff dildo, I started working it in and out of her soaked pussy with slow, deliberate strokes. Her moans quickly grew louder, filling the softly lit room — raw, uninhibited sounds that drove me wild.

“Yes… yes… YES!” she cried out, her hips rising eagerly to meet every thrust, fucking herself back onto the thick toy with increasing desperation. Her pussy glistened around it, stretching beautifully as she took more and more with each push.

I picked up the pace, thrusting the thick dildo deeper and faster into her soaked pussy. Leaning close to her ear, my voice came out rough and hungry. “You look so fucking hot, babe… taking that hard cock in your tight little pussy.”

My words seemed to ignite something in her. Laura’s hips bucked wildly, her moans turning into raw, desperate cries. “Oh shit… oh God!” she gasped, her whole body suddenly tensing. Her back arched hard off the bed as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched and pulsed visibly around the thick shaft, her thighs shaking as wave after wave crashed over her.

For a few long seconds she was lost in it, whimpering and trembling, her heavy tits bouncing with each shudder. I couldn’t help wondering what — or who — she was imagining while that big cock stretched her.

When her breathing finally started to slow, I gently eased the dildo out of her and set it aside. We collapsed together in a warm, sweaty tangle, her soft, curvy body curling against mine in the afterglow. My own cock was still rock-hard, throbbing painfully against her thigh, aching for release. After what we’d just done, I was sure she’d take care of me like she always did.

I kissed her damp forehead and asked softly, “So… what was that book actually about?”

Laura turned her head to look at me, a mysterious little smile playing on her lips, her blue eyes still hazy with pleasure. “I think you should read it and find out for yourself,” she teased, her voice low and playful.

When I pressed her, asking if it was any good, she nodded with genuine enthusiasm. “It was very interesting. I can’t wait to hear what you think about it.” She gave a contented little sigh and snuggled closer for a moment. “I’ve still got a few more chapters to go… then I’ll let you have it.”

I waited, my cock still straining, expecting her hand or mouth to wrap around me any second.

But she didn’t.

Instead, Laura let out a soft, satisfied hum, kissed my chest once, and then rolled over onto her side, pulling the sheet up over her shoulder. Within minutes her breathing deepened into the slow, even rhythm of sleep.

She had never left me like this before — hard, aching, and untouched after making her cum so hard.

I have to admit, after the initial wave of frustration passed, I was genuinely intrigued. That book clearly wasn’t just another fluffy “happy wife, happy life” guide — there was something deeper going on. A couple of days later, Laura left it sitting on the breakfast nook with a little handwritten note: “Please read with an open mind ❤️”

I poured myself a fresh cup of coffee, the rich aroma filling the kitchen, and carried the book into the den. I settled into my favorite chair and opened it, curious to see what had captivated her so much.

From the very first pages, it was obvious the book was all about pleasing your wife in every possible sexual way. I thought I already did a pretty damn good job of treating Laura like a goddess — worshipping her body, making sure she came first, often more than once. But as I kept reading, I realized there was always more to explore, more ways to deepen that connection.

The early chapters covered the basics: communication, trust, mutual respect. Standard stuff. Then it took a sharp, unexpected turn.

One entire chapter was titled “The Power of Taking Pleasure.” It talked about how, for some women, true sexual liberation comes from learning to receive without feeling obligated to give back right away. The author argued that sometimes the most powerful and arousing thing a wife can do is simply take her orgasm and then drift off to sleep, leaving her husband hard and aching. It framed it as an act of trust and confidence — her claiming her own pleasure unapologetically, knowing her husband’s desire would only grow from the denial.

The words hit me like a slap. My mind instantly flashed back to that night with the dildo. The way Laura had come so hard, moaning and shaking, then simply rolled over and fallen asleep, leaving me throbbing and untouched for the first time in our entire relationship. She’d never done that before. And now I was reading a whole chapter that basically celebrated exactly what she had done.

I sat there, coffee growing cold in my mug, heart beating a little faster as I turned the pages.

The book quickly moved into even bolder territory: the concept of a wife becoming a “Hotwife.” It described how some couples found incredible excitement when the wife was free to have sex with whoever she wanted, with the husband’s role often being to support, encourage, and even help bring a “Bull” into their bed for her pleasure. There was very little mention of the husband getting to sleep with other women. The focus stayed almost entirely on the wife’s desires and the husband’s willingness to facilitate them.

I let out a short, disbelieving laugh. Laura wanting me to bring other guys home for her? The whole idea seemed ridiculous. My sweet, slightly chubby, golden-blonde wife — the same woman who still blushed when I complimented her tits in public — actually getting turned on by this?

And yet… she had called the book “very interesting.”

I kept reading, curiosity now fully hooked. Some sections talked about letting a wife live out fantasies like being naked in front of other men, teasing, or even more. Parts of it still didn’t fully make sense to me, but I couldn’t stop turning the pages.


A Book Review

Later that evening, Laura found me in the den and curled up beside me on the couch, her body warm and soft against mine. “So… what did you think of the book?” she asked, her voice light but clearly curious.

I set the book down on the coffee table and turned to look at her, trying to read her expression. “It’s pretty direct,” I said carefully. “Doesn’t really hold back on anything.”

She nodded, her bright blue eyes sparkling with unmistakable mischief. “I know, right? So tell me… what did you actually think?”

I hesitated, my mind still spinning from everything I’d read — especially that chapter on taking pleasure without giving anything back. The memory of her rolling over and falling asleep while I was still painfully hard flashed through my head again.

Laura watched me for a moment, then gave me a slow, playful smile that was almost daring. “Well…” she said, drawing the word out, “Happy Wife, Happy Life.”

A lump formed in my throat. The way she said it — half joke, half something much more serious — sent my pulse racing. “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Instead of answering right away, Laura reached down and cupped my crotch through my pants, giving my still-sensitive cock a gentle, possessive squeeze. She leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear, and whispered with a wicked little wink, “You keep me happy… and I’ll keep you happy.”

Then she stood up, flashed me that same shit-eating grin, and sauntered out of the room, leaving me sitting there with a rapidly hardening cock and a head full of questions.

That woman really knows exactly how to wind me up. Her words — “You keep me happy, and I’ll keep you happy” — hung in the air long after she left the room, ambiguous and tantalizing, like a secret she was only half-willing to share. It could have meant a dozen different things, and every single one of them sent a different rush through me: excitement, nervousness, and that familiar low throb of arousal. Laura had always been a natural tease, and over the years she’d perfected it into an art form that kept our sex life electric and unpredictable. I loved it. I craved it. And I always tried to match her energy, keeping that playful spark alive between us.

A couple of nights later, we were having dinner at home under the soft glow of candlelight. Laura looked relaxed and radiant in a simple tank top that did nothing to hide the generous curve of her breasts or the way her thick nipples pressed against the fabric. Midway through the meal, she brought up our trip to the adult store, her eyes sparkling with that mischievous glint I was starting to recognize all too well.

“I still can’t stop thinking about that place,” she said, a hint of wonder and amusement in her voice. “I couldn’t believe some of the things they had in there.”

“I know, right?” I replied with a chuckle. “Pretty wild.”

She tilted her head, giving me a playful look. “So… what do you think those video booths in the back were really about?”

I took a slow sip of wine, buying myself a second. “When I went back, I asked the cashier. She said they’re private booths where you can watch pay-per-view porn. And apparently they’re all connected… if you know what I mean.”

Laura’s eyebrows rose slightly, her lips curving into a small, intrigued smile. The candlelight danced in her blue eyes.

Feeling bold, I added, “We could go check it out sometime if you want. Maybe do some more toy shopping while we’re there.”

Her whole face lit up with genuine excitement. “Really? I’d love that.” She leaned forward a little, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I saw this incredibly sexy, sensual outfit in there too — the kind that’s basically only meant to be worn at home for… sextivities.” She winked. “I want to get it. For us.”

We made plans right then and there to go back the following Saturday. As we finished dinner, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our little adventure was becoming something much more than just playful shopping.

Over the next few days, I asked Laura a couple more times why she found the book so interesting. Each time she gave me the same evasive answer, delivered with that mysterious little smile that drove me crazy.

“It just sounds very interesting,” she’d say, her blue eyes sparkling with something I couldn’t quite read.

Was I hearing her correctly? The way she emphasized “sounded” made it feel like she had all sorts of curious, filthy thoughts quietly simmering in that sexy little mind of hers. We’d always been brutally open with each other about our fantasies, but this felt different — like she was deliberately holding something back, testing the waters.

For the past several nights I’d lain awake replaying everything I’d read. The idea of bringing a “bull” home for Laura to fuck seemed completely insane. My sweet, pretty wife with another man? Yet the moment the image formed in my head — Laura on her back, legs spread, moaning as a bigger, harder cock slid into her — my own cock would betray me instantly, throbbing painfully. Why the hell was that turning me on? The moral conflict gnawed at me, creating a whirlwind of guilt, jealousy, and raw, undeniable excitement all at once.

Saturday afternoon finally arrived, and we headed back to the adult store to expand Laura’s growing toy collection. She had dressed to kill — a tight, low-cut top that showcased her full, heavy tits and those ever-prominent nipples, paired with a short skirt that hugged the round, gym-toned curve of her ass. She looked classy and provocatively sexy at the same time, turning heads as we walked through the parking lot. I caught more than one guy doing a double-take.

The store was noticeably busier than last time. Two other couples were browsing the aisles, and three single guys lingered near the back, their eyes subtly scanning the room. The air felt thicker, charged with a shared sense of naughty anticipation.

Laura’s eyes lit up with pure delight the moment we stepped inside. We wandered slowly through the displays, pausing to examine new toys and lingerie. She lingered over a particularly sheer black babydoll set, running her fingers sensually over the delicate lace.

“What do you think?” she asked, holding it up against her body, her voice low and teasing.

“It’s perfect,” I replied, my throat suddenly dry. “I can’t wait to see you in it… and then take it off you.”

We’d been inside for about ten minutes when Laura suddenly noticed one of the couples slipping discreetly down the dimly lit hallway toward the private video booths. She watched them disappear, then turned to me with a bright, excited glint in her eyes.

“Mike…” she said, biting her lower lip, “do you want to go check it out?”

“Okay, let’s go,” I replied, my voice steadier than I felt. A strange cocktail of intrigue and apprehension twisted in my stomach as we walked toward the cashier.

The same cute brunette from before gave us a knowing, slightly amused smile. “Just pick any booth that doesn’t have a locked door and go on in,” she instructed casually. “If you don’t want to be disturbed, make sure to lock it behind you. Instructions for the videos are posted inside.”

Walking down the dimly lit hallway felt strangely surreal. The muffled sounds of porn playing behind closed doors drifted through the walls, and every step seemed to echo our growing curiosity — and my rising nerves.

The first door we tried was locked — probably the couple we’d seen slip back here earlier. We moved two doors down and found one standing slightly ajar.

Inside, the booth was tiny, barely big enough for the two of us to stand comfortably. A single small stool sat in front of a large video screen that currently showed simple instructions. The room was purely functional: stark walls, a large roll of paper towels mounted prominently on the side, and a trash can right beside it. The whole setup screamed “this is where guys come to jerk off in private.”

“Oh my god,” Laura breathed, her eyes wide as she took it all in. “This really is a place for guys to come and jack off while watching videos, isn’t it?”

“Yeah… it sure looks like it,” I agreed, my pulse kicking up a notch.

My eyes drifted to the large, perfectly circular holes cut into both side walls — smooth-edged and unmistakable. I pointed at one. “And if I’m not mistaken… those are glory holes.”

Laura’s head snapped toward the holes. She stepped closer, leaning in to inspect them with open fascination. “I’ve heard of these, but I’ve never actually seen one in real life,” she said softly, her voice carrying a mix of disbelief and something else — something hotter, more intrigued.

She reached out and traced the edge of the nearest hole with her fingertip, almost reverently.

Just as we decided this whole thing probably wasn’t for us and started turning toward the door, a hand suddenly appeared through one of the glory holes — fingers wiggling in a casual little wave.

Laura jumped back with a sharp gasp, bumping into my chest. “Oh God!” she exclaimed, her voice a startled squeak.

I couldn’t help it — a low laugh escaped me despite the weird rush of adrenaline. “Shush,” I whispered, still grinning as I gently steadied her. “Don’t say anything.”

The video screen continued to flicker between a cheesy animated porn commercial — complete with exaggerated moans and wet slapping sounds — and the dry instructional guide. The bizarre mix of audio and the sight of that anonymous hand just hanging there made the whole situation feel absurd and strangely electric at the same time.

“Are you ready to go?” I asked quietly, sensing her discomfort.

Laura nodded quickly, still wide-eyed and breathing a little faster than usual. “Yes… this isn’t what I thought it would be at all.”

Just as we turned to leave, a thick, hard cock suddenly pushed through the glory hole on the right wall.

Laura froze mid-step, eyes widening in pure disbelief. She stumbled back against me, her hand flying to her mouth. The sight of that veiny, unfamiliar erection jutting into our tiny booth — heavy, throbbing, and unmistakably real — hit like a lightning bolt.

I don’t know why, but her stunned expression sent a twisted rush through me. A nervous laugh escaped before I could stop it.

Laura quickly ducked behind me as if the thing might bite her, using my body as a shield. But she couldn’t resist — she kept cautiously peeking around my shoulder, watching the stranger’s cock bounce and twitch in the dim light. The guy on the other side held it there for what felt like forever, slowly flexing it, letting it sway heavily just inches from where we stood.

“I can’t believe guys actually do that…” Laura whispered, her voice breathy with shock. Her curiosity was clearly winning out over fear.

Unable to help herself, she leaned forward and peered directly through the hole. Her eyes went even wider. “Mike!” she hissed, half-whisper, half-gasp. “He’s… he’s jacking off!”

My pulse hammered in my ears. I chuckled again, but this time it sounded strained even to me. The guy pushed his cock back through the hole, thicker and harder now, the head glistening slightly.

Laura stared, transfixed. “What… what is he trying to do?”

“Honey,” I said quietly, my own voice rougher than I expected, “you know what happens in these places. He’s hoping for some attention.”

The words hung heavy between us. Then, before I could think better of it, the dare slipped out:

“I dare you to touch it.”

Laura let out a shocked little giggle and shook her head fast. “No way,” she said, but her eyes betrayed her. That same spark of intrigue I was feeling was mirrored right back at me. The stranger’s cock twitched again, pulsing visibly in the stale air of the booth.

“Look how hard it is…” she whispered, unable to tear her gaze away.

She still wouldn’t touch it, but the temptation was clearly there. Instead, Laura crouched down beside the wall, her face only inches from the anonymous erection. My hands shook slightly as I pulled out my phone and snapped a quick picture — capturing my pretty wife right next to a stranger’s hard cock like some filthy, secret memento of our little adventure.

After another long moment with no action from our side, the guy finally gave up. He pulled his thick shaft back through the hole and disappeared.

Laura, ever polite even in this bizarre situation, knelt down closer to the opening and spoke softly through it. “Sorry, buddy… I’m not here for that. Good luck with someone else.”

Just as Laura finished her polite little apology through the hole, I noticed movement behind her.

“Babe! Don’t back up!” I warned sharply.

She turned quickly — and froze.

“Oh my God… is that real?” she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.

A massive black cock had pushed through the opposite glory hole, thick, heavy, and already rock-hard. It was easily twice the size of mine in both length and girth, the dark shaft veined and throbbing menacingly in the dim light of the booth.

When it twitched a couple of times, heavy and powerful, I couldn’t stop the nervous laugh that escaped me. “Well… I guess that answers your question,” I said, trying to sound casual even as my heart hammered.

I’d never considered myself into looking at other guys’ cocks, but I’d never seen a real black one before — and this one was undeniable. It put mine to shame. Laura stared at it in open amazement, her bright blue eyes wide, lips slightly parted.

“I’ve never seen a dick that big…” she breathed, unable to look away. Her fascination was written all over her face.

“Honey, look how big and hard it is!” she kept repeating, her voice filled with genuine wonder and rising excitement. The tone was contagious, even as it stirred something complicated and primal in my chest.

“I see, Laura,” I replied quietly, my own mixed feelings swirling — awe, intrigue, and a sharp sting of jealousy I didn’t want to name.

The huge black cock stayed there for another long moment, pulsing, before the guy slowly pulled it back through the hole.

Laura turned to me instantly, her lips forming a disappointed little pout. The abrupt end of the show clearly left her wanting more. She looked genuinely entranced by what she’d just seen.

Then, without warning, the man stuck his hand through the same hole instead — large, dark fingers splayed wide, reaching and feeling blindly into our booth as if searching for soft skin.

The room felt suddenly smaller, the flickering neon glow from outside casting shifting shadows across the walls. My pulse thundered in my ears.

I looked at Laura, my voice dropping to a low, rough murmur. “Laura… he wants to feel your tits or your ass.”

Laura burst into nervous laughter, her eyes wide with pure incredulity. The absurdity of the situation hit her all at once, and her giggles echoed off the narrow walls of the tiny booth, mixing with the low, distant hum of the city outside.

“Are you serious?” she gasped between laughs, pressing a hand over her mouth as if she couldn’t believe what she’d just heard.

I nodded slowly, a mischievous but slightly shaky grin spreading across my face. The thrill of complete anonymity hung thick in the air — intoxicating, dangerous, and strangely liberating. “He doesn’t know who we are, and we don’t know who he is,” I said softly. “No one will ever know but us.”

I paused, my voice dropping lower. “I’ll even take a picture… of a big black hand playing with your tits. Something we can look at later and remember our first glory hole experience.”

Laura instinctively brought both hands up to cover her full chest, her bright blue eyes searching mine desperately for reassurance. The conflict was written all over her pretty face — curiosity battling hard with hesitation and a touch of nervousness.

“Should I…?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the muffled moans still leaking from the video screen.

“What’s it going to hurt?” I urged gently, stepping a little closer, my own heart pounding. The words came out smoother than I expected. “Go on, baby. Let him feel those beautiful, sexy titties of yours.”

Laura’s anxiety was palpable — her breaths came shallow and quick, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Yet beneath the nervousness, a spark of wicked excitement danced in her bright blue eyes, and the corners of her mouth curved into a daring little smile.

Slowly, she pulled the front of her top open. Her heavy, beautiful breasts spilled free into the cool air of the booth, her thick nipples hardening instantly into tight peaks.

“Go ahead,” I encouraged, my voice low and rough. “Lean over and let him feel them.”

The stranger must have heard every word. His large dark hand turned palm-up, fingers curling in open anticipation.

Laura hesitated for only a second, then leaned forward. The soft, pale flesh of her breast brushed against his waiting palm. He cupped her tit greedily, his strong fingers gently squeezing and exploring the heavy softness. Laura bit her lower lip hard, her eyes fluttering half-closed as a deep flush crept up her neck and across her cheeks. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her.

The sight was surreal and intensely erotic — my wife’s creamy white breast being fondled by a big black hand through a glory hole.

I pulled out my phone with slightly shaky hands and started recording. The dim lighting cast a warm glow over Laura’s skin, making the stark contrast between her pale curves and his dark fingers even more striking. Her nipples were rock-hard, clearly betraying how much her body was enjoying this unexpected thrill.

After a long moment, Laura finally pulled back, breathing hard. A satisfied, almost dazed smile played on her lips.

“Okay, Mike… that’s enough,” she said, her voice breathless and thick with excitement.

But the stranger wasn’t finished. His hand stayed outstretched through the hole, fingers still flexing, clearly hungry for more.

Laura glanced at me, a playful lilt creeping into her voice. “Now what does he want?”

“I guess he wants to feel your ass,” I replied, my grin widening even as my pulse thundered.

With a mischievous twinkle in her eye, Laura turned around and hiked her short skirt up over her hips, revealing her cute, round, gym-toned ass. She wiggled it teasingly, keeping it just out of reach of his grasping fingers. I kept the camera rolling, capturing every second as the stranger’s hand desperately tried — and failed — to make contact.

Laura played along, her voice a delicious mix of playful challenge and genuine curiosity. “Do you want to see him play with my ass?” she asked, deliberately swaying her hips closer… then pulling back at the last second. Each teasing motion brought her plump cheeks tantalizingly near his fingertips before she danced away again, heightening the anticipation until the air in the tiny booth felt thick and electric.

The stranger adjusted his position on the other side of the wall, reaching further through the glory hole. When his large, dark hand finally made full contact with Laura’s bare ass, she startled hard, her eyes flying wide in genuine surprise. She clearly hadn’t expected him to reach that far.

“Nice!” I said, my voice low and laced with amusement, never stopping the video.

Laura whipped her head around to look at me, searching my face desperately for any hint of discomfort or disapproval. I just raised my eyebrows and gave her a wicked little grin, still filming every second. For a moment she seemed reassured — but then his fingers grew bolder, sliding dangerously close to the warm cleft between her thighs, clearly trying to reach her pussy.

She straightened up abruptly and yanked her skirt back down, breathing fast. “Mike… that’s enough for now,” she said firmly, her voice a little shaky but decisive.

The stranger immediately withdrew his hand, as if respecting her boundary.

I couldn’t resist. I slipped my own hand under her skirt from behind and cupped her pussy through her panties. They were soaked. “Damn, babe,” I teased, my voice rough, “he almost found your wet spot.”

Laura smacked my shoulder playfully, though her cheeks were flushed deep pink. “Quit it, Mike.”

But the guy still wasn’t done.

His thick black cock pushed back through the hole again — even harder now, heavy and throbbing, the head glistening slightly as it hung there in silent, desperate need.

“Damn, babe… the poor guy looks like he’s hurting for some attention,” I remarked, my tone a strange mix of amusement, curiosity, and something darker.

Laura gave me a long look — caution and raw fascination battling in her eyes. Her gaze kept drifting back to the massive, veiny black cock jutting out from the wall, almost entranced by it. Despite all the unspoken boundaries we’d just set, the air in the tiny booth felt thick, heavy, and dangerously electric with thrilling tension.

Against my better judgment, the words slipped out before I could stop them.

“Grab hold of it and let me take a picture.”

Laura’s eyes widened, the conflict clear on her face — raw curiosity battling hard against hesitation and nervousness. She’d never seen, let alone touched, a cock this big before, and the sheer novelty of it seemed almost irresistible to her.

“It’s okay, honey,” I reassured her softly, my voice lower than usual. “I won’t be mad. I promise.”

She kept glancing back and forth between me and the thick black cock throbbing through the hole, visibly torn. When her hesitation lingered, I gently took her small hand in mine and guided it forward.

Her fingers opened instinctively… and then she was holding it.

The moment her warm palm wrapped around the stranger’s heavy shaft, Laura looked up at me with shy, slightly ashamed eyes. Slowly, almost tentatively, she began to stroke him — slow, exploratory movements up and down the thick length.

“Wow, babe… that looks so fucking hot,” I breathed, genuinely mesmerized by the sight.

Her delicate hand looked tiny in comparison. She couldn’t even fully wrap her fingers around his impressive girth, and the visual contrast was striking — almost obscene. It made me instantly compare it to the memory of her hand on my own cock, her fingers easily touching when she stroked me. The difference was undeniable… and undeniably arousing.

Laura kept checking my face, searching for any sign of discomfort or regret. All she found was my encouraging smile as I continued filming. Deep down, a quiet wave of doubt and jealousy tried to rise, but my overwhelming arousal pushed it back down, burying it for the moment.

I couldn’t resist asking, my voice low and rough in the confined space. “How does it feel to have a huge cock in your hand, hun?”

Laura was still emerging from her initial shock, her cheeks flushed deep pink. For a few seconds she just stared at the thick black shaft filling her palm, almost like she couldn’t believe what she was doing. Then a glimmer of pure excitement flickered in her bright blue eyes.

She started slowly — almost nervously — her small, delicate fingers wrapping around as much of his girth as they could manage. Her first strokes were tentative and exploratory, sliding up and down the veiny length with careful, measured movements. The stranger’s cock twitched hard in her grip, veins bulging prominently under her touch as she worked him.

It was unmistakably her first big black cock, and the sight was intoxicating.

I kept my phone steady, recording every second, knowing this was a moment we’d never forget — and probably never top.

Gradually, Laura’s confidence grew. Her strokes became longer, smoother, and more deliberate, as if she was discovering a new rhythm she liked. Her grip tightened just a little, sliding from the thick base all the way up to the swollen head and back down again. The wet, slick sound of skin on skin filled the tiny booth.

She had fully embraced the moment now. The shy, ashamed look from earlier had melted away, replaced by something much sultrier — the natural tease in her coming alive. Her strokes turned confident, almost purposeful, like it had become her personal mission to pleasure this stranger’s massive cock.

Laura glanced up at the camera, puckered her full lips, and blew a slow, playful kiss directly at the lens. Then her mouth curved into a wicked, seductive smile that sent a fresh jolt straight to my own throbbing cock.

Squatting down to eye level with the stranger’s massive cock, Laura had become completely lost in the rhythm of her strokes. Her small hand moved with growing confidence — long, smooth, and deliberate — as she worked him faster.

Neither of us knew that two heavy knocks on the wall were the universal signal that he was about to cum.

She was looking up at me with that mischievous glint in her eye, lips parted in a teasing smile, when it happened.

Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum suddenly erupted from the head of his cock, splattering across her face and chest in heavy bursts. Laura recoiled instantly with a sharp gasp, instinctively pushing his throbbing shaft away. That only made it worse — the next powerful spurts sprayed wildly, landing across her tits, her arm, and even streaking down her thigh.

“Oh God!” she cried out, half-shocked, half-laughing as she stared down at herself in disbelief. “Fuck, Mike… He got it all over me!”

The guy quickly pulled his spent cock back through the hole and disappeared, leaving Laura standing there in the middle of the tiny booth with her arms slightly outstretched. Thick white cum dripped from her cheek, chin, and the generous swell of her breasts. Her top was ruined — wet, sticky, and clinging transparently to her skin. In the dim light, the mess glistened obscenely, almost artistic in its lewdness.

I lunged for the large roll of paper towels mounted on the wall and tore off a huge wad. We used nearly half the roll frantically wiping her down. Laura’s face was a hilarious mix of astonishment and bubbling laughter as we cleaned cum off her cheeks, neck, tits, and legs. Her skin still shone with a glossy sheen where we’d missed spots.

Finally, she gathered herself, wiping away the last sticky remnants with a rueful little smile.

“God damn,” she exhaled, shaking her head in disbelief, “that man can cum a lot!”

The sheer absurdity of the situation hit us both at once. We burst into helpless laughter, realizing how completely unprepared we had been for something like this. Laura had never minded cum — in fact, she loved it when I jerked off onto her tits at home — but she always wanted warning. The sudden, surprise explosion had completely thrown her. Neither of us had noticed the two warning knocks on the wall

We quickly finished cleaning her up as best we could, though Laura’s top was still visibly damp and sticky in places. We slipped out of the booth and started down the dimly lit hallway toward the main store.

More people had wandered in while we were occupied. Among them was a tall, well-built black guy browsing near the entrance. The moment we stepped into the brighter light, he glanced our way — and kept looking.

Laura’s face instantly flushed a deep, embarrassed crimson. She tried to play it cool, focusing hard on me instead of meeting his eyes, but it was impossible to miss the way her wet shirt clung to the curves of her heavy breasts, the faint sheen of leftover cum still visible if you knew what to look for.

Just as we passed him, the man gave a low, polite murmur: “Thank you for coming.”

Laura’s eyes flew wide. She quickened her pace, practically dragging me toward the exit. The second we stepped outside into the fresh air, she leaned in close and whispered urgently, “Fuck, Mike… That was him! He was the only black guy in there. I know it was him. I know it, I know it, I know it!”

We practically ran to the car. Once inside, we sat there for a moment, staring at each other in a wild mix of excitement, disbelief, and adrenaline.

Laura let out a shaky sigh and slumped back against the seat. “I think we crossed a line in there.”

“Maybe we did,” I admitted, my heart still racing. “But I instigated most of it.”

She turned to look at me, a small, almost shy smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “Well… I didn’t exactly resist too much, Mike.” Her voice softened. “When I saw the look on your face the moment that big black dick came through the hole… I couldn’t stop watching your reaction. It started as giddy, crazy fun… but something deeper inside me really wanted to touch it.”


Apology Needed?

Later that evening, we were curled up together on the couch in the soft, dim light of the living room. Laura turned to me, her expression suddenly sincere and a little hesitant.

“I want to apologize for what happened back there,” she said quietly. “I really didn’t mean to make him cum all over me like that. It was supposed to be just some harmless fun for the pictures.”

I shook my head and gave her a gentle smile, reaching over to tuck a strand of golden-blonde hair behind her ear. “That shocked the hell out of me too, babe. But honestly… we probably should have expected it. That’s what those guys go there for.” I paused, then added with a small, self-conscious laugh, “I think I just had some crazy thoughts running through my head afterward. That book you had me read… it messed with me more than I expected.”

Laura’s eyes widened in genuine surprise. “That’s so weird — I was thinking the exact same thing!”

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a soft, conspiratorial whisper. “I found that book absolutely fascinating, especially the chapters about a husband watching his wife with other men. The way it described the wife making her husband watch while she enjoyed herself with these young, strong bulls… it made my mind race with all kinds of crazy, filthy thoughts.”

Her cheeks flushed a pretty pink as she continued, her fingers nervously tracing patterns on my thigh. “In my head, I kept telling myself it wasn’t right… that good wives don’t think like that. But honestly? It gave me some really hot thoughts and fuck, they were some incredibly vivid dreams.”

I nodded slowly, feeling that same forbidden heat rising in my chest. “I thought similar things,” I admitted, my voice low and a little rough. “I kept trying to picture whether you could actually be a Hot Wife like the ones in the book. I guess I was intrigued enough to wonder… if you would ever touch another man’s cock right in front of me.”

Laura went quiet for a moment, her eyes distant as she replayed her own private fantasies. “I was so confused by the thoughts I was having,” she confessed softly. “But the idea of a husband actually bringing bulls home for his wife to play with… I tried to imagine you doing that for me.”

A thick, charged silence settled between us, heavy with everything we weren’t quite saying yet.

Finally, I broke it. “Laura… it looks like we both had some pretty wild thoughts tonight. And honestly? I’m not mad about it. In fact… it was pretty fucking erotic watching you do that.”

I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. The screen lit up as I unlocked it. “Here,” I said, handing it to her. “Watch the short video I took of you in the booth.”

Laura’s eyes widened as she took the phone, her hands trembling just slightly. She pressed play and watched in silence. Her breath hitched audibly as the footage played — her small hand stroking that thick black cock, her flushed face, the moment he exploded all over her.

“God, Mike…” she whispered, her voice breathy and shocked. “I can’t believe we actually did that.” She paused, biting her lower lip as she stared at the screen. “But… that black guy really did have a huge dick.”

She paused, still biting her lower lip as she stared at the video. “And the other guy had a nice one too,” she added softly. “He probably went and jacked off because I didn’t let him do anything with me.”

I chuckled quietly, the image flashing through my mind. “I’m sure he would’ve shot a huge load if you’d stroked him too.” I paused, watching her face carefully. “So, Laura… did you enjoy it enough that you’d want to go back and experience a little more?”

She kept her eyes glued to the screen for another long moment, her gaze hazy with lingering arousal. Finally, she looked up at me and answered in a quiet, almost shy voice, “Well… if you want to, I think it might be kinda hot to try again sometime.”

A sharp thrill shot through me. “I’ve always known guys drooled over the thought of seeing you naked,” I said, my voice low. “It’s no different than me appreciating a hot naked woman. That’s just normal for any red-blooded guy. I just never wanted people to know and cause problems for us.”

Laura nodded slowly, her expression a mix of understanding and growing excitement. “I definitely wouldn’t want any of our friends to know about this either,” she said firmly, though her voice carried a clear undercurrent of thrill. “This can stay our little secret.”

“So… that’s agreed then,” I said, feeling a heady rush of anticipation. “Let’s experiment again and see how it goes.”

I leaned in and kissed her softly. “How about we grab a glass of wine and head to the bedroom? Maybe you can show me what you’d do with that new dildo of yours.”

Laura smiled mischievously, her eyes sparkling with playful intent. “You couldn’t handle what I would do with a real one,” she teased, her voice low and sultry.

Her words sent a sharp jolt of arousal straight through me. She knew exactly how to push my buttons — and she was clearly enjoying it.

When I stepped into the bedroom with our two glasses of wine, the sight that greeted me stole my breath. Laura was lying completely nude on the bed, her soft, curvy body glowing warmly in the soft ambient light. The thick purple dildo stood proudly on the nightstand like a promise of what was coming. Her thick nipples were already hard and prominent, standing out like large pencil erasers against the full swell of her breasts.

“I want you to show me how we should experiment,” she said, her voice a perfect blend of challenge and pure allure. She was smart — by tossing the decision back to me, she made sure any guilt or second thoughts would land on my shoulders. Not that I minded. I was more than eager to see where this new adventure would take us.

Laura lay on her side, arms raised with her hands casually folded behind her head, one leg crossed lazily over the other. The pose was deliberately inviting, silently daring me to take control.

I set the wine down and picked up the dildo, feeling its cool, smooth weight in my palm. Slowly, I began tracing it up and down her arm, watching her reaction closely. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, steady and unblinking.

I dragged the thick head down her side, letting the cool silicone glide over her warm skin. When I reached her breasts, I caressed the soft, heavy curves with the toy, circling her nipples until they stiffened even more under its touch.

“Ewww,” she murmured in that husky whisper I loved, “you like seeing that hard cock on my tits?”

God, she knew exactly how to turn the heat up. I could tell she was going to make this an unforgettable night.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice thick with desire. “That cock looks really good rubbing against your tits.”

Laura’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She lowered her hands and cupped her full breasts together, deliberately pressing them around the dildo, silently inviting me to slide it between them.

“Do you like watching that hard cock fuck my tits?” she asked, her voice dripping with pure seduction.

Damn, this girl could turn into the most tempting seductress when she wanted to.

“Yes, babe… that looks fucking amazing,” I replied, my breath catching in my throat.

She leaned in closer, her smile turning wicked and knowing. “Could you handle watching a real cock fuck my tits?”

My dick was already rock-hard just from hearing her talk like that. “Yeah… that would be really hot,” I admitted, my voice thick with desire.

Laura’s eyes twinkled with mischief. “I’d like that too,” she whispered.

She slid one hand down and cupped the back of mine, guiding my movements so the thick dildo slid slowly between her soft, heavy breasts. Her warm skin felt incredible under my fingers as she pressed her tits together around the shaft.

“What else would you want to watch me do?” she asked, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers racing down my spine.

My mind flooded with filthy possibilities while she guided my hand, slowly dragging the dildo up along her neck. She looked straight into my eyes with that playful, challenging glint and murmured, “Eww, it’s so big and hard, Mike…”

Then she puckered her full lips, motioning for a kiss.

I couldn’t believe how insanely hot and erotic this was — playing with my own wife like this. The intimacy mixed with raw, forbidden passion made the air feel electric.

I moved the fat head of the dildo to her cheek, and we stared into each other’s eyes, the room thick with tension. When I brushed it across her soft lips, Laura reached down and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing cock. She kissed the head of the dildo gently, her lips warm and inviting.

“You liked that, didn’t you, honey?” she purred, her eyes never leaving mine.

My cock jumped hard in her hand. She kissed the dildo again, then slowly ran her tongue around the swollen head in teasing circles, all while holding my gaze. The heat between us was almost unbearable.

The night was only just beginning, and I couldn’t wait to see what else Laura had in store for us.

I couldn’t resist rolling the thick head of the dildo slowly across her soft lips, making it look like a real cock was waiting for her to worship it. Laura’s eyes sparkled with pure mischief as she looked up at me.

“Does this make your dick hard… watching me lick a hard cock?” she asked, her voice dripping with seduction.

I let out a low chuckle, my breath uneven. “Hell yes. Can’t you tell with your hand wrapped around my dick?”

She smiled seductively, a glint of real pleasure in her eyes. “It makes me horny too,” she whispered.

Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she reached down between her thighs and started rubbing her pussy in lazy circles.

Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “Would you like to watch me kiss and lick a real hard dick?”

My heart slammed against my ribs. She wasn’t talking about the toy anymore — she meant another man’s cock. I swallowed hard, throat suddenly dry.

“Wow… that would be really hot,” I managed, my voice thick.

The image of my wife on her knees with a real cock in her mouth sent a powerful thrill through me, but I hesitated to push the dildo past her lips. Laura sensed it immediately. She grabbed my hand and guided it down to rest on her soft belly, right above where her fingers were working her clit. She was really getting into it now — her breath was coming faster, her hips rocking gently against her own hand.

“What else would you like to watch your happy wife do?” she teased, her tone playful but loaded with meaning.

In that moment, it hit me like a freight train.

My wife was setting me up. Slowly. Deliberately. Every teasing remark, every wicked smile, every “accidental” confession — she had been planting these ideas in my head for weeks. She wasn’t just playing along with the fantasy. She was gently, skillfully turning me into the kind of husband who would watch her fuck other men. The kind of husband who would bring bulls home for her pleasure.

A whirlwind of conflicting thoughts crashed through my mind.

How far did I really want to take this?

Was I actually okay with watching her suck and fuck another man?

I was loving the game right now — the fantasy of seeing her lost in pleasure with someone else was making me throb. But the reality? Could I handle it? Could I stand there and watch my beautiful wife get fucked by another cock, especially one bigger and thicker than mine?

I looked down at her. Laura’s face was flushed with arousal, her fingers moving faster between her legs, her heavy tits rising and falling with each quick breath. The sight of her this turned on — because of the idea of another man — only made me harder.

Had I already crossed the line?

And deep down… did I truly want to watch my wife have sex with another man, at least once?

I slowly dragged the thick head of the dildo down her body and began rubbing it along her slick pussy lips, just like we had done the other night. Laura let out a long, needy moan.

“Ahhh… that feels so good, honey,” she breathed. “That would feel really good having that guy rub his hard cock on my pussy…”

My curiosity spiked instantly. “What guy, honey?” I asked, my voice low.

She raised her hips, trying to pull the dildo between her folds, her voice turning breathy and hungry. “The guy in the booth…”

My mind snapped into focus. She wasn’t talking about just any cock. She meant the huge black one she had stroked earlier — the one that had covered her in cum. The realization sent a sharp shiver racing down my spine, flooding me with a chaotic mix of raw excitement and nervous uncertainty. The night was suddenly heading somewhere much darker and more intense than I had expected.

I wasn’t against interracial experiences, and it was crystal clear my wife wasn’t either. We were already too deep into this erotic game to turn back now.

“I want to watch a guy put his hard cock in you,” I confessed, my voice thick and rough with arousal. The words were out before I could stop them — I had just told my wife I wanted to watch her fuck another man.

Laura moaned deeply, her eyes half-lidded with lust. “That would feel so fucking good…”

Emboldened, I leaned closer and whispered hotly against her ear, “Would you like me to get that guy with the big black cock to fuck you?”

The moment the words left my mouth, I pushed the thick dildo deep into her soaked pussy. Laura’s body immediately exploded into a violent orgasm. Her back arched hard off the bed, her thighs clamping around my hand as powerful waves ripped through her. She grabbed my wrist tightly, pulling the dildo even deeper as she convulsed and cried out, her pussy pulsing and gripping around the thick shaft.

I held it buried inside her until the tremors finally began to fade, her breathing ragged and her whole body still trembling. Only then did she gently push my hand away, wanting the toy out.

She rolled over and clung to me tightly, her soft, curvy body pressed against mine, still warm and flushed from the intense release. Her bright blue eyes were shining with deep satisfaction as she looked up at me.

“That was… amazing,” she whispered, voice hoarse.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I replied softly, giving her a quiet moment to come down from the high.

After a few peaceful seconds of just holding each other, I asked, “Babe… would you like to go back to the adult center sometime? Maybe see if that black guy is there again?”

Laura smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips, and nodded. “Only if you want to.”

The next morning, over coffee, I brought it up again. “Honey, I had a really great time last night. How about you?”

She came over, wrapped her arms around me from behind, and hugged me tight, her soft body pressing warmly against my back. “Yes, I did,” she murmured, kissing my cheek. “Thank you for making me feel so special.” She pulled back with a playful little grin. “I really do feel like a happy wife.”

I could tell she meant it — and that she was more than open to taking things further into the real thing.

“How about we go back to the adult center next weekend?” I suggested. “See what kind of fun we can have?”

Laura looked at me with that familiar mischievous glint in her blue eyes. “I’m game if you are.”

I smiled, feeling a rush of nervous excitement. “Good. It’s a date then.”

I had my reservations — plenty of them — but my curiosity and the new, insistent sexual desires stirring inside me were winning out. The thought of our next trip to the adult store kept looping through my mind all week, equal parts thrilling and nerve-wracking. It seemed unlikely the same tall black guy would be there again, but I knew Laura would light up if he was.

On a whim after work one evening, I drove over and parked in the lot just to watch who was coming and going. The moment I killed the engine, a wave of embarrassment hit me hard. I was basically stalking the place, hoping to catch a glimpse of the man who had intrigued my wife so much.

The store’s neon sign flickered in the growing dusk, casting an eerie, seductive glow over the parking lot.

I sat there for about thirty minutes, watching a handful of people enter and leave, but no sign of him. A strange mix of relief and disappointment settled in my chest. I finally started the car to leave.

Just as I was pulling out of the lot, a black guy turned in and drove past me toward the entrance. My heart slammed against my ribs. Was that him? I hadn’t gotten a clear look. I quickly drove down the street, made a U-turn, and hurried back.

By the time I pulled into the parking lot again, he was already inside the store.

I still wasn’t sure if it was the same guy.

Now what the hell was I doing?

I was already running late to get home, so I quickly called Laura and told her I had to stop for gas and grab something at the hardware store. The excuse sounded weak even to me, but it bought me a little time. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding, and pushed open the door to the adult center.

The familiar mix of plastic, latex, and faint musky cologne hit me the second I stepped inside. My eyes scanned the store and landed straight on him — the tall black guy standing behind the sales counter.

I pretended to browse, my fingers trembling slightly as I picked up random items. My mind raced with how to approach him and what the fuck I was even going to say. Eventually I grabbed a rental video off the shelf — one featuring black guys and white wives. The title was blatantly provocative: something about “white wife breeding.” A hot wave of guilt and excitement twisted in my stomach as I carried it to the counter.

When the register area finally cleared, I placed the video down. The guy looked up and gave me a slow, knowing smile.

“You’ll need to register an account to rent this,” he said, his voice deep and smooth.

As I filled out the form, he glanced at the cover and commented casually, “That’s a good choice for couples.”

“Really?” I replied, trying to sound relaxed. “My wife and I have been experimenting a little lately.” I paused, then added, “By the way… were you working here last Friday afternoon? My wife — she’s a hot little blonde with long hair — and I were in the back booths. I thought I saw you when we were leaving.”

He studied me for a second, then recognition flickered across his face. His eyes gleamed with sudden interest. “Yeah… I think I remember you two.”

A nervous grin tugged at my mouth. “We had a fantastic time. We’re actually planning to come back this Saturday afternoon to… explore a bit more.”

I didn’t mention the glory hole, but the way he looked at me made it clear he knew exactly who we were and what had happened.

He introduced himself casually. “I only work here part-time, filling in for the owner — he’s a good friend. During the day I’m a lineman for the phone company, but this job definitely has its perks.” He gave a low chuckle.

“I bet it does,” I replied, grinning back.

He extended his hand across the counter. “Name’s Rich.”

I shook it firmly. “Nice to meet you, Rich. Maybe we’ll see you around this Saturday?”

Though I hadn’t come right out and said what Laura and I were really after, I had a strong feeling Rich had picked up on the hint. If we were lucky, he’d be working when we came back.


Trying to be Bad

When I finally got home, I handed Laura the bag with the new porn flick I’d picked out. She pulled the case out, read the title, and gave me that mischievous, knowing look I was starting to crave.

“You’re such an ornery little boy,” she teased, arching an eyebrow. “Are you trying to be a bad boy and turn me into a proper happy wife?”

We both burst out laughing. I grinned and shot back playfully, “We’ll see.”

Later that night we watched the video together on the couch. It worked perfectly — the filthy scenes quickly set the mood. Before long we were all over each other, fucking like rabbits, passionate and hungry. Laura was clearly thrilled with how things were progressing between us. As we lay tangled in the sheets afterward, she whispered how excited she was about our upcoming trip back to the adult center. The anticipation between us was electric. We could both feel something big shifting, and neither of us could wait to see what new adventures awaited.

I never told her that I had met Rich while I was there earlier in the week. I wasn’t sure if he’d even be working on Saturday, and I didn’t want to get her hopes up only to disappoint her.

Saturday finally arrived. Laura looked absolutely stunning. She’d chosen a sexy, low-cut top that showed off her full cleavage and those ever-prominent nipples, paired with a short skirt that hugged her round ass perfectly. She carried herself with that confident, alluring energy that always turned heads.

“Are you ready to go have some fun?” I asked, barely able to contain my excitement.

She shot me a wicked little grin. “Damn right I am. Are you ready too, you bad little boy?”

The fifteen-minute drive to the adult center felt like it flew by, the air between us thick with nervous anticipation. When we pulled into the parking lot, I casually scanned for Rich’s car but didn’t see it. A small twinge of disappointment hit me, though I tried not to show it.

Inside the store, Laura headed straight for the lingerie section while I went to return the rental movie. When I rejoined her, she was chatting animatedly with another couple. They were all standing in front of the mirrors, admiring various pieces of sheer, lacy lingerie.

“Wow, those look great!” I said as I walked up.

The woman giggled, holding up a particularly revealing babydoll. “Thanks! They really don’t leave much to the imagination, do they?”

Her husband chuckled. “Nope, not at all.”

Laura and I exchanged an amused, knowing glance before we slowly made our way toward the back hallway and the private video booths.

This booth was noticeably nicer and a little larger than the last one, with two stools instead of one. It was surprisingly clean and even had a faint fresh scent instead of the usual stale musk.

As soon as I started the porn flick, muffled voices and soft moans drifted through the thin wall from the booth right next to us. Laura and I shared a quick, conspiratorial glance and instantly shushed each other, straining to make out the words.

To cover our whispers, I turned the volume up on our screen. Laura bent down and peeked through the glory hole, then straightened just enough to whisper excitedly in my ear, “It’s that couple we were just talking to out front!”

She listened for a second longer. “He’s saying ‘He’ll be here in a minute,’” she breathed. At the same time, I could hear the wet sounds of fingers working a pussy.

Laura motioned urgently for me to take a look. I bent over and peered through the hole. The woman had her pants and panties pulled down around her ankles, bent forward while her husband fingered her from behind. Her arm was stretched through the glory hole into the next booth, clearly reaching for someone.

I stepped back and caught a quick glimpse of a man’s cock pushing through the hole from the other side. I tapped Laura’s shoulder and signaled for her to look.

She bent over again. While she watched, I reached under her short skirt and gently tugged her panties down. She eagerly stepped out of them, kicking them aside, her eyes sparkling with pure anticipation as she continued peeking.

“She’s jerking him off now, babe,” she whispered, her voice thick with excitement. She turned to me with a wide, giddy smile, eyes gleaming.

I slid my hand between her thighs and found her pussy already soaking wet. Laura grinned at me like a naughty little girl and motioned for me to look again.

I leaned in. Through the small opening I could just make out the woman squatting in front of the hole, her head bobbing rhythmically. She was definitely giving him a blowjob — all I could see was the back of her head moving steadily back and forth.

I stepped back so Laura could watch some more while I continued fingering her slick, dripping pussy from behind. She was breathing faster now, clearly getting turned on by the live show next door.

Then it happened.

A large, dark hand reached through the glory hole on the opposite wall — right behind Laura.

I leaned in close to her ear and whispered hotly, “I think our friend is back.”

Laura spun around quickly, still bent slightly, and saw the big black hand reaching out into our booth, fingers slowly curling in invitation. She looked back at me, her eyes wide with a heady mix of excitement and uncertainty, a nervous but thrilled smile playing on her lips.

At first, Laura seemed unsure what to do, frozen in place as she stared at the big dark hand reaching through the hole.

“Let him know you see him,” I whispered.

Shyly, she reached out and gently stroked his fingers with her own. The hand responded immediately, waving slowly, almost invitingly, as if to say he was free to feel whatever she wanted to offer.

“Let him feel your tits,” I whispered hotly in her ear.

Laura grinned at me, a nervous but thrilled smile, then cupped her full breasts through her top and leaned forward. She shifted her hands, offering them to him. The large black hand immediately began fondling her soft, heavy tits, squeezing and exploring. Laura looked straight at me, eyes wide, and mouthed silently, “Oh my God,” while biting her lip to hold back a smile.

Emboldened, she pulled the front of her top down, freeing her bare breasts completely. Her thick nipples were already rock-hard, standing out proudly. The contrast of his dark hand against her pale skin was mesmerizing. She looked incredibly hot like this — my sweet wife offering her tits to a stranger.

“That looks so fucking hot, babe,” I said, my voice husky with arousal.

I quickly pulled out my phone and started snapping pictures, then switched to video. Laura held both of her tits up with her hands, clearly enjoying the attention as the stranger’s fingers kneaded and played with them, occasionally pinching her stiff nipples.

After a long moment, the hand pulled back through the hole. A few seconds later, his thick, hard black cock pushed through instead — heavy, veined, and already throbbing.

Laura’s eyes went wide. She looked at me and mouthed again, “Oh my God!”

“I think he wants you to play with his cock, babe,” I whispered.

Laura scooted closer to the wall, bringing his massive erection fully into view between us. It bobbed heavily in the air, clearly craving attention.

I nodded at her encouragingly, making sure my phone was recording.

She reached out tentatively at first, tapping the swollen head with one delicate finger. The cock jumped and pulsed at her touch. I nodded again.

Laura wrapped her small white hand around the thick girth. She couldn’t even close her fingers all the way around it. Slowly, almost reverently, she began stroking him from base to tip, staring at it in open amazement. Then she added her other hand, using both to jack his huge black cock with long, smooth strokes.

The stranger started thrusting gently back and forth through the hole, fucking her hands. Laura’s face lit up with a huge, delighted smile. She was clearly thrilled — visibly excited to have this massive, hard black cock responding so eagerly to her touch.

The contrast was incredibly erotic: her small, pale hands sliding up and down that thick, dark shaft. It was one of the most visually striking and sensual things I had ever seen.

Suddenly, Rich pulled his cock back out of the hole.

Laura frowned, clearly disappointed, and tried to peek through the glory hole, but he was standing just out of view. She stayed squatting there in anticipation for a long minute, thighs trembling slightly, until his large black hand reappeared — this time holding a small folded note.

Laura glanced at me, then quickly took the note. He withdrew his hand.

She unfolded it, and her eyes widened in genuine shock as she read. She looked up at me, stunned.

“What does it say?” I asked.

She hesitated for a second, then handed it over.

It read: Hi, Laura. Your soft hands feel wonderful on my cock, but I think your husband wants to watch you suck my cock. There was a little smiley face at the end.

Laura held both hands out in disbelief. “How the hell does he know my name?!”

I gave her an ornery little smile. “Maybe a certain Happy Husband had something to do with it?”

She stared at me for a beat, then shook her head with a laugh. “You are such a dirty little boy, aren’t you?”

“His name is Rich,” I confessed. “I met him the other day when I returned the movie. I told him we’d be here today.”

Laura’s face broke into the biggest, happiest “Happy Wife” smile I’d ever seen — equal parts surprised, thrilled, and wicked.

Just then, Rich slowly pushed his thick black cock back through the hole.

Laura reached up with her left hand. Her wedding diamond caught the dim light and shimmered beautifully as her delicate fingers wrapped around his heavy shaft. She held it close to her cheek, the striking contrast between her pale skin and his dark, throbbing flesh incredibly erotic.

My own cock was painfully hard, straining against my pants.

There was a serious, almost commanding look in her eyes now as she pressed his cock against her soft cheek. It was the kind of look that said there was no turning back — she was about to cross a real line. She was about to suck another man’s cock. A big black cock.

The thought alone made my heart hammer in my chest.

She rubbed the thick head slowly across her cheek, then traced it down to her chin and over to the other cheek, her movements sensual and deliberate. Finally, she pulled it back slightly and locked eyes with me, her gaze unwavering.

Then, ever so slowly, she leaned in and pressed a soft, lingering kiss right to the swollen head of his cock.

I nearly lost it right there.

Laura pulled back just enough for me to see a thin, sticky string of pre-cum stretch from her lower lip to the tip. She winked at me, her eyes twinkling with pure mischief and raw desire, before sticking out her tongue and languidly licking around the head, savoring the taste.

She looked absolutely stunning — flushed, confident, and radiating sexual energy. She knew exactly how much she was turning me on.

She parted her lips and took just the tip of his thick black cock into her warm mouth, her expression one of utter devotion and lust.

“God, Laura…” I groaned, my voice thick and rough. “That looks so fucking hot.”

Laura pulled his thick cock back, lifted it upward, and leaned in closer. Her tongue flicked out teasingly, licking and sucking gently on his heavy balls. She then dragged her warm, wet tongue slowly up the entire length of his throbbing black shaft, savoring every inch. The sheer eroticism of the moment made my breath catch in my throat.

She opened her mouth wide and took him in as deep as she could. Her lips stretched tightly around his massive girth, struggling to accommodate him. She was trying so hard to suck him properly, bobbing her head and working her way down, but he was simply too big for her.

Frustrated yet determined, she reached up with both hands and stroked the slick shaft while sucking aggressively on the head. The sight of my pretty wife desperately trying to take as much of that huge black cock as possible was mesmerizing.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I pulled my own cock out and started furiously jacking off as I watched her.

“Do you like watching me with a hard black cock on my lips?” Laura asked, pulling off just long enough to speak. Her voice was dripping with pure sluttiness, low and filthy.

She was clearly determined to make him cum for her. Her eyes blazed with wild, carnal intensity.

Then she paused, pulled back slightly, and locked her gaze onto mine.

“Mike…” she said, her voice raw and commanding with lust, “I want you to bring him home. I want you to watch him fuck me!”

The words hit me like a lightning bolt. I was in a complete trance, utterly captivated by my wife’s wanton display.

A loud knock on the wall suddenly snapped us back to reality.

Laura immediately turned her full attention back to Rich’s cock. With a deep, guttural groan from the other side, he exploded. Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum erupted across her face, splattering her lips, chin, and cheeks.

The sight sent me over the edge instantly. I groaned loudly and shot my own load all over my wife as she quickly took his cock back into her mouth, sucking eagerly even as he continued to cum. Hot semen oozed from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down her chin and onto her heaving breasts.

Laura finally pulled back, laying her head against the wall with a deeply satisfied smile on her cum-streaked face. Rich gave her a couple more spurts across her tits for good measure.

The image of my beautiful wife drenched in another man’s cum, eyes shining with erotic triumph, was something I would never forget.

I could barely keep the phone steady as I continued recording. Laura leaned forward one last time and lovingly licked his softening cock clean. Cum glistened all over her face, neck, and chest.

With a serious but glowing expression on her messy face, she turned to me and said softly, “I love you, Mike. I’m a happy wife today.”

Just then, we heard faint clapping. When we looked, we realized a couple was peeking through one of the glory holes, clearly enjoying the show we had just put on.

It took nearly ten minutes to clean Laura up. Thankfully, she had been smart enough to bring a thin halter top to change into — her original shirt was ruined, soaked and sticky with cum. By the time we were presentable again, the booths on either side of us had gone quiet.

I hesitated for a second before kissing her, knowing another man’s cum had just been in her mouth. But Laura didn’t give me the chance to pull away. She grabbed my face, pulled me in, and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. When she broke the kiss, she whispered hotly against my lips,

“I’m not done yet, Mike. I want you to make me a happy wife tonight, too.” She winked, her eyes sparkling with mischief and need. “So… exchange numbers with him and make it happen.”

Her tone made it clear how important this was to her. There was no playful teasing this time — this was a real request, almost a demand. And I understood she needed this tonight.

As we walked out of the booth area, neither the couple nor Rich was visible. We headed toward the exit and stepped into the parking lot. That’s when I noticed Rich’s car parked directly behind ours.

I pointed it out to Laura. She gave me a quick, excited smile and walked over to our car, deliberately opening the back hatch as if looking for something.

I approached Rich’s car. He rolled down the window.

“Hey Rich, good to see you again today,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Laura and I were hoping you might want to join us later tonight for drinks… get to know each other a little better?”

Rich smiled, his expression warm but clearly interested. “I’m free tonight. Where and what time?”

I hadn’t run it by Laura yet, but I went with my gut. “How about 9 pm at the Beach Marriott?”

“Sounds good to me,” he replied easily.

I asked for his number. He handed me one of his emergency lineman business cards. I scribbled my number on the back of another card and passed it to him.

“Laura is really looking forward to seeing you tonight,” I added.

Rich’s eyes flicked to his side-view mirror. “I’m looking forward to seeing Laura as well,” he said, a hint of amusement in his voice.

I turned to see what he was looking at.

Laura was bent over at the waist, rummaging in the back of our car. Her legs were slightly spread, and her short skirt had ridden up just enough to give a perfect, unobstructed view of her bare pink pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties anymore.

She knew exactly what she was doing — giving Rich a deliberate, tantalizing preview of what might be waiting for him later that night.


Afternoon Heat

It was already 3:30 in the afternoon. We didn’t have much time to get ready, so we headed straight home.

In the car, I kept stealing glances at Laura. Finally, I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“Babe… I’ve never seen anything so fucking hot in my entire life.”

Laura paused, then turned to me with a slow, devilish smile that made my stomach flip.

“So you enjoyed it, huh?”

“Holy fuck, yeah,” I replied almost instantly.

She let out a soft, satisfied laugh. “I did too, honey. I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to be a real slut. Acting is one thing… but actually doing it? God, it’s way, way better.”

When we got home, I was grateful we had two showers. Laura took over the en suite, locking herself in for a long time as she prepared meticulously for the night ahead. I reminded her through the door that we needed to leave by 8:20 to make it on time.

She finally emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a cloud of steam, her makeup flawless and her long golden-blonde hair styled in perfect, bouncy curls. She looked incredible.

“Babe,” she said with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, “why don’t you go ahead and get us a nice room at the Marriott? Just in case we have too much to drink and can’t drive home.”

I nodded and immediately booked the room. It felt like the smart — and exciting — thing to do.

I was ready in no time, but when Laura stepped out of the bedroom, she absolutely took my breath away.

She was dressed to kill in her favorite club outfit: a tight black skirt that hugged every curve of her hips and ass, and a white sheer top so thin and revealing it was almost scandalous. Her full breasts and prominent nipples were clearly visible through the delicate fabric. She’d paired it with her new black heels — the ones with the bright red soles that screamed sex. Her long blonde hair cascaded in elegant curls over her shoulders.

“Babe… you’re knocking it out of the park tonight,” I said, unable to take my eyes off her.

“Thanks, honey,” she replied with a playful smile. She stepped closer, tapped me lightly on the nose, and added, “Maybe I’ll hit a home run tonight.” Then she reached down and gave my cock a quick, possessive squeeze. “Happy wife, happy life.”

We got into the car and headed toward the Marriott. As we drove through the city, the neon lights painted colorful streaks across Laura’s face and bare shoulders. I glanced over at her, my pulse already quickening.

“Pantyless?” I asked.

She gave me a wicked little smile. “Why ruin a perfectly good outfit?”

My mind immediately filled with vivid images of everything the night might bring.

“Do we need any rules or safe words?” I asked, a hint of genuine concern slipping into my voice.

Laura turned to me with a confident, almost amused smile. “Why, Mike… don’t you think your wife can handle herself?”

“Hun, I’ve got your back if you need me,” I assured her quickly.

“Oh, you’ll be needed, alright,” she replied, her voice low and full of delicious promise.

When we arrived at the hotel, I decided to check in first and get the room key out of the way. The moment we stepped into the elegant lobby, the distant thrum of live music and laughter drifted from the lounge, pulling us toward it like a magnet.

We headed that way, with me walking just a step behind Laura. She looked incredible — confident stride, hips swaying gently, her sheer white top and tight black skirt leaving very little to the imagination. Nearly every man we passed turned to stare. Laura had always had an almost supernatural ability to sense when eyes were on her, and she knew exactly how to move to make them drool.

Just inside the lounge, we paused to take in the scene. The band was playing upbeat, sultry music, and the dance floor was alive with energy and swaying bodies. I scanned the room and spotted Rich at the far end, waving us over. He must have arrived early — he’d already secured a great table with a perfect view of the band and the dance floor.

We made our way through the crowd toward him.

As we approached, Rich stood up with a warm smile. I reached out and shook his hand. “Rich, this is my wife, Laura.”

He took her hand gently, raised it to his lips, and placed a smooth, gallant kiss on the back of it. “Wow,” he said, his deep voice smooth and charming, eyes twinkling. “I’d recognize those soft hands anywhere.”

Laura blushed beautifully, a soft pink flush spreading across her cheeks. “Thank you, Rich. It’s nice to finally meet you too,” she replied, her voice warm, inviting, and just a little breathless.

We settled into a cozy corner booth facing the dance floor. Rich gestured politely for us to sit. I slid in on one side while Laura took the middle seat, placing herself between us. Rich sat to her left, creating an intimate little triangle that already felt charged.

Almost immediately, a waitress appeared to take our drink order.

I knew my wife well enough to read the subtle signs — she was impressed with Rich. He was tall and lean, with an effortless, masculine elegance that fit the upscale lounge perfectly. His tailored shirt and confident posture gave him the air of a man who knew exactly how to make women notice him.

While we waited for our drinks, the lively music and buzzing energy of the crowd created the perfect backdrop. The air felt thick with anticipation. This night was just beginning, and I could already sense it was going to unfold in ways we had only fantasized about.

Laura was clearly curious about Rich. She quickly started making small talk, asking about his work as a lineman, his favorite spots in the city, and what he liked to do for fun. Our drinks arrived just as the band launched into one of Laura’s favorite songs.

“I love this song!” she exclaimed, her eyes lighting up.

Being a gentleman, I stayed seated and let Rich take the lead. He stood and offered his hand. “Would you like to dance?”

Laura smiled brightly and accepted without hesitation.

As they rose, I noticed several men at nearby tables turning to steal glances at her legs. Her short black skirt rode up just enough to be tantalizing, and her confident stride only made her more magnetic. She glanced back at me over her shoulder.

“Are you okay, babe?” she asked softly.

I forced a smile and nodded. “Sure. Go have fun.”

On the dance floor, Laura looked stunning. She moved gracefully in her high heels, her body swaying naturally to the rhythm. Rich was polite and respectful during the first fast song, keeping a proper distance.

When they returned to the table, the band shifted into a slow, sultry song. Rich gently touched Laura’s shoulder and asked, “May I have another?”

She smiled and accepted again, raising one arm to rest on his shoulder while her other hand found his. As they moved together, her short skirt swayed with her hips. Rich’s hand gradually slid lower down her back — farther than a purely friendly dance would allow — and he subtly drew her body closer to his.

Laura didn’t pull away. Instead, she moved in a way that let her full breasts brush teasingly against his chest. From where I sat, I could see how easily he could look down the sheer front of her top. The sight sent a hot, complicated rush through me — pride, jealousy, and intense arousal all tangled together.

The song ended and they made their way back to the table. Laura scooted in beside me, pressing her warm thigh against mine. I placed my hand possessively on her leg and leaned in to kiss her softly.

“You look stunning tonight, honey,” I whispered against her lips.

She smiled sweetly. “Thank you.”

Then she turned to Rich and gave him a light, grateful kiss on the cheek for the dance. Almost immediately, Rich’s large hand settled comfortably on her other thigh. I noticed Laura subtly spread her legs a little wider — just enough to be ladylike, but enough that, from certain angles around the dance floor, it was obvious she had a different man’s hand on each of her thighs.

It was almost comical how the guys at the bar kept trying to steal glances without getting caught. They were waiting for me to look away so they could openly stare.

I leaned close to Laura’s ear and whispered, “The guys at the bar are dying to look up your dress.”

Laura gave me a mischievous little smile. “Do you like it when guys look up my dress?” Before I could answer, she spread her legs just a fraction more. Then she leaned in even closer and whispered, “Rich is trying to put his hand up my dress. Do you mind?”

God damn, this girl knew exactly how to turn me on.

She took my hand and guided it higher under her short skirt. My fingers brushed against Rich’s hand on the other side — both of us now dangerously close to her bare, already-wet pussy.

Laura smiled at me, eyes gleaming with pure excitement. “I noticed two guys at the bar pointing at us,” she whispered. “They’re watching you guys with your hands up my skirt.”

One of the bolder guys actually got up and approached our table while both our hands were still under her skirt.

“Would you like to dance?” he asked Laura, trying to sound smooth.

She gave him a flirtatious smile, not moving our hands an inch. “Maybe later,” she purred. “I’m a bit… busy right now.”

The guy looked disappointed but walked away reluctantly.

I leaned in closer to her ear, my voice low and rough. “Damn, babe… maybe we should get out of here and go somewhere else.”

Laura’s eyes sparkled with wicked mischief. “Let’s check out the Tiki Bar outside,” she suggested.

“That sounds good to me,” Rich agreed immediately, his deep voice smooth.

As Rich stood up, Laura gave the eager onlookers one last provocative peek. She spread her legs just enough as she rose, letting her short skirt ride up and offering a clear flash of her bare pussy. The looks of raw disappointment and frustration on several men’s faces were almost comical as we left the lounge.

The Tiki Bar outside was much quieter and more intimate. We found a nice, semi-private seating area tucked against a low wall with a view of the dark ocean. There was no moon tonight, so the water was mostly hidden, but the steady, soothing rhythm of waves crashing against the shore created a wonderfully serene backdrop.

I went to the bar to order another round of drinks. When I returned, Laura was lounging comfortably in a wide chair, her sexy black heels kicked off and resting on the ground. Rich had taken the chair to her right. I pulled up a seat on her left, completing the intimate little triangle.

“This is nice, boys,” Laura sighed contentedly, reclining back. “Much more private and quiet.”

She reached over, took my hand, and placed it firmly on her breast, giving me a warm smile. “Thanks, babe, for bringing me out tonight.” Then she turned to Rich, took his hand, and guided it to her other breast. “And thank you, Rich, for coming out to meet us.”

She gently encouraged both of us, pressing our hands against her soft, full tits. Rich and I obliged, slipping our fingers inside the sheer fabric of her top to cup and massage her warm skin. Laura laid her head back, eyes closed in bliss, clearly savoring the dual attention.

Positioned so I could watch for anyone approaching, I kept a lookout while enjoying the feel of her heavy breast in my palm.

Laura let out a soft, contented sigh and reached down with both hands, placing one on my crotch and the other on Rich’s. She gave us each a gentle, teasing squeeze through our pants.

She looked at me, then at Rich, before slowly drawing her knees up and planting her feet on the edge of the lounger. Maintaining eye contact with Rich the entire time, she seductively spread her legs wide open.

It was a clear, unmistakable invitation.

Rich glanced at me for approval. I gave him a small nod.

He didn’t hesitate. His large hand slid between Laura’s thighs, finally granted full access and free rein to explore her bare, already-wet pussy.

Laura let out a quiet, breathy moan as Rich’s fingers slipped inside her. Her eyes locked onto mine, heavy with lust and something deeper — pure satisfaction. The knowledge that we weren’t completely hidden, that someone could walk by at any moment, added a sharp, thrilling edge to every touch.

She reached over and grabbed my hand tightly while Rich’s fingers continued working her pussy with slow, confident strokes. The sound of the waves crashing mingled with her soft, needy moans, creating the perfect backdrop of serenity and raw excitement.

I was rock-hard just watching her. She looked absolutely stunning lying there — legs spread, skirt hiked up, tits spilling out of her sheer top, completely lost in pleasure. And she looked so fucking happy. Happy that I was watching. Happy that I was letting her do this. Happy that another man was playing with her pussy while she sat right beside the man she loved.

She really did look like the perfect Happy Wife.

As her breathing grew faster and her moans became harder to control, it became obvious we needed more privacy.

“Hey babe,” I said softly, my voice thick, “let’s go up to our room and invite Rich to join us for a while.”

Laura’s eyes gleamed with excitement. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

I turned to Rich and handed him one of our key cards. “Rich, here’s a key. Do you mind giving us about thirty minutes to get our bags up and get settled?”

Rich gave me a relaxed thumbs-up and a knowing smile. “No problem at all. I’ll bring up three drinks in about thirty minutes.”

Laura stood up, leaned over Rich, and gave him a deep, passionate kiss — the kind that left no doubt about what she wanted. When she pulled back, she winked at him. “I’ll see you in a bit, mister.”

We headed back through the lobby. Laura waited while I jogged out to the car to grab our overnight bags. I was gone less than three minutes, but when I returned, some random guy was already making a pass at my wife.

“What’s up?” I asked, stepping up beside her.

Laura smiled sweetly. “He was just asking if I was okay. I told him I was waiting for my husband.”

The guy looked between us, gave a polite nod, and muttered, “Okay, you two have a good evening,” before quickly walking away.


Walking Towards

We made our way up to the room. The moment the door clicked shut behind us, Laura headed straight for the bathroom to freshen up. She reapplied her favorite shade of deep red lipstick — the one that always drove me crazy — then kicked off her heels and came straight to me.

She pulled me into a deep, lingering kiss, her tongue sliding sensually against mine, tasting faintly of the drinks we’d had downstairs.

“Are you good, Mike?” she asked softly when she pulled back, her bright blue eyes searching mine carefully.

“So far… yeah, I am,” I answered, my voice already a little rough with growing excitement.

She smiled, then asked in a low, teasing tone, “How did you feel about Rich’s hand up my skirt earlier?”

I swallowed. “It looked pretty fucking hot. I was getting hard just watching.”

“Good,” she purred, clearly pleased. “Because I want you to stay hard for the rest of the night.”

She pressed her soft, curvy body against mine, her hand sliding down to cup my growing bulge through my pants. She squeezed me gently, her palm warm and possessive as she looked into my eyes with that mischievous, knowing smile.

“Do you like watching him do things to me?” she whispered, her voice full of playful challenge.

I nodded, my cock twitching in her hand.

She purred again, then added softly, “Do you want me to be a Happy Wife?”

The words instantly brought back memories of the book we’d read together — the one that redefined what “Happy Wife” really meant.

Her touch grew more insistent, stroking me slowly through my pants. My breathing deepened.

“I want you to be a Happy Wife,” I said, my voice husky with anticipation.

Laura leaned in closer, her warm breath brushing my ear. “Then I need you to make me a Happy Wife,” she whispered. “I want you to help me be a Happy Wife.”

“Whatever you want, babe,” I replied, completely captivated by her intensity.

Her smile deepened — equal parts sweet and dangerously seductive. “Good. Because I want you to be a bad little boy tonight… and watch me do what only Happy Wives do.”

A couple of firm taps on the door interrupted us.

I reluctantly pulled away from her and went to answer it. Rich stood there holding a small case of drinks. I took it from him and set it on the bar area.

Laura didn’t waste a second.

She sauntered straight over to Rich, her hips swaying with graceful confidence. Rising onto her toes, she pulled him into a deep, hungry kiss, her tongue eagerly exploring his mouth. Rich responded instantly, his large hands grabbing her round ass and pulling her body flush against his. Laura moaned softly into the kiss and lifted one leg, wrapping it around his thigh so she could grind herself against the growing hardness of his cock.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were slightly swollen and glistening. A sly, satisfied smile played on her face as she turned and walked over to her overnight bag with deliberate, seductive grace.

She unzipped it and rummaged inside until her fingers closed around the cool metal of our video recorder. She turned back to us, holding it up, her eyes sparkling with pure mischief.

“Rich,” she purred, “are you camera shy?”

Rich let out a low chuckle and shook his head. “Not at all… as long as it stays private.”

A pleased grin spread across Laura’s face. “Good. Because my husband wants to film our first real ‘Happy Wife’ session.”

Rich’s gaze shifted to me, silently seeking confirmation. I met his eyes and gave a small, deliberate nod. “It’s her call.”

Laura’s confidence seemed to swell even more. She adopted a slightly bossy, playful tone as she looked at me. “Babe, come over here and tell Rich exactly how I want to be a Happy Wife tonight.”

I could see the excited gleam in her eyes — a intoxicating mix of nervous energy and raw eagerness. She was pushing boundaries now, deliberately orchestrating the scene, fully aware of the power she held in this moment.

The air in the room felt thicker, heavier, charged with anticipation.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself, then stepped closer.

“Rich,” I said, my voice low and husky, “my wife wants to be a hot wife tonight. She wants me to watch… and film her having sex with you.”

Laura’s eyes gleamed with approval and wicked delight. “There you go, babe,” she teased, her voice dripping with playful mockery. “You’re being such a bad little boy tonight, aren’t you?”

With a newfound assertiveness that sent a thrill through me, she turned to Rich, her lips curved in a seductive smile. “Would you like to film Rich playing with my tits?” she asked, her tone low and enticing.

She slowly backed up against him, pressing her soft body flush to his chest. Rich’s hands immediately slid around her, cupping her full breasts possessively.

Laura looked straight at me, her voice turning husky with command. “Come here and remove my shirt so Rich can play with my tits.”

My hands trembled slightly as I stepped closer and reached for the hem of her sheer white top. I slowly peeled it upward, the fabric sliding over her skin inch by tantalizing inch. Rich’s hands followed the path of the rising shirt, his large dark fingers brushing over her exposed flesh, gently squeezing and exploring. Laura gasped softly, a sound of pure pleasure escaping her lips.

Once the top was off, I stepped back, picked up the recorder, and started filming again. The room felt alive, pulsing with raw, charged energy. Laura laid her head back against Rich’s broad chest, her breathing already deeper, her thick nipples hardening into tight little pebbles under his touch.

She reached behind herself with both hands, teasingly stroking the growing bulge in Rich’s pants while her eyes stayed locked on mine — a silent, intimate affirmation of what we were doing together.

“Come over here and take my skirt off, you dirty little boy,” she commanded, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers racing down my spine.

I moved closer again. The sound of the zipper filled the room as I slowly pulled it down. Laura wiggled her hips seductively, helping the tight black skirt slide down her curves in a silky cascade until it pooled at her feet. She kicked it away with a graceful flick of her foot, now standing completely naked between us — her curvy, beautiful body fully on display.

There she stood — my wife, completely naked except for the glossy sheen of arousal on her skin — letting a black man explore every soft curve of her body with his hands. The sight was intoxicating. A whirlwind of emotions crashed through me: raw jealousy, overwhelming pride, burning arousal, and something deeper I couldn’t quite name.

“Babe… put your heels back on,” I said, my voice barely steady.

Laura smiled, that wicked glint flashing in her eyes again. “Oh baby, you’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” she purred.

She slipped back into her black heels with deliberate, graceful movements, the red soles flashing as she turned. The added height made her ass look even rounder and her legs longer. She looked at me with an expectant, breathless gaze.

“What do you want me to do now, honey?”

I swallowed hard. “Turn around and undress our friend.”

She gave me a slow, approving smile, clearly pleased with my request. Laura turned gracefully toward Rich and began unbuttoning his shirt. Her delicate fingers moved with confident, sensual purpose, gliding over his chest and stomach as she revealed the hard contours of his well-built physique.

Once the shirt slipped off his shoulders, she moved lower, her hands working the buckle of his pants. The metallic clink echoed in the quiet room as she undid it, then unzipped him. His pants slid down his legs and pooled at his feet. Laura’s hands traced lightly up and down his sides, teasing, before her fingers hooked playfully into the waistband of his briefs.

I kept the recorder steady and said, “Babe… squat down and remove his briefs. I want a better view this way.”

She obeyed without hesitation, lowering herself fluidly into a squat, her heels planted firmly, thighs parted. With a teasing smile, she pulled his briefs down to mid-thigh. His very large, thick black cock sprang free — heavy, veined, and already rock-hard.

Laura finished sliding the briefs all the way off, then looked up at me over her shoulder, her eyes sparkling with pure mischief and raw anticipation.

What I saw was absolutely intoxicating.

My beautiful, long-blonde-haired wife — the same woman I’d married and loved for years — was squatting naked in front of a tall, naked black man, his impressive, thick cock hovering right in front of her face. The raw energy in the room was electric, almost tangible. My heart hammered in my chest as I realized Laura was about to suck another man’s cock right in front of me. The anticipation was almost unbearable, my own arousal spiking painfully as I watched her prepare to cross that final line and bring our shared fantasy to life.

Laura reached around and grabbed one of Rich’s firm ass cheeks, her fingers digging into the muscle with possessive hunger. She pressed her soft cheek against his hip, clearly savoring the contrast between her pale skin and his hard, dark body. Then, with confident, almost playful precision, she wrapped her small hand around his thick, heavy shaft and began to stroke him slowly, deliberately.

Her hand glided up and down his impressive length, exploring and admiring every vein and ridge. She handled his cock like a cherished toy — reverent yet teasing. With a mischievous glint in her eyes, she bounced the rigid shaft against his belly, enjoying the heavy recoil, then gently tapped it against her own cheeks, letting the heat and firmness kiss her skin.

I tried desperately to keep the camera steady with one hand while frantically fumbling to shove my own pants down with the other. The anticipation was killing me. Any second now, my wife was going to take that big black cock into her mouth.

Laura kept his throbbing erection right in front of her pretty face, stroking it with a steady, practiced rhythm. A thick bead of pre-cum slowly welled up at the tip, glistening like liquid desire.

She noticed it immediately. Her eyes sparkled with excitement and wicked mischief.

“Watch this, honey,” she said, her voice sultry and inviting.

With deliberate, teasing slowness, she leaned forward. Her tongue flicked out and caught the droplet, licking it cleanly from the swollen head of his cock. She savored the taste for a moment, then looked straight into the camera lens and gave me a playful, knowing wink — a private little connection that made the whole scene even more intimate and filthy.

Laura was on a mission now.

With pure determination and raw desire burning in her eyes, she wrapped her soft lips around the thick head of Rich’s cock and took him into her mouth as deeply as she could. The sight was mesmerizing — her pretty lips stretching wide around his impressive girth as she worked her way down his length with eager, hungry strokes.

Rich groaned with pleasure and reached down, grabbing a thick fistful of her long golden-blonde hair. He pulled her head firmly forward, holding her in place as he pushed deeper into her throat.

For a moment Laura’s eyes widened, her throat visibly constricting around him as she fought the urge to gag. Just when it looked like it might be too much, Rich eased his grip, letting her pull back slightly to catch her breath.

Never in a million years did I imagine I would watch my own wife do this.

The surrealism of the moment hit me like a wave — disbelief, shock, and an almost unbearable surge of arousal all crashing together. I kept the camera steady and encouraged her, my voice thick and rough with excitement.

“Fuck, baby… that hard black cock looks so good in your mouth.”

With a deep, muffled moan of pleasure, Laura reached down between her own thighs with her free hand and started rubbing her pussy. The sight of her frantically pleasuring herself while sucking Rich’s cock was utterly intoxicating. Her fingers moved faster, slick and rhythmic, as she bobbed on him with renewed hunger.

“Rich,” I said, my voice edged with excitement, “move your right hand behind you so I can film you fucking Laura’s mouth.”

Laura’s fingers quickened between her legs at my words, her arousal spiking. Rich obeyed, sliding his right hand to his hip while keeping a firm grip on her hair with the other. Then, with dominant, powerful thrusts, he began fucking her mouth — sliding his thick cock in and out with deliberate force.

I must be crazy… or sick… but I was completely captivated by the sight of my wife getting her mouth fucked by another man. The raw intensity of it was overwhelming — a potent mix of voyeuristic thrill and deep, aching arousal.

Suddenly, Rich pulled her head back off his cock with a wet pop. He gripped her hair and gently but firmly pulled her up to her feet. In one smooth motion he guided her backward until she fell onto the soft mattress.

Rich knelt between her spread legs, his strong hands parting her thighs wide. Laura’s bare, smoothly shaved pink pussy was glistening with arousal, completely exposed and ready for him.

With tantalizing slowness, Rich dragged his tongue up the sensitive skin of Laura’s inner thigh, stopping just short of her dripping pussy. He repeated the torment on the other side, leaving a warm, wet trail that made her squirm and whimper with frustration.

Laura’s hips bucked desperately, chasing his mouth, her body begging for the contact she craved so badly. She had always loved having her pussy eaten — she could cum incredibly hard from it — and the anticipation was clearly driving her wild. I could see how badly she needed Rich’s mouth on her.

Finally, Rich lifted his head and planted a soft, teasing kiss just above her swollen clit, his lips barely grazing her skin.

Laura couldn’t take it anymore.

She grabbed the back of his head with both hands and shoved his face firmly into her pussy. “PLEASE!!!” she cried out, her voice raw with desperate need. She hunched her hips upward, grinding herself against his mouth with urgent, frantic movements.

Rich responded with hungry enthusiasm. His tongue immediately went to work, licking and sucking her swollen lips with expert skill. He wrapped his strong arms around her thighs, locking her in place and holding her open for him. His tongue circled and flicked over her clit while his thumb rubbed firm, rhythmic circles against it, driving her higher and higher.

Laura thrashed beneath him, her hips fucking his face with increasing desperation. I knew my wife’s body so well — I could tell she was right on the edge, her muscles tightening, her breathing turning into ragged, desperate gasps.

Suddenly, she screamed out, her voice breaking with pure ecstasy:

“OH FUCK, HONEY, I’M CUMMING!!!”

Her entire body convulsed violently as a massive orgasm ripped through her. Her thighs clamped around Rich’s head, her back arched off the bed, and her pussy pulsed and flooded against his tongue. It was the first time she had cum in another man’s mouth since long before we were married, and the sight was overwhelming — both beautiful and deeply shocking.

As the powerful waves finally began to subside, Laura’s breathing slowly steadied, her body still trembling with aftershocks. But I knew her too well. One orgasm from oral never satisfied her completely. She could have several body-shaking ones in a row, and from the hungry, anticipatory look still burning in her eyes, she was already ready for more.

Laura finally turned her head to look at me, her eyes gleaming with a heady mix of excitement and nervous vulnerability. Her voice came out shaky and breathless.

“This feels so good, babe…”

Her chest was still heaving, her skin flushed and glistening. I leaned in closer, my own heart pounding.

“Are you happy?” I asked softly, my voice low and intimate.

She gave me a slow, sensual smile and raised her left hand, deliberately showing me her diamond wedding ring. The sight of that sparkling symbol of our marriage right next to the man who had just made her cum so hard sent a powerful shiver down my spine.

“Happy wife… so far,” she whispered, her voice sultry and thick with lust.

She let her head fall back onto the mattress, her body already tensing again in anticipation of the next wave.

Rich pushed her legs up toward her chest, folding her open, and lowered his mouth to her dripping pussy. His tongue traced slow, teasing circles around her tight entrance before flicking over her swollen clit. Laura gasped sharply, her hands fisting the sheets in a white-knuckled grip as she teetered right on the edge of her second orgasm.

With a sharp, broken cry, she came again — hard. Her back arched violently off the bed, thighs trembling as powerful contractions ripped through her. The intensity quickly became too much. She gently pushed Rich’s head away, gasping for air, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

I watched her, my own desire burning hot while a deep, strange satisfaction settled in my chest at seeing her lost in so much bliss.

“Honey,” I murmured, my voice thick with longing, “I want to watch you in a 69 with Rich.”

Laura, still catching her breath in shallow gasps, nodded. She reached for the bottle of water on the bedside table. “Hand me some water, babe,” she said, her voice hoarse.

She sat up, took a long, slow drink, then passed the bottle to Rich. The two of them shared a quiet, charged moment of recovery.

Rich then lay down crosswise on the bed, his eyes dark with anticipation. Laura glanced over at me, a wicked gleam flashing in her eye.

“I’m going to fuck his face, okay?” she said, her voice a seductive purr.

I could only smile and nod, my heart racing at the sight of her growing confidence and raw desire.

Laura looked incredibly alluring as she crawled over to Rich on all fours, her movements fluid and feline, like a woman who had fully embraced her desire.

The moment she swung her leg over and lowered her wet, glistening pussy onto Rich’s eager face, a powerful thrill shot through me. Rich immediately wrapped his strong arms around her waist, locking her in place with possessive intensity. Laura leaned forward, bracing herself, her eyes focused and hungry as she brought her mouth close to his hard, throbbing cock.

With practiced ease, she wrapped her lips around him again and gave him another fantastic blowjob — her tongue swirling teasingly around the swollen head before she took him as deep as she could into her warm mouth.

Rich was in heaven beneath her. His tongue worked her with fervent hunger, licking long, slow strokes from her tight asshole all the way up to her dripping pussy, exploring every inch with expert precision.

Laura quickly found the rhythm she wanted. Her hips began to move in a sensuous, rolling dance as she started fucking Rich’s face with increasing fervor. The sight was mesmerizing. She let go of his cock completely, her hands clutching the sheets for leverage as she concentrated fully on grinding her pussy against his mouth and tongue. Her heavy tits bounced rhythmically with every thrust of her hips, adding to the raw, erotic display.

Her movements grew faster, shorter, and more urgent as she chased her pleasure. The wet, obscene sounds of Rich devouring her pussy filled the room, mixing with Laura’s breathy gasps and moans. Her face was a picture of pure bliss — eyes closed, lips parted, completely surrendered to the intense sensations.

I couldn’t stay silent any longer. My voice came out low and urgent:

“Do it, babe. I want to watch you cum on his face!”

Laura straightened up with fierce determination on her flushed face. She shifted her weight forward, pressing her soaked pussy harder against Rich’s mouth, grinding down with purpose. Her body tensed, thighs trembling, and then that familiar, high-pitched squeal escaped her lips:

“Oh, FUCK!!”

Her entire body quivered violently, hands splayed across Rich’s chest for balance as the orgasm tore through her.

“That’s it, babe,” I urged, my voice thick and rough with arousal. “Give it to him. Make him eat your wet pussy!”

Laura cried out again, her voice breaking raw with pleasure:

“OH GOD… OH FUCK!!!”

And then she came — hard — right in another man’s mouth.

I watched every exquisite second. Her back arched sharply, head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut as powerful waves crashed through her. Her hips bucked uncontrollably against Rich’s face while her pussy pulsed and flooded against his tongue.

As the intense orgasm finally began to ebb, she kept her hands planted on his chest, breathing heavy and ragged. She looked over at me, her eyes sparkling with pure post-orgasmic ecstasy, and slowly, deliberately rubbed her dripping pussy back and forth across Rich’s face, prolonging every last sensation.

“You like?” she asked in a sultry, breathless whisper.

I glanced down at my own painfully hard cock, then back up at her. A helpless smile tugged at my lips.

“What do you think?”

Laura gave a satisfied little laugh and rolled off Rich, her body still glowing and trembling from the intensity. She got up and disappeared into the bathroom for a moment. When she returned, she tossed Rich a hand towel with a playful, wicked smirk.

“Don’t go anywhere, mister,” she teased, her voice full of promise. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Rich chuckled as he wiped his face, clearly eager and ready for more. He hadn’t cum yet, and the thick anticipation in the room was almost unbearable.


Payback

We took a few quiet moments to regroup, sipping our drinks while lounging completely naked together. It was surreal how natural and comfortable it felt. Just days ago this would have been unimaginable, yet here we were — Laura and I, bare-skinned and relaxed, our sexual boundaries expanding faster than I could process. Despite the newness, there was a deep, almost familiar sense of comfort between us, like we had secretly been heading toward this for years.

Rich sat in one of the soft cloth-covered side chairs. Laura perched on the edge of the bed, and I sat on the small bench nearby. The air in the room was thick with intimacy and electric anticipation.

Laura turned to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief and desire. “I think I owe Rich a little payback, don’t you think, honey?”

I nodded, my heart racing. “Yeah… it looks like he’s earned it.”

The night had taken on a delicious no-rules feeling, and it was obvious Laura had much more in mind.

She stood up and sauntered over to Rich with seductive confidence. She straddled his lap, draping one smooth leg over the arm of the chair, and wrapped her arm around his neck. Her fingers trailed lightly over his skin as she began slowly playing with his cock between her thighs.

“Rich,” she murmured softly, “I’m really enjoying myself tonight. So far, it’s turning out exactly like we fantasized about.”

Rich’s cock was already hardening again under her teasing touch. Laura looked over at me, her eyes twinkling with a mix of affection and raw hunger.

“I want to try more of this Happy Wife stuff,” she said, her voice warm and sincere. “I’m the luckiest girl in the world to have a husband who enjoys watching me have fun.” She paused, her tone softening. “I wasn’t sure I could actually do this… but when I saw how much Mike was enjoying it, it made me want to turn him on even more.”

Her gaze locked onto mine, holding a silent question.

“Well,” she continued, her voice dropping into a seductive purr, “I think my husband wants to watch me take your cock, Rich.”

The room crackled with feverish anticipation. Every one of us was ready for whatever came next.

This was really hitting the heart of my inner emotions.

My wife had just openly told another man that I wanted to watch her get fucked. Something that had always been exclusively mine was now being offered to him — and she felt comfortable enough to say it out loud. How had we gotten here so quickly? How had we let this happen? Could I really sit here and watch another man slide his cock inside my wife?

Laura’s hand stroked Rich’s cock with slow, hungry strokes, bringing it fully back to life until it stood thick and rigid between her thighs. Rich’s fingers continued playing with her soaked pussy while she pulled his shaft back, letting the hot length glide along her clit. She looked straight at me, her eyes dark with raw, wanting desire.

Damn… she looked so fucking gorgeous like this — naked, flushed, playing with another man’s cock right in front of me. And I was loving every second of it.

She swung her leg back over the arm of the chair so she was fully straddling him, Rich’s hard cock trapped between her thighs. She kept jacking him slowly, pulling the thick shaft back so the head rubbed teasingly against her dripping pussy lips. When she finally laid it flat against her stomach, the sheer length of it reached all the way up to her mid-belly.

“Damn, babe,” I breathed, unable to stay quiet, “his dick almost touches your tits sitting there like that.”

Laura leaned forward, pressing her heavy breasts together around his cock, enveloping him completely. Rich groaned and started to hump gently, sliding his thick shaft up and down between her soft tits. The sight was intensely erotic. I felt a strange, heady cocktail of arousal, possessiveness, and burning curiosity all at once.

After a few moments, Laura released her tits and leaned back against Rich’s chest. She reached behind her, grabbing the back of his head with one hand while her other hand rubbed her clit harder and faster against the underside of his throbbing cock. Her back arched, hips grinding frantically as she tried to press the head of his cock against her entrance.

She was getting frantic now, breathing ragged, body trembling with need.

In one feverish motion, she kicked off her heels and planted her feet up on Rich’s thighs, spreading herself wide open. Her pussy was glistening, swollen, and visibly dripping — completely inviting.

She was desperately trying to capture the tip of his cock with her pussy lips, her voice breaking into a mix of pleading and raw demand:

“I want it… Babe, I want it!”

The teasing — his thick head so close to sliding inside her — was driving her mad with lust.

Laura lifted her hips, straining, trying to guide him in. Her eyes locked onto mine, desperate and pleading.

“Please, Mike… I want it now! Please put it in for me!”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

Laura wanted me — her husband — to take another man’s cock and put it inside her.

Laura looked at me with raw, desperate desire burning in her eyes.

“Please put it in for me, babe,” she begged, her voice trembling with urgency. “I want you to do it. I want you to show me you want to watch me fuck his hard dick.”

The thick head of Rich’s cock was right there — so close to sliding inside her — and Laura was quivering with need, her body shaking with anticipation.

“Honey, please… make me a happy wife!” she pleaded again, her voice cracking with longing. “Please put his dick in me.”

Her words hit me like a spell. Before I could overthink it, I found myself walking over to them. My hand reached out, trembling slightly, and touched her pelvis.

I tried to guide her down onto him. Rich’s cock was throbbing, bouncing eagerly, the fat head nudging against her slick entrance.

The intensity in the room was suffocating — thick, heavy desire pressing down on all of us.

“Fuck, babe, put it in now!” Laura demanded, her voice sharp and urgent.

Against every instinct, every ounce of hesitation I still carried, my wife had just asked me to take another man’s hard cock in my hand and guide it into her wet pussy so he could fuck her.

The gravity of what I was about to do hit me hard… yet the desperate hunger in her eyes left no room for doubt.

With a strange mix of trepidation and burning curiosity, I reached down and wrapped my fingers around Rich’s thick, hot cock. It felt warm — almost burning — and I could feel every powerful throb pulsing against my palm.

I moved it closer to Laura’s dripping entrance.

Laura immediately started humping against it, frantic and desperate. “Fuck, babe, put it in!”

I held his cock steady as she lowered herself. I watched in stunned awe as the large, black head slowly parted the slick pink folds of my wife’s pussy and disappeared inside her.

Laura let out a loud, triumphant scream:

“YES… YES!”

Her voice was pure ecstasy as she sank down inch by inch, rocking her hips forward to take more of his thick length. Her pussy stretched visibly around him as she worked herself deeper.

Laura could feel my steadying hand on Rich’s cock. Her movements grew bolder, more confident, as she continued to sink down onto him inch by inch. I was utterly mesmerized, unable to look away from the obscene sight of his thick black cock slowly disappearing into my wife’s hot, welcoming pussy.

Each shallow descent drew another breathless moan from her lips:

“Yes!… Yes!… Yes!…”

Driven by a strange blend of fascination and the overwhelming desire to see her completely fulfilled, I began moving Rich’s cock back and forth inside her, guiding it with small, deliberate motions to heighten her pleasure. It was clearly working — Laura’s moans grew louder and more desperate. She started raising and lowering herself with increasing hunger, taking more and more of his length until she had almost fully engulfed him.

The sight was intoxicating. My wife’s unrestrained passion, the way her body stretched around another man’s cock, created an atmosphere so thick with lust it felt like the air itself was vibrating.

She rode him deeper with every stroke, her pussy swallowing his cock completely. I watched, entranced, as she surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure of being so thoroughly filled by someone else.

Laura kept raising and lowering herself, growing bolder, while I held Rich’s cock deep inside the very place that had always belonged only to me. I twisted and rolled it inside her, making sure she felt every ridge and inch of his swollen head. Laura clung tightly to Rich’s neck, her arms trembling as her whole body began to shake violently.

I could tell she was right on the edge of something massive.

Suddenly, Laura screamed out in raw ecstasy:

“OH GOD!!! OH FUCKKK! I’M CUMMMING!!!”

Her body convulsed hard around him. I kept shaking and stirring Rich’s thick cock inside her like a massive dildo, drawing out every wave of her orgasm as her juices gushed down his shaft and coated my fingers.

Even as she came, Laura kept riding him, her voice breaking into desperate, pleading moans:

“Don’t stop… Fuck me, please fuck me…”

She was too weak and shaky to keep lifting herself anymore. Sensing her exhaustion, Rich’s strong hands grabbed her ass, holding her firmly in place. He took over, giving her slow, deep, deliberate strokes — pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt, filling her completely with every thrust.

Each powerful movement made her shudder and whimper with overwhelming pleasure.

Feeling Rich take full control, I slowly let go of his cock and stepped back slightly, my hand still tingling from the heat and throbbing I had just been holding.

His rhythm immediately picked up — deeper, harder, more possessive. Laura’s eyes fluttered as she began to beg, her voice breathy and broken:

“Oh God, honey… Can you see this dick in me?”

“I can, babe,” I answered, my own voice thick with lust. “It looks so fucking good inside you.”

The intensity of the moment hit me hard. I reached for the camera again, needing to capture every second. I zoomed in close, filming the explicit sight of my wife’s tight pink pussy stretched wide around Rich’s thick black cock, then pulled back to take in the full view — Laura’s naked, glistening body bouncing with every thrust, sweat shining on her skin, her heavy tits jiggling as she rode him.

Rich was fucking her faster now, driving deeper with each powerful stroke. Laura’s cries of pleasure filled the room, growing louder and more desperate.

Suddenly she screamed, “STOP! Hold it there!”

Rich instantly obeyed, burying his cock to the hilt and holding perfectly still.

Laura screamed again, her voice shaking and raw: “OH GOOOD!”

She began rocking her hips frantically on his cock, grinding in tight circles so the thick head rubbed against places inside her that had never been touched before. Her whole body tensed violently as another powerful orgasm built rapidly.

I could see it coming — the way her thighs quivered, her stomach tightened, her toes curled.

I reached over and started rubbing her swollen clit in fast, firm circles while she rode him. That was all it took.

Laura exploded.

“OH FUCKKK!!!” she screamed, her voice cracking with ecstasy.

Her entire body convulsed as a massive orgasm ripped through her. She squirted hard, her juices gushing out around Rich’s cock and soaking his balls and my hand as I kept rubbing her clit. Wave after wave crashed over her — orgasm after orgasm rolling through her body as her pussy clenched and pulsed violently around his thick shaft.

She was lost in it, crying out, shaking, completely surrendered to the pleasure.

“Hey guys… I need to cum soon!” Rich growled, his voice strained with urgency. He couldn’t hold back any longer and started pumping into her again with wild abandon.

Laura was loving every second of it. She had fully adjusted to his size and was now fucking him back just as hard, their bodies slamming together in raw, animalistic rhythm while I continued filming every moment.

Rich suddenly let out a deep, guttural groan: “Oh fuck!”

He grabbed Laura’s hips with both hands, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and thrust upward as deep as he could go. His entire thick length disappeared completely inside my wife.

At the exact same moment, Laura screamed:

“I’m cumming!!!”

Rich stiffened, his body going rigid as he erupted deep inside her. I could see — and almost feel — the powerful pulses as he pumped rope after rope of hot, thick cum straight into Laura’s womb. Laura was cumming just as hard, her body shaking violently, her pussy milking every drop from him while her own orgasm blended with his.

Their moans and groans mixed together into one raw, unrestrained symphony of pleasure that filled the entire room.

Rich reached up and cupped Laura’s full breasts, holding her firmly in place as his cock stayed buried deep inside her. Laura let out a long, contented sigh, her voice soft and dripping with satisfaction.

“I can feel your cock still throbbing inside me,” she murmured to Rich. “I love how that feels…”

She turned her head to look at me, her eyes shining with pleasure and mischief. With Rich’s half-hard cock still nestled deep in her pussy and his hands possessively cupping her tits, she smiled at me and said:

“Honey… I’m one super happy wife tonight. And I think I really like being a happy wife.”

Thick white cum was slowly oozing out of her stretched pussy, sliding down Rich’s shaft in creamy rivulets — an intensely erotic sight.

Laura gave me a more serious, searching look. “Did you enjoy watching Rich fuck me?”

I answered honestly, my voice still rough. “I loved it.”

She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with a new intensity. “Do I have Rich’s cum spilling out?”

I nodded. “You sure do.”

Laura’s voice dropped into a sultry whisper. “Will you rub some of it on my clit? I want you to show me you like watching me fuck a hard cock.”

Though a flicker of reluctance passed through me, I reached over, scooped up some of the warm, slick cum that was leaking from her, and gently rubbed it onto her swollen clit in slow circles. Laura moaned softly, her hips twitching.

“Yes, babe… that feels so good,” she breathed. Then, with a provocative edge, she asked, “Did you like seeing another man fill your Hotwife’s pussy with cum?”

Her questions were deliberate, designed to push me, to heighten the erotic tension and make me confront exactly what we had just done.

“I’ve had more fun than I ever hoped for,” I admitted, sensing she was in the mood to keep pushing boundaries.

While the idea of any direct male-to-male contact wasn’t something we had discussed or agreed upon, in the heat of the moment I felt comfortable indulging the fantasy as long as it stayed within these lines. Laura’s eagerness to please me — and to turn me on by being with another man — was thrilling.

Later, when we had a quiet moment, Laura confessed how exciting it had been for her when I guided Rich’s cock into her pussy.

“It made me feel so connected to you in the most sensual way,” she said, her voice warm and full of love. “Like you were giving me permission to feel everything… and still choosing me.”

The entire experience had been a revelation. It had deepened our bond in ways I never expected and ignited a whole new level of intimacy between us.

I grabbed a couple of towels so they could clean up. I handed one to Rich and thanked him again for meeting us.

“Maybe we’ll try this again another time,” I suggested, letting the possibility linger enticingly in the air.

Laura stood up, turned to Rich, and gave him a long, affectionate kiss followed by a warm hug. She finished with one last playful tug on his softening cock and a satisfied smile. “I enjoyed myself tremendously tonight.”

Rich grinned, clearly pleased. “Likewise,” he replied as he dressed and headed for the door.

Once he was gone, Laura and I stepped into the shower together. The warm water cascaded over us as we washed each other gently, the intimate touches soothing and comforting after everything that had happened. It felt surprisingly tender and close.

I had brought a bottle of champagne in our overnight bag to celebrate. After the shower, we slipped back into bed, naked and relaxed, sipping the chilled bubbles while reviewing some of the videos I had recorded.

Laura watched the footage with wide eyes, a mix of awe, excitement, and curiosity on her face. When one particularly intense clip ended, she turned to me.

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked softly.

“I enjoyed it more than I ever thought I would,” I confessed honestly. “Did you like it enough to do it again?”

Laura reached over and wrapped her hand around my cock, giving it a gentle, affectionate squeeze.

“That was the most fun I’ve ever had,” she said with a mischievous smile. “Turning you on while enjoying all that pleasure myself… it was a total win-win for me.”

Her smile turned wicked as she slowly lowered her head toward my rock-hard cock. The moment her warm, wet mouth closed around the head, I let out a deep groan. She gave me one of the best blowjobs she had ever given me — slow, loving, and full of gratitude for the exciting evening we had shared.

As she worked me with her lips and tongue, we both knew this was only the beginning.

We’re already looking forward to our next “Happy Wife” adventure… and I’m sure I’ll have plenty more to write about soon.
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Sharing Sarah: A Husband's BBC Fantasy Becomes Reality

Her eyes softened, and she reached for me, pulling me close. “What is it? You know you can tell me anything.”

God, I wanted to. But the words stuck in my throat, tangled up in fear and uncertainty.

“I love you…” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. “But…”

“But…?” Her eyes widened, and I could feel her heart beating against mine, fast and steady, while mine felt like it might explode.

I swallowed hard, feeling the panic rise in my chest. My hands trembled as I wiped the sweat from my brow, trying to buy myself another moment. “I… I have a problem with myself, and I don’t know how I can talk about it.”
Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around me, hugging me tightly, her breath warm against my neck. “Tell me, sweetie. Whatever it is, I’m here.”

Her touch soothed me, but only for a second. This was it. There was no turning back now. “Alright… the problem with me is that… I have a fetish about something…” The words felt clumsy, foreign, like they didn’t quite belong in the air between us.

I felt her body tense slightly, though she remained silent. It was as if she was holding her breath, waiting for me to continue. Hell, I think I was holding my breath too.

“…and that something is… about you.” I dragged the words out, my voice shaky and unsure, like I was testing the waters before plunging in.

“Me?!” she interjected, her voice sharp with surprise.

I winced, unable to meet her gaze. “Please don’t hate me, but… I’d like to see you with someone else.”

For a moment, the world stood still. The silence that followed was deafening, stretching out longer than I could bear. I couldn’t look at her. My eyes were glued to the floor, as if facing her would make this all too real.

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

Taken By A Black Man: A Husband's Fantasy Spirals Out Of Control

I thought I was ready. For twenty years I’d jerked off to the fantasy: my beautiful wife on her knees for a hung black bull, riding a thick, powerful cock while I watched from the corner.

It was my idea to make it real. My fetish. My rules. My fault.

And for the first ten minutes it was everything I’d dreamed: Katie’s moans, the way her body shook when he stretched her in ways I never could, the sight of her coming apart harder than she ever had with me.

I came in seconds, harder than I can remember.

Then the rush vanished.

Ten seconds later I was standing there, spent and soft, staring at the mess on the floor while my wife kept riding him—louder, needier, completely lost in a pleasure I could never give her.

That was the moment my fantasy turned on me.

Now her cries echo down the stairs, and I’m left wondering how far this will go… and whether I even want it to stop.
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