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The Secret Within

The room was dark, lit only by the glow of my laptop screen. The curtains were drawn, and the sound of my own ragged breathing filled the quiet space, competing only with the muffled moans and wet slaps coming from my speakers. I was hunched over, my cock gripped tightly in one hand, the other resting on the trackpad, my fingers twitching as I scrolled through video after video, searching for the perfect one.

I always told myself I’d just watch a little. Just enough to take the edge off. But I could never stop at one. Not when there were so many variations of my favorite fantasy, each clip drawing me deeper, pulling me further into a world that felt more real to me than my own marriage.

I clicked on a thumbnail that caught my eye—an amateur couple, the wife a petite brunette with an innocent face, wearing nothing but lacy white panties as she knelt before a tall, muscular Black man. Her husband, a pale, wiry figure, stood off to the side, holding the camera with shaky hands. He was quiet, barely breathing, watching as his wife giggled and bit her lip, hesitating just long enough to make it clear that this was new to her, that she had never done anything like this before.

Then she reached up and wrapped her fingers around the base of the man’s cock.

My own cock throbbed in my fist as I watched her stroke him, her small hand barely able to wrap around the thick, dark shaft. Her husband let out a nervous chuckle behind the camera, shifting as if he were adjusting his own hard-on. I could feel his anticipation, his awe, his fear. It mirrored my own.

I fast-forwarded, impatient, needing to see the moment that always got me. The moment when her lips finally parted, her tongue slipping out to tease the head, her expression shifting from playful to something darker, something hungrier. The moment when the husband realized there was no turning back.

I groaned as she took the first few inches into her mouth, stretching her lips wide. The cameraman gasped.

"Fuck, babe… I can’t believe you’re actually doing it," he whispered.

Neither could I.

My breathing quickened, my grip tightening as I let myself imagine my wife in her place—her soft lips, her delicate hands, her eager little tongue taking another man for the first time.

I clicked to another video, needing more, always needing more. This one was professionally shot—a blonde housewife in a silk robe, reclining on a hotel bed as her husband stood at the foot of the mattress, fully dressed, his hands clasped tightly together. The camera cut to the man between her legs, his skin dark against the crisp white sheets, his broad shoulders flexing as he pushed her thighs apart and buried his face between them. The wife let out a high-pitched moan, arching off the bed as the first flick of his tongue sent her trembling.

“God, he’s so much better than you,” she gasped, reaching down to tangle her fingers in his hair.

The husband whimpered.

My balls tightened, my hand moving faster.

I imagined my wife saying those words. The image was too much.

With a strangled groan, I came, my body convulsing, thick spurts of cum spilling onto my stomach. My head fell back against the chair, chest heaving, pleasure fading into the familiar wave of self-loathing that always followed.

I stared at the mess I had made, feeling the weight of my own depravity settle over me like a thick, inescapable fog.

And then, as always, the question came.

How do I get my faithful wife to cuckold me?

That was the question that had been rolling around in my head for nearly ten years of our marriage.

Obviously, a lot of men would think I was insane for even having such self-destructive thoughts. But I couldn’t help it.

It was my biggest turn-on.

And it had been my main fantasy for most of my adult life.

I hadn’t always known I was wired this way. Or maybe I had, but I never had the courage to admit it—to myself or to anyone else. It was a slow realization, something that crept up on me over the years, buried beneath the surface of what I thought was a normal marriage.

I met Beth on a night out when I was twenty-five. It was one of those nights that felt like it could go either way—either I'd go home drunk and alone or something would happen that would change everything. And then I saw her.

She was standing by the bar in a tight black dress that clung to every curve of her body, her massive tits straining against the thin fabric, her ass a perfect, round temptation beneath the dim glow of the club lights. She had an effortless confidence, the kind of presence that made men stare and women take notice. She knew she was hot. She enjoyed the attention. And fuck, did she get attention.

I worked up the nerve to approach her, half expecting her to brush me off, but she didn’t. She smiled, warm and inviting, like she’d been waiting for me all night. We hit it off instantly. There was an easiness to Beth, a straightforwardness that made everything seem effortless. She wasn’t coy or overly flirtatious—she just knew how to make a man feel like the only person in the room. And for the rest of that night, that’s exactly what I was.

Our first time together was wild. She was aggressive in bed, confident in a way that left no room for hesitation. She rode me with a reckless hunger, her big tits bouncing with every thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders as she chased her own pleasure. She loved being on top, loved controlling the pace, grinding down on my cock until she was gasping, moaning, soaking me in her release. I thought I had hit the jackpot.

For the first few years of our marriage, the sex stayed incredible. We’d fuck in hotel rooms, in the backseat of my car, against the kitchen counter when we were too impatient to make it to the bedroom. But something else had always been there—something I never had the courage to say out loud.

Beth was beautiful, and men noticed her.

All the time.

When we were out together, I’d see the way their eyes followed her, the way their conversations would slow when she walked past. Bartenders, waiters, even guys at the gym would always find an excuse to talk to her, to make her laugh, to hold her attention for just a second longer than necessary. And I should have hated it. I should have been annoyed. Possessive. Jealous.

But I wasn’t.

Something about it turned me on. The way men looked at her, the way they wanted her, the way they’d subtly test the waters to see if she might be open to something more. I never admitted it, not even to myself at first, but I liked it. I liked watching her be desired.

One night, we went out drinking, and she wore a short, tight dress with no bra, her nipples peeking through the thin fabric. Men kept staring at her all night. Some were subtle. Others weren’t. I watched one guy at the bar nearly fall off his stool trying to get a better look at her tits when she leaned over to grab a napkin.

Beth either didn’t notice or didn’t care. But I noticed.

By the time we got home, I was so hard I could barely stand it. I pushed her up against the wall the second we walked through the door, sliding my hands up that tight dress, cupping her tits, kneading them, whispering in her ear how fucking hot she looked, how many men wanted her that night. She just giggled, tipsy and flushed, before pulling me to the couch and riding me until I exploded inside her.

I should have told her then. I should have told her how much it turned me on when other men looked at her, flirted with her, wanted her. But I never had the courage.

Instead, I buried the fantasy, keeping it locked away in the darkest corners of my mind.

Over time, as work and responsibilities took over, our sex life started to dwindle. The passion faded—not overnight, but gradually, like a flame burning lower and lower until there was nothing left but embers. We stopped having spontaneous sex in the middle of the day. The hotel rooms became less frequent. Some nights, we’d crawl into bed at the same time, but I wouldn’t even touch her. Other nights, she’d be asleep before I even turned off the TV.

We never fought. There were no screaming matches, no explosive arguments. Just quiet distance.

Eventually, we both realized what we didn’t want to admit: we had drifted too far apart.

Our divorce was amicable. Civil. We parted as friends, with no bitterness, no regrets. But in the quiet aftermath, as I lay alone in bed at night, staring at the ceiling, I realized something.

I had loved Beth.

But I had never been honest with her.

And now, with my new wife—the woman I adored more than anything—I found myself facing the same problem.

How do I tell my faithful wife that my biggest fantasy is to see her take another man’s cock?

Something changed when I met the beautiful woman who is now my second wife. It wasn’t as if the moment I laid eyes on her, my old fantasies came rushing back. No—it wasn’t like that at all. At first, I was just consumed by her, by the sheer rightness of being with her, by the way she made me feel whole again after my first marriage had quietly unraveled.

With her, everything felt new. Fresh. I had no reason to dwell on old desires, no lingering regrets about what I had never dared to admit to Beth. This marriage was my second chance. A clean slate.

And for a while, that was enough.

But fantasies are funny things. They never really die. They just sit in the background, waiting for the right moment to slip back in. And over the first year of our marriage, my old desires began to creep in again, slowly, subtly, like whispers at the edge of my mind.

It started with small things—the way she carried herself when we went out, the way men glanced at her when they thought I wasn’t looking. She wasn’t just beautiful; she was effortlessly sexy in a way that made heads turn. And just like before, I noticed. I felt that same secret thrill whenever I saw another man appreciating her, the same deep, unshakable pull that had once stirred inside me.

One night, it hit me harder than ever. We were out at a hotel bar, just the two of us, enjoying drinks after dinner. She looked stunning—her dark hair falling in loose waves, her fitted dress hugging every curve, the soft glow of the bar lights casting shadows over the swell of her tits.

I excused myself to use the bathroom, pressing a quick kiss to her cheek before walking away. It should have been nothing, just a few minutes. But when I returned, I saw her standing at the bar, smiling at a man who wasn’t me.

He was tall, well-dressed, leaning toward her with the easy confidence of someone who was used to getting what he wanted. I stopped in my tracks, watching, my pulse quickening as he said something that made her laugh. She didn’t move away. She didn’t shut him down. She just stood there, sipping her wine, smiling as he spoke.

And that’s when my mind betrayed me.

I imagined her tilting her head, tucking her hair behind her ear as she let him flirt a little longer. I imagined her leaning in, letting him catch the scent of her perfume, her soft lips curling into a knowing smirk as she placed a hand on his arm. I imagined him asking what she was doing after this, and instead of telling him she was married, she simply bit her lip and whispered, Why don’t you find out?

In my head, she left with him. She followed him to his hotel room upstairs, letting him pull her inside, pressing her back against the door as he kissed her hungrily. She dropped to her knees without hesitation, unzipping his pants, moaning softly as she took his cock in her hands. I pictured her wrapping her lips around him, sucking him deep, the wet, filthy sounds of her mouth working his cock filling the quiet room.

And then, when he was satisfied—when she had swallowed every drop—she simply stood, wiped the corner of her mouth, and smoothed her dress back into place.

And just like that, she returned to the bar.

Back to me.

As if nothing had happened.

The image was so strong, so vivid, that I had to shake myself out of it as I stepped forward, rejoining her at the bar. She turned to me with a warm smile, completely oblivious to where my mind had just been. The man nodded politely and walked away, nothing more than a harmless interaction.

But to me, it had been something else.

I told myself it was nothing, just a leftover flicker of something that didn’t belong in this marriage. But the more I tried to suppress it, the stronger it became. By the time we had been married for two years, the fantasies were fully re-established in my head, playing out in vivid detail every time I let my mind wander.

And that’s when I knew.

This wasn’t something I could outrun.

Which brings me back to my original question:

How do I get my wife to cuckold me?


Fantasy To Reality

Eventually, after several years of fantasizing and failing to get anything to happen, I realized I would have to do something drastic.

At first, I took the subtle approach. I encouraged her to go out on girls’ nights, suggesting she let loose a little, dress up, have fun with her friends. Maybe even flirt a little. But she never seemed particularly interested. She enjoyed our nights out together, but when it came to going out without me, she always made excuses—she was too tired, too busy, or just didn’t feel like it.

I tried bringing it up in different ways, testing the waters to see if she’d take the bait. Once, while we were lying in bed after sex, I casually asked her about her exes, pretending it was just idle curiosity. She hesitated at first, but as she started talking, the details slowly spilled out—old boyfriends, random hookups, stories of drunken college nights. I listened intently, asking little questions here and there, my cock hardening again just from the thought of her with other men.

And then I noticed something.

She was getting turned on too.

Her voice grew softer, more playful. She kept glancing at me, waiting for my reaction. The next morning, she initiated sex—something she hadn’t done in a while. That was when I knew I was onto something.

I decided to return to the subject the following weekend. But this time, I needed an opening.

That night, I poured her drink after drink, watching as the alcohol worked its magic. She was giggling more, leaning against me, her body warm and relaxed. By the time we stumbled into the bedroom, she was fully in the moment, her lips soft and needy against mine, her hands tugging at my clothes.

We fell onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and laughter, and as I slid inside her, I tried again.

"You ever do anything wild in college?" I murmured against her neck, my hands gripping her thighs as I thrust deeper.

She let out a breathy moan, tilting her head back. "Mmm… what do you mean?"

"You know," I pressed, my lips teasing her ear. "Anything crazy? Any wild nights?"

She giggled, a drunken, knowing little sound, and for a second, I thought she was going to brush it off. But then she bit her lip, her eyes darkening just slightly.

"Once," she admitted, her voice low and sultry. "I was really drunk… at a party… and this guy—God, I don’t even remember his name—took me outside."

My cock twitched inside her.

"Yeah?" I urged, my pulse racing. "And?"

She let out a little gasp as I rolled my hips, her nails digging into my shoulders. "He fucked me," she whispered, her breath hitching. "Over the hood of his car… while his friends watched."

I groaned, gripping her hips harder. "Fuck… you let them watch?"

She nodded, her eyes glassy with alcohol and arousal. "Yeah," she breathed. "I didn’t care. I was so turned on… I just wanted him to keep going."

My mind spun, the image searing itself into my brain—my wife, younger, wilder, bent over a car while a group of men stood nearby, watching her get fucked.

I pushed deeper, my thrusts becoming more urgent, and she gasped, wrapping her legs tighter around me.

"Did you like it?" I rasped, barely able to control myself.

Her eyes met mine, hazy but teasing. "Mmm… yeah," she whispered. "I did."

I came harder than I had in years, my body trembling, the fantasy burning into my skull.

And as we lay there afterward, her body soft and spent beside me, I knew this was the closest I’d ever gotten.

I had cracked the door open.

Now, I just had to push it further.

At last, I thought I was onto something. For the first time, I felt like I was making real progress, nudging Katie toward my fantasy without scaring her off. The moment in bed last weekend—her drunken confession about that wild night in college—had opened a door. Now, I needed to push it further.

I decided to return to the subject the following weekend.

It was perfect timing—our friends were hosting a backyard BBQ on Saturday, and I saw an opportunity. I knew Katie had a weakness for wine, especially Prosecco, and I planned to take full advantage of that.

The sun was out, the smell of grilled meat hung in the air, and laughter filled the yard as we settled in. Katie looked incredible in her summer dress—thin straps, low neckline, the kind of thing that hugged her in all the right places without looking like she was trying too hard. It was effortless, sexy, the kind of outfit that made men’s eyes linger just a second longer than they should. And they did linger.

Throughout the afternoon, I made sure her glass was never empty. Every time it dipped below half, I refilled it, bringing her another crisp, chilled drink without her even needing to ask. She giggled as I handed her yet another glass, playfully teasing me.

"You trying to get me drunk?" she smirked, her cheeks already flushed from the alcohol.

"Just making sure my beautiful wife has a good time," I said, kissing her cheek, ignoring the small flicker of guilt in my stomach.

And it was working. By the time the sun dipped below the trees, Katie was tipsy, laughing freely, leaning into me as we sat around with the others. At one point, I caught her in conversation with one of our friend’s husbands—nothing inappropriate, just casual small talk—but the sight of her, relaxed and glowing, smiling at another man, made my cock stir. I wondered if she even noticed the way he kept glancing down at her cleavage when she laughed. I noticed. And it made my blood run hot.

By the time we got home that night, she was well and truly drunk.

I helped her out of the car, and she stumbled slightly, giggling as she grabbed onto my arm for balance.

"Too much wine?" I teased, closing the door behind us.

"Maybe a little," she admitted, kicking off her heels as she swayed slightly in the hallway.

She looked perfect—hair tousled, lips slightly parted, her dress clinging to her curves as she blinked up at me with those hazy, drunken eyes. My heart pounded. This was my moment.

I led her to the couch, sitting beside her as she curled her legs up underneath herself, lazily swirling the last sip of wine in her glass. She was relaxed, warm, loose. This was exactly where I needed her to be.

I took a deep breath.

"I have a confession to make," I said, my voice casual but deliberate.

She turned to me with a playful smile, her head tilting slightly. "Really? Go on then, confess!"

Her words were slightly slurred, her body language open. She was in that perfect state—drunk enough to be playful, loose enough to say things she might not normally say.

My heart hammered in my chest as I screwed up the courage to give the answer I had carefully prepared.

"You remember last Saturday," I began, my voice even, controlled. "When you were telling me about your previous boyfriends?"

She blinked at me, her expression shifting slightly. "Of course… are you upset about it?" she asked, suddenly a little more serious. "You know they’re all in my past, right?"

There was a slight defensiveness in her tone, as if she was expecting me to turn jealous.

I shook my head, offering her a reassuring smile. "No, my love… I’m not upset at all. But… it turned me on a bit."

There. I had said it.

Now, I waited with bated breath for the axe to fall.

She paused, her drunken haze not quite enough to completely shield her from the meaning of what I had just admitted. Her brows knit together slightly, as if she were turning it over in her mind, trying to make sense of it.

Then she exhaled, nodding slowly. "Oh… I see…"

There was a small, almost knowing smirk on her lips, but it was impossible to tell if it was teasing or just slightly delayed processing from the alcohol. And then, to my surprise, she added, "Well… it turned me on a bit as well."

Her words sent a jolt straight to my cock, but I forced myself to stay composed.

It was a match to my confession, but also, in some way, it diminished its importance—like she was playing along without fully grasping the deeper implications. Still, it was progress.

I decided that now was the moment when I had to move things forward.

If I was going to get anywhere, this was my chance.

I took a slow, steadying breath, my fingers lightly drumming against my thigh as I prepared to push things further. Katie was drunk, relaxed, her lips parted slightly as she swirled the last sip of wine in her glass. Her cheeks were flushed, her dark eyes glassy but still sharp enough that I knew she was paying attention.

This was my chance.

"I couldn't get the idea out of my head," I admitted, my voice low, careful, yet deliberate. "That you must miss the excitement sometimes. Meeting someone new. That first rush of attraction. The feeling of being with someone for the first time."

I paused, watching her reaction closely, trying to gauge whether I was pushing too far, too fast. But she didn’t speak. She just looked at me.

I couldn’t read her expression. It wasn’t shock. It wasn’t anger. It was… thoughtful. Calculating. Like she was weighing my words, deciding how to respond.

I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. "Every time I thought about it, every time I imagined it… I got turned on."

The confession was out now, hanging between us like a live wire. My heart raced. This was it. Either she would recoil in disgust, or—

But she didn’t do either.

She just sat there, holding my gaze, as if she was waiting for me to say something else.

The silence stretched, making my stomach twist with uncertainty.

Say something, Katie…

My nerves got the best of me. "Well, darling, I’m glad you weren’t upset, or angry," she finally said, her tone careful, deliberate, "but I’m not sure what you want me to say now."

It wasn’t a rejection. But it wasn’t encouragement either.

I had expected a clearer reaction—either shock or intrigue. But this was something different. It was like she was testing the waters, feeling out how serious I was.

This wasn’t the reaction I had been hoping for.

I needed to keep her engaged, to stop the conversation from dying before it even had a chance to go anywhere.

"Well…" I licked my lips, choosing my words carefully. "Could you maybe reassure me that you aren’t angry with me for getting turned on by the idea of you being with other men?"

Again, she made me wait.

Her lips pressed together slightly, her head tilting as she studied me like she was trying to figure out if I was being serious, or if this was some strange drunken joke.

The air between us felt thick, electric.

Then, finally, she spoke.

"I mean… I guess I don’t really know how to feel about that," she admitted, exhaling softly. "It’s not something I’ve ever thought about. At least, not like this."

Her words made my cock throb. At least, not like this.

Did that mean she had thought about it before?

I felt a surge of nervous excitement, my brain racing through possibilities.

She wasn’t shutting me down. She was processing.

I needed to press forward—gently, carefully—but I had to keep her talking.

This was the closest I had ever come to getting what I wanted.

And I wasn’t about to let the moment slip away.

The moment stretched between us, heavy with unspoken words. Katie was flushed, her lips slightly parted, her dark eyes searching mine as if really seeing me for the first time. She wasn’t rejecting this. She wasn’t shutting it down.

She was thinking about it.

And that changed everything.

I leaned in, closing the distance between us, and the second our lips met, the hesitation vanished. Her body melted into mine, and I groaned as she kissed me back—hungry, deep, the taste of wine still on her tongue. Her hands curled into my shirt, gripping me tightly as our lips moved together, soft but insistent, heat spreading between us like fire catching on dry wood.

I let my hands roam over her body, sliding up her thighs, tracing over the curves of her hips. She responded immediately, her own fingers working their way into my hair, pulling me closer, her breath coming faster as I brushed my thumb over the thin strap of her dress.

"You’re so fucking sexy," I murmured against her lips.

She let out a breathy little hum, tilting her head back as my mouth trailed along the curve of her neck. "Mmm… I like when you talk like that," she whispered, her voice thick with arousal.

That was all the permission I needed.

I slid off the couch, sinking to my knees in front of her, my hands still caressing the smooth skin of her thighs. She watched me with half-lidded eyes as I slowly pushed the hem of her dress up, revealing more and more of her soft, warm flesh. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties, pausing just long enough to gauge her reaction.

She didn’t stop me.

I pulled them down, inch by inch, exposing her bare skin until they slipped off her legs completely. And then, finally, I was staring at her gorgeous, perfectly symmetrical pussy, the soft landing strip above it neatly trimmed, her lips already glistening with arousal.

"God, Katie," I breathed, my mouth hovering just above her. "You have no idea how much I love seeing you like this."

Her thighs trembled slightly as I pressed a slow, teasing kiss to the inside of one, then the other, working my way toward where she was already aching for me.

"You liked what I said earlier," I murmured, flicking my tongue over her skin, my breath warm against her.

She let out a quiet moan, shifting slightly, as if trying to move herself closer to my mouth.

"Mmm… maybe," she teased, her voice still laced with wine and arousal.

I smirked, trailing my tongue just close enough to make her squirm before pulling back. "I think you did," I whispered. "I think you liked the idea of me imagining you with someone else."

Her breathing hitched.

And then I finally gave her what she wanted.

I flicked my tongue over her clit, slow and deliberate, savoring the way she gasped, her hands gripping the couch cushions. I moved in deeper, flattening my tongue against her slit, tasting the warm, intoxicating wetness of her arousal as I slid my hands under her thighs, tilting her hips to give me better access.

She moaned, low and needy, her legs parting wider.

"You do like it," I murmured between strokes of my tongue, teasing her with my words as much as my mouth. "I can tell. You’re getting wetter just thinking about it."

She whimpered, her body tensing slightly, but she still didn’t stop me.

I took my time, savoring her, working my tongue over her clit in slow, careful circles, then dragging it down and slipping just the tip inside her before pulling away again. She let out a frustrated little whimper, her hips jerking slightly, her hands twitching against the couch.

She wanted more.

I gave her more.

I licked her faster, pressing my mouth fully against her pussy, sucking gently before flicking my tongue over her clit again. Her moans grew louder, her body squirming under my hands, her thighs squeezing around my head.

"Tell me," I murmured, my lips brushing against her sensitive skin. "Tell me what you’d do if you had another cock in front of you right now."

She shuddered, her fingers gripping my hair, her hips lifting slightly toward my mouth.

"I…" she gasped, her voice shaky, her body trembling under my touch.

"Would you suck it?" I pressed, teasing her clit with my tongue, making her need to answer.

A deep, breathy moan escaped her lips. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

I groaned, my cock throbbing hard against my jeans as I kept licking her, desperate to hear more.

"What kind of cock do you want?" I murmured, my voice thick with arousal.

Her body tensed. Her breathing was fast and uneven. She was right at the edge, her thighs quivering around my head.

"A thick one," she finally whispered, her voice hitching on a moan. "Short… but fat… one that stretches my lips when I take it in my mouth."

Fuck.

I sucked her clit harder, my tongue working her faster, pushing her to the brink.

"What would you do?" I demanded, my voice rough with desire.

She gasped, barely able to speak now, her hands tightening in my hair. "I’d wrap my lips around it," she moaned, her hips jerking as her orgasm crept closer. "Suck it deep… let him use my mouth however he wanted… I’d make him cum down my throat."

And that was it.

She shattered, her body tensing before she let out a strangled, high-pitched cry, her entire frame shaking as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her.

I didn’t stop. I kept licking, sucking, tasting her, swallowing every little moan, dragging out her orgasm as long as I could.

She trembled beneath me, gasping for air, until finally, she collapsed back against the couch, completely spent.

I pulled back slowly, pressing one last lingering kiss between her thighs before looking up at her.

Her eyes were half-lidded, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked wrecked—flushed, glowing, thoroughly fucked out.

And then, just as my cock throbbed painfully in my jeans, desperate for relief, she let out a sleepy little sigh…

Rolled over…

And fell asleep.

Just like that.

Leaving me sitting there, rock hard, painfully aroused, my mind spinning from what she had just confessed.

She wanted it.

She had thought about it.

And now I was left alone, struggling to process everything, hornier than I had ever been in my life.


Can Dreams Come True? 


I hadn’t planned on staying out late. It was just supposed to be a few beers with the guys from work, a way to unwind after a long week. But as I sat nursing my drink, half-listening to the conversation around me, my eyes drifted across the bar—and landed on someone familiar.

Gemma.

Katie’s best friend.

She was hard to miss, standing out in the dimly lit bar with her bright red hair and bold tattoos peeking out from under the straps of her low-cut top. She wasn’t exactly my type—short, curvy, not toned like Katie, but not exactly fat either. Just soft in a way that was undeniably feminine, with a pair of huge tits that always drew attention, whether she intended them to or not.

I had always struggled to decide if I found her attractive or not. She was sexy in her own way, but she carried herself with such brash confidence that it almost distracted from it. Tonight was no exception—she was in her element, drink in hand, chatting with random guys as if she owned the place.

I watched as she threw her head back in laughter, her tits bouncing slightly with the movement, the guy she was talking to leaning in closer. Then, to my surprise, she let him pull her onto the small dance floor. The music pulsed through the bar, the lights shifting between deep reds and neon blues, casting shadows over her inked skin as she swayed her hips against him.

I frowned slightly, my beer halfway to my lips. I knew Gemma had a boyfriend—she and some guy had been together for a while after her divorce. I had met him once or twice, seemed like an alright guy. And yet, here she was, dancing with another man like she had no one waiting for her at home.

A strange heat pooled in my stomach, a mix of fascination and something darker. I wasn’t jealous—not exactly. It was more the thought of Katie doing the same. My faithful wife, out at a bar, tipsy and carefree, dancing with a stranger who pressed himself against her, his hands slowly roaming her body. The idea sent a jolt straight to my cock.

Then I saw something that really shocked me.

The guy dancing with Gemma wasn’t being subtle anymore. His hands were all over her now, sliding down her waist, gripping her hips, even slipping over the curve of her ass. And she let him. She leaned into it, her body pressing against his, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered something that made him smirk.

Then, just like that, they slipped away from the dance floor, disappearing around the corner.

I knew exactly what was back there.

The only thing in that direction was the disabled toilet.

I stared after them, my pulse hammering, my cock throbbing with sudden, unbearable arousal. It was obvious what was happening. It wasn’t just harmless flirting, or even a drunken kiss in a dark corner. Gemma wasn’t coming back right away.

Sure enough, a few minutes later, they reappeared.

The guy looked smug, adjusting his jeans slightly as he walked back toward the bar.

Gemma, however, was wiping her mouth.

I nearly groaned out loud.

She had just sucked him off.

Right there in the bar.

My cock twitched in my pants as my mind betrayed me, swapping out the image of Gemma with Katie.

My beautiful, faithful wife.

Wiping her mouth clean as she emerged from a backroom, having just taken another man’s cock down her throat.

I swallowed hard, shifting in my seat, unable to stop the throb of raw, aching need in my body.

Fuck.

I was still reeling from what I’d just seen.

Gemma had just sucked off some random guy in the disabled toilet, and now she was strolling back into the bar like nothing had happened. I watched as she picked up her drink from the table where she’d left it, ran a hand through her messy red hair, and casually scanned the crowd.

Then her eyes landed on me.

I knew the second she recognized me—her lips curled into a smirk, and within moments, she was weaving her way through the bar toward me.

I exhaled, forcing myself to stay cool.

"Hey, handsome," she purred as she reached me, leaning in slightly. "What are you doing here?"

I chuckled, lifting my beer. "Just out with some of the guys from work. You?"

She gave a nonchalant shrug, her big tits pressing against her top as she shifted her weight onto one hip. "Needed a night out. Girls' night kind of fell apart, so I figured, why not have some fun?"

Her voice was smooth, confident, just the slightest slur at the edges betraying how many drinks she’d had. My mind was still flashing with the image of her wiping her mouth clean, and I swallowed hard, trying to push it down.

"Looks like you found some," I said, my tone deliberately casual.

She smirked, cocking an eyebrow. "Oh? You spying on me, big guy?"

"Just noticed you getting pretty friendly out there," I said, nodding toward the dance floor where she had been grinding against that guy just minutes ago. "And then you disappeared."

Her smirk widened, and for a second, I thought she was going to deny it, play innocent. But instead, she just took a sip of her drink, then leaned in, lowering her voice.

"Yeah," she said, her eyes locked on mine. "I sucked his cock. Right in the bathroom."

Fuck.

My cock throbbed instantly, and I had to fight the urge to shift in my seat.

"And your boyfriend’s just… okay with that?" I asked, my voice as steady as I could manage.

That earned me a laugh. "Oh, Brad? Yeah, he’s fine with it." She set her drink down and slid onto the barstool beside me. "We have an understanding. I can do what I want… as long as I tell him everything."

I blinked, processing that. "Everything?"

She grinned. "Mmmhmm. Where possible, I send him pictures, too."

That caught me off guard. I had expected some kind of trade-off—maybe that he got to sleep with other women, maybe some open-relationship arrangement. But this? This was something else entirely.

"And that’s it? No rules beyond that?"

"That’s it," she confirmed, then reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. "Don’t believe me?"

She tapped the screen a few times, then turned it toward me.

I swallowed hard.

There it was—a freshly taken photo of Gemma, her lips wrapped around that guy’s thick cock, her hand gripping the base, her tongue stretched out along the shaft.

And just beneath it, Brad’s reply: Fuck, baby, you look so good like that. I can’t wait to taste your mouth when you get home.

Jesus.

I dragged my gaze away from the screen and looked back at her. She was watching me with amusement, clearly enjoying how much this was messing with my head.

"So," she said, taking another sip of her drink. "Katie told me about your little… confession."

That snapped me out of it.

My stomach flipped. "She told you?"

"Of course she did," Gemma said, rolling her eyes like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "We tell each other everything."

I exhaled sharply, running a hand through my hair. "And what did you say?"

"I told her she should try it," Gemma said simply, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

My heart pounded.

"You told her that?"

She nodded. "Hell yeah, I did. She’s gorgeous, she gets attention all the time, and let’s be real, she could definitely have some fun."

I clenched my jaw, my brain struggling to keep up with the sheer weight of what she was saying.

"Besides," she went on, swirling her drink lazily, "I know for a fact she’s got a wild streak in her."

I arched a brow. "Do you?"

Gemma smirked. "Oh, yeah. Back when we used to go clubbing together, she could be naughty when she wanted to be."

My cock twitched. "What do you mean?"

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "I mean, I once walked into our hotel room and caught her on her knees with some Black guy’s cock in her mouth."

I inhaled sharply.

"And you know what?" she added, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "She didn’t even stop."

My entire body was on fire now, my jeans uncomfortably tight as I pictured it. Katie, my beautiful, faithful wife, on her knees for some other guy, sucking him off without a care in the world.

"Goddamn," I muttered under my breath.

Gemma giggled. "I’d love to have my wingman back, you know," she mused. "We used to make a killer team."

I swallowed hard, my heart racing.

"And if we could get her out for a night like that again?" I asked carefully.

Gemma grinned. "Well," she purred, "if you really want to make this happen, you’re gonna have to help me get her out for a real night of fun. We get her drunk, we get her dancing… and then we see what happens."

I could barely breathe. This was happening.

Gemma and I were making a plan.

For Katie.

To see if she would do it.

Gemma downed the last sip of her drink, then stood, stretching her arms over her head, making her tits press against her tight top.

"Anyway," she said casually, tossing her hair over her shoulder, "I should get going. Brad’s waiting for me."

She shot me a wicked little grin, then stuck out her tongue just slightly, suggestively.

"He’s expecting me to sit on his face when I get home."

And with that, she turned and walked away, her fat ass swaying in a way that felt very intentional.

I sat there, rock hard, barely able to process what had just happened.

I was only pulled from my daze when a couple of the guys from work came up, watching Gemma disappear into the night.

"Who was that?" one of them asked, nudging me with his elbow.

"Katie’s best friend," I said, still staring after her.

"Shit," another guy muttered, shaking his head. "She’s kinda hot, man. Like, yeah, she’s chubby, but those tits… I bet she’s a freak in bed."

I exhaled sharply, forcing myself to chuckle along with them, even as my mind was spiraling.

Because all I could think about was Katie coming home after a night out… drunk, messy, wrecked from sucking another man’s cock…

Then crawling into bed and sitting on my face.

And the worst part?

I had never wanted anything more.

I woke up feeling horny as hell, my cock already half-hard before I even opened my eyes. Last night’s conversation with Gemma had wrecked me. I had spent half the night tossing and turning, replaying every word, every little detail of what she had said.

Katie, drunk.
Katie, dancing.
Katie, dropping to her knees for another man.

My body was aching for relief, and I figured I might be able to get some.

I turned toward Katie, pressing in close behind her, sliding my hand up under her shirt, cupping her warm, soft breast. Normally, she liked this. She would sigh, roll onto her back, let me kiss her neck, and if I was lucky, she’d be in the mood to fuck.

But not today.

She let out a little noise of irritation and brushed my hand away.

"No," she muttered, shifting away from me.

I froze, caught off guard.

"Not in the mood?" I asked, keeping my voice light, trying not to sound as disappointed as I felt.

She sighed heavily. "I just can’t right now. I’m too stressed about work."

That was it. No elaboration. No promise of later. Just no.

I exhaled sharply, swallowing my frustration.

"Okay," I said simply, rolling onto my back.

After that, she barely spoke to me all morning. I could tell she was in one of her moods—distant, distracted, lost in her own head. I tried to be understanding, but it stung.

And yet, more than anything, it reinforced my belief that she needed something more.

Something I couldn’t give her.

Because clearly, I wasn’t doing anything to relieve her stress. I wasn’t giving her a release. And if I couldn’t, then someone else should.

An exciting affair. A night of passion. A man who wasn’t her husband—someone new, someone forbidden, someone who would pull her out of her own head and make her feel something different.

The thought sent a frustrated jolt straight to my cock.

I needed to talk to someone about this.

And I knew exactly who.



Me:
Katie’s in a shit mood today. I wouldn’t push the night-out thing if I were you.

Gemma read the message almost immediately. The typing bubbles appeared, then disappeared, then appeared again.

Gemma:
No chance.

I sighed.

Me:
I just think midweek would be better. She’s not going to go for it today.

Gemma:
We’ve waited long enough.

I frowned, fingers hesitating over the keyboard.

Me:
I don’t think she sees it that way.

Her reply came instantly.

Gemma:
She made a commitment. She said she’d go out with me. And nothing’s happened.

I exhaled sharply, running a hand through my hair.

Me:
I get it, trust me. But I don’t want her shutting down completely just because she’s not in the mood today.

Gemma:
She needs a push. You’re too soft with her.

That stung, but before I could reply, another message popped up.

Gemma:
Enough time’s gone by. It’s happening. End of.

I sighed. She wasn’t going to drop it.

Me:
You’re really pushing this. Why?

There was a pause. The typing bubbles appeared, then stopped. Then appeared again.

Then finally:

Gemma:
Fine. Maybe I’m feeling a little needy today.

My cock twitched at the implication, but before I could dwell on it, another message popped up.

Gemma:
But that doesn’t change the fact that I’m right.

I sighed. She wasn’t going to drop it.

And deep down, I didn’t want her to.

A few hours passed, and then my phone vibrated again.

Gemma:
Well, that was a fucking disaster.

She followed it up with a screenshot.

It was a WhatsApp chat with Katie.

Gemma: So, next Saturday, it’s happening. You and me, out drinking, dancing, seeing where the night takes us 😈

Katie’s reply was short.

Katie: No.

Gemma had pressed.

Gemma: Oh, come on! You said you would!

Katie: I was drunk when I said that. I didn’t mean it.

Gemma: You need this, babe. You’re way too stressed. A little fun wouldn’t kill you.

Katie: Not happening, Gemma. Drop it.

I let out a slow breath, feeling the weight of disappointment settle over me.

Me:
Shit.

Gemma:
I told you we should’ve done it sooner.

Me:
She shut it down completely?

Another screenshot.

Gemma: Just one night. One night to let go, to stop worrying, to just enjoy yourself. Don’t tell me you don’t miss that.

Katie’s reply was instant.

Katie: I don’t. I’m married now. I don’t do that shit anymore.

Me:
Fuck.

Gemma:
Yeah. Not great.

I sighed, rubbing a hand over my face.

Me:
So that’s it?

Gemma:
For now.

That last message made my cock twitch again.

Because as much as Katie had shot it down…

Gemma wasn’t done yet.

And neither was I.

My phone buzzed on Monday morning, and I wasn’t surprised to see Gemma’s name pop up. Unlike the playful teasing over the weekend, this time, she was all business.

Gemma:
Hey. Got a sec?

I stepped outside the office, coffee in hand, and leaned against the wall as I typed back.

Me:
Yeah, what’s up?

Gemma:
First off, sorry for pushing too hard on Saturday. You were right—bad timing. Katie wasn’t in the mood, and I should’ve backed off. I just…

The typing bubbles appeared. Then disappeared. Then appeared again.

Gemma:
I got impatient.

I smirked slightly. At least she was self-aware.

Me:
Yeah, I figured. It’s fine. I just don’t want her shutting the idea down completely.

Gemma:
Exactly. That’s why we need a new plan.

Me:
Agreed. But what?

Gemma:
Well, first, let’s get something straight… You actually want this to happen, right? Like, you’re not just messing around?

My heart thudded.

Me:
Yes. I want it.

Gemma:
Okay. You want her to just flirt a little? Kiss a guy? Or are we talking full-on cheating?

I hesitated, fingers hovering over the keyboard.

Me:
I don’t see it as cheating if she knows I want it. But yeah… I want it all. I want her to fuck someone else.

The message sat unread for a few seconds, then the typing bubbles appeared.

Gemma:
Mmmm. That’s what I thought.

I exhaled sharply.

Gemma:
So, is this a one-time thing? Or are you hoping for something regular?

I clenched my jaw, knowing I was about to cross a line I could never uncross.

Me:
Regular. If I had my way, it wouldn’t be a one-off. It’d be a part of our relationship.

The moment I sent it, my cock twitched. Seeing the words written down made it real.

Gemma:
Fuck.

She didn’t reply right away. I could imagine her sitting at her desk, reading my words over and over, probably just as turned on as I was.

Gemma:
So you’d want Katie out there, picking up guys, fucking them while you’re at home? Then coming back to tell you all about it?

My breath hitched.

Me:
Yes.

Gemma:
Damn. You might be filthier than me.

That was saying something.

Gemma:
Alright, let’s break this down. You want her to go out. Let guys hit on her. Get a little touchy. That’s easy enough.

My cock twitched.

Me:
Yeah.

Gemma:
What about more than that? A guy takes her hand, pulls her close, starts kissing her?

Me:
Yes.

Gemma:
What if he wants more? What if he wants to unzip his pants right there in the club and let her suck his cock?

I let out a slow, shaky breath.

Me:
Jesus, Gemma.

Gemma:
Oh, come on. Answer the question.

Me:
Yes.

A pause. Then she sent a laughing emoji.

Gemma:
Would she swallow?

I almost laughed at that.

Me:
No way. She never swallows.

The reply was immediate.

Gemma:
🤣🤣🤣 Oh my god. Are you serious? She used to.

I froze.

Me:
Bullshit.

Gemma:
Not bullshit. Ask her yourself. Back in the day, Katie was a good girl. Always swallowed. No complaints.

I clenched my jaw, my stomach flipping.

Me:
Fuck.

Gemma:
Mmm. Maybe she just doesn’t with you. Ever think about that?

I had.

Me:
Jesus Christ, Gemma.

Gemma:
We’re just getting started, babe. What about fucking?

Me:
Yes.

Gemma:
No hesitation that time. I love it.

My cock ached.

Gemma:
Alright. So he fucks her. But what about her getting eaten out? You okay with some guy’s tongue buried in her pussy while she moans for him?

I groaned under my breath.

Me:
Shit.

Gemma:
That’s a yes.

Me:
That’s a yes.

Gemma:
Mmmm, what about cumming on her?

Me:
Yeah.

Gemma:
What about in her?

I hesitated for half a second.

Me:
Yeah.

She sent back a devil emoji.

Gemma:
Oh, we’re really getting somewhere now.

Gemma:
Now, let’s talk cock sizes.

My stomach twisted with anticipation.

Me:
What do you mean?

Gemma:
I mean, how would you feel if he was bigger than you?

I hesitated.

Me:
Depends. How big are we talking?

Gemma:
Well, I already know how big you are. Katie told me.

I froze.

Me:
Wait, WHAT?!

Gemma:
Relax, babe. We talk about everything. And before you ask, yes, I know exactly how many inches you’re packing.

I exhaled sharply, my body tense.

Me:
And?

Gemma:
You’re decent. But… what if she had more?

My cock pulsed painfully.

Me:
Fuck.

Gemma:
Longer? Thicker? Both?

I swallowed hard.

Me:
Both.

She sent a dripping-wet emoji.

Gemma:
Mmm. You’re really filthy, aren’t you?

I clenched my jaw, waiting for more.

Gemma:
Would you be jealous if another man made Katie cum?

Me:
Yeah.

Gemma:
But you’d still want it?

Me:
Yes.

Gemma:
What if he made her cum harder than you ever have?

I inhaled sharply.

Me:
Jesus, Gemma.

Gemma:
Answer me.

I hesitated.

Me:
Fuck… yeah. That would be insanely hot.

There was a pause.

Then:

Gemma:
Your cock is so fucking hard right now, isn’t it?

I clenched my jaw, my breathing ragged.

Me:
You have no idea.

She sent back a winking emoji.

Gemma:
Thought so. One last question, then I’ll let you go deal with that.

Me:
What?

Gemma:
When was the last time Katie sucked your cock?

I hesitated.

I couldn’t remember.

Me:
Shit… I don’t know.

Gemma:
LMAO 🤣🤣🤣 oh my god, that’s fucking tragic babe.

I groaned in frustration, my cock throbbing painfully.

Gemma:
Go sort yourself out. You need it.

And just like that, she left me completely ruined.

A couple of days later, we were all sitting around the dinner table, finishing up the meal I had cooked, when Katie finally brought it up.

The air between her and Gemma had been light, their usual chatter returning over the past couple of days, but I could tell there was something on her mind. She was waiting for the right moment.

Finally, she set down her fork, took a breath, and said, “So… about this weekend.”

Gemma and I both looked up.

“I just want to say,” Katie continued, her eyes flicking between the two of us, “that I don’t want to go out this Saturday.”

Gemma didn’t react, just took a sip of her wine, letting Katie continue.

“I just feel like I’m being pushed into something, and it’s stressing me out. So, no. Not this Saturday.”

I held my breath, waiting to see how Gemma would respond. She had been so eager before, pushing hard, but now, to my surprise, she simply nodded.

“Fair enough,” she said smoothly.

That was it. No fight. No pushback.

But before I could get too comfortable, Katie sighed and added, “That said… I was a bitch about it last weekend. I shouldn’t have snapped at you.” She looked at Gemma. “I was defensive, and I’m sorry. If we can figure something out that feels right, maybe next Saturday?”

Gemma arched a brow, clearly not expecting this shift, but she recovered quickly, smirking. “Now we’re talking.”

The warmth in my chest was instant. This was progress.

Katie turned to me next. “But here’s the thing… I don’t like the idea of going out without you. Especially since I’m gone so much lately.”

Gemma sighed dramatically, swirling the last of her drink. “And you know I love you for that, babe. But your husband standing around next to us while we’re trying to flirt? Not sexy.”

I decided this was my moment to step in. They were talking about it, which meant I had the chance to guide it.

“What if we found a compromise?” I suggested, keeping my voice casual.

Both women turned to me, interested.

I leaned forward slightly. “What if we all go out for dinner first, just us three, make a night of it? Then we head to the club together, and once it fills up and single guys are around, I’ll back off. You two can dance together, hang out at the bar, get drinks—”

“Like we’re out as single women,” Gemma finished, grinning.

I nodded. “Exactly.”

Katie hesitated, mulling it over.

“And if I need you?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I won’t be far. I’ll stay somewhere near the bar, where I can keep an eye on things.”

She chewed her lip. “I don’t know…”

Gemma sighed, rolling her eyes. “Look, you have to give guys the right signals. If you’re too cool, too standoffish, you’re gonna scare them off.”

I nodded, seizing on the opportunity. “That’s true, babe. If we’re going to do this, I don’t want you holding back. You have to commit to the night.”

My cock twitched under the table at my own words.

Katie caught the look on my face and smirked. “You like this, don’t you?”

I held her gaze and nodded. “Yeah. I do.”

She exhaled, as if finally letting herself relax into the idea, then gave a small nod.

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll try to have the right attitude.”

Gemma scoffed. “You better.”

Then Katie’s expression shifted, her fingers lightly tapping against her wine glass. “How far am I expected to go?”

Gemma didn’t even hesitate. “As far as your marriage can handle.”

Silence.

Then both of them looked at me.

Fuck.

My cock throbbed painfully under the table as I sat there, knowing exactly what I wanted to say.

Into his bed for a good fucking.

But I couldn’t say that. Not yet.

Instead, I kept my voice steady, measured. “Since we’re planning this together, and I’m already okay with it… I think it’s fair to say you could go further than you would if this were happening behind my back.”

Gemma smirked. “Good answer.”

Katie just stared at me for a moment, then slowly nodded.

I could feel it.

The shift.

The door cracking open just a little bit more.

And I couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

They both just looked at me, waiting.

Gemma had that knowing smirk on her lips, the kind that said she was enjoying every second of this, while Katie’s expression was more careful—curious, a little hesitant, but definitely intrigued.

They weren’t going to let me get away with vague answers.

They wanted specifics.

My heart pounded as I realized this was the moment. The moment where I had to actually say it. Where I had to define the boundaries of my own fantasy.

I exhaled slowly and met Katie’s gaze. “Kissing is fine,” I said, keeping my voice even. “And touching. Hands on your waist, on your hips…”

Katie raised an eyebrow, waiting for me to go further.

“…on your ass,” I admitted, my cock twitching beneath the table.

Gemma smirked, leaning forward on her elbows. “Mmm. And what about his hands up her dress?”

I swallowed hard, shifting slightly in my chair. “Yeah,” I said, my voice hoarse. “That too.”

Katie tilted her head, lips slightly parted. I could see the way her mind was working, testing how far she could push this, how much I was willing to take.

“So if a guy pulled me close while we were dancing,” she said slowly, “if his hands started exploring, that would be fine?”

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry.

Gemma grinned. “And if he kissed her neck?”

I exhaled sharply, gripping my wine glass a little tighter. “Yes.”

“What about whispering filthy things in her ear?”

My jaw clenched. “Yes.”

Katie’s cheeks were slightly flushed now, and I couldn’t tell if it was the wine, the conversation, or a mix of both.

Gemma wasn’t done. “What if he pressed up against her? Let her feel exactly how hard she was making him?”

Fuck.

I adjusted myself under the table, trying to relieve some of the pressure in my pants.

“Yes,” I admitted.

Katie bit her lip. “And if I… touched him?”

My breath hitched.

I could see it. Her hand sliding over the front of some stranger’s pants, feeling how stiff he was for her, teasing him while her lips curled into a smirk.

I forced myself to answer. “That’s fine.”

Gemma arched an eyebrow. “Outside the pants, or…”

She let the question hang in the air, letting me sit with it.

I clenched my jaw, my pulse hammering.

“…or inside?”

My cock was so hard it hurt.

I dragged my eyes away from Gemma’s teasing expression and looked at Katie. She was waiting for my answer.

“If you wanted to,” I said, my voice thick with arousal, “you could.”

Katie’s pupils dilated slightly.

Gemma grinned, her tongue flicking over her lower lip. “Damn, babe. You’re really letting her off the leash, huh?”

I exhaled, my whole body tense.

“Anything inside the building is fine,” I clarified, steadying myself. “Whatever happens on the dance floor, at the bar… that’s all fair game.”

Gemma’s smirk widened. “And what about the bathrooms?”

Katie let out a short laugh, but she was watching me, waiting.

I hesitated, just for a second. “If she wanted to.”

Gemma whistled low, shaking her head. “Well, well.”

Katie took another sip of wine, her eyes locked on mine. “But not outside?”

I took a slow, measured breath. “No going outside for full sex.”

Katie leaned back in her chair, looking at me thoughtfully.

Gemma chuckled. “You say that now,” she murmured, swirling her glass. “Let’s see what happens when you see some guy making her really needy.”

Katie didn’t deny it.

Didn’t say no.

She just kept watching me.

Katie surprised me with how systematic she was being about it. I had expected hesitation, nervousness—maybe even another round of resistance. But instead, she was treating it like a logistical problem to be solved, breaking it down into practical steps.

“So,” she said, setting her wine glass down and folding her arms on the table. “How and when do I drop my guy and come back to you?”

The question caught me off guard. I had assumed she would be more focused on whether she could even go through with it, not the mechanics of how it would work.

Gemma, however, didn’t miss a beat. “Well, babe, that depends. The longer you stick it out, the better chance I have of getting laid.” She grinned, only half-joking, but the implication was clear—Katie wasn’t just part of this plan for me. She was also a buffer, giving Gemma the time she needed to secure her own fun.

Katie rolled her eyes. “Right, but I don’t want to be stuck with some guy all night just because you like yours.”

Gemma smirked. “Okay, so let’s say I don’t like the guy I end up with—then we both cut and run. But if I do like him, then you just bow out whenever you feel like it. If I disappear with him… that’s your cue.”

Katie frowned slightly, clearly thinking through every angle. “And if I’m not into my guy? What if he’s too much, or too handsy, or I just don’t want to keep going?”

I leaned in slightly, wanting her to feel like she had an out. “You don’t have to stay with him,” I said. “You can come find me anytime you want.”

Gemma made a dismissive noise. “But you should try to hang in there at least a little while.”

Katie’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Why?”

Gemma shrugged. “Because if you duck out too early, it messes up the whole flow of the night. I don’t want to be stuck alone if I’m still working on my guy.”

Katie exhaled, tapping her fingers on the table. “I think I’d rather have a time limit.”

Neither Gemma nor I said anything.

Because there wasn’t a time limit.

Katie waited for one of us to jump in, to put some kind of cap on how long she was supposed to let herself be with someone else. But neither of us did. The silence stretched for just a moment too long, and I could see the shift in her expression—the realization settling in that this wasn’t just some light little experiment.

She exhaled sharply, then looked back at me, her voice quieter now, more searching. “And you’re really sure you’ll be comfortable with this?”

My heart pounded as I held her gaze. “Yes.”

“Even if I get really passionate with someone?”

“Yes.”

“Even if it happens in the middle of a crowded dance floor?”

My cock twitched under the table. “Yes.”

She tilted her head, watching me carefully. “Or if a guy pulls me close at the bar? If his hands are all over me while I’m waiting for a drink?”

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay steady. “Yes.”

She studied me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then, finally, she let out a slow breath and nodded. “Okay.”

That was it. That was the moment it became real.

She had agreed.

Gemma grinned, reaching for her glass. “Fucking finally.”

Katie smirked, shaking her head slightly. “You are way too excited about this.”

“Babe,” Gemma said, winking, “you have no idea.”

And under the table, my cock was so hard I could barely sit still.

Later in the evening, as I was clearing the table and stacking dishes by the sink, Gemma shot me a look and subtly tilted her head toward the kitchen. I glanced at Katie, who was curled up on the couch, half-distracted by E! News on the TV. She was scrolling through her phone, fully absorbed in whatever drama was playing out on the screen.

I followed Gemma into the kitchen, grabbing a towel as she passed me a plate to dry. She lowered her voice, keeping one ear tuned toward the living room.

“Well done, Rob,” she murmured, smirking as she rinsed a glass.

I smirked back, wiping down the plate and setting it aside. “Felt like a fucking mission.”

She chuckled. “You got her there, though. That’s what matters.”

There was a pause before she leaned in slightly, her voice dropping even lower. “Now we just have to make sure she goes through with it.”

I nodded, already knowing where this was headed.

“We’re going to need to get her drunk,” Gemma said matter-of-factly, drying her hands and leaning against the counter. “It’s the only way to lower her resistance.”

I exhaled slowly, turning that thought over in my mind. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I figured as much. We’ll have to work together on that, especially early in the evening. At the restaurant.”

Gemma grinned. “I was thinking the same thing.”

She set another plate on the drying rack, then looked at me more seriously. “You know how Katie gets when she’s had a few. She gets really fucking horny. There’s a chance she might just… go with the flow and not stop things once they get started.”

My cock throbbed at the idea—Katie, drunk and uninhibited, losing herself in the moment, letting a stranger take her further than she’d ever imagined.

Gemma arched a brow. “Would you interfere?”

I hesitated.

Part of me wanted to say no—to let whatever happened, happen. But deep down, I knew I had to be careful. If things moved too fast, too soon, it could all backfire.

“I think it’d be a bad idea for her to have sex on the first night,” I said carefully, drying the last glass. “We need to play the long game. Let her want it before it actually happens.”

Gemma tilted her head, eyeing me. “So you’d step in?”

“If she was letting some guy go too far, yeah,” I said firmly.

She made a face, clearly not thrilled about that answer, but she nodded. “Fine. I get it. But I still think once she’s in the moment, she might surprise you.”

The thought sent another pulse of heat straight to my cock.

I swallowed hard, focusing on the dishes, my mind already spinning ahead to next Saturday. If everything went to plan, I would be watching my wife get picked up by another man. Watching her flirt, tease, dance, maybe even more—all while I stood back and let it happen.

I just had to be patient.

One more week.

As the evening wound down, Gemma stretched lazily on the couch, finishing the last sip of her wine before setting the glass down on the coffee table. Katie was still curled up in her usual spot, half-watching the TV, her attention drifting.

“Well, babe,” Gemma sighed, standing up and smoothing down her tight leggings, “I better get going. Got a long night ahead of me.”

Katie barely looked up from her phone. “Mmm, drive safe.”

Gemma leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, murmuring something too quiet for me to hear. Then, as she turned to leave, she definitely put a little extra sway in her step, wiggling her fat ass in those skin-tight leggings as she walked past me.

My cock twitched instantly.

I followed her to the door, watching the hypnotic bounce of her thick hips until she stopped in front of me, leaning in close. Her perfume was still strong, mixed with the faint scent of wine.

Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “I’m going home to suck Brad’s cock.”

I inhaled sharply.

She grinned, eyes flicking down toward my pants like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “What about Katie?” she murmured. “Think she’s gonna suck yours?”

My breath caught in my throat.

Before I could respond, she let out a wicked little chuckle and pulled back, her lips still curved in amusement as she stepped outside. She didn’t look back as she walked toward her car—but her fat ass definitely kept swaying, exaggerated just enough to make sure I noticed.

I stood there, gripping the doorframe, watching her all the way to her car, my cock aching at the mental image she had left me with.

Gemma on her knees.

Her lips stretching around Brad’s thick cock.

And me, standing in the doorway, wondering if my own wife would ever do the same.

I climbed into bed beside Katie, my body still buzzing from everything that had happened that evening. The conversation at dinner. The plans we had set in motion. The way Gemma had teased me right before she left, dropping that filthy little whisper in my ear, making sure I had no choice but to picture her on her knees, sucking Brad’s cock like it was her favorite thing in the world.

And now, lying here in the dark beside my wife, my cock was still aching.

I shifted closer, pressing in behind her, letting my hand drift over her hip, slowly tracing along the curve of her waist. She was warm, soft, her scent filling my head, and for a moment, I thought maybe, maybe, tonight was going to go somewhere.

I leaned in, pressing a slow kiss against her shoulder, my fingers sliding under the hem of her shirt, brushing the bare skin of her stomach.

“Mmm,” I murmured, lips against her neck. “You’re so sexy, you know that?”

She let out a sleepy noise, but she didn’t move closer.

I tried again, my hand sliding up, fingers grazing the curve of her breast.

She sighed. “Rob… I’m tired.”

My stomach twisted.

I swallowed, pressing a little firmer against her, my cock stiff against her ass, making it very clear what I was thinking. “Come on, baby,” I murmured, lips against her ear. “Just a little? You don’t even have to do anything…”

She groaned softly and turned her head slightly, already sounding half-asleep. “Not tonight.”

Frustration curled through me, a slow, burning ache that had been building all night.

She didn’t even know. Didn’t know what Gemma had said to me at the door. Didn’t know how she had planted that filthy little thought in my head. Didn’t know that right now, as we lay here in the dark, Gemma was probably on her knees for Brad, sucking him off like it was second nature.

And here I was.

Lying next to my own wife, rock hard, desperate, and being brushed off.

Katie exhaled another soft sigh, shifting slightly before mumbling, “Love you,” and rolling over, pulling the covers up to her shoulders.

I clenched my jaw.

I stared up at the ceiling, my cock throbbing painfully, my mind racing.

Gemma had done this on purpose.

She had set me up.

She knew what she was doing when she whispered that in my ear. She knew what would happen when I came to bed and tried with Katie.

And now, I was lying here, hard and frustrated, picturing her.

Picturing her lips wrapped around Brad’s cock.

Picturing the way she moaned, the way she loved it.

Picturing how much better Brad had it than me tonight.


The Next Evening

The following night, we were curled up together on the couch, the soft glow of the TV flickering across the room. She had her legs stretched out over my lap, and as usual, I was massaging her feet, my thumbs pressing into her arches, kneading the tension from her muscles.

She let out a little sigh, sinking deeper into the cushions. “Mmm, that feels good.”

I smiled, keeping my touch firm but gentle. “You always say that.”

“Well, it’s always true.” She smirked slightly, eyes fluttering shut for a moment before opening again. There was something in her expression—hesitation, maybe even conflict.

I waited.

Finally, she took a breath and said, “I’ve been thinking about the club.”

My stomach tightened.

She shifted slightly, curling her toes against my thigh. “I think I might have agreed too quickly. I don’t know if I can really do it.”

I kept my touch steady, massaging the ball of her foot. “What part is bothering you?”

She hesitated. “All of it, I guess. Letting some stranger hold me in his arms. Maybe putting his hands on me. My ass, my…” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing slightly. “Kissing me.”

My cock stirred at the way she said it, like she was picturing it as she spoke. I forced myself to stay calm. “I don’t want you to do anything you’re uncomfortable with,” I said carefully. “But if it’s just nerves, remember that you can always stop if it doesn’t feel right. And I’ll be there too, just in case.”

She studied me for a long moment, like she was trying to figure out if I was really okay with it.

“You want to see that,” she said finally, her voice softer.

I met her gaze. “Yes.”

She let out a slow breath, then nodded. “Okay.”

I continued rubbing her feet, taking my time, working my thumbs in deep, making her melt under my hands. But after only a few minutes, she spoke again.

“I’m worried about getting too drunk and… losing control.”

I paused slightly, my hands still moving, but more deliberately now. “What do you mean?”

She exhaled, adjusting herself against the couch. “I mean, I know I get… loose when I drink.” She bit her lip. “What if I go further than I planned? What if I let things happen and then regret it later?”

I could feel my cock twitching again, my pulse quickening.

“I’d never let you do something you don’t want,” I reassured her.

She shook her head. “No, I know. But I also don’t want you stepping in and embarrassing me. I don’t want you walking up to me in the club and pulling me away from a guy if things get heated.”

My heart was hammering now.

I forced myself to ask, “Are you saying you don’t want me to stop you?”

She hesitated.

Then, carefully, she said, “I want to know that if I do go too far, you won’t get mad at me later. I need to know that you mean it when you say you’re okay with this.”

I swallowed hard, shifting slightly in my seat to relieve some of the pressure in my jeans.

I could tell what she was really asking. She wasn’t asking for a lifeline. She was asking for permission.

I made a show of thinking about it, rubbing slow, lazy circles into the sole of her foot, drawing out the tension in her body as I let the silence stretch between us. My cock was pulsing, aching, as the thought took root in my mind—Katie, drunk and uninhibited, letting a stranger touch her, kiss her, maybe more.

“I promise,” I said finally, my voice lower now.

She held my gaze, searching me.

“There’s no going back after this,” she said softly.

I licked my lips, my cock straining against my pants. “I know.”

She nodded, then let out a long breath, stretching slightly. “Good.”

I moved back to her foot, pressing my thumbs deeper, sliding up toward her ankle, testing her reaction. She didn’t resist.

“I want you to relax,” I murmured, smoothing my hand over her calf, my fingers trailing just under the hem of her pajama shorts.

“Mmm,” she hummed, tilting her head back against the couch.

I took my time, letting my hands wander, my touch firm but teasing. Slowly, I worked my way up her thighs, coaxing her body into wanting more. She let out a small sigh as my fingers traced higher, spreading her legs slightly.

My lips followed, pressing kisses along the inside of her knee, then up her thigh.

She shifted beneath me, her breath catching. “Rob…”

I didn’t stop. I slid my hands to her hips, tugging her shorts down just enough to expose the soft curve of her bare pussy. She was already wet.

I groaned softly, my tongue flicking out to taste her, savoring the way she twitched under me.

She let out a quiet gasp, her fingers threading through my hair. “Mmm, that feels good…”

I buried myself between her thighs, working my tongue in slow, deep strokes, teasing her clit, flicking it just the way I knew she liked. Her breathing grew heavier, her hips shifting against my mouth, her legs spreading wider as she gave in.

I stayed there, tasting her, devouring her, until I could feel her thighs trembling, until her moans became more desperate, her body needing release.

And just when I could tell she was right on the edge, she gasped sharply, arching against me.

“Ohhh, fuck, Rob—”

She came hard, her fingers tightening in my hair, her legs tensing around my shoulders. I groaned against her, licking her through it, savoring every little tremor that rolled through her body.

When she finally relaxed, I pulled back, pressing a kiss to her inner thigh, aching for what would come next.

I wiped my mouth, shifting up beside her, my cock straining against my pants, throbbing with need. I leaned in, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

I was so fucking hard.

I guided her hand toward my lap, pressing it against the bulge in my pants, silently asking—begging—for what I needed.

She hesitated for a second.

Then she sighed.

She slid her hand inside my waistband, wrapping her fingers around my cock.

For a moment, I thought this was it.

I thought she was finally going to sink down, take me in her mouth, make me forget everything Gemma had put in my head.

But instead, she just gave me a few quick strokes—almost absently, barely even paying attention.

I groaned, my body desperate for more, but she didn’t speed up. She didn’t tease. She didn’t savor it.

She just worked me over, fast and mechanical, until my cock spasmed, and I came in her hand, my whole body tensing as I spilled over her fingers.

Before I could say anything, before I could ask for more, she wiped her hand on a tissue, leaned over, and pressed a quick kiss to my cheek.

“Goodnight, babe,” she murmured sleepily.

Then she rolled over.

Just like that.

No teasing. No sucking. No return of what I had just given her.

And as I lay there, still breathing hard, my cock still aching despite the release, my mind drifted.

Back to Gemma.

To the way she had whispered in my ear.

To the way she had told me she was going home to suck Brad’s cock.

And for the second night in a row, I was left wondering…

Why the fuck does he get that, but I don’t?

Friday night ended up being a bit of an adventure, but first, there was news about our upcoming night out.

A few weeks ago, we had been invited to a party, but no one had locked in the date—until Thursday, when we found out it was happening the following Saturday, the 27th.

Katie immediately told Gemma, checking if she still wanted to go clubbing or if she’d rather go to the party instead. I could tell Katie was leaning toward the party, probably feeling more comfortable easing into things in a more familiar environment. Gemma, however, had been set on hitting the club, eager for a night of dancing, drinking, and seeing where the night took them. But after a bit of thought, she agreed to push the club night back a week and go to the party instead.

So now, I had to be even more patient.

That being said, there was a chance that something might happen at the party. The couple hosting it had spent time with Katie and Gemma a few weeks ago, while I was at my college reunion. When I met up with them afterward, they were already a few drinks in, and Ian—the husband—had been openly flirting with Katie. And the most interesting part? She wasn’t stopping him. I remembered the way his expression shifted when I arrived, the brief flicker of disappointment before he covered it up.

I filed that memory away. It might be useful later.

Still, I could tell that Gemma was a little disappointed about pushing back the club night, so Katie suggested we all meet up for dinner on Friday at a nice spot downtown. They would both stop there on their way home from work, and I could join them.

At around 6:30, I got a text from Katie.

Katie: We’ll be there at 7, stopping for a drink first since it’s too early for dinner.

That message immediately sparked an idea.

On Friday nights, the bars downtown were packed—especially in the financial district. It was where all the workers from the international banks congregated after a long week—groups of women, mixed groups, but mostly groups of men.

Well-dressed. Well-educated. Mostly good-looking.

And my wife, walking into that scene with Gemma, looking beautiful as ever, completely available to be approached.

I wondered if she’d even notice.

Or if she’d let them.

I texted back, telling Katie that I was tied up with an urgent work project and wouldn’t be able to get there until around 8:30, but that they should go ahead, have a drink or two, and text me where they ended up. I wanted them to settle in first—loosen up, get comfortable, maybe even attract some attention before I arrived.

Katie responded quickly, saying that was fine. A little later, another text came through.

Katie: We’re at The Oak & Ivy.

Perfect.

It was exactly the kind of place I had hoped they’d choose—busy, stylish, full of professionals winding down after the workweek. A place where confident, well-dressed men knew how to approach women, especially ones as attractive as Katie and Gemma.

I set off at 8:00 and got there by 8:10. Instead of walking straight in, I slowed down before reaching the entrance, my pulse picking up as I thought about what I might find inside. This wasn’t just meeting my wife and her friend for a drink. This was an opportunity.

I stepped in cautiously, scanning the packed bar, my eyes flicking past groups of laughing men in crisp dress shirts, women in sleek cocktail dresses, the hum of conversation and clinking glasses filling the air. I wasn’t in a hurry to join them—I wanted to see first.

Eventually, I spotted them.

They were tucked in the middle of a lively crowd, both standing close together, drinks in hand, chatting with two men.

I moved carefully through the crowd, ordering a drink before positioning myself behind them—close enough to observe, but far enough that they wouldn’t notice me. I wanted to watch, unnoticed, to see exactly how they were interacting without me there.

I sipped my drink slowly, my heart pounding in my chest as I took in the scene.

Katie and Gemma were both smiling, clearly engaged in the conversation. And more importantly, the two men had chosen them—one focused mostly on Katie, the other giving most of his attention to Gemma.

I watched as they leaned in close, using the noise of the bar as an excuse to bring their faces near, their hands casually touching arms, brushing against their waists. I could see the way the men were watching them, their eyes drawn to Katie’s curves, Gemma’s cleavage.

And the most thrilling part?

Katie wasn’t stopping him.

She wasn’t pulling away. She wasn’t giving any indication that she was uncomfortable.

She was just… letting it happen.

I gripped my drink tighter, my cock already twitching, as I stood there watching my wife being openly chatted up—and doing absolutely nothing to stop it.

I repositioned myself to get a better view of Katie. At this point, I wasn’t paying attention to what Gemma was doing—I was completely focused on my wife.

The guy talking to her kept his arm around her waist, pulling her in slightly so he could whisper in her ear. Whatever he was saying must have been amusing, because she kept laughing, tilting her head toward him, letting the closeness linger.

After about five minutes of this, he stopped removing his arm between comments, keeping it there as if it belonged. My cock twitched at the sight—Katie standing in the middle of a packed bar, a stranger’s arm wrapped around her waist, holding her close like she was his.

Then, slowly, his hand started drifting lower.

I held my breath as his fingers inched down her hip, past the curve of her waist, until finally, he slid his palm over her left ass cheek.

For a second, she let him.

She didn’t react immediately.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t move away.

It was only after a few beats—a few agonizing seconds where he was blatantly groping my wife’s ass in public—that she casually reached behind her, lifted his hand, and placed it back on her waist.

The guy hesitated for a moment, then tried again, this time a little more deliberate, fingers squeezing lightly.

Katie reacted faster this time, pulling his hand away once more, but even then, her expression remained light, almost playful. She wasn’t offended. She wasn’t upset. She was just... keeping things in check.

The guy must have picked up on that too, because rather than giving up, he stayed close, still whispering in her ear, still keeping his arm firmly around her waist.

She started glancing around, clearly growing more aware of her surroundings—probably wondering if I was about to walk in and catch her like this.

I smirked, pulled out my phone, and sent her a text.

Me: Just leaving home now. Be there in 10.

I watched as she read it. Her body visibly relaxed. Then she turned to the guy, leaned in, and said something to him. He listened, his hands still lingering at her waist, before finally nodding. He tried to pull her around to face him, maybe hoping for a kiss, but she shook her head slightly.

It was clear she was ending it, but even so, she wasn’t cold about it. She let him lean in and kiss her on the cheek, smiling as he did.

Meanwhile, across the bar, Gemma was on her phone—probably giving her guy her number. A few seconds later, he kissed her too, though this one was on the lips.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to step back.

Time to make my entrance.

I circled around, making sure I approached them head-on, so there was no way for either of them to suspect I had been there all along.

When Katie saw me, she lit up, kissing me passionately, her body warm against mine. She was affectionate all evening, holding my hand, pressing into my side as we walked. Something about the way she touched me felt different—like she was still buzzing from the attention she had just received.

But then, something happened.

About an hour later, Gemma disappeared.

I didn’t notice right away. We were all standing near the bar, waiting for another round of drinks, and I assumed she had just gone to the restroom.

But then five minutes passed.

Then ten.

When she finally came back, her cheeks were flushed, her hair slightly messier than before. She had a look—the kind of expression someone has when they’ve just gotten away with something.

She grabbed her drink, took a sip, and caught me watching her.

Instead of saying anything, she just smirked.

I knew.

I didn’t know what exactly—but I knew enough.

And it drove me crazy.

A little later, just before we were about to leave, Katie went to the restroom, and Gemma took the opportunity to step up beside me, lowering her voice.

"Mmm," she murmured, dragging a finger down my arm. "Brad’s waiting for me at home. Can’t wait to sit on his face."

My cock throbbed.

I clenched my jaw, swallowing hard, my mind immediately flooding with the image—Gemma straddling Brad’s face, riding his tongue, moaning as she grinded against him.

I exhaled sharply. "Are you gonna suck his cock too?"

Gemma laughed.

"Honey," she purred, tilting her head. "I only suck one cock a day. And I’m at my limit already."

Fuck.

Before I could even process that, she leaned in, still smirking. "Katie’s uber horny," she whispered. "You should try to get your cock in her mouth."

And with that, she pulled away just as Katie reappeared.

I was left standing there, rock hard, wondering what the fuck had just happened.

In the Uber ride home, Katie was all over me.

Her hands roamed my chest, her lips pressing against my neck, her body pressed tightly against mine. She felt different—more charged than usual.

By the time we walked through the front door, I was barely holding it together.

I grabbed her the second we stepped inside, my mouth crashing against hers, my hands sliding up her thighs, gripping her ass. She moaned into my mouth, pulling at my shirt, practically grinding against me.

"Bedroom," she whispered against my lips.

We stumbled into the room, barely getting our clothes off before I had her on the bed, spreading her legs and burying my face between them.

She gasped sharply, her thighs trembling as I licked over her already-soaked pussy.

"Fuck, Rob," she moaned, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I took my time, savoring her, building her up until she was writhing beneath me, her moans turning desperate.

When she came, she came hard, arching her back, pressing herself against my mouth, riding the waves of pleasure as I licked her through it.

I wiped my mouth and moved up beside her, my cock aching as I guided her hand toward it. She wrapped her fingers around me and started stroking—slow, lazy at first, then firmer.

"Fuck, that feels good," I groaned, my hips twitching.

She smirked slightly. "You like that?"

"God, yes."

She picked up the pace, squeezing slightly, teasing me just enough to keep me right on the edge.

Then, out of nowhere, she tilted her head and asked, "Do you want me to suck your cock?"

The moment she said it, my body betrayed me.

I groaned loudly, my cock twitching, and before I could even answer, I came.

Hard.

Thick, hot ropes of cum spilled over her hand, over my stomach, my whole body shaking from the sheer force of it.

Katie burst out laughing.

"Guess I got out of that one then," she teased, wiping her hand on a tissue.

I let out a breathless, frustrated laugh, still dazed from the intensity of it.

She kissed my cheek, rolled over, and pulled the blanket over herself. "Night, babe," she murmured.

I lay there, still panting, my cock twitching uselessly.

Gemma’s words rang in my head.

"I only suck one cock a day. And I’m at my limit already."

And I couldn’t stop wondering…

Who the fuck had hit her limit earlier?

There was another small step before the party—one that stuck with me in a way I couldn’t quite shake.

Katie was in Chicago for work, which wasn’t unusual. She traveled a lot, and we had a routine—she’d always call me on FaceTime in the evening, usually from her hotel room, sometimes in her pajamas, makeup off, winding down from the day. It was normal. Expected.

But on Wednesday night, something odd happened.

No call. No message. Nothing.

At first, I brushed it off—maybe she was just exhausted, or had a late meeting. But as the night stretched on, I kept glancing at my phone, waiting for the usual check-in. By midnight, I was feeling restless. I almost texted her first, but something stopped me.

Then, finally, just before 1 AM, a text popped up.

Katie: I went out to dinner.

No explanation. No follow-up. Not even a single x at the end, which she always added without thinking.

Something about it felt... off.

I stared at the message for a long time before responding.

Me: Oh yeah? Where’d you go?

She didn’t reply.

I sat there, my mind racing, trying not to read too much into it, but the unease lingered. It wasn’t what she had said—it was how she said it. Blunt. Distant. Like she was brushing it off before I could even ask.

Eventually, I fell asleep.

Then, at 3:45 AM, my phone rang.

I blinked blearily at the screen—Katie’s FaceTime—before answering.

And just like that, she was back to normal.

She was all sweetness, all affection, her voice soft and loving as she told me how much she missed me, how tired she was, how she wished she was home.

It was such a sharp contrast from earlier that it made my head spin.

But in the moment, I let it go. Maybe she’d just had a stressful night, and I was overthinking things.

I put it out of my mind.

But when she got home a couple of days later, something happened that made that feeling creep back in.

We were sitting on the balcony of our apartment, enjoying the evening sun, a glass of wine in Katie’s hand, Gemma sipping a cocktail, all of us unwinding after a long week. The conversation drifted, casual and easy, until Katie started telling us about an amazing dinner she’d had on Wednesday night.

I perked up instantly.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, swirling my drink. “Where at?”

She leaned back in her chair, stretching her legs. “That new steakhouse at The Langston Hotel,” she said. “Incredible food, seriously.”

I nodded, keeping my tone light. “Nice. You went alone?”

She hesitated, just for a second. “No, I went with James—he’s the new GM. We’re making it a thing now, going out once per trip to check out the competition.”

My stomach twisted.

James. Her general manager.

I forced myself to nod like it was nothing, even as my brain kicked into overdrive.

A few months ago, she never would have contemplated going out to dinner with another man like this—especially not as a standing arrangement.

And now, suddenly, it was just… happening?

My eyes flicked to Gemma, who was watching closely, lips slightly parted, like she was waiting to see how I’d react.

I swallowed, keeping my tone even. “So… how late were you out?”

Katie shrugged, taking another sip of wine. “Not too late.”

I tried to ignore the way my heart pounded. “That’s funny. You didn’t text me back.”

She waved a hand, brushing it off. “Oh, I was exhausted. Long day.”

I stared at her, my mind flashing back to that curt message.

I went out to dinner.

No explanation. No details.

And then, hours later—at almost 4 AM—she had called me, soft-voiced and affectionate, as if making sure I had nothing to worry about.

Why?

Why had she been so distant earlier and then so over-the-top sweet later?

I glanced at Gemma again, and she smirked slightly, raising an eyebrow as if to say, Now you’re thinking, aren’t you?

Something had happened.

Maybe it wasn’t much. Maybe it was just a moment—a lingering look, a flirtatious touch, a possibility that had never existed before.

But something had changed.

And I needed to know what.

Out of the blue, on Sunday afternoon, just a week before she was scheduled to fly to Seattle for work, Katie asked if we could have a “serious conversation.” There was something in her tone—calm, but firm—that sent a flicker of unease through me.

Still, I nodded, following her into the bedroom. She shut the door behind us, crossed her arms, and took a deep breath.

“I want you to cancel the night out.”

The words landed like a gut punch.

She didn’t wait for me to respond before continuing. “I just don’t want you to feel like you have to do this. I don’t want Gemma bullying you into something you don’t actually want.”

My mind was racing, scrambling to find the right response. I did want it. I wanted it so badly—but I couldn’t let her know why.

I had to be careful.

After a beat, I let out a small, casual laugh. “Bullied? Katie, come on. I’m a grown man. I’m not being bullied into anything.”

She studied me, unconvinced. “Then why do you seem so passive about it? You’re just going along with whatever Gemma suggests.”

I shook my head. “No, I just don’t think it’s that big of a deal. We’re just going out to have fun. You’re stressing yourself out over something that’s supposed to be light.”

She exhaled, clearly still struggling with it. “It’s not about me stopping things. I know I can do that. What worries me is you—that you won’t stop something because you feel obligated. Because of Gemma.”

I forced myself to look her straight in the eye. “Katie. I promise I wouldn’t let anything happen that I wasn’t okay with.”

That was, of course, a complete contradiction of what she had demanded of me just a few days earlier—when she made me swear that I wouldn’t interfere if things got out of hand.

But she didn’t seem to notice the inconsistency.

Instead, she hesitated, then asked, “Okay… but what exactly are you okay with?”

My stomach clenched slightly. This was tricky. I had to give her something, but not too much.

I sighed, running a hand through my hair like I was thinking it over. “I wouldn’t be happy with you having sex with a stranger you’ve never met before,” I said carefully. I knew exactly how that sounded—that if she had met him before, maybe it would be different. But she didn’t pick up on that little loophole.

She nodded slowly, waiting for me to continue.

“A bit of kissing, cuddling, maybe even some groping… that wouldn’t upset me,” I added, making sure to sound as casual as possible. “As long as you’re happy with it.”

Her brow furrowed slightly. “You really wouldn’t be jealous?”

I shook my head. “I’m not the jealous type. And honestly, I think you need to relax a little. This is supposed to be fun. If you’re constantly stressing about how I’ll react, you’re never going to enjoy yourself.”

She held my gaze for a moment longer, searching for something—some sign of hesitation, some flicker of doubt.

But I gave her nothing.

Finally, she exhaled and nodded.

“Okay.”

Just like that, it was settled.

When we walked back into the living room, I sat down on the couch, and Katie stretched out, placing her feet in my lap. Without a word, I started massaging them, my thumbs pressing into the arches, working slow, deliberate circles.

She let out a little sigh of contentment, her body finally relaxing into the cushions.

On the surface, it was just another quiet night—me rubbing her feet, her watching TV, the two of us unwinding together.

But beneath it all, my heart was pounding.

Because this wasn’t just another night.

This was a turning point.

Katie had just openly agreed to letting another man touch her.

And now, all I had to do was wait.

Later that night, after Katie had gone to bed—falling asleep on the couch after a couple of glasses of wine—I found myself sitting alone, scrolling through my phone, my mind still buzzing from our conversation.

Then, Gemma’s name popped up on WhatsApp.

Gemma: So… tell me everything.

I exhaled slowly, shifting in my seat, already feeling the familiar ache of arousal creeping back in.

I started typing, telling her exactly how the conversation had gone—how Katie had been worried about my feelings, how she had dropped her blanket objection to having fun with other men.

Me: She was mostly concerned about me getting upset. But she’s… accepted that something might happen.

Gemma’s reply came fast.

Gemma: Oh babe, that’s fucking perfect.

I could practically hear her smirk through the screen.

Gemma: So how far are you actually planning to let her go?

I hesitated, my cock already stiffening as I imagined the possibilities.

Me: I don’t want her disappearing off to have sex. But if a guy felt her tits, grabbed her ass, kissed her passionately? I’d be fine with that.

I took a slow breath, palming myself through my pants as I waited for her reply.

Gemma: Mmm. You say that now. But once she’s drunk? Once she’s needy? You really think she’s gonna stop at that?

I swallowed hard, already stroking myself lazily as I pictured it—Katie, flushed and tipsy, pressed against a guy’s chest, his hands roaming her body.

Me: If a guy got his hand up her skirt, inside her panties… I’d step in.

There was a pause before Gemma replied.

Gemma: Oh come on. Don’t be mean to her. A drunk Katie would love having a stranger’s fingers in her wet little pussy.

I groaned under my breath, squeezing my cock through my pants.

Me: I’d give him a little time. But then I’d move in.

Gemma’s typing bubble appeared instantly.

Gemma: Fucking hell, babe. You’re getting me wet over here.

I exhaled sharply, sliding my hand under my waistband, gripping my throbbing cock.

Then her next message came.

Gemma: Tell me something… How would you feel watching Katie drop to her knees and suck another guy’s cock?

My breath caught.

I stroked myself slower, my mind racing at the image.

Me: Fuck.

Gemma: Yeah? You’d like that? Watching her wrap those lips around some thick cock? Letting him grab her hair while she moans like a good little slut?

I groaned, my hand moving faster.

Me: Jesus, Gemma.

Gemma: When’s the last time Katie sucked your cock?

I hesitated.

Too long.

Me: …Can’t remember.

Her reply came instantly.

Gemma: Oof. That’s fucking tragic, babe.

Then, before I could respond, another message came through.

A photo.

I clicked on it, and my stomach dropped.

It was a close-up of Gemma’s lips—wrapped around a thick, veiny cock.

My cock. Throbbed.

Brad’s cock.

And it was big.

Bigger than mine.

Fuck.

I barely had time to process it before I came, my orgasm ripping through me, spilling hot and fast over my fingers as I grunted through clenched teeth.

My head was spinning.

I stared at the photo, chest rising and falling, my spent cock twitching as the realization hit me.

Brad was big.

Bigger than me.

And yet, here she was—sucking other men’s cocks too.

Why?

Why did she need more?

And more importantly…

Would Katie need more too?


The Calm Before The Storm

The days leading up to our clubbing night seemed to drag on forever, anticipation building with every passing hour. But finally, Katie was back from her trip, and Saturday had arrived.

The evening really began in the late afternoon, when the girls started discussing what they were going to wear.

Gemma went first, and I had no doubt she was setting the tone, hoping to push Katie in a certain direction. She held up a long, clingy black dress, the material hugging every curve of her thick body. It was the kind of dress that left nothing to the imagination—deep-cut enough to show off her generously pushed-up tits, the fabric hugging her hips and ass in a way that made it clear she wasn’t wearing shapewear. She completed the look with a lacy bra and a pair of sky-high heels that would accentuate the sway of her full hips.

Then came the real bold move.

Katie, eyeing Gemma’s dress, asked casually, “What panties are you wearing with that?”

Gemma smirked. “None.”

Silence.

She said it so casually, like it wasn’t a big deal at all—just a fact.

Then she dropped the gauntlet, adding, “It’s more comfortable that way. And it makes me feel sexy.”

I felt Katie tense beside me.

She didn’t comment directly, but the determined set of her jaw told me everything. There was no way she was going out clubbing with no panties. Absolutely no way.

My mind started racing, already trying to think of a compromise. The last thing I wanted was for her to react by putting on the biggest, least sexy pair of underwear she owned. If she insisted on wearing something that killed the mood before the night even started, it could throw everything off.

But for now, I stayed quiet.

We moved into our bedroom, and Katie pulled a new dress out of her closet—one she had bought online but hadn’t worn yet. I could immediately tell it wasn’t Gemma-approved.

It wasn’t bad—not sexy in an obvious way, but still flattering. The top half looked like a fitted, short-sleeved sweater, but it was actually part of the dress. The bottom was a long black skirt, made of thin cotton, flowing but not exactly revealing.

I could see Gemma’s disappointment in the slight downturn of her lips, but before she could say anything, I gave her a subtle shake of my head. Pushing too hard now could backfire.

Katie moved on to her lingerie, pulling out a black lacy bra—which was great—but then came the moment I had been dreading.

The granny panties.

Thick, high-waisted, full-coverage, completely unsexy underwear.

Gemma groaned audibly, throwing her hands up. “No. Absolutely not. I’m not going out with you if you’re wearing those.”

Katie’s head snapped up, her face flushing. “I’m not going out with no panties, like some common slut, Gemma.”

Gemma rolled her eyes. “It’s not about being a slut, it’s about feeling sexy. Those,” she gestured dramatically at the offensive panties, “are not sexy.”

Katie huffed, folding her arms. “A thong will make my bulges stick out.”

This was crisis time.

If I didn’t act fast, she was going to dig in her heels and either call off the night or make herself so uncomfortable she wouldn’t enjoy any of it.

Without thinking, I lunged for her lingerie drawer, digging through until I found what I needed—a compromise.

I pulled out a pair of black lace panties, holding them up like a prized discovery. They weren’t a thong, but they weren’t granny panties either—full in style but made entirely of sheer lace, with a tiny thong portion at the back. Sexy, but not over-the-top.

I turned to Katie, gauging her reaction.

She eyed them warily, then sighed, taking them from my hand. “Oh… okay. I could wear these.”

Gemma, sensing victory, grinned. “They’re perfect. Very sexy, but not slutty.”

The tension eased instantly, and I let out a slow breath.

Crisis averted.

Katie had no idea just how important this decision had been.

This night was already shaping up to be something incredible.

With that deal settled, Katie handed me the dress to iron—as usual, since I did all the ironing in the house. As I smoothed it out on the ironing board, I discovered something I hadn’t noticed before.

The dress had slits up both sides.

Not just little decorative slits, either. These ran all the way up to the middle of her hips.

At first glance, no one would notice. The way the fabric fell, it looked like a standard, elegant dress. But if someone’s hands started to wander—if a man at the club tried to slide his fingers up her thigh—he’d find far less resistance than expected.

I paused, running my fingers over the open seam, wondering if Katie had noticed this herself.

Was this an accident? A design detail she had overlooked? Or had she known exactly what she was doing when she picked it out?

I glanced at her across the room as she chatted with Gemma, looking completely at ease. If she had done this intentionally, she was playing it very cool.

Having finished with the dress, I left the girls to their hours-long routine of getting ready and poured myself a stiff drink. As I sank into my chair, I let out a slow breath, congratulating myself for surviving the first battle of the evening with only minor casualties.

Not long after, Gemma popped her head around the door, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Well done,” she whispered.

I smirked, lowering my voice. “Have you seen the skirt of that dress? It’s slit up both sides.”

Her eyebrows shot up. She slipped away without a word, clearly off to investigate. A few moments later, she reappeared, moving straight to my side and leaning in close, her breath warm against my ear.

“It’s fantastic,” she whispered, excitement lacing her voice. “Do you think she knows?”

I exhaled, glancing toward the bedroom, where Katie was still fussing over her makeup.

“She must know.”

At least, that’s what I told Gemma. But deep down, I wasn’t so sure. And not knowing made it even more exciting.

An hour later, I was changed into a pair of dark jeans and a smart shirt, feeling good but knowing that tonight wasn’t about me—it was about Katie. And Gemma, in her own way, was making sure of that.

When I stepped out to meet them, I had to take a second just to drink in the sight.

Katie looked stunning, the dress clinging in all the right places, hugging her curves without being too obvious. But it was those high-cut slits that had my pulse racing. She still wasn’t fully aware of just how much leg she was showing with each step, how the fabric whispered apart when she moved.

And then there was Gemma.

If Katie looked effortlessly sexy, Gemma had gone for outright slutty.

Her dress was black, but that was where the modesty ended. The neckline plunged so deep it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra, her thick tits pushed together in a way that made sure they were impossible to ignore. The fabric clung to every inch of her soft, curvy body, emphasizing her round, jiggling ass in a way that left nothing to the imagination. And of course, I knew there were no panties under there.

As we walked, I fell in step behind them, and it was almost too much.

Gemma’s thick ass bounced with each step, her dress stretching tight across it, the bare curve of her cheeks just barely hidden. I wasn’t supposed to be looking—I knew that—but knowing she had deliberately chosen to go out like this, knowing she wanted men staring, made it impossible not to.

Then, just as my thoughts were drifting into dangerous territory, the wind picked up.

Katie’s dress lifted slightly, catching in the breeze and fluttering high enough to reveal the smooth length of her thighs. My attention snapped instantly to her.

She looked down, frowning as she tried to press the fabric back into place. “I didn’t realize these slits went so far up,” she muttered.

Gemma, ever the enabler, laughed. “Don’t worry, no one’s gonna see anything they shouldn’t.” Then she looked back at me over her shoulder and winked.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to focus.

We made our way to a restaurant downtown, a trendy spot with dim lighting and an overpriced menu. Dinner itself was uneventful—mostly small talk about work, catching up on Katie’s latest trip, with just the occasional brush of something more beneath the surface.

I made sure the drinks kept flowing.

I ordered them a bottle of Prosecco, watching as Gemma skillfully maneuvered it so Katie ended up drinking most of it. Later, I added another glass each, and by the time we were paying the check, Katie’s cheeks were flushed, her movements looser, her inhibitions slightly lower.

At about nine, we stepped out into the warm night air and started strolling toward the club.

Katie was giggling at something Gemma said, her hand brushing against mine as she leaned into me slightly. Her dress, that high-slit fabric, swayed with each step, and I couldn’t stop wondering how much she would let happen once we were inside.

The night was just getting started.

The club was still fairly quiet when we arrived, giving us time to settle in. The girls found a table with a good view of the dance floor while I made my way to the bar to get drinks—another bottle of Prosecco for them and a beer for myself.

Back at the table, we chatted, watching as more people filtered in, the energy gradually shifting from relaxed to lively. The girls kept up a steady commentary on the guys arriving, their voices getting bolder with each sip of fizz.

At some point, Katie pulled me onto the dance floor, and I was immediately struck by how affectionate she was getting. She pressed her body into mine, smiling up at me with a soft, tipsy warmth in her eyes. Her hands lingered on my shoulders longer than usual, her fingers playing with the fabric of my shirt as we moved. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but it was looser, more playful than usual. The Prosecco was doing its job.

Around ten, Gemma turned to Katie and said something I couldn’t hear over the music. Then she looked at me, smirking.

“Time to split up,” she announced.

Katie hesitated for the briefest second, then nodded.

Before I could respond, they were already turning toward the dance floor, disappearing into the pulsing crowd, leaving me at the table with nothing to do but watch.

A knot of nervous energy tightened in my stomach—not jealousy, not exactly. More like the anxious thrill of waiting. I had spent so much time building this night up in my mind, imagining what could happen. The worst thing would be if nothing happened at all.

I needn’t have worried.

Within ten minutes, two men had approached them, seamlessly inserting themselves into the rhythm of the dance.

I gripped my beer, my pulse quickening as I watched.

Both girls responded easily, moving in sync with their partners. Katie wasn’t pulling away. If anything, she looked… relaxed. Enjoying herself.

But then, after only a couple of songs, Gemma leaned in and said something to her guy, then reached for Katie’s hand and pulled her toward the bar. The men didn’t follow—clearly, Gemma had made it clear they weren’t interested.

That was another thing about Gemma—she could be cutting when she wanted to be.

The moment they disappeared into the crowd, I realized I could no longer see them at all.

I abandoned my table and made my way toward the bar, finding a stool at the edge where I had a clear view of them but Katie wouldn’t be able to see me.

For a while, nothing happened.

I ordered another beer, forced myself to sit still, to wait.

And then, when I turned back, I saw them.

Two men had approached them.

Both were well-dressed, smart, confident. They looked younger than me, maybe early thirties. More importantly, they were clearly interested.

One of them was focused entirely on Katie.

I watched as he leaned in, saying something I couldn’t hear over the music, his mouth close to her ear. He kept his voice low, intimate. Whatever he was saying, I had no doubt it was flattering. Probably telling her how beautiful she looked, how incredible that dress was.

And she was letting him.

Each time he leaned in, he placed his hand lightly around her waist, pulling her subtly into his space.

And she didn’t pull away.

She wasn’t pushing him off.

She wasn’t recoiling.

She was just… letting it happen.

My throat went dry, my grip tightening around my beer.

This was real.

This was actually happening.

After a while, all four of them moved to the dance floor, laughing and moving together, the energy between them easy and playful. Katie still looked around occasionally, scanning the crowd for me, but each time she did, I made sure to keep myself just out of sight. I wanted her to go a lot further before she quit the game—both for Gemma’s sake and, if I was honest, for my own.

I watched from my hidden vantage point as Katie and her new friend continued dancing. He wasn’t pushing anything too far yet, keeping things fun, flirty, but close. I could tell he was biding his time, waiting for the right moment to escalate.

About half an hour passed before the four of them made their way back to the bar. More drinks were ordered, and I knew Katie had to be getting close to her limit, but she seemed fine—probably sobered up a little from all the dancing.

I took the opportunity to move in closer.

She had stopped looking for me altogether now, her focus locked entirely on the man beside her. I could see it in her posture—the way she leaned slightly in his direction, the way she laughed more freely at whatever pearls of wisdom he was feeding her.

She held her Prosecco in both hands, a subtle barrier, but her suitor was far less reserved. He set his drink down on the bar, freeing up both hands, and then he made his move.

The next time he leaned in to speak into her ear, he slid his hands to her waist and pulled her in tight.

I sat frozen, my pulse hammering as I watched Katie allow it.

He was holding her completely against him.

And I couldn’t help but wonder—was she feeling him?

Was his cock hard against her? Pressing against her stomach, against her hip?

She didn’t push him away.

Didn’t even flinch.

My grip tightened around my beer as I watched, my cock throbbing painfully in my jeans.

The bar started to empty out a little after that, and the music shifted to something slower.

A clear signal.

Another moment of silent agreement passed between the two men, and then they led their women back to the dance floor.

I swallowed hard as I watched them move together, this time with none of the earlier distance.

Both men took their partners into their arms, pulling them in close. No more playful dancing. No more space between them. Just that slow, rocking, sexy sway—the kind that builds heat, that pushes a woman toward the inevitable.

This wasn’t just about dancing anymore.

They wanted to take them home.

And Katie wasn’t stopping him.

Then, suddenly, Gemma’s guy moved first.

He whispered something in her ear, tugging her toward the exit, and without hesitation, she followed.

Just before they slipped out the door, Gemma glanced back toward me.

And winked.

The man with my wife pulled her toward the exit, and for a moment, my breath caught in my throat. This was it. The moment of decision. I thought I was either going to have to intervene or accept that Katie was about to leave with a stranger on her first real night of clubbing.

But just before they reached the door, she stopped.

I saw her shake her head, saying something I couldn’t hear over the music.

He wasn’t giving up that easily.

Before she could step away, he pulled her into his arms again, this time backing her against the wall. His hands were firm on her body, his mouth pressing hungrily against hers.

And she let him.

I tensed, waiting to see her push him away, to break free, to resist even a little.

She didn’t.

She kissed him back just as eagerly, their bodies flush together, her hands gripping his shoulders. He deepened the kiss, his hands starting to roam, one sliding up to massage her breast, the other gripping her ass, pulling her harder against him.

I felt like the ground was shifting beneath me.

They were tucked into the shadows of the lobby, partially obscured by the crowd filtering in and out of the club. The darkness gave him just enough cover to push further, and I had to move closer to really see what was happening.

His fingers kneaded her breast, then wandered lower, his other hand slipping from her ass to the side of her thigh.

Then I saw it—his fingers slipping into the slit of her dress.

My stomach tightened.

I had to move now.

I tried to step in, but the crowd was dense, bodies pressing in every direction, and I kept getting obstructed. I pushed forward, but by the time I got close, his hand was fully inside her dress.

I didn’t know if he had made it to her pussy or not, but I knew he was damn close.

Finally, I reached them.

I placed a firm hand on his shoulder, my voice calm but unmistakably clear. “Hey, man. Get your hand out of my wife’s knickers.”

His whole body stiffened. He pulled back slightly, looking at me with a mix of surprise and something close to amusement.

Then, with a casual shrug, he released Katie and stepped away.

As he turned toward the exit, I saw him lift his fingers to his nose, sniffing them before disappearing into the night.

I exhaled slowly, my pulse hammering.

Katie swayed slightly against the wall, her eyes hazy, her lips still parted from the kiss.

Then, she smiled.

“I’m afraid I’ve been a bit naughty,” she murmured, her voice thick with alcohol and something else entirely.

Getting Katie home turned out to be more of a challenge than I’d expected. She was extremely drunk—giggly, clingy, and incredibly affectionate, her inhibitions completely stripped away.

The moment we slid into the back of the taxi, she was all over me.

Her hands roamed over my chest, up my neck, her fingers toying with the buttons of my shirt. She pressed herself against me, her lips brushing against my jaw, whispering in my ear, slurring slightly but undeniably horny.

"That was... so much fun," she murmured, her hand trailing down my stomach, resting just above my belt.

I swallowed hard, shifting in my seat as she started rubbing her thigh against me, completely oblivious to the driver’s presence.

She leaned in closer, her lips grazing my ear. "You liked watching, didn't you?"

My breath hitched. She had to know what she was doing to me. My cock was throbbing, aching against my jeans, but I forced myself to keep it together.

"Katie," I muttered, glancing at the driver, who was doing his best to pretend he wasn’t witnessing my wife throwing herself at me.

But she didn’t stop.

Her hands wandered—fingertips brushing my stomach, teasing along the edge of my belt. She nipped at my neck, her breath hot against my skin.

"Take me home," she whispered, her voice full of promise.

The longest taxi ride of my life.

By the time we pulled up outside our house, Katie could barely stand. Her legs were wobbly, and she clung to me for balance, laughing softly as I helped her up the steps.

"You’re a mess," I muttered, half-laughing myself.

"Mmm, but you like me like this," she hummed, grinding her hips against me as I fumbled with the keys.

I barely got the door open before she tugged at my belt, trying to pull me inside with her.

And then, just as quickly as she’d ignited, she burned out.

The second I got her inside, the weight of the alcohol finally hit her. She let out a long sigh, her body sagging against me.

By the time I got her to the bedroom and helped her out of her dress, her eyes were already half-lidded.

She mumbled something incoherent, flopped down onto the bed in just her underwear, and within seconds, she was out.

Just like that.

I stood at the edge of the bed, aching, my body still on fire from the taxi ride.

I couldn’t shake the images from the club—the way that man had held her, the way she had let him. The way his hand had disappeared into the slit of her dress, the way she hadn’t stopped him.

My cock was already hard in my hand before I even realized I was touching myself.

I lay down beside her, my breath shallow, my mind running wild.

Katie, pressed against that stranger’s body.

Katie, kissing him back, letting him touch her.

Katie, not pulling away when his fingers slipped under her dress.

I stroked myself faster, biting back a groan, my other hand clenching the sheets.

And then there was Gemma.

What had she been doing? Had she already been in some guy’s hotel room by now? Was she on her knees, moaning around some thick cock while Katie lay here, oblivious?

The thought sent me over the edge.

My cock jerked in my hand, my orgasm hitting me hard, cum spilling onto my stomach as I shuddered through it, gasping softly in the dark.

I lay there for a long time afterward, breathing heavily, staring at the ceiling.

It had been a perfect night.

And I could only hope it wouldn’t be a one-time thing.

As I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind refused to quiet down. Even after getting myself off, the images from the night kept playing in my head on an endless loop. Katie pressed against that man, his hands roaming over her body, his fingers slipping beneath her dress. The way she had kissed him back. The way she hadn't stopped him.

I turned my head to look at her, sleeping soundly beside me, her breath slow and steady. She had no idea I was still wide awake, still restless, still thinking about what had almost happened.

Then, my phone buzzed on the nightstand.

I reached for it, half-expecting a late-night work email or some pointless notification. But when I saw the sender, my breath caught.

Gemma.

I unlocked the screen and opened the message.

It was a selfie.

Gemma’s face filled the frame, her eyes heavy-lidded, her lips parted slightly in a satisfied smirk. And streaked across her cheeks, glistening in the dim light, was cum.

My stomach clenched, my cock twitching again despite how drained I should have been.

Beneath the photo, her message read:

"Hope your night ended like mine xxx"

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around the phone.

Jesus.

I glanced at Katie again, still fast asleep.

My mind spun, wondering just how her night had ended. Who had she been with? How had it started? Was she on her knees in some darkened parking lot? Bent over a hotel bed? Had she sent Brad pictures? Had he gotten off to them, just like I was about to?

Because as much as I knew I should put the phone down, try to sleep, try to shake the images Gemma had planted in my head...

I knew I was about to jerk off again.

Chaper

The next morning, I woke before Katie, my mind already racing with memories of the night before. I had spent myself twice already, but even so, lying there in the quiet of the bedroom, I felt myself stirring again. No matter how much I tried to push the images away, they kept creeping back—the way she had kissed that man, the way his hands had roamed over her body, slipping under her dress. The fact that she had let him.

I turned onto my side, watching her as she slept. Her breathing was slow and steady, her face relaxed. She looked so peaceful, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. But I knew better. I had seen it. I had felt it.

Eventually, she started to stir. She rolled over, pressing against me, her arm draping across my chest as she nestled her face into my shoulder.

"Morning," I murmured, brushing her hair back.

She let out a small groan, her voice muffled against my skin. "Mmm… morning. What time is it?"

"Late enough," I said. "How are you feeling?"

She sighed, rubbing her forehead. "A bit of a hangover, but not too bad." There was a pause before she lifted her head slightly, her expression suddenly more alert. "Are you… mad at me?"

I turned to look at her, her brown eyes cautious, searching mine for any sign of disappointment or resentment. I gave her a reassuring smile. "Not even a little."

She let out a breath, her body relaxing against me.

I hesitated for a moment before flipping the question. "Are you mad at me? For not stepping in sooner?"

She shook her head. "No. I mean… I’m a grown woman. I should take responsibility for my own actions."

Something shifted between us then. It was subtle, but undeniable. We had crossed a line last night, and now we were both acknowledging it in our own way.

I decided to be brave. "Did you enjoy yourself?"

She hesitated just long enough to make my pulse quicken, then gave a small nod. "Yeah… I did."

I swallowed, my cock hardening beneath the sheets. "Good," I said. "Because I did too."

She looked at me, her lips parting slightly as though she wanted to say something, but instead, she let the moment settle between us.

I pushed further. "I think that’s why I hesitated to stop things. Watching you… it turned me on. More than I expected."

As I spoke, my hand drifted under the covers, my fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles on the top of her thigh. She didn’t stop me. Instead, she shifted slightly, parting her legs just enough to encourage me. My fingers slid higher.

"I was so turned on when we got home," I confessed, my voice low. "I couldn’t stop thinking about you with him… I had to jerk off before I could even sleep."

A soft gasp escaped her lips. I could feel her getting wetter beneath my touch.

"Take these off," I murmured, tugging at the waistband of her panties.

She didn’t hesitate. She slid them down her legs, kicking them away, and I immediately cupped her pussy, feeling how soaked she already was.

"God, Katie," I breathed, sliding my fingers through her slick folds, circling her clit.

She moaned, her hips lifting slightly, pressing into my touch. I took my time, teasing her, keeping my strokes light until she was whimpering against my shoulder. Then I slid a finger inside her, curling upward, feeling the way her walls clenched around me.

"More," she whispered, her breath hot against my skin.

I added a second finger, then a third, pressing deep as I continued rubbing her clit with my thumb. She was so wet, so open, her body practically begging for more. She arched against me, her nails digging into my chest, panting heavily as I worked her closer and closer to the edge.

"You love being a little naughty, don’t you?" I murmured against her ear.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she let out a strangled moan as she shuddered hard beneath my touch, her orgasm hitting her in deep, rolling waves.

I held her, stroking her through it, watching as her body finally stilled, her breathing ragged.

After a long moment, she reached for me, her hand slipping under the sheets, curling around my aching cock. She stroked me slowly, teasingly, her touch light but confident.

I knew I wasn’t going to last. Not after everything. Not after last night.

I needed something more.

"Tell me," I groaned, my head falling back. "Did you like kissing him?"

She didn’t stop stroking me.

"Yeah," she whispered.

"And when he touched your tits?"

She hesitated just long enough to drive me insane. Then, softly—

"That felt good too."

Her hand sped up slightly. My cock twitched in her grip. I needed more.

"At the end…" My voice was raw. "Did he get his fingers between your legs?"

She bit her lip. I could see her debating how much to tell me.

Finally, she whispered, "Yes… but only on the outside of my panties."

My body tensed.

"And you let him?"

She nodded, her strokes getting faster, more deliberate.

"It felt nice," she admitted. "I knew you were walking toward me… but I still let him keep touching me until you actually stopped him."

That was it. That was all I needed.

I groaned, spurting thick ropes of cum all over her hand and my stomach, my body shuddering with pleasure.

She laughed softly, wiping her hand on my chest.

"You really liked that, huh?" she murmured.

I could barely breathe. "Yeah," I rasped.

She curled into me, resting her head on my chest, her fingers lazily tracing circles on my skin.

I had no idea where this was going.

But I knew one thing for certain.

This wasn’t the end.

Not even close.

Once I had cleaned us both up, we lay there in silence for a while, wrapped up in each other, lost in our own thoughts. Katie rested her head on my chest, her fingers lazily tracing patterns on my skin, while my mind raced with everything that had just happened.

After a few minutes, she broke the silence. "So… it really turned you on that much?"

I could hear the curiosity in her voice, the way she was still processing it.

I tightened my arm around her, running my fingers slowly down her back. "Yeah," I admitted. "A lot more than I expected."

She lifted her head, her brown eyes searching mine. There was no judgment there—only intrigue. Then, to my surprise, she smiled softly and leaned in, pressing a warm, lingering kiss to my lips.

"I love you," she murmured against my mouth.

I kissed her back, pulling her closer. The way she was looking at me, the way she was accepting all of this, embracing it even, sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

For a while, we simply held each other, talking quietly about nothing in particular, letting the intensity of the moment settle between us. It felt comfortable. Natural. As though this new dynamic hadn’t shaken the foundation of our marriage but instead had become something we were both beginning to explore together.

Eventually, the pull of the day’s responsibilities forced us out of bed, but as we moved into our usual morning routine, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between us.

And I knew, deep down, that this was only the beginning.

As Katie slipped on her shoes and grabbed her bag, she called out, "I won’t be long!" before heading toward the door. I responded with a casual, "Okay," pretending not to think much of it, but the second the door clicked shut, my phone buzzed in my hand.

Gemma.

I hesitated, then answered.

"Hey," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "Guess who’s about to tell me everything?"

My stomach tightened. "You’re calling me now?"

"Of course," she said. "Wouldn’t want you to miss anything."

My pulse quickened. I could already hear the car door slam shut, the muffled sounds of the engine starting.

"She doesn’t know I can hear this?" I asked.

"Not a clue," Gemma said smugly. "Just sit back and enjoy the ride."

I swallowed hard, gripping the phone tighter as I heard Katie settle into the passenger seat.

"You’re so bad," Katie muttered, her voice coming through clear now.

Gemma chuckled. "Oh, come on. You know you’re dying to spill, and I know he’d love to hear it."

I felt my cock twitch in my jeans at the way she said it, like she knew exactly what she was doing.

Katie groaned. "I don’t even know where to start."

"Start with the part where you were a very naughty girl," Gemma teased.

I held my breath, listening to the small, nervous laugh that escaped my wife’s lips.

"I can’t believe how far I let things go," Katie admitted. "I mean… I was drunk, but it wasn’t just that. I was really turned on."

Gemma hummed knowingly. "Uh-huh. And?"

"And I liked it," Katie confessed. "I liked the way he kissed me, the way he touched me. I could feel how much he wanted me, and it just… I don’t know, it made me want him more."

I exhaled slowly, my cock already straining against my jeans.

Gemma laughed. "God, Katie, you’ve got no idea how happy that makes me."

"Why?" Katie asked, half laughing herself.

"Because it means you get it now," Gemma said. "The thrill, the rush. It’s not just about the guy—it’s about the game. About knowing you could if you wanted to. About teasing them, feeling their hands on you, knowing that if you wanted to, you could let them take you."

Katie was silent for a second. Then, softly, "Yeah… yeah, I think I do get it now."

I let my head fall back against the couch, barely breathing.

"Well," Gemma continued, clearly enjoying herself, "while you were out getting felt up in a club, I was having a very interesting night of my own."

Katie groaned. "Oh God, I need to hear this."

I did too.

Gemma sighed dramatically. "So, remember George?"

"The guy from the club?" Katie asked.

"Yep. Huge cock. Like, honestly, I should have seen it coming when I noticed how big his hands were."

Katie burst out laughing. "Jesus, Gemma."

"What? It’s true!" Gemma protested. "Anyway, so we get back to his hotel, and obviously, I had to suck him off—he was just so hard the second we got in the room."

I clenched my jaw, adjusting myself.

"How was it?" Katie asked, a little too interested.

Gemma sighed. "Incredible. Thick. Perfect length. You know those cocks you just want to suck?" She let the words hang before adding, "Come on, Katie, you know what I mean."

Katie hesitated. "I mean… yeah, I guess."

Gemma smirked. "Not all cocks make you want to, do they?"

Katie let out a nervous laugh. "I mean…"

"You have had those cocks before, though," Gemma pushed. "The ones you couldn’t wait to put in your mouth."

There was a pause. Then Katie exhaled. "...Yeah."

I gripped my phone tighter, my cock throbbing.

Gemma giggled. "Mmm, bet your husband loves hearing that."

Katie let out a small, awkward laugh, but didn’t immediately respond.

Gemma picked up on it instantly. "Wait… you do suck his cock, right?"

Another pause.

Then, finally, Katie sighed. "Not really."

Gemma burst out laughing. "Oh my God, you don’t?"

"It’s not like I never do," Katie said defensively. "I just… don’t really enjoy it."

"Oh, babe," Gemma teased. "And he still married you? You hate sucking cock?"

"I don’t hate it," Katie muttered. "I just—ugh, I don’t know. It’s not something I love doing. It’s more like… a chore."

Gemma snorted. "That’s insane. Because I distinctly remember a time when you loved it."

Katie groaned. "God, don’t start."

"Oh, I am starting," Gemma said, grinning. "Because I remember college Katie. And college Katie was a cock-hungry slut."

Katie let out an embarrassed groan. "I was not."

"Oh, please," Gemma shot back. "You were the queen of sucking cock. I watched you, more than once. You loved getting on your knees for a guy. You loved making them lose their minds. Remember that party where you sucked off that frat guy in the middle of the living room?"

Katie let out a strangled laugh. "Oh my God, shut up."

"No, no, let’s talk about it," Gemma pushed, grinning. "Because I vividly remember walking in and seeing you on your knees with some massive dick in your mouth, and you didn’t even stop when you saw me."

Katie groaned again, but this time, she was laughing too. "I was drunk."

"Sure," Gemma teased. "But it wasn’t a one-time thing, was it?"

Katie was silent for a moment. Then, with a sigh, she admitted, "No."

"Uh-huh," Gemma smirked. "So, what happened? You used to love sucking cock. Now, suddenly, you don’t?"

"I grew up," Katie muttered.

Gemma scoffed. "No, you settled down."

Katie hesitated, then exhaled. "...Maybe."

Gemma grinned. "So let me get this straight. You used to be obsessed with sucking cock, and now, your poor husband barely ever gets it?"

"I do it sometimes," Katie said weakly.

"Yeah, like, what? His birthday?" Gemma laughed.

Katie groaned. "You’re such a bitch."

"And you used to be the best little cock sucker I knew," Gemma shot back. "Tell me I’m wrong."

Katie hesitated again. Then, quieter, "...You’re not wrong."

Gemma cackled. "Knew it. My God, what happened to you?"

Katie laughed too, but there was something thoughtful in the way she said, "I don’t know."

Gemma smirked. "Maybe we should find out."

The car fell into silence for a beat, but my mind was racing. My cock was so hard I could barely sit still, my hand gripping my thigh to keep from touching myself right there on the couch.

Gemma had unlocked something—Katie wasn’t just a little naughty in the past. She was a slut for sucking cock.

And now she was admitting—out loud—that she had lost that side of herself.

But what if she could get it back?

Gemma must have been thinking the same thing because her next words sent a fresh pulse of arousal through me.

"So," she murmured, "if your husband hadn’t stepped in last night… what would have happened?"

Katie hesitated, but I could hear her breathing quicken.

"I… don’t know."

"Liar," Gemma said smoothly.

A nervous laugh. "I don’t."

Gemma tsked. "Let me help you, then. You liked his hands on you?"

"Yes."

"You liked how he kissed you?"

"Yes."

"You liked feeling how hard he was against you?"

A pause. Then, "Yes."

"And if he’d slipped his fingers inside your panties, instead of just on top?"

Katie didn’t answer immediately.

Then, finally, in a voice so quiet I barely caught it—

"I probably would have let him."

A pulse of heat shot through me.

Gemma let out a soft, victorious laugh. "There it is."

I swallowed hard, my cock rock-hard as I sat there, gripping the phone, listening to my wife admit the one thing I had secretly been dying to hear.

And I knew, without a doubt, that this was only the beginning.

Gemma hummed thoughtfully. "Well, sounds like we need to make sure next time is even better."

Katie let out a nervous laugh. "Next time?"

"Oh, please," Gemma scoffed. "You loved it. And don’t even pretend like your husband wasn’t rock hard watching you."

Katie didn’t answer right away, but I could hear the way she shifted in her seat. Finally, she sighed. "I don’t know… it all happened so fast."

"Exactly," Gemma said. "And now that you know what it feels like, we can take our time next time. Maybe pick the right guy instead of some random in a club."

Katie exhaled. "What do you mean?"

"I mean," Gemma said, "we go somewhere different. Somewhere nicer. A place where guys aren’t just trying to grind on you after two drinks. We get dressed up again, have some drinks, enjoy ourselves… and if the right guy catches your eye, we see what happens."

Katie hesitated. "And what about my husband?"

Gemma laughed. "Oh, he’ll be there. Watching, just like last time."

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering.

Katie let out another nervous laugh. "You make it sound so… planned."

"It’s not planned," Gemma corrected. "It’s controlled. It’s about letting you enjoy it, not just getting caught up in the moment."

There was another pause.

Then Katie sighed. "...Okay."

"Okay?" Gemma pressed.

Katie hesitated. Then, softer, "Yeah. Okay."

Gemma clapped her hands together. "That’s my girl."

I barely had time to process it before I heard the car slowing down. The sound of the indicator clicked, and then the tires rolled to a stop.

"Alright, babe, we’ll talk later," Gemma said, and before I could react, she added in a sing-song voice, "Say hi to your husband for me."

Katie snorted. "You’re such a bitch."

Gemma just laughed. Then I heard the car door open, the sound of her heels clicking on the pavement, and the line went dead.

I sat there, gripping my phone, my cock throbbing, my mind spinning.

Next time.

There was going to be a next time.

Much later that evening, after Katie had gone to bed, my phone buzzed. Gemma.

Gemma: So... last night was fucking amazing. You must be feeling pretty good about it too.

I smirked, already knowing where this was going.

Me: Yeah, it was more than I could’ve hoped for.

Gemma: And now we need to make sure she goes even further next time.

My cock twitched at the thought.

Me: I want that more than ever now.

Gemma: Knew it.

A moment later, another message popped up.

Gemma: I was thinking... We should have a goal. Let’s get her properly fucked at least once before Christmas.

I let out a slow breath.

Me: You think that’s realistic?

Gemma: If we play our cards right? Yeah. Plus, Geoff mentioned a double date next time he and Mark are in town. I told him it was a great idea. Thoughts?

The idea of Gemma setting up a night where my wife and her friend could end up in bed with two men was almost too much to process.

Me: I’ll think about how to make it work, but I agree—we should get her out again soon before she overthinks it and backs out.

Gemma: Good boy.

I exhaled, staring at my phone, my heart racing. This was happening.

Katie left for her work trip to Chicago on Monday, and while I was sorry to see her go, I couldn’t help but feel a buzz of excitement. Being away, alone, in a new city—it made things... possible.

By that evening, I was already checking my phone, wondering if I’d hear from her. When she finally called me on FaceTime, she was already in her hotel room, sitting up in bed with a glass of wine.

"I won’t be able to call tomorrow night," she said casually. "I have dinner with a potential client."

I raised an eyebrow. "Oh yeah? Who’s the client?"

She hesitated for half a second too long. "What does it matter? He’s just a client."

That reaction sent a jolt of excitement through me.

"I was just asking," I said, keeping my voice light.

She waved a hand. "It’s just work. Nothing exciting. We’re going over some details for his event."

I nodded, but something in the way she brushed it off made my cock stir.

The next night, I didn’t hear a word from her. No check-ins, no texts—nothing.

Then, late Wednesday evening, she finally messaged.

Katie: Hey, sorry I didn’t text yesterday. Dinner was fine. Just work stuff. Hope you had a good day.

It was vague. Too vague.

Then, minutes later, another message popped up—this time from Gemma.

Gemma: You’re gonna want to see this.

I opened the chat, and my pulse jumped when I saw the screenshots.

Gemma had been texting with Katie the whole time.

Katie: So, that client I had dinner with? He was... something else.

Gemma: Ohhh? Do tell.

Katie: I mean, nothing happened. But he was definitely flirting. A lot.

Gemma: I fucking knew it. What’s his name?

Katie: Dean. Late thirties. Good-looking. Confident. Definitely knew how to charm me.

Gemma: Mmm, sounds promising. What did he do?

Katie: He was just very... attentive. Kept complimenting me. Told me I was too beautiful to only have one man in my life.

Gemma: Ooooh, bold. Did you tell him about your husband?

Katie: Yeah, and he seemed to lose interest in that topic real fast.

Gemma: Of course he did. And how did it make you feel?

Katie: ...Honestly? I kind of liked it.

My cock twitched hard at that admission.

Gemma kept pressing.

Gemma: Tell me everything. No holding back.

Katie: We had a really nice dinner. Talked for hours, barely even about work. At the end of the night, he leaned in, put his hand on my waist, and kissed me on the cheek. But it wasn’t just a normal goodbye kiss. It was slow. Deliberate. Like he was waiting for me to turn my head and kiss him properly.

Gemma: Fuuuck. And?

Katie: I didn’t. But… I thought about it.

I swallowed hard, shifting in my seat.

Then came the next message.

Katie: Oh, and you’re gonna die at this—he got drunk later and sent me a dick pic.

Gemma: NO WAY.

Katie: Swear to God. And Gem? It was... so weird-looking.

Gemma: SEND IT NOW.

A second later, another screenshot popped up. My stomach flipped as I stared at it.

The photo was clear—Dean’s cock, fully erect. But instead of being thick or impressive, it was long and thin—almost comically so. Worse, it was uncut, the foreskin bunched up in an awkward way.

Gemma’s reply came fast.

Gemma: OH MY GOD KATIE.

Katie: Right???

Gemma: It’s a fucking pencil. That is the saddest dick I’ve ever seen.

Katie: I was actually shocked. Like, what am I supposed to do with that? Draw a straight line?

Gemma: And it’s uncut, ugh. I know some girls don’t mind, but I just... no.

Katie: Same. I don’t know, something about it just turns me off. It just looks... wrong.

Gemma: Well, at least now you know he’s not worth your time.

Katie: Definitely not. I like them thicker.

Gemma: Speaking of, you should find out if Mark’s cock was thicker than Dean’s.

Katie: Oh, it definitely was, I could feel that much!

I groaned out loud, my cock throbbing at the confession.

Gemma: Damn, babe. Now that’s interesting.

Katie: It was just... different. He was pressed right up against me, and I could tell.

Gemma: So, did it turn you on?

A long pause. Then finally—

Katie: Yeah. Yeah, it did.

I exhaled sharply, gripping my phone.

Gemma: Mmm, we are so doing this again.

I swallowed, knowing without a doubt that whatever happened next... was going to be even bigger.


A Plan

During the week that my wife was away, I developed a plan to encourage her to cuckold me. The events of the past few weeks had proven that the barriers in her mind were already starting to crumble, and I just needed to help guide her to the inevitable conclusion. Over the weekend, I started putting that plan into action. I followed two principles: firstly, being incredibly nice and loving, and secondly, making her as aroused and horny as possible—without giving her any real satisfaction.

On Saturday afternoon, while Katie was still away, Gemma came over to talk things through. I had already been mulling over my strategy, but I wanted her input. If anyone knew how to manipulate sexual desire to get what they wanted, it was her.

Gemma flopped onto my couch, kicking off her sneakers and stretching out like she owned the place. “Alright, lover boy,” she teased. “Tell me how we’re going to turn your wife into a proper slut.”

I exhaled, rubbing a hand over my jaw. “I’ve been thinking about what you said before. About making her need it. I want to build up her frustration, get her so horny that when the next opportunity presents itself, she doesn’t hold back.”

Gemma nodded approvingly. “Good. But you need to do it right. You can’t just tease her a little and expect her to crack. You’ve gotta keep her on edge—get her so worked up that she’s desperate for it.” She smirked. “Want to know my method?”

I sat forward. “Of course.”

She grinned, clearly loving the chance to share her expertise. “With Brad, I split the week in two. Sunday through Wednesday, I’m the perfect girlfriend. I suck his cock whenever I feel like it, let him cum whenever he wants, make him feel like the luckiest guy alive.” She paused for effect, then smirked. “But Thursday onward? That’s when the real fun starts. From that point, he gets nothing but teasing. Ruined orgasms, endless denial. He goes down on me every night, but I don’t touch his cock. If he gets too close to cumming, I stop. If he begs, I laugh at him.”

I swallowed hard, shifting in my seat as I imagined it.

Gemma continued, her eyes gleaming. “By Friday night, he’s insane with need. And that’s when I go out and suck some random guy’s cock. He knows what I’m doing. He knows I’m out there, giving my mouth to another man while he’s at home, throbbing, untouched. And when I come back, I sit on his face and make him eat me out while I tell him about it.” She sighed, looking pleased with herself. “By Sunday, when I let him cum again, he’s so grateful, it just resets the cycle.”

I exhaled slowly. “Jesus, Gemma.”

She laughed. “Hey, it works. And you should be taking notes, because this is how you get Katie where you want her.”

I ran a hand through my hair, my mind racing. “So you think I should do the same? Get her worked up, keep her on edge, and then—”

“—and then let someone else give her what she needs,” Gemma finished for me. “You make her so horny that when the moment comes, she can’t say no.”

I sat back, considering it. The truth was, I’d already started down that road. I had seen how aroused she’d gotten after our last clubbing night. If I could push her just a little further, she wouldn’t just let it happen—she would want it.

Gemma stretched, grabbing her phone. “Alright, lover boy, you’ve got your strategy. Now all you have to do is execute it.”

I nodded slowly, my cock already hard just thinking about it.

This was going to work.

I was going to make my wife desperate for another man.

Katie got back late Friday evening, looking exhausted but happy to be home. I greeted her with a warm hug and a kiss, already setting the tone for the days ahead. I had decided to put my plan into motion immediately, playing the role of the perfect, loving husband—attentive, caring, affectionate. I wanted to build her up, satisfy her in every way except the one that would truly leave her content, and then cut it off completely by Tuesday. That way, by the time she flew out for her trip to Seattle on Thursday, she would be wound so tight she’d be desperate for relief.

That first evening, I cooked her a nice dinner, insisted on cleaning up while she relaxed with a glass of wine, and then spent nearly an hour massaging her feet on the couch, kneeling at her feet like a devoted servant. By the time she stretched and yawned, telling me how much she’d missed being pampered, I knew the plan was already working.

Saturday morning, I didn’t wait for her to initiate anything—I woke her up by kissing her inner thighs, nuzzling between them until she let out a sleepy moan. She spread her legs for me instinctively, and I buried my tongue in her, taking my time, drawing out her pleasure until she was clutching the sheets and gasping through her orgasm. Only when she had fully come down did I crawl up beside her, kissing her deeply. She reached for my cock, expecting me to enter her, but I stopped her with a grin.

“Let’s just focus on you this morning,” I murmured.

She looked surprised but didn’t argue. Instead, she curled against me, looking utterly satisfied—yet not fully complete. I knew she wanted more, but I wasn’t going to give it to her. Not yet.

The entire weekend followed the same pattern. I showered her with attention, making her coffee, taking care of all the little chores she normally had to remind me about, being the most devoted husband imaginable. And, most importantly, I kept her on a constant cycle of arousal and denial. I went down on her at every opportunity—twice a day at least—drawing out her orgasms for as long as possible before letting her crash into them. In the evenings, while we lay in bed, I fingered her slowly, keeping her on the edge for what felt like forever before finally pushing her over.

And when she tried to return the favor? When she reached for my cock, eager to reciprocate? I made an excuse. “I want to make this week all about you,” I told her, kissing her forehead. “Just let me take care of you.”

By Monday night, I could tell she was getting antsy. “You’ve been incredible lately,” she said as she stretched beside me in bed, running her hand over my stomach. “But I feel like you’re spoiling me a little too much.”

I just smiled. “You deserve to be spoiled.”

Tuesday was the turning point. That morning, I fucked her slowly, deliberately holding myself back, staying on the edge for as long as possible before finally letting go—just enough to keep up the illusion that nothing was different. But that night, I pulled away completely. I told her I had to work late, which wasn’t a total lie—I had plans, but they weren’t with my job.

They were with Gemma.

I met her at a bar, and she wasted no time pulling out her phone, scrolling through her messages with Katie. “You’ve been doing good work, lover boy,” she said, smirking. “She’s been raving about all the attention you’ve been giving her.”

She slid the phone across the table, and I eagerly read through the messages.

Katie: I swear, he’s been going down on me like twice a day. I don’t know what’s gotten into him, but I’m not complaining.

Gemma: Damn, girl. Sounds like you’re getting spoiled.

Katie: I am, but it’s weird… I keep waiting for him to actually fuck me properly, and he either holds off or stops before I’m fully satisfied. It’s like he’s teasing me, and I don’t even think he realizes it.

Gemma had responded with a knowing laugh. Oh, babe, trust me, he knows exactly what he’s doing.

My cock twitched at the next message from Katie.

Katie: I’m not gonna lie… I’m starting to go a little crazy. Like, he’s amazing at oral, but I need more. It’s making me feel like I’m constantly on edge. Like I need to be fucked properly.

Gemma had played innocent. So why not just jump him?

Katie: I tried! But he keeps slowing things down, making it all about me. It’s sweet, but… frustrating.

I grinned, already feeling victorious. But then I saw the next message.

Gemma: Well, at least he’s got the skills to keep you happy down there.

Katie: Oh, definitely. It’s just…

Gemma had nudged her. Just what?

Katie: It’s just a shame he doesn’t have a big dick to go with it.

The words hit me like a punch to the gut and a surge of arousal at the same time. I could practically hear Gemma’s laughter as I read her reply.

Gemma: Ohhh, babe, that’s mean. But also… kinda hot.

Katie: I didn’t mean it like that! He’s not small, he’s just… you know, not one of those guys that makes you gasp when you see it for the first time.

Gemma: Mmm, I do know what you mean. Have you ever had one like that?

There was a pause before Katie replied.

Katie: Yeah.

Gemma: Thought so.

I exhaled slowly, gripping my glass, trying to process the mix of humiliation, excitement, and pure, aching arousal that was coursing through me.

Gemma smirked, watching my reaction. “See? She’s already thinking about it. You just have to push her a little further.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

Wednesday night, I put the final step of my plan into action.

Katie was more affectionate than usual, clinging to me, kissing me more often, her touches lingering. She was needy, and I knew exactly why. She was expecting me to take care of her like I had all week.

But I didn’t.

That night, when she reached for me in bed, I gently pulled away. “I’ve got an early morning tomorrow,” I murmured.

She let out a frustrated sigh but didn’t argue.

And by the time she left for Seattle on Thursday afternoon, she was wound up so tight that I knew—the second the opportunity presented itself—she wouldn’t hold back.

As Katie’s car pulled out of the driveway, my phone buzzed. Gemma calling.

I picked up, but before I could say a word, I heard Katie’s voice—Gemma had called me so I could listen to their conversation.

"God, I can’t believe I’m already heading back to the airport," Katie sighed. "Feels like I just got home."

Gemma chuckled. "Yeah, yeah, but the real question is… what are you planning to do while you’re gone?"

Katie let out a breathy laugh. "What do you mean?"

"Oh, don’t play innocent with me," Gemma teased. "You’re way too wound up to be spending your nights alone in a boring hotel room. I know how horny you must be after this past week."

Katie groaned. "Jesus, Gem. Can you not?"

"Oh, I can," Gemma said smoothly. "But can you? Can you go four more nights, all pent-up and frustrated, with no release?"

Katie hesitated. "I mean… obviously, I’ll be fine. It’s not like I’m going out looking for trouble."

Gemma scoffed. "Mmm, sure. But let’s say you did meet someone. Someone hot. Tall, confident, sexy as hell. Would you really just walk away?"

Katie shifted in her seat. "Well, yeah. I mean, I’m married, remember?"

"Mhmm," Gemma hummed. "So let’s say this hot guy is standing right in front of you. And let’s say—purely hypothetical, of course—that he knows exactly how to get you worked up. He leans in, his hands on your hips, his voice all deep and smooth in your ear, telling you how stunning you are. And he’s looking at you like he wants to devour you. You’d still just walk away?"

Katie exhaled sharply. "Gemma…"

"What if he has a big cock?" Gemma pushed. "Wouldn’t that make you at least think about it?"

"I—" Katie cut herself off, as if she wasn’t sure how to answer.

Gemma wasn’t letting up. "And what if it’s not just big? What if it’s huge? What if it’s way bigger than your husband’s? What would you do then?"

Katie let out a nervous laugh. "Jesus, Gemma, you’re relentless."

"I’m just asking," Gemma said innocently. "Wouldn’t that tempt you? A thick, heavy cock, right there in front of you, just waiting for your mouth?"

Katie let out a slow breath. "Fuck…"

Gemma grinned. "There it is."

"I didn’t say anything," Katie protested weakly.

"You didn’t have to*,"* Gemma teased. "You’re thinking about it. I can hear it in your voice."

There was a pause.

Then Katie exhaled. "I don’t know, okay? I just know I’m so fucking horny right now that I could easily suck the first dick I see."

My cock throbbed so hard I almost groaned out loud.

Gemma giggled. "Now that’s what I like to hear."

Katie shook her head. "You’re a terrible influence."

"I prefer to think of myself as a helpful influence," Gemma corrected. "Speaking of which… I was going to wait to tell you, but since we’re on the subject—guess who’s back in town next weekend?"

Katie frowned. "Who?"

"George and Mark."

There was a pause.

Gemma glanced at Katie out of the corner of her eye. "They want to meet up."

Katie blinked. "Wait—seriously?"

"Yep," Gemma said casually. "George messaged me last night. They’re flying in Friday, and they definitely want to see us."

Katie bit her lip. "That’s… soon."

"Yep," Gemma repeated. "So what do you think?"

Katie hesitated. "...I don’t know."

Gemma smirked. "Oh, come on."

"I just… wasn’t expecting that."

Gemma leaned in playfully. "So does that mean you’re tempted?"

Katie sighed, then looked over at Gemma. "...What do you think?"

Gemma grinned. "For a cock like George’s?" She let out a dramatic sigh. "Nothing could stop me."

Katie swallowed, her fingers twitching slightly against the steering wheel.

The car slowed as they approached the airport drop-off.

"Alright, babe, we’re here," Gemma said. "Go be your professional self, and try not to suck any cocks before I get there."

Katie laughed, shaking her head as she unbuckled her seatbelt. "You’re so bad."

"And you love it."

They parked, and the call ended.

I sat there, gripping my phone, my mind spinning.

Katie had just admitted she was so horny she could suck the first dick she saw.

And now, next weekend, she was going to be in the same room as George—the man who already had his hands all over her once before.

My cock throbbed painfully.

The wait was going to be excruciating.


Weird Times

Katie had been distant with me during her trip to Seattle. She kept her messages brief, telling me she was in meetings, heading to dinner with clients, or getting an early night. She wasn’t exactly cold, but she wasn’t her usual affectionate self either. There were no playful texts, no teasing hints about missing me. Just business.

But Gemma? Gemma was feeding me everything.

Late Friday night, my phone buzzed with a message from her.

Gemma: Buckle up, lover boy. You’re gonna want to see this.

A second later, a flood of screenshots followed.

I scrolled up, my heart pounding as I read through the conversation she’d been having with Katie the night before.

Katie: Ugh, I’m tipsy. This client kept buying me drinks. I think I’m drunk.

Gemma: Good drunk or bad drunk?

Katie: Good, I think. I mean, I shouldn’t have had that last tequila, but whatever.

Gemma: Ooooh, tequila. Dangerous. So, who’s the client?

Katie: Just a guy I had dinner with. Nothing crazy.

Gemma: Uh-huh. And is he hot?

There was a pause in the messages. Then—

Katie: Maybe.

Gemma: Bitch, I knew it.

Katie: Shut up. Nothing is happening.

Gemma: Yet.

I kept reading, my grip tightening on my phone.

The messages jumped forward to later in the night.

Katie: Fuck, he’s messaging me.

Gemma: Of course he is. What’s he saying?

Katie: Just asking if I made it back to my room okay.

Gemma: And?

Katie: And… now he’s getting flirty.

Gemma: Ohhh, do tell.

Katie: Jesus, Gem. He just told me he was thinking about kissing me during dinner.

Gemma: Were you thinking about kissing him?

There was a long pause. Then—

Katie: …Maybe.

Gemma: Oh babe. You’re bad.

Katie: I blame you entirely.

Gemma: And I accept full responsibility. So what now?

Katie: I don’t know. He’s still messaging. He just asked what I’m wearing.

Gemma: And what are you wearing?

Katie: Nothing exciting. Just a tank top and panties.

Gemma: Send him a pic.

Katie: Are you insane?

Gemma: I mean, yeah, but that’s not the point. Come on, live a little.

Then, the next message hit me like a punch to the stomach.

Katie: Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Gemma: What???

Katie: He just sent me a picture of his cock.

Gemma: SHOW ME RIGHT NOW.

I barely had time to brace myself before Gemma sent me that screenshot.

I inhaled sharply.

It was huge.

Thick. Heavy. The kind of cock that made my stomach twist with jealousy and arousal all at once. The kind of cock I knew Katie would want.

Gemma’s messages kept coming.

Gemma: Oh. My. Fucking. God. BABE.

Katie: RIGHT????

Gemma: Jesus, that’s a weapon. What are you gonna do?

There was a long pause in the conversation. Then, a new message.

Katie: Oh fuck, babe. I just gave him my hotel room number.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering.

Then—silence.

For thirty minutes, there were no messages.

I stared at the screen, my cock throbbing in my pants. My mind was racing, playing out every filthy scenario. Had he gone up to her room? Was he fucking her right now? Was she on her knees, sucking that massive cock while I sat here, completely powerless?

Then, suddenly—

Katie: Fuck, he has such a nice cock. I nearly did it.

I exhaled, my body tense as I scrolled down.

Gemma: Bitch, you’re killing me. What happened?

Katie: He came to my room. We kissed. A lot. He sucked my tits. I got his cock out.

Gemma: Oh my God. And???

Katie: I really wanted to suck it. Like, really wanted to.

Gemma: So why didn’t you???

Katie’s next message sent a shiver down my spine.

Katie: Because if I do it, he has to be there to see it.

Gemma: Wait… what?

Katie: If I’m going to do this, I want him to actually watch it happen. It’s his fantasy, right? Then he’s going to see it firsthand.

My breath caught.

Gemma: Jesus, babe. That’s… kind of hot.

Katie: It just feels right. If I’m going to cross the line, I want him right there when I do.

I exhaled sharply, my entire body buzzing with adrenaline.

Katie wasn’t just playing along anymore. She wasn’t hesitant. She wasn’t waiting for permission.

She was in control now.

And when she did finally take another man’s cock into her mouth… I was going to be watching every second of it.

Friday morning, I woke up to a message from Gemma.

Gemma: You ready for this, lover boy?

I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, already feeling my heart rate spike.

Me: Tell me.

Seconds later, she called.

“Alright,” she purred. “So, last night while you were sitting at home, probably jerking off to the idea of your wife being bad, Katie and I were making actual plans.”

I swallowed hard. “Go on.”

“Well,” she said, dragging it out like she was savoring every second, “our boys, George and Mark, are back in town tomorrow night. And guess what? They want to see us.”

I exhaled sharply, gripping my phone tighter.

“The original idea was just drinks,” she continued. “Nothing too crazy. But then, after a couple of glasses of wine, Katie got a little more open-minded.”

I sat up straighter. “What did she say?”

Gemma laughed. “She didn’t say much. But she didn’t say no, either.”

I clenched my jaw. “Give me the details, Gem.”

She sighed like she was humoring me. “Fine. Here’s the plan: Katie gets back from Seattle tomorrow morning, so she’ll be exhausted, but nothing a nap and a little excitement won’t fix. Tomorrow night, we’re meeting up with the guys for drinks. That’s step one.”

I nodded, even though she couldn’t see me. “And step two?”

“Well, we figured you would want a front-row seat,” she teased.

My cock twitched at the way she said it.

“So,” she continued, “you’re going to sit back and watch while Katie and Mark get to know each other again. Meanwhile, George and I will be… catching up.”

I exhaled slowly, anticipation flooding my system.

“Then,” she said, “when things get interesting, we’re taking an Uber back to your house.”

I felt my stomach flip.

Gemma giggled. “That’s right, lover boy. You’re going to watch your wife with another man. In your own home.”

My throat was dry. “And Katie’s okay with this?”

Gemma smirked. “She’s getting there.”

“What does that mean?” I pressed.

“It means she didn’t immediately shut it down. She’s thinking about it.”

I let out a shaky breath. “She didn’t tell me any of this.”

Gemma laughed. “Of course, she didn’t. She’s playing you. Keeping you guessing. But trust me, by the time we’re out with them tomorrow night… she won’t be saying no.”

I ran a hand down my face, trying to process the whirlwind of emotions crashing over me.

Tomorrow night…

Katie would be home.

She would be drinking.

She would be sitting across from a man who had already touched her before.

And this time, I was going to watch it happen.

A little after lunch, my phone buzzed with a message from Katie.

Katie: Hey babe, just wanted to let you know that Gemma and I are going out for drinks tomorrow night.

I stared at the screen, my pulse kicking up. I knew exactly what this was about—but she was acting like it was just another casual night out.

Me: Oh yeah? Where are you going?

There was a slight pause before she responded.

Katie: Just a cocktail bar, nothing crazy. Actually…

Another pause.

Katie: We’re meeting up with Mark and George.

My cock twitched. She was telling me. She wasn’t trying to hide it.

Me: Oh?

Katie: Yeah. It was Gemma’s idea, but I figured… well, it was fun last time, right?

I exhaled sharply.

Me: So, what’s the plan?

Katie: Just drinks, same as before. You should come watch like last time.

She was making it sound so reasonable, so innocent. But we both knew where this was heading.

Me: Are you sure?

Katie: Of course. It worked well before, right? You were there, you saw everything, you stepped in when you needed to. No pressure, no surprises. Just a fun night out.

I gripped my phone tighter.

Katie: This way, if things go too far, you can step in again. Keep things under control.

My heart hammered. She was framing it like it was for me—like she was giving me a safety net. But I wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t asking me to stop her. She was giving herself permission. I forced myself to keep my response steady.

Me: Alright. I’ll be there.

A few seconds later, she sent a simple reply.

Katie: Good.

I stared at the message, my cock already throbbing. Tomorrow night, my wife was walking straight into temptation. And this time, she was inviting me to watch.





Getting Ready?

The air in the house was charged with anticipation. I could hear music playing from the bedroom, a steady bassline vibrating through the walls as Katie and Gemma got ready. I lingered in the hallway, listening to their voices, the occasional bursts of laughter, the clinking of wine glasses.

I’d been doing my best to play it cool all day, but my pulse had been steadily climbing as the hours ticked by. By now, I knew exactly what was happening. I wasn’t just watching my wife get ready for a night out—I was watching her prepare for something she knew would push the boundaries even further than last time.

I took a slow breath and walked to the doorway.

Inside, the bedroom looked like a storm had swept through it—dresses, shoes, makeup, and lingerie scattered across the bed and floor. Gemma stood near the mirror, already dressed in a tight, shimmering red dress that clung to her curves, her tattoos peeking through the fabric. She held a glass of wine in one hand, the other propped on her hip as she watched Katie with a playful smirk.

Katie was still in her lace thong, standing by the closet, holding up two different dresses. She was flushed from the wine, her eyes slightly glazed, her movements a little loose, like she was already feeling the buzz.

“That one,” Gemma said, pointing at the shorter, tighter option. “No question.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “Of course you’d pick the slutty one.”

Gemma grinned. “Because it looks amazing on you. Come on, babe, own it.”

Katie hesitated, then sighed and tossed the other dress aside. She stepped into the one Gemma chose, pulling it up over her body, smoothing it down. It hugged her curves perfectly, the neckline dipping low enough to show just the right amount of cleavage without being too obvious.

Gemma’s eyes flickered with mischief as she walked up behind Katie, running her hands over her shoulders. “Mmm. Sexy. But…” She reached forward and brushed a finger against Katie’s chest. “You’re wearing a bra, aren’t you?”

Katie snorted. “Yes, Gem, I am.”

Gemma pouted dramatically. “Boo. Take it off.”

Katie turned to face her. “Absolutely not.”

“Why not?” Gemma whined. “You’ve got amazing tits, babe. And this dress? It would look so much better if your nipples were showing just a little.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “Jesus, Gem.”

Gemma just grinned and took another sip of wine. “Come on, just try it without. If you hate it, put it back on.”

I watched from the doorway as Katie hesitated, biting her lip. She glanced at herself in the mirror, then let out a sigh. “Fine. But if it looks too much, I’m putting it back on.”

Gemma clapped her hands in triumph as Katie reached behind her and unhooked her bra, slipping it off and tossing it onto the pile of discarded clothes. She turned back to the mirror, adjusting the dress slightly.

I swallowed hard.

The fabric clung to her even better now, the natural curve of her breasts more pronounced, her nipples barely visible but definitely there.

Gemma took another sip of wine, smirking. “Mmm. Much better.”

Katie rolled her eyes again but didn’t put the bra back on.

Gemma moved to the vanity, picking up a tube of lipstick and tossing it to Katie. “Alright, sit. Let’s finish getting you ready.”

Katie plopped onto the stool, tilting her chin up as Gemma started applying the deep red lipstick for her, the color bold and sensual.

“You know,” Gemma murmured as she worked, “guys love when a woman wears red lipstick.”

Katie raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah?”

“Mmmhmm.” Gemma smirked. “Something about it just screams ‘I want to suck your cock.’”

Katie swatted at her, laughing. “You are ridiculous.”

Gemma winked. “Am I wrong, though?”

Katie pursed her lips, checking the mirror, and smirked. “I do look good.”

“Damn right, you do.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to keep my breathing even. Watching them like this, the way Gemma was so in control, so effortlessly pulling Katie further down this path—it was intoxicating.

Gemma poured another glass of wine and handed it to Katie, grabbing her own as she raised it. “To a very fun night,” she said.

Katie clinked her glass against Gemma’s, taking a slow sip before locking eyes with her in the mirror.

“To a fun night,” she echoed.

I could only imagine what she thought that meant.

The club pulsed with energy, the heat of bodies moving together, the bass vibrating through the floor. From my spot near the bar, I watched as Katie and Gemma danced, their hips swaying to the rhythm, drawing attention with every movement.

Men surrounded them constantly, offering drinks, lingering too close, but most were turned down with a playful smile or a shake of the head. Gemma, though—Gemma was in her element. She loved this, the attention, the game of it. She let a few men get just close enough to think they had a chance before she brushed them off.

But some? Some got further than others.

One guy, broad-shouldered and cocky, had his hands all over her, gripping her hips as they moved together. Gemma let him. She leaned into him, grinding against his thigh, letting him roam. His hands moved up, fingers skimming over her waist, cupping her full tits through her tight dress.

Then—so naturally it almost didn’t seem intentional—he popped one free.

He didn’t stop to admire the view. He just kept groping her, his hands kneading her exposed flesh, his thumb brushing over her nipple like it was his to touch.

I exhaled sharply, my eyes locking onto the sight.

I had always wondered about Gemma’s tits.

She had huge breasts, but with the way she carried herself, with the way she squeezed them into tight dresses, I was never sure how they’d look naked. Would they be too soft? Saggy? Or was she the type whose curves held their shape?

Now, I had my answer.

They were perfect.

Soft, but not too soft. Heavy, but still firm. And her nipples—fuck. Small, round, flawless.

The guy kept palming her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers, and Gemma just grinned, looking completely unbothered as she danced. It was insane.

I forced myself to tear my eyes away, to find Katie in the chaos.

And that’s when I saw her moment.

Mark’s hands were already wandering—starting cautiously, teasing her waist, but growing bolder with each song, each sip of his drink. I could see the shift happening. The way his fingertips pressed just a little harder. The way he held her hips tighter.

Katie didn’t stop him.

Instead, she leaned in.

And then—

Her hand slid down.

It was so smooth, so deliberate, I almost thought I was imagining it. But no. There it was.

Katie’s delicate fingers skimming over Mark’s belt.

A teasing graze over his bulge.

Then, finally—her hand curled over his cock.

My breath caught.

It wasn’t just a casual touch.

She held it.

Testing its weight, pressing into it through his pants, her thumb tracing over the thick ridge.

Mark exhaled sharply, his grip on her tightening, his body shifting into hers. He murmured something against her ear, something only she could hear, and whatever it was, it made her shudder.

She flexed her fingers, giving him a slow, deliberate stroke through the fabric.

I felt my pulse hammering, my stomach twisting in knots I couldn’t even untangle.

This was real.

Not a tease. Not a game.

Katie was stroking another man’s cock.

And she looked so fucking turned on doing it.

The music pulsed around us, bodies moving in a rhythm that had long since abandoned any pretense of being just dancing. It was something else now—something raw, something carnal. The club’s dim lighting cast everything in a haze of neon and shadow, but from my spot near the bar, I could see everything.

Gemma had now found George, and as soon as they spotted each other, it was on.

She wasted no time pulling him into her, their mouths crashing together in a kiss that left no doubt as to where the night was heading. George’s hands immediately grabbed her ass, pulling her into him, and within seconds, her own hands were slipping down the front of his pants.

Right there.

On the fucking dancefloor.

She was clearly stroking him, her arm working in slow, deliberate movements as they kissed. George tensed, his hips twitching toward her, but Gemma just smirked against his mouth, her fingers exploring him shamelessly.

I exhaled sharply, adjusting my stance as my cock throbbed in my pants.

And then—Katie.

She was now fully wrapped up in Mark.

They were dancing close—so close—her back pressed to his chest, his arms wrapped around her, his hands everywhere.

He wasn’t just touching her now. He was claiming her, mapping her body like it was already his.

One hand skimmed her stomach, the other roamed higher, fingertips teasing the underswell of her breasts, so close to slipping under her dress, to palming her bare nipples that I knew were rock-hard.

And Katie?

She just let him.

I watched as Mark leaned in, his lips brushing against the side of her neck, whispering something that sent a visible shiver through her. Her head tilted slightly, exposing more of her throat to him, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

His hands slid lower again, his grip tightening on her hips, guiding her into him, making her feel exactly how hard she had made him.

Then—

His hand disappeared up her skirt.

My heart stopped.

Katie’s body tensed for a split second, but then—her eyes closed.

She melted against him.

She wasn’t stopping him.

She wasn’t even hesitating.

Mark’s fingers were now under her dress, and from the way his arm was moving, from the way her lips parted as she sucked in a slow, shaky breath—

He was touching her pussy.

Right there, on the dance floor.

And my wife?

She was letting him.

The club’s pounding music seemed distant now, muffled under the heavy weight of what I was watching unfold in front of me. My fingers tightened around the cold glass of my drink, my knuckles white, my breathing shallow as I focused on them.

Mark’s hand was still buried under Katie’s dress. His arm flexed slightly, shifting with subtle movements that were anything but innocent.

And Katie—fuck.

She was completely lost in it.

Her eyes were closed, lips parted slightly as she leaned back against him, her body responding to his touch in ways I had only ever dreamed of seeing.

I knew that look.

I had felt that body language before.

I had watched her unravel under my hands.

But this time, it wasn’t my hands doing it.

Mark had her now, and from the way she twitched—just the tiniest shudder, her thighs pressing together around his hand—I knew.

He was making my wife cum.

Right there.

On the dancefloor.

My cock ached, throbbing with need as I watched the way she tried to keep her composure, biting her lip, gripping onto Mark’s forearm like she needed something to anchor herself.

Mark knew, too.

I saw the smirk on his lips as he murmured something against her ear, his fingers still working under her dress, drawing out every last tremor.

Katie’s breathing hitched, her body going momentarily stiff before she finally exhaled, relaxing back into him.

Jesus fucking Christ.

A few minutes later, the spell was broken as Gemma appeared, leaning in to whisper something in Katie’s ear. They giggled together, exchanged a look, and then—just like that—they both disappeared toward the bathrooms, leaving Mark standing there, watching Katie walk away with a look of pure satisfaction on his face.

I exhaled, forcing air back into my lungs, trying to process what I had just seen.

Then—my phone buzzed.

A message from Katie.

I swallowed hard and opened it.

Katie: Hey baby. I’m really drunk. And really, really turned on. Can we talk later?

I inhaled sharply.

She wasn’t asking for permission.

She wasn’t looking for reassurance.

She was telling me.

My heart pounded as I stared at the words, my mind racing through everything that had just happened.

Then, before I could even formulate a response—

Another buzz.

Gemma.

I opened it instantly.

Gemma: You should be in here, babe. You would fucking die if you heard what your wife just said.

I swallowed hard, my cock already throbbing painfully.

Me: Tell me.

She sent another message.

Gemma: She just told me she hasn’t been this wet in years. Years, baby. I told her to be careful or she’s gonna soak through that pretty little dress.

Fuck.

Another buzz.

Gemma: She wants to do it. She told me. She wants to suck his cock, wants to feel him inside her.

My breath caught in my throat.

Another buzz.

Gemma: And babe… she wants you to watch.

I nearly dropped the phone.

Another buzz.

Gemma: She says it’s your fantasy, right? That you’ve wanted this for so long? So why shouldn’t you see it?

My head was spinning, my body burning with heat.

Another buzz.

Gemma: She wants to do it, baby. And she wants to do it tonight.

The wait felt endless. The club pulsed around me, bodies moving, drinks being poured, conversations blending into an indistinct hum. But I couldn’t focus on any of it. Not after what I had just read. Not after what had just happened.

I stared at my phone, Gemma’s messages burning into my brain.

She wants to do it, baby. And she wants to do it tonight.

My mouth was dry. My cock was throbbing. My heart was hammering out of control.

Then, I saw them.

Katie and Gemma emerged from the bathroom, their movements a little looser, their smiles a little wider. They were still talking, still laughing, but Katie—fuck, Katie.

She looked different.

There was a new confidence in her step, a kind of reckless energy in the way she walked, like she had already made her decision and was just riding the high of it now.

She was glowing.

They moved toward the dance floor, heading back to Mark and George. But just before they passed me, Katie stopped.

I barely had time to react before she turned to me, her lips parting slightly, her eyes dark with heat and alcohol.

Then—she leaned in.

Her breath was warm against my ear, her voice low, husky.

"Baby, I am so fucking wet right now."

A shudder ran down my spine.

"I want to do it."

My cock twitched violently in my pants.

"I want to feel him inside me."

Jesus fuck.

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. Her pupils were blown, her lips slick and slightly parted, her breath coming faster now, like just saying the words had made her even hotter.

She smirked at my stunned silence, then leaned in once more.

"And baby... I want you to watch."

Then—just like that—she was gone.

I stood there, frozen, my entire body vibrating with arousal and disbelief as I watched her weave her way back through the club, back to Mark.

He was waiting for her, his drink abandoned, his eyes lighting up as she returned. She didn’t hesitate. She moved straight into him, pressing her body against his, her hands sliding up his chest.

And then—

Her hand disappeared inside his pants.

I saw it.

I saw the moment she reached inside, the way Mark tensed slightly, his jaw tightening as she wrapped her fingers around his cock for the first time.

I watched as my wife stood there, in the middle of the club, openly stroking another man’s cock.

And she knew I was watching.

She wanted me to see it.

This was happening.

Tonight.


Time to Go

My phone buzzed in my hand.

Gemma: Time to go home, babe. Get there before us.

I stared at the message, my stomach twisting in a mess of arousal and anticipation. My hands felt shaky as I typed out my response.

Me: You’re leaving now?

Gemma: About to book the Uber. You better be there to meet us.

Fuck.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering in my chest as I immediately pulled up the app and ordered my own Uber. Six minutes away.

My cock was still rock-hard in my pants as I walked out of the club, barely aware of anything happening around me. I was moving on autopilot, my mind flashing back to the sight of Katie’s hand wrapped around Mark’s cock, the way she had whispered in my ear exactly what she wanted.

This was real.

It was happening.

I slid into the backseat of my Uber, exhaling shakily as I checked my phone again.

Another buzz.

Gemma: They're in the car. She’s kissing him.

I groaned quietly, shifting in my seat as my cock throbbed at the words.

Another buzz.

Gemma: Hands are moving now. He’s feeling her up, babe.

Jesus fuck.

I gripped my thigh, my breathing shallow. I could see it in my head—Katie, tipsy and eager, pressed against Mark in the back of their Uber, her dress riding up, his hands sliding over her body like he owned her.

Another buzz.

My hands were shaking as I opened it.

A photo.

A "selfie" from Gemma, but I barely noticed her in the frame—because just behind her, in the slightly blurred background, was Katie.

Her head tilted back against the seat.

Her dress pulled down.

One of her gorgeous, bare tits fully exposed.

And Mark’s hand on it.

My breath caught in my throat.

He wasn’t just touching her.

He was playing with her nipple, rolling it between his fingers, claiming it like it was already his.

And Katie?

She looked completely gone.

Another buzz.

Gemma: Almost there. I think she’s going to be ready to go as soon as we walk through the door.

I exhaled sharply, shifting in my seat, willing the Uber to move faster.

This was really fucking happening.

Tonight.

The Uber ride home felt like it lasted an eternity, my heart pounding harder with every streetlight we passed. My hands were clammy, my breathing shallow. Gemma’s messages were still burning in my mind—Katie’s exposed tit in the backseat, Mark’s hands all over her. I was walking into something inevitable now. There was no stopping it.

As soon as I stepped inside, my phone buzzed again.

Gemma: We’re pulling up. Wait in the living room.

I swallowed hard and took a slow breath before making my way to the couch, sitting down heavily. My cock was aching in my pants, but I couldn’t even think about adjusting myself. My nerves were shot. I didn’t know how I was supposed to react, what I was supposed to do. All I knew was that in a matter of moments, my wife was going to walk through that door with another man—a man she had been stroking in a club, kissing in the back of an Uber, letting touch her like she was already his.

Then, the front door opened.

They walked in as a group, laughing softly, slightly unsteady from the alcohol. Gemma led the way, her arm draped around George’s waist, her other hand still holding her phone like she was about to type out another teasing message to me.

Behind them, Katie and Mark.

She was practically clinging to him, her body pressed flush against his side, her lips still slightly swollen from all the kissing. Mark had his arm slung casually around her waist, his fingers resting low on her hip like he owned her.

No one acknowledged me right away.

Then Gemma turned, smirking as she locked eyes with me. “Alright, babe,” she purred, “get everyone a drink.”

It wasn’t a request.

I felt a hot flash of humiliation spread through me. It was one thing to watch my wife flirt, to see her in another man’s arms. But to be sent off like a servant—to fetch a drink for the man who was about to fuck her—

I hesitated for only a second before standing up and heading to the kitchen.

I could hear them behind me, settling into the living room, their voices lower now, their bodies shifting as they got comfortable.

I grabbed four glasses, filling them quickly, my hands slightly unsteady. When I turned to walk back in, I froze mid-step.

The sight that greeted me was something out of a fantasy.

Gemma and George were on one couch, already going at it.

Her dress had been pulled up over her hips, exposing the curve of her big, soft ass, which was currently being gripped in both of George’s hands. He was kissing her hungrily, his mouth devouring hers, and she was moaning into him, her fingers tangled in his hair.

For such a chubby ass, I had to admit—it looked fucking good.

But then my eyes flickered to Katie.

She wasn’t sitting next to Mark.

She was on his lap.

Her legs straddling him, her arms draped loosely around his shoulders as he kissed the side of her neck. His hands were firmly on her hips, holding her steady, gripping her possessively.

She looked completely at ease there.

Like she belonged in his lap.

My breath caught in my throat as I forced myself to move forward, setting the drinks down on the coffee table.

No one even looked at me.

I watched as Mark’s hands shifted, sliding lower on my wife’s body.

Katie arched slightly, her eyes fluttering shut.

And I knew.

This wasn’t just happening.

It was already happening.

The room was thick with tension, a slow-burning heat that seemed to pulse in the air. The sound of soft laughter, of shifting bodies, of whispered words I couldn't quite hear over the pounding of my own heartbeat. I stood there, drink in hand, watching as the night spiraled into something I had wanted—something I had fantasized about—but now that it was happening, I wasn’t sure if I was ready.

Gemma and George were the first to really push things forward.

George’s hands roamed her body greedily, his fingers kneading her curves through her dress as they kissed, his hunger undeniable. Then, with a single, effortless motion, he grabbed the hem of her dress and peeled it up and over her head, tossing it aside like it was nothing.

And suddenly, for the first time, I saw all of her.

Gemma was chubbier than I had expected. I had always known she was thick, had always noticed the way her soft curves filled out her clothes, but seeing her now—completely bare except for her heels—it struck me how much more there was to her.

A slight belly, thick thighs, wide hips that made her ass look even fuller now that she was completely exposed.

But her tits.

Fuck.

They looked incredible.

Big, heavy, round—they sat perfectly, not too firm, not too saggy, just the right mix of softness and shape. And her nipples—pink, perky, already hardened with arousal as George’s hands immediately returned to them, squeezing, rolling them between his fingers like he couldn’t get enough.

I swallowed hard, a sharp jolt of arousal rushing through me as I took it all in.

I had never really thought about Gemma this way before. Sure, I had wondered—had guessed at what she might look like under all those tight dresses—but actually seeing her like this? Like this?

I was shocked by how much it turned me on.

Then George shifted, standing up just long enough to shove his pants down and kick them aside before sitting back down—his cock standing straight up.

My eyes went wide.

Jesus fuck.

George was huge.

Thick. Heavy. Long.

I had expected him to be big, had assumed as much, but fuck. This was something else.

The size of it made my stomach twist with something unfamiliar—something between envy and awe.

Gemma certainly wasn’t fazed. She reached for it immediately, her fingers wrapping around the thick shaft, stroking it slowly as she grinned up at him. The look in her eyes was pure hunger—like she had been waiting for this moment all night.

I swallowed hard and forced my gaze away, turning to Katie instead.

And my stomach clenched again.

Because her dress was no longer fully on.

Mark had pulled it down, just enough to expose her tits, his hands now pawing at them openly, his thumbs flicking across her nipples, teasing, squeezing—taking.

Katie didn’t stop him.

She just let him.

And worse—she looked like she was enjoying it.

I sucked in a breath, my whole body locking up as I watched his hands claim her, as I saw the way her lips parted, the way her body arched slightly toward his touch.

And that’s when it hit me.

I was so fucking turned on.

Despite the small twinge of doubt creeping up my spine, despite the way my brain screamed at me that this was real now, that there was no going back—I was achingly, painfully hard.

Watching my wife—Katie—have her tits manhandled by another man, watching her let it happen like it was the most natural thing in the world...

I wasn’t just turned on.

I was fucking desperate to see more.

Gemma was the first to take things to the next level.

She slid off the couch, sinking gracefully to her knees between George’s legs. Her eyes never left his as she wrapped both hands around his thick, heavy cock, stroking it slowly, teasingly. She flicked her gaze up at him, her lips curling into a sultry smile before she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The sound was obscene—soft, wet, hungry.

My breath hitched.

I didn’t know where to look.


Can't Take My Eyes off of You

Part of me was transfixed by Gemma.

For all her curves, for all the teasing bravado she usually had, this was something else. She was going all in, sucking George’s cock with a passion I had never seen before. Her mouth stretched wide around him, her cheeks hollowing as she worked her tongue over him, her hands stroking the thick base of his cock. Her soft moans filled the room, sending heat straight to my already painfully hard cock.

But then—I looked at Katie.

And my stomach twisted again.

She was stripping.

Slowly, teasingly, her dress sliding down her body, revealing smooth skin, the delicate curves of her waist, the swell of her hips.

Mark sat back, watching her with a satisfied smirk as she undressed in front of him, his hands resting on his thighs like he knew he wouldn’t have to do a thing—she was already his.

I felt frozen, caught between two intoxicating sights.

Then—Mark stood up.

And his cock came into view.

My stomach dropped.

It wasn’t longer than mine—maybe the same, around six inches—but it was thick.

Very, very thick.

My mouth went dry. A wave of insecurity crashed over me so suddenly I could barely breathe.

Katie was fully naked now, her skin glowing in the dim light, her nipples hard, her body already moving instinctively toward Mark. She looked incredible—but my brain was barely processing it, because all I could see was his cock.

I wanted to say something.

I wanted to stop this.

But I couldn’t move.

I watched in helpless silence as my wife slowly reached up, wrapping her delicate fingers around the thick shaft.

And just like that—she was stroking him.

Slow, smooth movements, testing the weight of him in her palm, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock.

And then—I saw it.

The diamond in her wedding ring, catching the light, sparkling as she worked his cock in her hand.

Her fingers didn’t even come close to touching around him.

I knew what that meant.

Her hand around my cock looked completely different.

She could wrap her fingers fully around me.

But not him.

Not even close.

A fresh rush of arousal and panic flooded through me as I watched Katie’s hand move, her grip tightening slightly, testing his girth.

She liked it.

And I couldn’t look away.

Gemma pulled her mouth off George’s cock with a wet pop, stroking him lazily as she turned her head toward Katie. She smirked, her lips glistening, her voice dripping with mischief as she spoke.

"Doesn't his cock just make you want to suck it?" she teased, her eyes flicking to Mark’s thick shaft still wrapped in Katie’s hand. "I know George’s does."

I felt like the air had been punched out of my lungs.

The words hit me hard, dredging up the memory of their conversation in the car, the one Gemma had let me listen in on.

Katie doesn’t like sucking my cock.

I had been forced to sit there and hear her admit it. That she used to love it when she was younger, when she was in college, when she was being a real slut about it. But not with me. Not anymore.

So when she finally looked up at Mark, her lips parting, her eyes hazy with lust, and said yes—

It felt like the ground had disappeared beneath me.

And then, just like that, Katie leaned forward and took Mark’s cock into her mouth.

I barely even processed my own reaction. My whole body locked up as I watched my wife—my wife—slide her lips over another man’s thick, pulsing shaft, her head moving slowly, deliberately, as she sucked him in deeper.

And fuck—she was good at it.

She was taking him with a passion I hadn’t seen from her in years.

Her hand gripped his base as her lips worked him over, sucking, stroking, devouring him, her tongue flicking along his length.

The only sounds in the room now were deep, low moans from Mark and George, the wet, obscene sounds of two cocks being sucked, and the slick, eager movements of the two women making it happen.

It was torture.

I felt like I was being broken down, bit by bit, my mind spiraling between unbearable humiliation and an arousal so intense I could barely sit still.

I forced myself to look away, shifting my focus to Gemma.

Her big, heavy tits bounced slightly with the rhythm of her movements, her mouth stretched wide around George’s thick cock. She was into it, moaning softly as she bobbed her head, her hand twisting at the base as she sucked him deep.

And then—I noticed her hand.

Between her thick thighs, moving in slow, teasing circles.

She was rubbing herself.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry.

It was such a slutty thing to do, touching herself while sucking another man’s cock—but for Gemma, it felt entirely fitting.

Then—I looked back at Katie.

And my stomach dropped all over again.

Because her hand was doing the exact same thing.

My wife, still kneeling in front of Mark, still sucking him deep into her mouth—was fingering herself at the same time.

She had never done that while sucking my cock.

Not once.

She had never been so turned on going down on me that she had to touch herself.

But here she was, her fingers working between her legs as she bobbed her head up and down Mark’s thick cock, completely lost in it.

She was getting off on it.

And I was getting off watching it.

Gemma’s moans took on a new intensity, muffled around George’s cock as she bobbed faster, sucking him with a desperation that left no doubt—she wanted this. She wanted his cum. George grunted, his fingers tightening in her red hair, his hips jerking upward. She let out a muffled moan, taking him even deeper, her throat relaxing as she swallowed around him.

Then he stiffened, let out a deep groan, and I watched as his body tensed. Gemma didn’t slow down. She moaned softly as he came in her mouth, sucking him through it, her lips locked around his shaft, milking every last drop. Her throat worked as she swallowed it down, savoring the moment before finally pulling away, licking her lips with satisfaction.

I was still reeling from what I had just seen when she got up—her movements slow, deliberate. And that’s when I saw it.

Her pussy was dripping.

Not just wet—soaking, slickness running down the insides of her thick thighs. The sheer level of arousal caught me completely off guard. She had just taken a man’s cum down her throat, and she was still so turned on it was literally leaking from her.

Then—she started walking toward me.

I froze. My heart pounded harder, my breath shallow as she closed the distance, her eyes locked onto mine.

I had no idea what she was about to do.

Then—she reached for my belt.

I flinched slightly at the sudden touch, my brain scrambling to process what was happening. My hands hovered uselessly at my sides as she unbuckled my belt, her fingers moving with slow, practiced ease. I should have stopped her.

I didn’t.

Seconds later, my pants hit the floor, and I was standing there, fully naked, my cock so hard it ached, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

I felt exposed. Embarrassed.

But fuck—also so weirdly turned on.

Gemma’s eyes flicked down, a small smirk playing on her lips before she met my gaze again. “Come outside with me,” she murmured. “I need a cigarette.”

Without thinking, I followed her.

My eyes couldn’t help but drop lower as she walked ahead of me, her fat ass swaying with every step. The contrast of the black leather strap of her purse over her bare shoulder against her soft, pale skin only made the image more surreal. She looked completely comfortable, completely in control, as if walking naked out onto the patio was just another part of her night.

I felt like I was in a daze, my body moving on autopilot as I stepped out into the cool night air behind her.

Gemma searched through her purse, finally pulling out a cigarette and lighting it with a slow, practiced ease. She took a long drag, the ember glowing in the dim light, before exhaling a stream of smoke into the night. Then, she turned to me.

“You’re a little zoned out,” she said, tilting her head.

I blinked, trying to snap myself back into the moment. “I just… I don’t even know what to say.”

Gemma took another drag before blowing the smoke to the side. “I get it. You’re in shock. But listen—this is all about power.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry.

“The reason Katie is so turned on right now,” Gemma continued, “the reason she’s sucking Mark like she loves it, the reason she was rubbing her pussy while she did it—” she smirked, “—it’s not just about Mark’s cock. It’s about you.”

I stared at her, not understanding.

“She can feel the power she has over you,” Gemma said, stepping closer. “Your cock is hard as fuck right now, and she knows it. She knows you’re watching, knows you can’t look away. That turns her on.”

I exhaled shakily, struggling to find words. My brain was trying to keep up, trying to process what she was saying.

I finally managed, “I—”

But before I could even finish, the patio door slid open.

George stepped outside.

Naked.

His cock—fully hard again.

I stared.

How the fuck was he hard again already? He had just cum down Gemma’s throat minutes ago, and now he was standing there, his thick shaft jutting out like he was ready for round two.

Gemma glanced over at him, her expression unreadable. Then, suddenly, George stepped forward, grabbing her by the hips and spinning her around.

She barely had time to react before he was bending her over the patio table, lining himself up behind her.

Gemma let out a small, amused laugh before looking back over her shoulder at me.

"Go watch your wife, you fucking pervert," she teased, then let out a breathless moan as George slid inside her.


The Moment of Truth

I stepped back inside, my heart hammering in my chest. The low sounds of deep, rhythmic breathing and the wet slap of skin on skin filled the air, mixing with the heavy scent of sweat and sex.

And then—I saw her.

Katie was bent over the sofa, her hands gripping the back cushions, her knees pressed into the seat, her bare ass arched and presented to Mark, who was standing behind her, his thick cock disappearing inch by inch into her glistening, soaked pussy.

For a second, my brain couldn’t process what I was seeing. It was too much, too overwhelming.

Then the reality of it hit me like a freight train.

I tried to scream no, tried to stop this before it was too late, but—nothing came out.

My throat locked up.

My body froze.

And I could do nothing but watch.

Mark groaned deeply as he rocked his hips forward, sinking into my wife’s tight, soaking wet pussy, stretching her open with every slow, deliberate thrust.

Katie moaned beneath him, her head dropping forward, her fingers tightening on the cushions.

I was fucking paralyzed.

I watched—helpless—as Mark pulled back, his cock glistening with her arousal before driving in again, making Katie’s whole body jolt. He worked up a steady rhythm, gripping her hips, pulling her onto him as he fucked her deep and slow, savoring every inch.

And Katie—Jesus—Katie was loving it.

Her moans were obscene, loud and breathless. She arched her back more, angling herself, pushing back against him, matching his rhythm, making it clear that she wanted this, that she wanted him.

The sight of it sent my mind into chaos.

Humiliation.

Arousal.

Rage.

Jealousy.

Desire.

I felt every emotion crash through me, battling for control. I hated it. I loved it. My cock was so insanely hard I thought I was going to lose my fucking mind.

Then Mark picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming faster, deeper, slamming into her with long, powerful strokes that made her body rock forward. His hands slid from her hips to her ass, squeezing roughly before spreading her open, exposing just how perfectly his thick cock was filling her.

And then—it happened.

Much faster than I ever expected.

Katie gasped, her body going rigid, her knuckles going white as her grip tightened on the couch.

Her whole body started trembling.

Her back arched sharply, her mouth falling open in a wordless moan—

And then—

She came.

Hard.

Her orgasm tore through her like a shockwave, her thighs shaking, her pussy clenching hard around Mark’s cock as she screamed, her entire body shuddering from the force of it.

I felt it—felt the rawness of it, the intensity.

She didn’t just cum—she exploded.

Mark groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he fucked her through it, his thrusts never slowing. His cock was still buried deep inside her, stretching her, owning her, even as she came all over him.

Katie collapsed forward slightly, panting, her body still quivering as she came down from her orgasm, her face buried against her arms on the couch.

Mark leaned over her, pressing his lips to the back of her neck, his breath ragged.

Then I heard him chuckle softly before murmuring, “Do you normally cum that fast?”

Katie, still trying to breathe, let out a dazed, breathy laugh. “No,” she admitted.

And something inside me snapped.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I stepped forward, my head spinning, my pulse pounding. “Okay, stop,” I said, my voice tight and unsteady. “That’s enough.”

Mark slowed, but he didn’t stop.

His hands still gripped Katie’s hips.

But Katie—

Katie looked up at me. And the look in her eyes was brutal.

"What’s your fucking problem, babe?" she asked, her voice breathless, challenging.

I stared. I opened my mouth to answer, but before I could even get a word out—

Katie reached for me. Her fingers wrapped around my cock. My achingly hard, dripping cock.

I flinched at the contact, my body betraying me, my mind screaming at me that I should not be this hard while watching my wife get fucked by another man.

But Katie only smirked.

"If you really wanted us to stop," she murmured, stroking me with slow, lazy movements, "then why the fuck are you so hard?"

I swallowed thickly, my whole body stiffening.

I tried to explain.

Tried to tell her that it was too much, that I was conflicted, that I didn’t know how to process what I was feeling—

But Katie had already made her move.

She yanked me forward.

And before I could even react—

My cock was in her mouth.

I choked on my own breath.

The heat. The wetness. The sheer need in the way she sucked me down—it was too much, too fast.

I had been so desperate for a blowjob for so long—so fucking long—that the moment her lips wrapped around me, I felt like I was seconds away from exploding.

My legs nearly buckled.

I barely held on, my fingers gripping the back of the sofa for balance as Katie moaned around me, her tongue swirling, her lips working me with the same enthusiasm she had just given Mark.

My mind spun.

I should pull away.

I should stop this.

But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

Katie moaned softly around my cock, her tongue swirling along the underside, her lips working me in slow, wet strokes. I shuddered, my hands tightening on the back of the sofa for support. Her mouth was hot, wet, and so fucking hungry—a kind of hunger I hadn’t felt from her in years.

She sucked me slowly at first, her head bobbing, her fingers wrapping around the base, stroking in time with her mouth. Every nerve in my body was on fire, my stomach tightening, my hips twitching forward on instinct.

For a moment, it felt like just us.

Like she was just my wife, giving me what I’d craved for so long.

Then Mark slammed into her from behind, forcing a deep, guttural moan from her throat, vibrating around my cock.

My stomach clenched.

I couldn’t ignore it.

I couldn’t pretend.

She wasn’t just sucking me—she was being fucked while she did it.

She let out a strangled gasp, pulling off my cock briefly as Mark drove himself deeper inside her, stretching her out with those long, powerful thrusts.

“Fuck—” she moaned, her fingers digging into my thighs as she braced herself against me.

I nearly lost it right then.

The way she was caught between the two of us—her mouth wrapped around me, her pussy wrapped around him—it was torture.

Then, just as suddenly, she started again.

Her tongue flicked along my tip before she slid her lips back down, taking me deeper, stroking me in time with her movements. I groaned, my whole body tense, aching. She kept up the slow, torturous rhythm, sucking me with intention, knowing exactly how to push me to the edge—

Then Mark slammed into her hard, knocking her forward, forcing her to stop again.

She gasped, pressing her forehead against my thigh, her whole body trembling as she took it.

I clenched my jaw, my fingers twitching.

I was so close.

So fucking close—

Then she started again.

This time, she was faster, sucking me with purpose, moaning softly as her lips worked up and down my shaft.

My hips jerked forward, desperate for more, desperate for release. I was right there—on the fucking edge—

And then—

Mark grabbed her hips and pounded into her, making her moan loud, making her forget what she was doing entirely.

She pulled away, panting, her mouth swollen and slick with saliva, her fingers tightening around my cock but not moving.

I throbbed in her grip, my whole body begging for release.

But she wasn’t thinking about me anymore.

She was lost in him.

I clenched my fists, my breath ragged, my cock twitching with unreleased tension.

She was playing with me.

I was losing my mind.

Then, just as I was about to grab her head and shove myself back into her mouth—

She turned back to me.

Her lips parted.

Her tongue flicked out, tasting me again.

And she started all over again.

Slow.

Teasing.

Drawing it out.

I gritted my teeth, my whole body shaking with restraint, my fingers digging into the sofa.

I was going to cum.

I had to—

And then—

Katie let out a long, satisfied sigh and slowly pulled her lips off my cock, her tongue flicking out to tip her tongue against the head, making me twitch. Then, without a word, she pushed gently against my stomach, guiding me back a step as she did the same to Mark. My breath hitched as she gracefully dropped to her knees in front of us, looking up with a wicked little smirk before reaching out, wrapping her hands around both of our cocks.

A deep shudder ran through me at the sight. Katie—my wife—kneeling, gripping both of us in her hands, stroking slowly, deliberately. It was already overwhelming, but the moment that made my stomach twist was when I saw the contrast. My cock fit easily in her fingers, her grip firm and familiar, but on Mark—Jesus—on Mark, her fingers didn’t even come close to meeting around his girth. It was so obvious now. It was something I’d known in the back of my mind since I first saw it, something I had tried to ignore, but now, watching her fingers struggle to wrap around him while they fit so perfectly around me, I felt something dark and ugly curl inside my chest.

And then, as if she knew exactly what I was thinking, she lifted her gaze to mine, her eyes glinting with mischief. Without breaking eye contact, she leaned in and wrapped her lips around my cock first, taking me into her mouth with slow, deliberate hunger. Her tongue flicked over the tip before she began to move, her head bobbing, her lips working me with such deep, wet strokes that I nearly buckled on the spot.

Then she pulled off, turned her attention to Mark, and took him into her mouth next. I watched in stunned silence as her lips stretched wider, as she moaned softly around him, clearly savoring the challenge. My stomach clenched as I saw how much more effort it took for her to take him deep, how her jaw had to work harder, how she struggled—but never once stopped.

Back and forth she went, sucking me, then Mark, her hands stroking in unison, keeping us both on the razor’s edge of pleasure. The room was filled with wet sounds, with the soft moans of Katie enjoying herself, with the ragged breathing of two men being driven to madness. I clenched my fists, trying to hold on, trying not to let it get to me.

And then, just as I felt my stomach tighten, just as I felt the deep, unmistakable pull of my orgasm creeping up—just as I knew I was about to cum in her mouth again after years—she suddenly pulled away from me completely.

I let out a strangled sound as the sensation disappeared. My cock throbbed, my balls ached, I was right there—

And then she turned back to Mark.

My breath caught as I watched her open her mouth and sink down onto his cock, taking him deeper than I’d ever seen her take me.

She moaned as she worked him, her hands gripping his base, stroking, sucking, moving with practiced ease. Mark groaned above her, his hips jerking slightly, his fingers tangling in her hair.

And I—

I could do nothing but watch.

My cock was still leaking, throbbing, desperate for release, but Katie wasn’t touching me anymore. She wasn’t looking at me. She was lost in him, completely focused on sucking his thick, heavy cock.

My stomach twisted, a surge of frustration and arousal battling inside me. I had been so close. I had been seconds away. And she had stolen it from me, only to give it to him.

Mark let out a deep, guttural groan, his fingers tightening in her hair, his breathing ragged. He was close. I could see it.

Katie moaned around him, sucking harder, her hands stroking in perfect rhythm, urging him toward the edge.

And then he let out a sharp gasp. His hips jerked forward.

And Katie took it all.

She moaned, swallowing, her throat working around him as he came deep in her mouth, his cock pulsing between her lips.

A rush of emotions hit me all at once—jealousy, humiliation, arousal, frustration, something so deep I couldn’t even name it.

And then—

I felt it again.

My balls tightened out of nowhere, so fast, so intense that I couldn’t stop it this time.

I exploded.

My whole body tensed, my breath hitched, and before I could even think, I came hard, hot ropes of cum spurting from my cock, splattering across Katie’s face, her hair, her lips, while she still had Mark in her mouth.

I barely even registered what was happening.

It was too much.

Too fast, too intense.

I stood there, shaking, panting, my cock still twitching as the last of my orgasm spilled across my wife’s face.

Katie slowly pulled back from Mark, licking her lips, her eyes dark with something dangerous.

And then—

"Holy fuck."

I turned my head just in time to see Gemma standing in the doorway, eyes wide, mouth slightly open, taking in the scene before her.

Gemma stepped forward, her bare knees pressing against the rug as she knelt beside Katie. Without hesitation, she reached into her purse, pulling out a pack of wet wipes. The soft snap of the lid echoed in the quiet, heavy atmosphere of the room. She pulled one out and began gently wiping the thick streaks of cum from Katie’s cheek, her fingers moving with a kind of intimate care that sent another pang through my gut.

As she worked, George moved in from the side, still naked, his cock finally soft but still looking massive as it hung between his legs. He stood to my right, opposite Mark, who was now tucking himself back into his pants with a satisfied smirk.

Gemma looked up, taking in the scene before her, her eyes flicking between the three cocks now surrounding her and Katie. A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips as she tilted her head playfully.

“Think you could manage three?” she teased, her voice light, her fingers still stroking Katie’s cheek as she cleaned her up.

Katie giggled softly, her cheeks still flushed, her body still humming from the pleasure she’d just experienced. She reached for another wipe, dabbing at her lips before looking up at George’s thick, heavy cock.

“But I’d quite like to try that one on my own first,” she admitted, her voice carrying a sultry, teasing edge as she pointed toward George’s now-soft cock.

A fresh wave of humiliation washed over me, my stomach twisting as I stood between two men, both of whom had cocks larger than mine—one that had just been inside my wife, and another that she had openly admitted she wanted. The weight of it pressed down on me, tangible and suffocating, making my own softening cock feel even smaller by comparison.

Finally, after a few more wipes, Katie was clean. She stood up, stretching slightly, her body still glowing from the night’s activities. Gemma followed, tossing the used wipes into the trash before standing as well. One by one, everyone started pulling their clothes back on, the raw, exposed intimacy of the moment slowly giving way to normalcy again.

The guys were the first to leave, Mark and George exchanging a few final words with the girls before heading for the door. Their Uber had already arrived, and within a minute, they were gone.

Katie turned to Gemma, offering her the spare room for the night. But Gemma just grinned, shaking her head as she reached down to grab her purse.

Then, without warning—

A loud, obscene queef echoed through the room.

Gemma burst into laughter, clutching her stomach as she smirked.

“Sorry,” she giggled, looking between us, completely unashamed. “But Brad’s got some work to do.”

A second later, her phone buzzed with an Uber notification, and she winked before turning toward the door. Without another word, she walked out, her fat ass swaying as she disappeared into the night.

The night had been a whirlwind of emotions—lust, jealousy, excitement, humiliation—all blending into something too complex to name. But as Katie and I made our way upstairs, the intensity of it all softened into something else entirely. Something warm. Something intimate.

In the bathroom, we stepped into the shower together, the hot water cascading over our bodies, washing away the physical remnants of the night but leaving behind everything it had awakened between us. Katie reached for the body wash, lathering it between her hands before pressing them to my chest, slowly massaging the soap into my skin.

Her touch was gentle, almost reverent, and as I mirrored the action—running my hands over her body, kneading the tension from her shoulders and gliding down her back—I felt something shift between us. This wasn’t about dominance or submission. It wasn’t about control. It was simply us.

As I worked my way lower, cupping the swell of her ass, she let out a soft hum of approval before reaching down and wrapping her fingers around my cock. I was surprised to find myself already getting hard again.

She smiled knowingly, stroking me slowly, her thumb circling the sensitive head as the water streamed down our bodies. “You really did enjoy tonight, didn’t you?” she murmured.

I swallowed, unable to deny the truth, and she just smirked, tugging my hand to lead me out of the shower.

We barely dried off before she guided me to the bed, pushing me onto my back. She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips, her slick heat pressing against my cock as she leaned down and kissed me deeply.

Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and instantly, I could taste it—the thick, unmistakable taste of cum still lingering on her lips.

A fresh wave of arousal and humiliation crashed over me, making my cock throb against her. She knew what she was doing.

I groaned into her mouth, and she giggled against my lips before pulling back just enough to position herself. Without another word, she sank down onto my cock, taking me into her soaking wet pussy.

“Ohhh, fuck,” she sighed, closing her eyes for a moment as she adjusted to the stretch. “God, you feel so good right now.”

I let out a shaky breath, gripping her thighs as she started to move, rolling her hips in slow, teasing circles before lifting and dropping down again, setting a torturously slow rhythm.

For the next twenty minutes, she rode me like never before—her body moving with perfect precision, her hands gripping my shoulders as she fucked me, making me feel every inch of her, every tight squeeze of her walls around me.

And all the while, she talked.

She made me admit everything.

How much I had loved watching her with Mark. How seeing her sucking his cock had been one of the hottest things I had ever witnessed. How I had never seen her finger herself while giving me head before, but she did it for him.

She even got me to admit—through gritted teeth and burning humiliation—how much I had secretly admired Gemma’s fat ass, how I had stolen glances at it before tonight, how watching her bounce on George’s cock had been shockingly arousing.

Every confession only seemed to spur her on, making her ride me harder, faster, her wetness dripping down onto my balls as she chased her own pleasure.

And then—she came.

Her body tensed, her thighs squeezing around me as she let out a deep, shuddering moan, her pussy clenching around my cock as she trembled through her orgasm.

She collapsed against my chest, panting, her heartbeat racing against mine. I was still rock-hard inside her, still aching for my own release, but I barely had time to process before she started to slide down my body, trailing kisses over my stomach, down to my thighs.

And then—her mouth was on me again.

I groaned, my hips jerking as she wrapped her lips around my cock, sucking me deep, her tongue swirling around the head before taking me all the way to the back of her throat.

She moaned around me, making my whole body tremble.

Then, as she sucked, she asked me things.

“Did you like watching Mark cum in my mouth?”

I hesitated, heat crawling up my neck. “No.”

She pulled back slightly, looking up at me with a knowing smirk. “Then why did you cum without even touching yourself the second it happened?”

I groaned, my fingers gripping the sheets. She had me.

I swallowed hard, my hips twitching as she sucked me again, deeper this time. “Fine,” I panted. “Yes. Yes, I liked it.”

She hummed approvingly, her tongue teasing along my length before she started working me in earnest.

I felt the pressure building rapidly, the hot coil of pleasure tightening in my stomach, my balls drawing up as she sucked me closer and closer to the edge.

This time—I knew it was going to happen.

I knew she was going to let me cum in her mouth.

I felt my balls tighten, my whole body tensing as I prepared to explode—

And then—

She pulled away.

A strangled, desperate sound escaped me as she replaced her mouth with her hand, stroking me fast, expertly, pumping me to the finish.

I gasped, my back arching, my cock pulsing as the orgasm tore through me. Cum exploded from my tip, shooting up onto my stomach, dripping over her fingers as she worked me through every last drop.

My head spun. My body shook.

The release was massive, overwhelming, but at the same time, the frustration hit just as hard.

As I lay there, panting, trying to catch my breath, I turned my head to look at her, my voice hoarse as I muttered, “I thought you were gonna let me cum in your mouth this time.”

Katie giggled, licking a drop of cum off her finger before leaning down to kiss me.

“No,” she murmured against my lips. “I’ve got a one cock a night rule for cumming in my mouth.”

I let out a breathless laugh, shaking my head as she curled up against me.

We kissed, soft and slow, the heat finally settling into something warm and comforting.

As we laid there together, tangled in each other’s arms, I whispered, “I love you.”

She smiled against my chest. “I love you too.”

And with that, we drifted off into sleep, the echoes of the night still lingering in the air between us.
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The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

Shared in Public: An Ordinary Couple's Journey Into Swinging and Submission

When Beth and Steve stepped out of the car to greet Beth’s old friend Chloe and her husband Rich, they had no idea just how far things would go.

Sure, if you had told Beth she’d get drunk and give Steve a blowjob while Chloe and Rich watched, she might have believed you. If you said the two girls would be bent over separate loungers, their husbands eagerly taking them from behind, she might have believed that too.

But if you told her that, in just three days, she’d be stripped naked, dripping with another man’s cum, and about to sit on her own husband’s face—she would have laughed in your face.

Then Chloe dropped the hand grenade.

Over drinks that first night, she casually announced how Rich had discovered his love for submission—how much he enjoyed giving up control with her. The sparkle in her eye was impossible to ignore. So was Rich’s massive erection.

And before Beth knew it, her own body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs, the pulse of something forbidden curling deep inside her—it was undeniable.

The seed was planted.

But surely Steve wouldn’t be interested.

Surely Steve wasn’t the submissive type… was he?
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