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A Story You've Heard Before?

I know this probably sounds like the sort of story people think they understand before they even hear it. A young woman, happily married, meets someone exciting, someone different, and suddenly she’s doing things she always swore she never would. If someone had told me a year before all this happened that I would end up where I did, making the choices I made, I would have laughed and told them they didn’t know me at all. I would have said I wasn’t that kind of woman. I would have said I loved my husband, that I was happy, that we had a good life and a good marriage and a good sex life. And all of that would have been true.

That’s the strange part of it. Nothing was missing. Nothing was broken. There wasn’t some dramatic fight or some moment where I felt neglected or unloved. If anything, it was the opposite. We were comfortable, close, honest with each other. We slept together, we laughed together, we talked about everything. I never felt trapped, never felt like I had settled, never felt like I was missing out. So when I look back now and try to explain where this all started, I can’t point to a single big moment where everything changed. It wasn’t like that. It was quieter. Slower. More like an idea that slipped into my head and just… stayed there.

You see, I’ve come to believe that sexual desire is at least half psychological, maybe more. People like to think it’s just about bodies and opportunity and attraction, but it isn’t. It’s about ideas. Fantasies. Permission. Once a certain thought appears in your mind, once you let yourself imagine something even for a second, it doesn’t just disappear again. It sits there. It grows. It comes back at odd moments, when you’re driving or lying in bed or in the shower. You tell yourself it’s nothing, just a random thought, but the next time it comes back a little stronger, a little clearer. And before you realise what’s happening, it isn’t just a thought anymore. It’s something you’re carrying around with you all the time, like a secret you haven’t even admitted to yourself yet.

I wasn’t inexperienced when I got married, but I also wasn’t wild. I married the fourth man I ever slept with. Being attractive, I had plenty of attention when I was younger, plenty of opportunities if I’d wanted them, but I never really dated casually. I always dated like I was looking for something that might last. I liked sex, I was comfortable with my body, and I enjoyed being intimate with the men I was in relationships with, but it was always within that context. Boyfriends, not strangers. Feelings, not just attraction. I never got picked up at a bar, never went home with someone I’d just met, never had a one-night stand. That whole world always felt a little distant to me, like something that happened in movies or to other people.

To me, sex was always something that belonged inside a relationship. Something that meant trust and closeness and knowing someone properly. It wasn’t something I did for validation or excitement or stories to tell my friends. It was something private, something that belonged to me and the man I loved. And when I got married, I really believed that part of my life was settled in the best possible way. I had the man I wanted, the relationship I wanted, the life I wanted. I didn’t feel like I had given anything up. If anything, I felt lucky that I hadn’t had to go through years of bad relationships and heartbreak to get there.

I’m tall and slim, with long black hair, and at twenty-five I was still very aware of how I looked. I liked dressing up for my husband. I liked the way he looked at me when I wore tight dresses or heels or lingerie I knew he liked. I was open about sex with him, open about what I liked and what I wanted, and I never felt shy or embarrassed with him. But there was a clear line in my head. I dressed sexy for him, not for other men. I didn’t go out trying to get attention. I didn’t flirt with strangers. Of course I noticed when men looked at me — you’d have to be blind not to notice sometimes — but it was never something I chased. It was just background noise. My husband’s attention was the only attention that really mattered to me.

And I want to be very clear about something, because this is important to everything that comes later: I had absolutely no complaints about our sex life. None. We had sex regularly, we experimented, we talked about fantasies, we were comfortable with each other’s bodies. I enjoyed sex with him. I wanted sex with him. There was no dead bedroom, no frustration, no feeling like I was missing out on something physically. If this story was about a woman who cheated because she was unhappy or unsatisfied, it would be a much simpler story. But that isn’t what this is.

Looking back now, I don’t think what happened to me was just a moment of temptation or a brief lapse in judgement. It was more like a psychological fixation. I became obsessed with a single idea, and once that idea took hold, I couldn’t get rid of it. I tried to ignore it at first. I tried to laugh it off, to tell myself I was being stupid, that it was just a silly fantasy that would pass. But instead of fading, it kept coming back, stronger each time, until it was sitting in the back of my mind almost all the time, colouring the way I looked at things, the way I thought about myself, even the way I thought about my husband.

And the strange thing is, it didn’t start with anything dramatic. No secret messages, no emotional affair, no big romantic moment. It started innocently enough at a party.

It was Michelle Kellerman’s birthday, and a group of girls, myself included, were huddled in a corner, talking over the music and the noise of a busy BBQ. The air smelled of grilled food and cheap wine, and everyone was talking too loudly, laughing too hard, the way people do when they’re slightly drunk and trying to be heard over music that’s just a bit too loud for a normal conversation. We had formed that little circle that groups of women always seem to form at parties, half turned inward, half watching the room, talking about people who were only a few meters away.

Kelly mentioned to Lucy that her new boyfriend looked cute. I didn’t even know which guy she was talking about since there were several unfamiliar faces in the room, a mix of friends, coworkers, and people who seemed to have just tagged along. Lucy just giggled in that way she did when she knew she had something slightly inappropriate to say and replied, “He’s alright, I guess. He’s just big where it counts.”

We all burst out laughing at that, the kind of exaggerated laughter that comes when someone says something a bit rude in a group setting and everyone pretends to be shocked while secretly wanting more details. But in the middle of that laughter, something strange happened to me. It was like a bolt of lightning, a sudden, completely unexpected surge of arousal that came out of nowhere. There was no particular guy in my line of sight, no one I was looking at, no one touching me, nothing physical at all. It was just the idea. Just those words — big where it counts — and suddenly my mind filled in the rest all by itself.

I remember standing there, still smiling, still pretending to be part of the joke, but inside I felt this sudden warmth spread through me, low in my stomach, the kind of feeling I normally only got when my husband kissed my neck or slid his hand up my thigh. And that was the moment, though I didn’t realise it then, that something changed. Not in a dramatic way. Not in a way anyone else could see. But that idea, that simple, stupid joke, lodged itself firmly in my mind and just stayed there.

Linda, another girl in our group, joked, “So size matters, eh?” which triggered another round of laughter and fake outrage. Lucy just shrugged with a playful smirk and said, “It has its advantages.” She said it so casually, like it was obvious, like it was just another normal thing to talk about at a BBQ, and the rest of the girls started sharing looks and little smiles that suggested this was a conversation they’d all had before, just not in front of me.

I remember feeling strangely quiet at that point, still listening, still smiling, but more aware of my own thoughts than the conversation. I found myself wondering what she meant exactly, what the advantages were, why she said it like that, like she knew something the rest of us were only pretending to know. It wasn’t jealousy, not really, and it wasn’t even that I wanted her boyfriend. It was just curiosity. Curiosity mixed with that same warm, slightly electric feeling that had hit me when she made the first joke.

At that moment, a few guys joined our group, curious about what was so funny. One of them asked, “What’s the joke?” and someone in our group replied, “Oh, just men. What else?” which made everyone laugh again, including the guys, who pretended to be offended while clearly wanting to know what they had missed. And just like that, the conversation moved on, the music kept playing, people kept drinking and laughing, and on the surface it was just another normal party night.

That simple exchange planted a seed in my mind, one that slowly grew and took root in ways I didn’t understand at the time. I told myself it was just a joke, just silly party talk, the kind of thing women say after a couple of glasses of wine when they forget to be polite. But the truth is, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The more I tried to push the idea away, the more it seemed to come back, stronger each time. It wasn’t about any specific guy at first; it was the concept itself that had sparked something in me. Curiosity, maybe. Or comparison. Or just the dangerous excitement of realising there were experiences in the world that I had never had and had never even really thought about.

I loved my husband. That was never in question. But suddenly there was this strange tension in my mind between loyalty and curiosity, between the woman I believed I was and the thoughts I was suddenly having when I was alone. I would catch myself thinking about that conversation while I was doing completely normal things — washing dishes, driving to work, lying in bed at night — and each time I would almost scold myself internally, like I was doing something wrong just by thinking about it. But that only seemed to make the thoughts come back even more often.

The conversation at the party continued, people drifted in and out of the group, drinks were refilled, music changed, and the night carried on like any other party. But the words had already been imprinted on my brain. Size matters. It was such a simple phrase, almost stupid really, but it echoed in my head over and over again for the rest of the night.

About an hour later, I finally figured out who Lucy’s new boyfriend was. They were standing near the patio doors, talking to another couple, his hand resting casually on her butt like he’d been doing it his whole life. As Kelly had claimed, he was cute. Really cute. Tall, broad shoulders, the kind of relaxed confidence that some men have without even trying. He wasn’t loud or showing off, but he carried himself in a way that made people naturally look at him when he walked into a room.

I tried to be discreet, but my eyes kept drifting back to them, and eventually, without really meaning to, my gaze dropped to the front of his jeans. And there it was. The bulge. Once I’d noticed it, I couldn’t unsee it. It was obvious. Not subtle, not something you had to imagine or guess. Just… there. My heart actually started beating faster, which felt ridiculous at the time. I remember thinking, What are you doing? Stop staring. But every few minutes, my eyes would drift back again almost on their own.

It was immediately clear he was big — bigger than any of the four guys I’d been with. I’d never really given it much thought before. Sex had always just been sex to me, something you did with someone you loved, not something you analysed or compared like that. But now, suddenly, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I felt incredibly flustered, like I’d been caught doing something wrong even though no one had actually noticed me looking.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t heard the term “well hung” before. Of course I had. Everyone has. But this was the first time the idea had become real to me, physical, visible, standing across the room with his hand on his girlfriend’s ass and a very obvious outline in his jeans. It wasn’t an abstract concept anymore. It wasn’t just something people joked about. Suddenly it felt like something I had either experienced or hadn’t experienced, something that somehow related to me personally, even though it shouldn’t have.

The party eventually wound down like they always do, people finishing drinks, saying long goodbyes, promising to meet up again soon. Despite the rush of new feelings and thoughts running through my head, I still told myself the same thing over and over: I would never cheat. Even if I were single, I would never mess around with another woman’s boyfriend. That wasn’t who I was. That wasn’t the kind of woman I wanted to be. I believed that completely.

But for the rest of the evening, I couldn’t help myself. Every time I saw them across the garden or in the kitchen, I found myself sneaking little glances at the front of his pants again, like I was drawn to it without meaning to be. Each time I looked, I felt that same little rush of heat and that same immediate guilt right afterwards.

On the drive home with my husband, the image stayed stuck in my mind. We talked about the party, about who was there, about Michelle getting too drunk, about the food, about normal things, and I answered him and laughed and acted completely normal. But in the back of my mind, I could still see that outline in his jeans as clearly as if he was sitting in the back seat with us.

It had been a harmless party, just like any other. Nothing had happened. No one had flirted with me, no one had touched me, I hadn’t done anything wrong. And yet I could feel that something had changed inside me. The idea had taken root, and as much as I loved my husband and cherished our relationship, I couldn’t shake the curiosity and excitement that the evening had sparked. The psychological tension was undeniable, a strange, thrilling, confusing new thread that had quietly woven itself into my thoughts, and I had no idea yet how much it was going to grow.

-----

It was Saturday morning, about six months later. My husband was outside, diligently cutting the grass, and the steady hum of the lawnmower was a constant background noise that drifted in through the open window. The house felt strangely quiet apart from that sound, like the whole world had narrowed down to that low mechanical drone and the thoughts inside my own head. I remember standing at the bottom of the stairs for a moment, listening to the mower moving back and forth across the lawn, knowing exactly where he would be, knowing he wouldn’t come inside for a while.

I raced upstairs to the bedroom, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and guilt that had become very familiar over the past few months. It felt ridiculous in a way — sneaking around in my own house, with my own husband just outside — but that only seemed to make my pulse race even more. I sat in the middle of the bed, my back pressed against the headboard, and hiked my little skirt up, my hands already moving before I’d really even thought about what I was doing. My hands slipped quickly into my bikini panties, seeking the relief I had been denying myself for so long, or at least trying to deny myself.

Over those six months, the memory of Lucy’s boyfriend’s bulge had never really gone away. If anything, it had grown in my mind, becoming less like a memory and more like a fantasy that I kept returning to again and again. I would see him occasionally at parties or barbecues, always with Lucy, always relaxed and confident, and every time I saw him my mind would go straight back to that first night, to that conversation, to the way I had felt standing across the room looking at him. It had turned into an obsession I didn’t talk about and didn’t fully admit even to myself.

Pressing one finger against my clit, I closed my eyes and let the image come into my mind again, the one that had been there so many times before. With my other hand, I slid a couple of fingers inside myself, already wet, already breathing faster, my whole body tense with that familiar mix of excitement and shame. I wasn’t thinking about a specific moment anymore, not really. It was more like an idea, a scenario, a version of him that existed mostly in my imagination by that point.

In five minutes, I rocked my own world, my body trembling with the intensity of my climax, my head falling back against the headboard as I tried to keep quiet even though there was no way he could hear me over the lawnmower outside. The release was intense, almost overwhelming, the kind that left my legs slightly shaking and my breathing heavy for a minute afterwards. When it was over, I just lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, breathing slowly, that familiar wave of guilt creeping in almost immediately behind the pleasure.

I got up after a minute and went to wash my hands, looking at myself in the mirror for a second longer than usual. I didn’t look like a woman who was secretly masturbating to thoughts about another woman’s boyfriend while her husband cut the grass outside. I just looked like me. And that, more than anything, made the whole thing feel even stranger.

It had become the only way to get my mind off Lucy’s boyfriend’s cock. His name was Andre, but in my head I almost never called him that. To me, he was simply Lucy’s boyfriend — the symbol of that idea that had taken hold of me months earlier, the embodiment of a curiosity I had never expected to feel and now couldn’t seem to escape.

I had run into him several times with Lucy on his arm, each encounter leaving me feeling like a drooling idiot. It was ridiculous, really. I was a grown, married woman, perfectly happy in my life, and yet every time I saw him, my brain seemed to shut down for a few seconds and reduce me to a pair of eyes and a racing heartbeat. I would try to act normal, try to talk to Lucy, try to look anywhere except at him, but I was always hyper-aware of where he was standing, how close he was, what he was wearing.

The last time before everything really started to spiral, we were at another party, and I had had far too much to drink. Not falling-over drunk, but that warm, loose, slightly reckless kind of drunk where your filter disappears and you say things you normally wouldn’t even think about saying. Lucy and I were standing in the kitchen while everyone else was in the garden, and Andre had just stepped outside to grab another drink.

I don’t even remember deciding to say it. The words just came out.

“So… how big is it?”

Lucy looked at me for a second, clearly surprised, and then she smiled. Not shocked, not offended, just amused. She leaned a little closer to me so no one else could hear and said, very casually, “Let’s put it this way… a blowjob takes a bit of warming up for.”

She said it like it was the most normal thing in the world, then took a sip of her drink and changed the subject as if we’d just been talking about the weather. But I just stood there, trying to act normal, nodding at whatever she said next, while inside my head something was happening that I couldn’t stop.

Until that moment, I had been fixated mostly on the idea of size, the visual, the comparison, the curiosity. But what she said changed the way I thought about it completely. Suddenly I wasn’t just imagining what he looked like or how big he was. I started imagining what she had just described. What that would actually involve. How it would feel. How it would be different.

And the strange thing was, I had never really been that bothered about giving head before. I did it because my husband liked it and I liked pleasing him, but it had never been the thing that turned me on the most. It was just part of sex, something I did because I loved him. But after that conversation, I started thinking about it a lot more. About the idea of it. About what Lucy had implied. About what that experience must be like for her. And once again, it wasn’t really about him specifically anymore. It was about the idea, the difference, the experience I hadn’t had.

I knew I was fixating on it, and I knew it was getting a bit ridiculous. But knowing that didn’t stop me. If anything, being aware of it almost made it worse, because I could see myself changing and I couldn’t seem to do anything about it. The idea had taken hold, and I was powerless against its pull. The more I tried to push it away, the stronger it became, a constant, tantalizing thought that kept coming back no matter how much I tried to ignore it.


Thanks Becca

I had just returned to the office after a leisurely lunch with my friend Becca. We had done what we always did — talked too long, drank too much coffee, and caught up on everything and nothing at the same time. Work gossip, mutual friends, weekend plans, small complaints about work, the usual comfortable rhythm of conversation between two people who had known each other for years.

Midway through our conversation, she casually asked if I had heard that Lucy had broken up with her guy.

My initial reaction was completely involuntary. I felt a wicked little smile start to curl at the edges of my lips before I could stop it, a reflexive flash of excitement that I immediately tried to hide by taking a sip of my drink. But almost as quickly as that excitement came, it was replaced by something closer to panic. If they had broken up, that meant I might never see him again. I didn’t even know his full name. I only ever thought of him as Lucy’s boyfriend. It wasn’t like I could start asking around about him without looking strange, and being married made that whole line of curiosity feel even more dangerous.

Despite the strange pull I felt towards him, I still told myself the same thing I always had — I would never be unfaithful. That line still existed very clearly in my mind. But the thought of never seeing him again, of that whole strange obsession just ending without me ever really understanding it, made my stomach tighten in a way I didn’t expect.

Feigning casual interest, I asked Becca what had happened. She shrugged and said, “Lucy always complained he was too busy looking at himself in the mirror.” She rolled her eyes slightly as she said it, clearly not very impressed with him as a boyfriend. “Said he spent more time in the gym than with her.”

I wanted to ask more questions, a lot more questions, but I could already feel that I was pushing the conversation in a direction that might start to look suspicious if I wasn’t careful. So I just nodded, made a few neutral comments, and let the conversation drift onto something else, even though my mind had already completely left the café and was somewhere else entirely.

Back at work, my fixation had taken hold again, stronger than it had been in a while. I sat at my desk staring at my computer screen, pretending to read emails while my thoughts spiraled in circles. On one hand, I was completely resolute in my fidelity. I loved my husband. I had no intention of cheating on him. That part of me was still solid and certain. But on the other hand, the thought of never seeing Andre again — of this strange, persistent curiosity just being cut off forever — felt strangely unbearable.

It wasn’t just about him anymore. It was about the idea, the fantasy, the questions I couldn’t stop asking myself. And suddenly I realised that if I didn’t at least find out where he was, what he was doing, whether I might run into him again, the whole thing would just sit in my head forever unfinished.

Driven by this strange mix of curiosity and anxiety, I picked up the phone and called Lucy. We weren’t particularly close friends, but we were friendly enough that calling to check in on her after a breakup wouldn’t seem unusual. Concern for her made a convenient excuse, and I told myself that was the only reason I was calling.

To my relief, Lucy sounded completely fine. More amused than upset, really. She joked about how tiring it was to be with a guy whose only redeeming quality was his prowess in bed, and she said it in that same casual way she always talked about sex, like it was just another normal topic of conversation. She complained that he cared more about the gym than about spending weekends with her, and eventually she had just decided she was bored of competing with mirrors and dumbbells.

Seizing the moment, I laughed and mentioned my own gym routine, making a little joke about how I should probably go more often. Then, with what I hoped sounded like complete nonchalance, I asked where he worked out. I tried to make it sound like I was just looking for a new gym, like it was a completely innocent question. She told me without a second thought, naming the place and even mentioning the times he usually went, and then we smoothly transitioned onto another topic. She didn’t suspect a thing.

When I ended the call, I just sat there at my desk for a moment, staring at my phone, feeling a strange mixture of triumph, guilt, excitement, and disbelief at what I had just done. I had just deliberately found out where another woman’s ex-boyfriend went to the gym, and I was sitting in my office pretending that was a completely normal thing for a married woman to do.

The tension inside me had built to a point where I could hardly concentrate on anything. My mind was racing, my heart was beating faster than it should have been for someone just sitting at a desk answering emails. I stood up, told a colleague I was going to the bathroom, and walked down the corridor trying to look completely normal.

Inside the bathroom, I locked the door behind me and leaned back against it for a moment, closing my eyes and trying to calm down. But the thoughts were already there, the images, the curiosity, the excitement, all tangled together in a way that made it impossible to focus on anything else. I stood there for a long moment, breathing slowly, trying to steady myself, knowing that this strange obsession had now gone far beyond a silly thought at a party, and that whether I liked it or not, I was already far more involved in this situation than I had ever intended to be.

Soon it was Saturday morning. I had told my husband that I planned to go for a workout, do some shopping, and meet a friend for lunch. He stayed in bed, mumbling something about how he’d spend the day cutting the grass later, barely awake as I stood in the doorway for a moment watching him. There was a brief moment, standing there, where I almost told him the truth — not the full truth, because I didn’t even fully understand it myself, but at least that I was going to a different gym, that I didn’t really know why, that I just needed to get something out of my system. But of course I didn’t say any of that. I just smiled, said I wouldn’t be too long, and went downstairs.

As I got dressed, I was far more aware of what I was wearing than I normally would be for a trip to the gym. I slipped into my tightest form-fitting jeans, which hugged my hips and ended just below my belly button, and a snug T-shirt that stopped just above. I told myself it was just because I liked how I looked in those clothes, because they made me feel confident, because if I was going to a new gym I didn’t want to look like I didn’t belong there. But deep down, I knew I was dressing for the possibility of being seen. And I knew exactly who I wanted to see me.

On the drive there, my mind was in complete turmoil. Part of me kept repeating that this was ridiculous, that I was a married woman driving across town just to maybe see another man in a gym. Another part of me kept hearing that phrase again, like it had been etched into my brain months earlier and never faded: big where it counts. It would pop into my head at the strangest times, like a whisper I couldn’t silence. And every time it did, I felt that same mixture of curiosity and excitement that had started all of this in the first place.

Instead of heading to my usual gym, I drove to the gym where Lucy’s ex worked out. I felt a wicked thrill as I pulled into the car park, my heart racing with the realization that I didn’t even know his name. That fact alone should have been enough to make me turn around and go home. I didn’t know his last name, I didn’t know anything about him really, and yet here I was, sitting in my car outside his gym like some kind of stalker.

Obsession had definitely taken hold of me. There was no other way to describe it. Here I was, going to his gym on the off chance he’d be there, fully aware that the odds were slim. I didn’t even have a membership. I just sat there for a moment with my hands on the steering wheel, staring at the entrance, my heart beating much faster than it should have been for something as simple as walking into a gym.

Eventually, I forced myself to get out of the car and walk in. Upon arrival, I asked for a tour of the facilities, pretending I was considering joining. I tried to look interested in the equipment, the changing rooms, the classes, but in reality my eyes were constantly scanning the room, every treadmill, every weights bench, every mirror, hoping to catch a glimpse of him. But despite my efforts, he was nowhere to be found. I stalled as long as I could, asking countless questions, nodding, smiling, pretending to seriously consider membership, but he never appeared.

They pressed me to sign up for a membership, talking about joining fees and monthly rates, but I declined, unable to admit my true motives even to myself. I left the gym feeling strangely deflated, like I had built up this moment in my head and then nothing had happened at all.

As I walked a couple of blocks away, I began to reconsider. Maybe I should have signed up for a monthly membership. Maybe I was giving up too easily. If I joined, I could come back whenever I wanted. I could make it look completely normal. People join gyms all the time. There would be nothing suspicious about that.

And that was the moment it really hit me just how far this had gone. I suddenly realised I was standing on the pavement seriously considering paying money to join a gym I didn’t need, purely for the chance to see another man. That thought stopped me in my tracks. It dawned on me very clearly that I was teetering on the edge of infidelity. Nothing had happened yet, not really, but every step I was taking seemed to be leading me further down that path.

As I walked back towards the gym, a fierce internal debate raged inside me. Would I really be unfaithful if I just happened to meet him? If we just talked? If we just flirted a little? Where was the line exactly? Was I already crossing it just by being here? Each action seemed to open the door a little wider to something I had always believed I would never do.

A pang of guilt hit me when I thought about my husband at home, probably now actually cutting the grass like he said he would. He trusted me completely. He had no idea that I was standing outside a gym across town thinking about another man. But that guilt was mixed with something else — months of fixating on another man’s body, months of curiosity that hadn’t gone away no matter how much I tried to ignore it. I couldn’t see a way to stop thinking about him. The thought kept coming back, again and again, no matter how busy I was or how happy I was at home.

Then a thought crept into my mind, one that felt dangerous the moment it appeared. Maybe the only way to end this obsession was to indulge it, just once. Maybe I had built it up so much in my head that the reality could never live up to the fantasy. Maybe if I actually met him, talked to him, saw him properly, the mystery would disappear and I could go back to my normal life and never think about him again. Maybe I wouldn’t even like him. Maybe I’d find him arrogant or boring or completely unattractive once I actually spoke to him.

Standing at the gym entrance again, I hesitated, feeling a wave of shame wash over me. There was still no sign of him. I didn’t know when, or if, he’d ever be here. I didn’t even know his name. And yet, I was seriously considering spending money on a gym that wasn’t convenient for me, just for the hope of a single encounter.

Gym bag in hand, I took a deep breath and turned away from the gym. For the first time in months, I felt like I might be getting the upper hand on my fixation. I felt foolish, embarrassed even. Joining a gym I’d rarely use just to maybe see a man whose name I didn’t even know was absurd. Common sense had finally prevailed, and I walked away, feeling a small but genuine sense of victory over my own desires.

Filled with newfound resolve as I turned away from the gym, I felt a rare sense of accomplishment, like I had just stepped back from the edge of something I didn’t fully understand but knew could change everything. I actually felt lighter as I walked away, almost proud of myself. I told myself that this was it, that I had finally been sensible, that the whole thing had gone far enough and it was time to let it go. I decided I’d go shopping, maybe get a coffee somewhere, take my time before going home. After all, I had told my husband I’d be out for a while, and returning home too early would raise questions I didn’t want to answer.

I had just reached the corner near the gym car park when I saw him — and he saw me at exactly the same moment. It was one of those strange, perfectly timed moments where neither of you can pretend you didn’t see the other. We both slowed slightly, then smiled in recognition, and just like that, all of my newfound resolve disappeared as if it had never existed.

We greeted each other like long-lost friends, which in hindsight was ridiculous because we had barely spoken more than a few sentences to each other before. But there was an immediate familiarity in the way he smiled at me, in the way he stepped closer without hesitation. He placed his hands gently on my arms and gave me a peck on the cheek, and I could feel the warmth of his hands through my T-shirt. His eyes scanned me in a way that was obvious but not crude, appreciative rather than subtle, and I felt a flush spread across my chest and up into my face.

“Do you work out here too?” he asked, his voice warm and easy, like he was genuinely pleased to see me.

“It’s great to see you again,” I replied, trying to sound calm even though my heart was suddenly beating much faster than it had any right to. “I was just checking out the gym because a friend mentioned it. I heard about your breakup with Lucy.”

He nodded, and I thought I saw a flicker of relief cross his face at the mention of Lucy, like he was glad I already knew and he didn’t have to explain. “Yeah, it just wasn’t working out,” he said with a small shrug. Then he smiled again, looking at me in a way that made it very clear he was not upset about being single. “I hope you join though. It’d be great to work out together. Honestly, I didn’t think I’d see you again. Things were a bit awkward when I was with Lucy, but now I can tell you how great you look without worrying about what she’d think.”

There was something about the way he said it — confident, direct, but not arrogant — that made my stomach flip. I laughed slightly, partly because I didn’t know what else to do, partly because I was suddenly very aware of how close we were standing. I could smell his aftershave, see the faint line of sweat at the edge of his T-shirt collar like he had just finished a workout, and I had to stop myself from looking down, because I knew exactly what I would be looking for.

We stood there talking for a few minutes, just small talk really — work, the gym, mutual friends — but underneath the conversation there was something else, something unspoken that I could feel in the way he looked at me and the way I found myself holding his gaze for just a fraction longer than was necessary. I was very aware that I was a married woman standing on a street talking to another man and enjoying the attention far more than I should have been.

And as we stood there, listening to him talk, watching the way he smiled and the way he looked at me, I felt something settle inside me, a quiet but very clear realisation. All the months of thinking about him, imagining him, wondering what it would be like to talk to him properly, to be near him, to be looked at by him like this — all of it suddenly felt very real and very possible.

In that moment, I knew that if the opportunity ever presented itself, if the situation ever lined up just right, I would end up in bed with this man. And the most shocking part wasn’t that I realised it — it was that the thought didn’t horrify me as much as I always believed it would.

“Are you working out now?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady and casual, as if this was just a random encounter and not something I had spent months imagining.

“Yeah, I was about to,” he said, his gaze lingering on me in a way that made me very aware of my clothes, my body, the way I was standing. “Why don’t you join me? We could work out together and grab lunch afterward.”

My mind was racing. I knew I needed to make a decision quickly, and more importantly, I needed to make it sound natural, like I wasn’t rearranging my entire day just to spend time with him. “The gym isn’t really convenient for me,” I said, trying to sound relaxed and slightly apologetic. “But I’m free until about two. My hubby is out golfing with some buddies.” The lie came out so easily that it almost shocked me. I had never lied about something like that before, and yet the words just slipped out like I’d rehearsed them.

He took the bait immediately. “Great. Let’s hang out for a bit and then have lunch,” he said, smiling in a way that made it very clear he was pleased with how this was going. I agreed without hesitation, which in itself probably told him everything he needed to know. He asked me to wait while he deposited his gym bag in his locker, saying he’d work out later.

As I stood outside the gym waiting for him, I suddenly realised something that should have seemed absurd but somehow didn’t. I still didn’t know his name. To me, he had always just been Lucy’s boyfriend, then Lucy’s ex, then the man from the gym. In my head, he had become less of a person and more of an idea, a symbol of everything that had been swirling around in my mind for months. I hadn’t even clarified what he meant by “hanging out,” but deep down I knew exactly where this was probably heading, and the most shocking part was that I wasn’t trying to stop it anymore.

I caught my reflection in the gym window and gave myself a quick once-over, smoothing my hair slightly and adjusting my T-shirt. My tight jeans and snug top hugged my body in a way that suddenly felt very deliberate, and I felt a small thrill of anticipation run through me. This felt like a moment I had been slowly walking towards for months without ever fully admitting it to myself.

He was quick. When he came back out, he fell into step beside me as if we had known each other for years. As we started to walk, he briefly placed his hand on my back, guiding me slightly as we crossed the street, and then for just a moment his hand slid lower before moving away again. It was a fleeting touch, but it sent a small jolt through me, a sudden awareness of how close we were walking and how easily that casual contact could become something more.

We wandered aimlessly for a while, not really heading anywhere specific, just walking and talking. The conversation was mostly small talk — work, the gym, mutual friends, weekends — but there was an undercurrent to it, a kind of quiet flirtation that never quite crossed a line but definitely hovered near it. He mentioned that golfing wasn’t really his thing, then added with a smirk, “No way I’d spend half a day smacking a little ball on grass if I had a hot chick like you at home.”

I rolled my eyes slightly and laughed, but inside I could feel that comment land exactly the way he intended it to. He wasn’t being subtle. He was testing the waters, seeing how I reacted, seeing how far he could push things without me pulling away.

I knew his game, and the strange thing was, I wasn’t offended or uncomfortable. If anything, I was flattered, excited even. Even though we’d only been walking and talking for a few minutes, I could tell he was already trying to figure out whether I was the kind of woman who might go a little further than just lunch and conversation. And I also realised that I was probably giving off signals without even meaning to.

So I played along. “There’s no way I’m staying at home while he’s out playing,” I said with a small smile, trying to sound playful rather than serious.

He smiled back at me, clearly pleased with my response, and in that moment there was a quiet understanding between us that this was no longer just two people randomly running into each other outside a gym. Something else had started, something unspoken but very real, and we were both now walking forward as if we had silently agreed to see where it would lead.


Pause for Thought

A minute later, we stopped in front of a small, low-rise apartment building. Without him saying a word, I knew this was where he lived. He confirmed it a moment later. Showing no hesitation, I followed him inside.

Even as I stepped through the door, a sharp voice in my head screamed at me to stop. What the hell are you doing? You’re married. This is wrong. Turn around right now. My stomach twisted with guilt, but my feet kept moving forward, as if my body had already made the decision for me.

He held the door open for me, and as I walked past, his hand firmly planted itself on my ass, hooking a finger into the back pocket of my jeans. The possessive touch sent a jolt of heat straight through me. As the door closed behind us with a soft click, he pulled me into him and kissed me on the mouth. I kissed back eagerly, my lips parting to welcome his tongue before I could even think to resist.

This is cheating. This is actually cheating. The thought flashed through my mind like a warning siren, but it was already drowning under the rush of adrenaline and raw need. My hands rested on his waist as he pinned me against the door, his hands roaming greedily over my body. I had been fantasizing about his cock for so long — months of secret, shameful touches while my husband was just outside — that I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved my right hand to the front of his pants and grabbed at his bulge, feeling its impressive hardness through the fabric.

God, he really was big.

Lust overwhelmed me, crashing over my guilt like a wave. I didn’t just want to be satisfied by this man; I wanted to satisfy him too. I craved his release, wanted to feel him coming deep inside me. In that moment, any feelings for my husband were completely eclipsed by this desperate, animal need. I needed to mate with this stud. The thought horrified me even as it thrilled me.

You love your husband. You promised him everything. The voice was still there, weaker now, but I couldn’t stop. My body had taken over.

Our mouths remained interlocked as I continued to massage his bulge, squeezing and stroking him through his jeans. Breaking the kiss just long enough to breathe, I whispered against his lips, "You feel so big." I wanted him to know exactly how much I desired him — how completely he had taken over my mind.

"Undo my pants," he instructed, his voice husky with desire. "See what a treat you're in for."

I did as I was told, although I did something else that still shocks me to this day. I dropped to my knees right there in his hallway.

What the fuck am I doing? The thought hit me hard, sharp and humiliating. This was the same girl who had always refused to get on her knees for her husband because it felt degrading — too submissive, too slutty, something other women did, not me. And yet here I was, sinking down like a desperate little bitch, my heart pounding with a toxic mix of shame and unbearable excitement.

I knew this was wrong. I knew I was crossing a line I could never uncross. But the ache between my legs and the months of obsessive fantasies had completely taken over. My body was no longer listening to the part of me that loved my husband and wanted to stay loyal. That voice was still screaming somewhere in the back of my mind — Get up. Stop this. Go home right now — but it was faint, drowned out by raw, animal need.

With trembling hands I reached for his zipper, feeling the intense heat radiating from his body. I unzipped his fly, my palm pressing firmly against the thick hardness of his cock through the fabric. Then I unbuttoned his jeans. His erection immediately pushed his underwear into a blatant, obscene tent, confirming every filthy fantasy I’d had for months.

It was big — long and thick, even bigger than I had imagined. A fresh wave of shameful lust flooded through me. I wanted it more than anything. More than my pride. More than my marriage. More than the woman I used to be.

With trembling hands, I tugged at his underwear, slowly pulling the waistband down over the swollen head of his cock.

And there it was.

The moment it sprang free, my eyes widened and my breath caught sharply in my throat. Oh my God…

It was so much bigger than I had imagined — not just long, but obscenely thick. The shaft was heavy and veined, curving slightly upward, easily twice as thick as my husband’s. The head was broad and flared, a deep flushed color that made it look almost aggressive. It throbbed visibly with his heartbeat, pointing straight at my face like it had been waiting for me.

A fresh wave of shock rolled through me. This wasn’t just “big.” This was the kind of cock Lucy had been talking about that night at the party — the one that required “a bit of warming up” for a blowjob. The memory hit me like a slap. I suddenly understood exactly what she had meant, and the realization made my stomach tighten with nervous excitement.

How is that even going to fit in my mouth? The thought was humiliating and thrilling at the same time. I had always considered myself experienced enough, but this… this was on another level. My husband’s cock suddenly felt small and almost boyish in comparison. The contrast was stark, almost cruel.

I knelt there frozen for a second, staring openly, my face burning with embarrassment at how obviously awestruck I looked. Months of secret fantasies had not prepared me for the reality. This wasn’t some abstract idea anymore. This was real, heavy, intimidating… and I wanted it desperately.

The voice in my head that still belonged to the loyal wife whispered frantically, This is insane. You’re married. You shouldn’t even be looking at another man’s cock like this. But that voice was quickly drowned out by the wet heat pulsing between my legs and the overwhelming, almost worshipful urge to touch it, taste it, feel just how different it was.

I couldn’t stop staring.

I watched as a tiny bead of clear fluid slowly emerged, glistening at the tip of his thick cock. Without thinking, I leaned forward and licked it off with the flat of my tongue. The taste was salty, slightly musky… and strangely addictive.

A shiver ran through me. I had sucked cock plenty of times before — for my husband, for my ex-boyfriends — but it had always been something I did to please them, never something I genuinely craved. It was just part of sex. A chore with benefits. Yet right now, on my knees in a stranger’s hallway, I finally understood what some girls meant when they said they actually enjoyed it.

I took him into my mouth, stretching my lips wide around his girth. The sheer thickness made my jaw ache almost immediately, but instead of pulling back, I moaned softly around him. The feeling of fullness, the heavy weight of him on my tongue, the way his veins pulsed against my lips — it was intoxicating.

His hands gripped the back of my head firmly, holding me exactly where he wanted me. I didn’t resist. If anything, the dominant pressure only turned me on more. I wrapped my left arm around his strong leg for balance and used my right hand to gently tug and massage his heavy balls, feeling their weight and warmth.

This is so wrong, I thought, even as my head began to bob slowly up and down his thick shaft. I’m on my knees sucking another man’s cock while my husband is at home cutting the grass. The guilt flared hot and sharp… but it only made me wetter. I was completely lost in lust. This man — whose full name I still didn’t even know — owned me in that moment. My body, my mouth, my mind. He had effortlessly taken me from my husband, and the worst part was how little I cared right now.

As my head moved rhythmically, the taste of his pre-cum kept leaking onto my tongue, teasing my senses. He let out a low groan and chanted, “Yeah, suck it… that’s it,” his voice deep and steady, guiding me like I was made for this.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just performing. I was enjoying it. Really enjoying it. The submissive thrill of being on my knees, the stretch of my lips, the filthy sounds I was making, the way his thick cock filled my mouth so completely — it all combined into something raw and addictive. I wanted more. I wanted to make him feel good. I wanted to worship this cock that had haunted my fantasies for months.

After ten minutes of this, despite the firm pressure from his hands on the back of my head, I pulled away briefly to lick and suck on his big, heavy balls. I took each one into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them, lost in the filthy thrill of it. His magnificent cock hovered above my face, powerful, unlike anything I’d ever known, and I felt an overwhelming, almost desperate desire to have it inside me — right now. I looked up at him, my voice a hoarse whisper of pure need.

“I want your cock in me… please.”

He picked me up effortlessly and guided me into his bedroom. My heart was racing as he sat on the edge of the bed, eyes dark with lust, and commanded in that deep, authoritative voice:

“I want to see a married woman strip.”

I obliged, my fingers suddenly clumsy with nerves. I peeled off my shirt, then hooked my thumbs into my jeans and slid them down my hips. As the denim pooled at my ankles and I stepped out of them, a sudden wave of insecurity crashed over me.

Oh shit…

I hadn’t shaved my pussy properly in years. I was a married woman — comfortable, settled. Trimming was occasional, full shaving had stopped long ago. Now, standing in front of this gorgeous, gym-honed stranger, I was painfully aware of the soft, dark hair covering my mound and lips. It wasn’t wild, but it was definitely there. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. He’s going to think I’m sloppy… or inexperienced… or just a boring married housewife.

I hesitated for a split second, fighting the urge to cover myself with my hands, then hooked my thumbs into my panties and slowly slid them down too.

Andre’s gaze dropped between my legs. For a moment he just looked, then a slow, amused smile spread across his face.

“Well… I didn’t expect that,” he said, his voice low and husky, clearly surprised but not disgusted. His eyes lingered appreciatively on my hairy pussy. “But it looks good. Natural. Sexy as hell on a married woman.”

The comment sent a strange mix of relief and fresh shame flooding through me. Part of me wanted to die from embarrassment, but another part — the part that was dripping wet — loved how raw and filthy it felt to be exposed like this to him.

“Nice,” he added, his voice dropping even lower with approval as his eyes roamed over my body again.

He laid me on my back on the bed and kissed me deeply, his tongue claiming my mouth. My body was trembling with need.

"I need you to fuck me," I whispered urgently against his lips, my voice shaking. The words felt filthy coming from a married woman’s mouth, but I couldn’t hold them back.

He positioned himself between my legs, his thick cock poised right at my slick opening. The heavy head nudged against me, hot and insistent. But instead of pushing inside, he teased me cruelly — sliding the thick length back and forth along my clit, coating himself in my wetness.

I groaned in pure frustration and desperate desire, my hips bucking up involuntarily, trying to pull him in. Please… just fuck me already.

"Now, I want to see a married woman beg for it," he said, his voice low and dripping with dominance, a smug smile on his face.

The demand hit me like a slap. Shame burned through me — I was actually going to do this. But the ache was too much. My pride crumbled instantly.

"Please… fuck me," I begged, my voice breathy and broken. "I need your cock inside me. Please, Andre… I’m so wet for you. Fuck me like my husband never could."

The words tasted like betrayal, but saying them only made me wetter. He made me repeat it, louder, more desperate, until I was practically whimpering.

Only then did he slowly, deliberately press forward. I was so soaking wet that even his impressive girth slid in without real resistance, though I still felt every thick inch stretching me open in a way I had never experienced before. The fullness was overwhelming — tight, deep, perfect.

We fucked for half an hour, each thrust more powerful than the last. It felt incredible. He was a total stud, pounding me with raw athletic power while I lay there helplessly taking it. I was acutely aware of how much bigger his cock was than my husband’s — the way it filled me completely, hitting places I didn’t even know existed, creating a tighter, more intense friction with every stroke. It was so fulfilling it almost hurt.

His stamina was insane. He never slowed down, never lost rhythm. I whispered filthy, unfaithful words into his ear the whole time — words that left no doubt about who I belonged to in that moment:

"Your cock feels so much better than his… I’m yours right now… Fuck me harder than my husband ever could…"

They were the most disloyal words I had ever spoken, and each one made my guilt spike even as my pleasure skyrocketed. I came three times in that half hour — hard, shaking orgasms that ripped through me one after another. A feat I had never come close to achieving before, not in a full day with my husband, let alone in thirty minutes.

Now it was his turn.

"You're such a stud," I told him, my voice thick with lust. "I want your cum in me."

He grunted in response — a deep, primal sound that sent another shiver through me. "I'm going to really plant you now," he growled, his hips suddenly slamming into me with renewed, almost brutal vigor.

I reached down with my left hand, caressing his firm ass before sliding lower to gently squeeze his swelling balls. "I need your sperm now," I urged him desperately. "Fill me up… please."

That was all it took.

I felt him explode deep inside me, his thick cock pulsing as hot spurts of cum flooded my pussy. His grunts of pleasure were raw and animalistic, punctuated with several fervent “yeah… fuck yeah…” as he emptied himself. He had stretched me so much that when he finally withdrew, my body felt strangely empty and open, a weirdly satisfying ache lingering between my legs.

The smug, triumphant look on his face said everything. He hadn’t just fucked a girl — he had conquered her. And worse… I reveled in it. I realized then that I had been conquered long before we even had sex. It was the idea of his big cock that had ensnared me months ago, and now the reality had completely broken me.

He stayed buried inside me for a long moment, letting me feel every twitch and spurt, before slowly pulling out. A thick trickle of his cum immediately began to leak from me.

"Was it better than with your husband?" he asked, his voice dripping with arrogance and dark curiosity.

My chest was still heaving, my mind hazy with pleasure. I knew I should feel guilty. I knew the loyal wife inside me was screaming in horror. But the truth spilled out before I could stop it.

"I think you know the answer, stud," I replied, my voice sultry and satisfied.

"That's not good enough," he said, his eyes locking onto mine with intense command. "I want to hear you say it."

I swallowed hard, shame and arousal twisting together inside me. My voice came out soft but clear:

"It was better than the best my husband could ever give me. I've never needed to be fucked so badly in my life."

The words felt like the ultimate betrayal, and yet saying them out loud sent a fresh pulse of heat through my body. Andre smiled, clearly pleased with my surrender.

We kissed deeply, our mouths exploring each other with lazy, post-orgasm hunger. After a while he got up to wash up. When he returned, his semi-hard cock dangled heavily near my mouth, still glistening with our mixed juices.

Without even thinking, I shifted closer on the bed and pressed my lips to it, kissing the thick head softly, then running my tongue along the shaft in slow, reverent strokes. I was worshipping his cock — the very thing that had ruined me for my husband — and I couldn’t stop myself.

I started to suck his cock slowly, savoring every moment. This time I was hyper-aware of just how wide I had to stretch my mouth to take him. My jaw already ached from the sheer girth, but instead of pulling back, I moaned softly around his thickness. The heavy, veined shaft filled my mouth completely, pressing against my tongue and the roof of my mouth in a way my husband’s never had.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just giving head — I was worshipping. I took my time, sliding my lips up and down his length with slow, deliberate strokes, swirling my tongue around the swollen head on every upward pass. I could feel every ridge, every pulsing vein. The salty taste of his pre-cum kept leaking onto my tongue, and instead of being turned off by it, I found myself craving more.

After several long minutes, I pulled off with a wet pop and flipped onto my back on the bed. Andre moved closer, standing over me so his heavy cock and balls hung right above my face. I reached up, cradling his balls in my hand, feeling their impressive weight and warmth.

I began licking them reverently — long, slow laps with the flat of my tongue, then gently sucking one into my mouth, then the other. I massaged his thick shaft with my hand at the same time, stroking him steadily while my lips and tongue worked his balls. The musky, masculine scent of him filled my nose. I felt utterly slutty, completely submissive, and shamefully turned on by it.

God, what am I doing? The thought flickered through my mind. I’m a married woman… and I’m lying here sucking another man’s balls like I’m addicted to them.

But I didn’t stop. If anything, the guilt only made me more eager.

I continued sucking and licking his balls, feeling their texture, their fullness, until his breathing grew ragged and his thighs tensed.

“I’m close,” he choked out.

Quickly, I rolled onto my stomach and took the head of his cock back into my mouth, sucking hard while my hand pumped the thick shaft. His ability to stand there so long, so steady, surprised me. The men I’d been with before — including my husband — would have been shaking or sitting down by now. Not Andre. He stood like a conqueror, looking down at me with dark, possessive eyes.

He grunted again, his voice thick with urgency. “Suck it… Yeah… Suck it… I’m cumming.”

Four powerful, thick spurts erupted into my mouth, flooding my tongue with hot, salty cum. The taste hit me immediately — bitter, strong, overwhelming. I normally hated the taste of cum. I had always hated it. With my husband and my exes, I would pull away the second they started to finish, spitting it out or letting it land on my tits or stomach.

But this time… I didn’t pull away.

Even though the taste made my stomach twist, I kept sucking. I kept my lips sealed tightly around his pulsing cock, milking every drop as it shot across my tongue. I swallowed once, then again, forcing it down even as my eyes watered slightly from the intensity.

When was the last time I actually swallowed? The thought hit me suddenly, sharp and humiliating. At least two years ago… maybe longer. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had let a man finish in my mouth and actually swallowed his load. Yet here I was, on my knees — no, on my stomach — eagerly sucking down another man’s cum while my husband waited at home.

The realization should have filled me with disgust. Instead, it sent a fresh rush of shameful heat between my legs.

I continued to suck him gently as he finished, then slowly licked down the entire shaft, cleaning every inch. I gently squeezed his cock from base to tip, coaxing out one final thick drop of cum that had beaded at the slit. Making sure he was watching, I stuck out my tongue, showing him the pearly drop, and very slowly licked it up. I even swallowed that last bit with an audible gulp.

His eyes darkened with impressed, primal desire. A raw, animal connection sparked between us in that moment — something far deeper and dirtier than anything I had ever felt with my husband.

But the day wasn’t over.

Twenty minutes later, I had coaxed another thick, heavy erection from him with my eager mouth and hands. He flipped me onto my back and pushed back inside me with one smooth, possessive stroke. He moved with a relentless, almost punishing rhythm that left me breathless and moaning helplessly beneath him. Each powerful thrust drove deeper than the last, his hips slamming against me, his balls slapping wetly against my ass.

“I want to make sure you won’t be able to fuck your husband tonight,” he declared, his voice thick with arrogance and raw male pride. The words should have horrified me. Instead, they sent a wicked thrill racing through my body.

Strangely — dangerously — it turned me on even more. A dark fire ignited low in my belly. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, whispering back, “Then ruin me… make me too sore for him.”

He did exactly that.

We fucked hard and long, his athletic body dominating mine completely. By the time he finally came deep inside me again, my pussy was swollen, tender, and deliciously used. I could already feel the deep ache that would linger for hours.

Afterward, I dragged my thoroughly ravaged body out of his apartment on shaky legs. My thighs were sticky with our combined juices, my hair was wild, and every step reminded me of how thoroughly he had stretched and claimed me. I made my way back home to my husband, the stranger’s name still a complete mystery. That anonymity only made the whole experience feel even filthier and more exciting.

“I’ll call you,” he had said with that cocky smirk as I left. I didn’t push for his number. I just smiled and let the promise hang in the air like a dangerous, unspoken vow.

Interestingly, I felt almost no guilt on the drive home.

My life was unbelievably good. I was in a stable, happy marriage with a man I truly loved. I was still a very sexy, good-looking woman with a great body and enough freedom to do this without anyone ever knowing. The thrill of the forbidden — sneaking away, getting fucked senseless by a bigger, better cock — was a heady, addictive rush I already knew I would crave again.

Yes, I realized I was now an unfaithful wife. I was no longer the trustworthy woman I had always believed myself to be. That truth sat there in my mind, cold and clear.

But as I gripped the steering wheel, I told myself I wasn’t really hurting anyone. My husband was still getting the loving, attentive wife he’d always known. Nothing visible had changed for him. And after experiencing sex like this… I now understood that it could be this good. Mind-blowing. Addictive. Life-altering.

Size did matter. I had been lucky enough to discover it, and I wasn’t willing to pretend it didn’t anymore. This guy had a massive ego, but I was more than happy to stroke it — a man like him deserved it. I didn’t want to marry him or leave my husband. I just wanted to worship him as the superior stud he clearly was.

From my perspective, staying completely faithful after tasting something this intense suddenly felt… kind of stupid.


The Follow Up Call

Andre called me a couple of days after our tryst. His voice was smooth and enticing as he told me how much he wanted to see me again.

To my surprise, I felt almost no guilt about cheating on my husband. In fact, that same evening I had made love to him, and I enjoyed our intimacy as much as ever. I kissed him, touched him, and even came for him while the memory of Andre’s thick cock still lingered inside me. The two experiences felt strangely separate — one warm and loving, the other raw and addictive.

But there was something different about being with Andre. Something my husband simply couldn’t provide, no matter how much I loved him.

Andre was pure physical temptation — an irresistible mix of rugged good looks, confident dominance, and raw sexual prowess. His larger, more muscular body and the way he fucked me had awakened a primal, almost animalistic lust I had never felt before. Being with him made me feel liberated, shamelessly wanton… and like a complete slut. That self-indulgent depravity only intensified the pleasure, taking it to heights my husband could never reach.

I loved my husband dearly. That part hadn’t changed. But it didn’t stop the truth from staring me in the face: I craved Andre’s touch. I craved his thick cock. And I was quickly discovering that I lacked the willpower to resist it.

Despite my growing longing, I had no intention of abandoning my marriage for a mere fling. I wanted another encounter with Andre, but I was still unsure of his intentions. When I agreed to see him again, we quickly ran into the harsh reality of my married life. We both worked during the day, and in the evenings I barely had an hour and a half of freedom before I had to be back home. The next few weekends were completely booked with obligations.

Thankfully, I managed to carve out a small gap on the upcoming Saturday afternoon. I planned to tell my husband I was going for a workout and some shopping — excuses that had always worked before without suspicion.

But as fate would have it, when I casually mentioned my Saturday plans, my husband smiled and said he wanted to join me for the shopping afterward. I couldn’t refuse him without raising questions.

Frustration burned in my chest. I had already been fantasizing about a long, leisurely afternoon lost in pure debauchery with Andre — a much-needed escape. Instead, I was now forced to call Andre and break the bad news.

To my astonishment, he didn’t sound disappointed. Instead, he suggested I still come over. “Tell your husband you’ll meet him after your workout,” he said casually. “I’ll make sure you’re not too late. I can even drive you to wherever you need to meet him.”

I protested weakly that it wouldn’t give us enough time, but Andre reassured me in that confident, slightly arrogant tone that it would be fine. The thrill of his persistence, combined with the risk of sneaking around, sent a forbidden shiver down my spine.

Reluctantly — but with a rush of dark anticipation — I agreed.

That Saturday morning, I spent an inordinate amount of time in front of the mirror, carefully crafting a look I knew would drive Andre wild.

I chose a very short, tight denim mini skirt that barely covered the tops of my thighs and a snug pink tank top that clung to my breasts and hugged every curve. The outfit was blatantly sexual — the kind of thing I almost never wore anymore in my everyday married life. As I applied my makeup heavier than usual and let my long black hair fall loose and tousled, I kept catching my own eyes in the reflection.

What are you doing? a small voice whispered. You're dressing like a slut for another man while your husband is right downstairs.

My husband watched from the doorway, his eyes roaming appreciatively over my body, completely oblivious that none of this effort was for him. The contrast sent a strange thrill through me — warm affection for him mixed with a dark, secret excitement for what I was about to do.

When he stepped closer, clearly aroused by how I looked, and tried to pull me into his arms, I teasingly grabbed him between the legs through his pants and whispered playfully, “Tonight, if you’re good to me when we go shopping.”

I kissed him lightly on the lips, feeling a sharp twinge of excitement at the sheer duality of my desires. Here I was, promising my husband sex later while secretly preparing my body for another man’s cock.

It was astonishing, but despite knowing I was about to be unfaithful again — despite the fact that I was literally dressing up to get fucked by someone else — I felt almost no guilt. My mind and body were completely consumed with thoughts of Andre. The memory of his thick cock stretching me, the way he had made me beg, the orgasms that had wrecked me… it all played on repeat in my head.

As I left the house early, eager to maximize every possible minute with him, I made a mental note to be more discreet in the future. My husband hadn’t questioned why I was spending so much time on makeup and hair for a simple “workout,” but I couldn’t always rely on his sweet obliviousness. One day that luck might run out.

The bus ride felt interminably slow. I was acutely aware of how inappropriate my outfit was for public transportation — the short skirt riding up my thighs every time I shifted, men’s eyes lingering a little too long. But my thoughts were singularly, obsessively focused on Andre. The thirty-five-minute journey to his door felt like an eternity. My heart raced faster with every stop, my pussy already growing wet with anticipation.

When I finally arrived, Andre greeted me with a passionate embrace, pulling me tightly against his hard body. His lips found mine in a heated, hungry kiss that instantly made my knees weak.

Between desperate breaths, I confessed, “I’ve been thinking about this all week… I’m so desperate for you to take me.”

He led me straight to the couch, our passion igniting instantly. I reached for the front of his pants, my fingers trembling with raw need as I palmed his growing bulge.

“How badly do you want it?” he asked, his voice a perfect mix of dominance and dark desire.

“I have to have it,” I replied, my voice already trembling with anticipation. “Please…”

“I’ll give you the best fucking of your life,” he promised, his eyes locking onto mine. Then his tone shifted, becoming more commanding. “But you have to do exactly what I tell you.”

I let out a nervous little giggle, the thrill of submission sending shivers racing down my spine. “What do you have in mind?”

“First, promise me,” he demanded, his hand sliding slowly up my short denim skirt, fingers brushing teasingly against my inner thigh. There was no room for dissent in his tone.

I nodded quickly, my breath catching. “I promise.”

Andre’s eyes darkened with lust as he laid out his plan in a low, deliberate voice.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out… but when I cum, I want it in your mouth. And I want you to swallow every drop.”

I nodded eagerly, even though a flicker of nervousness ran through me. “I don’t have a problem with that.”

“Then I want to do it again,” he continued, his fingers now tracing the edge of my panties. “And again, you’ll swallow.”

“Yes,” I whispered, completely lost in the moment, my heart pounding. The words felt filthy and degrading, yet they only made me wetter.

A small, distant voice in the back of my mind whispered that I was agreeing to something dangerous — that I was letting this man turn me into his personal cumslut while my husband waited for me later. But that voice was drowned out by the throbbing need between my legs and the intoxicating thrill of total submission.

"And after that, without going to the bathroom or even drinking a glass of water, we'll get dressed. I'll drive you a couple of blocks from where you're meeting your husband, and you will walk up to him and give him a long, slow kiss on the mouth."

The words hit me like a slap. I was stunned, the full gravity of his request crashing over me instantly. One moment he would be pumping his thick load into my mouth, and the very next moment I would be kissing my husband — with another man’s cum still coating my tongue and throat.

“I… I can’t,” I protested weakly, my voice barely above a whisper.

Andre stood up without hesitation, pushed down his jeans, and let that exquisite, heavy bulge spring free. With a confident, almost cruel smirk, he looked down at me and said simply:

“Yes you can.”

I stared at his thick cock, already half-hard again, and felt my resistance crumble. My right hand moved instinctively, cupping and gently squeezing his heavy balls through the thin fabric of his underwear. I knew exactly what I was doing. I was agreeing. I was surrendering.

Andre clearly took a perverse pleasure in more than just bedding a hot girl — he loved that I was a hot taken girl. The idea of my husband unknowingly kissing a mouth still sticky with another man’s sperm obviously turned him on immensely. And, much to my own shock and shame, it turned me on too. The depravity of it sent a fresh rush of wetness between my legs.

He guided me to his bed. My tank top and bra were discarded somewhere in the hallway. My skimpy panties followed a moment later. We were both far too aroused for foreplay. He pushed my short skirt up around my waist, hooked his strong arms under my legs, and thrust into me with a single, forceful stroke.

It felt incredible.

For forty intense, sweaty minutes we rutted like wild animals. He stayed completely dominant, pounding me deep and hard, occasionally throwing my legs over his shoulders so he could drive even deeper. I could feel every thick inch of him reaching places my husband had never come close to touching. In that moment, with his powerful body moving above me, I knew with frightening clarity that I belonged to him — at least sexually, at least right now.

I lost count of the orgasms that tore through me, each one blending seamlessly into the next in one long, relentless wave of pleasure. The sex was exquisite, almost overwhelming. Every thrust reminded me how much better he felt, how much more he could give me.

Eventually, he withdrew from my pussy and moved up my body, straddling my chest. His thick, still-hard cock pressed insistently against my lips. There was no backing out now. No escape. I opened my mouth obediently and took him in.

Two minutes later he was cumming hard, flooding my mouth with an overwhelming, thick load of semen. The volume surprised me. I had to swallow repeatedly, gulping it down in heavy swallows just to keep up. He held the back of my head firmly, keeping his cock buried between my lips, making sure I drained every last drop.

He stayed relatively hard. Without giving me time to recover, he rolled me onto my stomach and mounted me from behind. The new angle made him feel even bigger. His muscular body allowed him to thrust with unrelenting, machine-like force, slamming into me again and again.

I went insane with lust.

He grabbed my breasts roughly, using them as handles to pull me back onto his cock with every powerful stroke. Between deep, punishing thrusts, his voice growled commands:

“Beg for it.”

I did, moaning and pleading without hesitation.

Then his tone turned darker.

“Call your husband a wimp.”

I lowered my head to the bed, suddenly conflicted. It was supposed to be just dirty talk… but the words felt heavy, cruel, and deeply wrong. Andre didn’t relent. With every brutal thrust he demanded it:

“Say it!”

“Say it!”

“Say it!”

His pace was relentless. My willpower drained away with every slam of his hips. A long, broken groan escaped me as I finally surrendered:

“My husband… is a wimp.”

The moment the words left my mouth, the biggest orgasm of my life crashed over me like a tidal wave. It was so intense it almost felt like I blacked out for a few seconds — pure white-hot ecstasy ripping through my body. My pussy clenched violently around his thick cock as I shook and cried out.

When I finally came back to my senses, Andre was still ramming into me without mercy. Without any further prompting, the words spilled out of me again, even filthier this time:

“My husband is such a wimp compared to you… You own me.”

That was all it took for him.

He withdrew suddenly, flipped me onto my back, and shoved his cock back into my mouth. I grasped his heavy balls as he thrust gently but firmly into my throat. This time his cum came in a long, continuous flow. When he finally finished, I kept my mouth open wide, showing him my cum-covered tongue like an obedient slut.

He rubbed his slick cock across my face, marking me, then pulled back and said simply, “It’s time.”

I knew exactly what he meant.

It was time to get dressed and go meet my husband. Time to fulfill the final, most depraved part of Andre’s command.

Twenty minutes later, I spotted my husband waiting for me on the corner. As I walked toward him, I could feel Andre’s eyes watching from somewhere nearby. I was certain my husband wouldn’t be able to taste anything specific, but I knew my breath wasn’t fresh at all — warm, thick, and still carrying the unmistakable scent of sex and cum.

For a brief moment I considered giving him just a quick peck. That was probably all he expected. But I knew Andre wanted a deep kiss… and after everything I had just done, I felt depraved enough to obey.

I approached my husband, pulled him close, and kissed him aggressively on the mouth, pushing my tongue deep between his lips. He seemed surprised, then pleased, kissing me back eagerly.

As our tongues tangled, the only word echoing loudly in my mind was “wimp.”

I didn’t want to think it.

But there was no use pretending it wasn’t there.


Admission

I admitted to myself that I felt sheepish, even a little embarrassed by how easily I had given in. But guilt — real, crushing guilt — never crossed my mind.

That realization should have scared me. I was actively cheating on my husband, driven entirely by an overwhelming, almost obsessive lust for another man — Andre. Everything about him turned me on: his chiseled body, his piercing eyes, the confident way he moved, and especially his impressive, lengthy erection that had completely ruined me for anyone else.

When it came to sex, my thoughts were now consumed by him. Though I had only been with him twice, he had already claimed me in a way that felt frighteningly complete. I felt sheepish because I was starting to worry I might actually be some kind of depraved sex fiend. How could I feel almost no guilt when I knew I should? I loved my husband dearly. I had no desire to hurt him. Yet here I was, risking everything we had built together.

I had kissed my husband passionately the same evening, only minutes after swallowing Andre’s thick load. Thankfully, he hadn’t noticed anything unusual. But deep down, a dark little part of me had almost felt disappointed that he hadn’t. The thought both horrified and excited me.

Andre had also coaxed me into calling my husband a “wimp” while he was fucking me senseless. I didn’t truly believe it — not completely — but the word kept gnawing at my conscience, repeating in my head at the strangest moments. Every time it surfaced, it sent a confusing mix of shame and forbidden arousal through me.

Later that same day, after my second intense tryst with Andre, I had sex with my husband. I would always love being intimate with him, but I couldn’t deny the truth anymore: it paled in comparison to what Andre could deliver. Some people might call it a self-fulfilling prophecy — that my growing lust for Andre made everything else feel lesser. Maybe that was partly true. But it didn’t matter. Sex was at least half psychological, and with Andre it was undeniably, overwhelmingly better.

And yes… his size played a major role. Size did matter.

-----

Andre called me again at work, and we spent twenty frustrating minutes trying to find even a small window of time when we could meet. Toward the end of the call, he bluntly told me what he wanted next:

“I want to fuck you in your own bed — the one you share with your husband.”

The words sent a sharp jolt through me. The thought of Andre taking me in the marital bed I shared with my husband seemed to excite him beyond measure. His voice grew thicker, more eager, as he described it.

I told him it was too risky. Way too risky. Although I wouldn’t dare take such a dangerous step, I couldn’t deny that I understood exactly why it turned him on so much. And worse — that understanding aroused me too. The idea of being the most unfaithful woman possible, of letting another man defile the most intimate space in my marriage, was intoxicatingly thrilling. It made my pulse race and my thighs press together under my desk.

He eventually agreed to meet at his place again, but only with a new condition.

“You’ll show up dressed like a hooker,” he said flatly. “And your husband has to see you leave the house looking like that.”

I protested immediately, insisting it wasn’t possible. “I can’t do that. He’ll get suspicious. It’s too obvious.”

But Andre wouldn’t back down. His voice turned cold and commanding. “If you don’t arrive dressed like a proper whore, I won’t let you in.” Then he abruptly hung up.

I sat there at my desk, staring at my phone in disbelief. What could I do?

I tried calling him back several times, but it went straight to his answering machine. Two days before our scheduled meeting, he left a short, firm message on my workplace voicemail, reiterating the condition without any softness.

I had three clear options:

I could refuse to show up and end the whole thing right there. I could take a chance and show up in something sexy, but not full “hooker” level. Or… I could obey him completely.

Deep down, I already knew I would choose one of the latter two. I couldn’t just write off this irresistible man. The pull was too strong, the craving too deep. Even as I told myself how reckless this was, a dark little thrill ran through me at the thought of dressing like a whore for him — and letting my husband see me leave the house that way.

The weekend morning finally arrived, and I still hadn’t made a firm decision about what I was going to wear for Andre. Part of me wanted to back out. The other part — the louder, wetter part — was already aching to obey him.

My husband suggested we go out for breakfast. I still hadn’t told him I had plans, and since I wasn’t meeting Andre until noon, I didn’t see it as a problem. At least not yet.

Then, an idea struck me.

Still in my pajamas, I nestled close to him on the bed, pressing my body against his. In a soft, sultry voice, I whispered that I was going to make this day very special for him. I teased him with the promise of wearing the short denim shorts he loved seeing me in around the house — the ones that barely covered my ass. I told him I’d wear them to breakfast, and that after my workout around lunchtime, I would make him a very happy man before dinner.

As I spoke, my hand slipped under the sheets and slowly stroked his cock, feeling it harden instantly under my fingers. His smile was wide and boyish, full of innocent excitement. He had no idea that my real plan for the day had nothing to do with making him happy later.

I dressed quickly, pairing the tight, faded denim shorts with a simple white T-shirt. The shorts rode high on my thighs and left a generous sliver of my butt cheeks exposed every time I moved. What my husband didn’t notice was the skimpy tank top and pair of slutty high heels I had quietly slipped into my gym bag.

My mind was already made up: Andre would see me dressed like a hooker today.

Walking into the breakfast restaurant felt completely surreal. The shorts were so short and tight that I could feel the cool air on the lower curve of my ass. My skimpy bra was clearly visible through the thin white fabric of the T-shirt. Men stared openly as we walked to our table. My husband noticed every glance and relished the attention, proudly assuming it was all because of how sexy his wife looked for him.

He would have been absolutely devastated if he knew the truth — that I had dressed this provocatively for another man.

Time crawled by painfully slowly. No matter how hard I tried to focus on my husband, my thoughts were completely fixated on Andre. Judge me if you will, but I’m being honest: my mind was consumed with dirty, vivid images of what he was going to do to me. I kept imagining myself on my knees in that hooker outfit, sucking his thick cock while dressed like the whore he wanted me to be.

Nothing — not the food, not the conversation, not even my husband’s obvious arousal — could distract me from the growing, throbbing desire between my legs.

Finally, I found myself alone in the car.

I pulled into the grocery store parking lot and drove around to the back, relieved to find it completely deserted. My heart was hammering as I quickly removed my innocent white T-shirt and slipped into the skimpy tank top I had hidden in my bag. It was tight, low-cut, and left very little to the imagination. I checked myself in the rearview mirror. With the tiny denim shorts and this top, I looked every bit the hot hooker I had been ordered to be.

The finishing touch was the bold red lipstick I carefully applied — a bright, slutty contrast against my long black hair. I slipped my high heels on and took one last deep breath. There was no turning back now.

Standing at Andre’s door dressed like this, the outfit completely changed the mood. I felt exposed, cheap, and overwhelmingly sexual. Heat pulsed between my legs as I waited, my nipples hard against the thin fabric.

When Andre finally opened the door, he froze for a long moment, his eyes slowly devouring every inch of me — from the high heels, up my bare legs, over the tiny shorts, and across my barely-covered tits. A hungry smile spread across his face.

Without saying a word, he reached out, grabbed my wrist, and dragged me inside.

All he said, in a low, rough voice, was “You whore,” before his lips crashed violently onto mine.

A minute later, still standing in the hallway, his strong hands gripped my shoulders and pushed me down to my knees. It was clear exactly what he wanted. And I was more than eager to oblige. My own desire was burning so intensely that I didn’t even hesitate.

I tugged his pants and briefs down in one motion, freeing his rigid, thick cock so it sprang out just inches from my lips. Every cell in my body hummed with filthy anticipation.

Wrapping my fingers around his heavy shaft, I gave it a few firm pumps, feeling it throb in my hand. A shiny bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip. I leaned forward eagerly and licked it up, savoring the salty, masculine taste. My tongue traced slow, wet circles around the swollen head, dipping into the slit to collect more of his leaking essence. Then I tilted his cock upward and trailed my tongue slowly down the entire length of his thick shaft until I reached his smooth, shaved balls.

He kept himself perfectly shaved, leaving the soft skin completely vulnerable to my mouth. I licked them reverently, then kissed them, before gently sucking each heavy ball into my mouth one at a time. I swirled my tongue around them with slow, deliberate care as he let out deep, guttural grunts of pleasure.

I felt utterly depraved — kneeling in a virtual stranger’s hallway, dressed like a cheap whore, worshipping his balls while my husband thought I was just working out. The shame only made me wetter.

After a few minutes of lavishing his smooth, heavy balls with attention, I noticed a thick bead of pre-cum trickling slowly down his shaft. A rush of delight surged through me. Without hesitation, I chased it with my tongue, licking every inch of the warm trail until I reached the swollen head again.

I took his cockhead into my mouth and moaned softly around it.

This was new.

I had sucked cock plenty of times before — for my husband, for previous boyfriends — but it had always felt like something I did for them. A way to please, to be a good girlfriend or wife. I never really understood when other girls said they loved giving head. To me, it had always been… fine. Sometimes tedious. Never something I craved.

But right now, on my knees in Andre’s hallway, dressed like a whore, I finally understood.

I loved it.

I loved the weight of his thick cock on my tongue. I loved how wide I had to stretch my lips just to fit him. I loved the way his veins pulsed against my mouth, the salty-musky taste of his pre-cum, the wet, obscene sounds I was making as I sucked him. Most of all, I loved how powerless and slutty it made me feel — kneeling submissively while a man I barely knew used my mouth.

I sucked him slowly at first, savoring every moment, letting my tongue swirl around the sensitive head before sliding further down his shaft. My saliva coated his impressive length, making every bob of my head smooth and slippery. I could taste his pre-cum constantly leaking, mixing with my spit, and the filthy flavor was driving me wild. It made me feel dirty in the best possible way.

I took as much of him as I could — about two-thirds of his thick cock — and began bobbing my head with a steady rhythm. My hand worked the base while my other hand gently massaged and squeezed his heavy balls, feeling them tighten under my touch.

He groaned deeply above me. “Fuck… you’re such a slut for cock.”

His words sent a shameful thrill through me. He was only partly right. I wasn’t a slut for every cock.

I was a slut for his cock.

The realization hit me hard. This wasn’t just about pleasing him anymore. This was about me. I was genuinely enjoying the act itself — the stretch in my jaw, the fullness in my mouth, the way I had to breathe carefully through my nose, the submissive position on my knees. Something inside me had unlocked. For the first time in my life, sucking cock felt powerful, addictive, and deeply arousing.

I pulled off for a moment, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening shaft. Then I dove back in with even more enthusiasm. I licked the tip again, worshipping the entire length with long, slow strokes of my tongue, before returning to his balls. I kissed them, sucked them gently into my mouth one by one, and swirled my tongue around the smooth skin while my hand continued stroking his wet cock.

I could have stayed there for hours.

The process repeated again and again — licking, sucking, worshipping, moaning around him like I couldn’t get enough. Every time he moaned or tightened his grip in my hair, it only made me wetter. I felt like I was discovering a new part of myself, a filthy, eager side I never knew existed.

Then, with a swift, almost impatient movement, Andre reached down, grabbed me under the arms, and picked me up. He dragged me toward the bedroom, my knees still weak from the intense worship I had just given him.

Aggressively, he stripped off my slutty outfit, practically tearing the tiny tank top and denim shorts from my body. My skimpy panties were the last to go. We were both completely naked within seconds.

Two seconds later, I was flat on my back on his bed, legs spread, heart racing, ready — no, desperate — to accept him.

Andre didn’t waste any time with gentle foreplay. He dove between my thighs and attached his mouth to my already soaking wet pussy like a man starved. He needed no warm-up. I was far too excited, my clit swollen and hypersensitive from all the earlier teasing and cock-worship.

I gasped sharply as his tongue attacked me. “Wait… slow down—” I tried to protest, my hands pushing weakly at his head. But he refused. He ignored me completely, sucking my clit hard between his lips, then trapping it gently between his teeth.

My hips bucked wildly, trying to escape the overwhelming intensity, but every time my ass hit the mattress, his mouth followed, relentless. A searing, almost violent orgasm ripped through me without warning. My back arched off the bed as I cried out, thighs trembling uncontrollably around his head. I kept bucking and squirming, but his strong hands pinned my hips down and his mouth stayed locked onto me, sucking and licking right through the peak.

The orgasm hadn’t even fully subsided when he slid two thick fingers deep inside me, curling them perfectly while his mouth continued its merciless assault on my clit. The combination was too much. I erupted a second time, even harder than the first. This orgasm was longer, deeper, and completely draining. My vision blurred. My legs shook violently. I felt like I was melting into the sheets.

Barely able to flex a single muscle, I lay there panting, limp and spent.

Andre moved up my body with predatory grace. He positioned himself between my trembling thighs, and with one powerful thrust, buried his thick cock deep inside me.

Even though I was dripping wet, he still felt amazingly, almost impossibly filling. The stretch was intense, bordering on overwhelming. I let out a long, broken moan as he bottomed out.

I had honestly thought that after those two mind-numbing orgasms, any further sexual feeling would be impossible — that my body would be too sensitive, too exhausted. But his cock reached places his fingers and tongue simply couldn’t. Every deep stroke hit a spot inside me that made my toes curl and fresh sparks of pleasure shoot through my exhausted body.

He felt so much bigger, so much deeper than my husband ever had. The fullness was perfect. Addictive.

Andre simply power-fucked me.

He drove into me with raw, athletic force — long, deep, punishing strokes that shook the entire bed. There was nothing gentle about it. This was pure dominance, his hips slamming against mine again and again. I wrapped my arms tightly around his broad back, nails digging into his skin as I begged him breathlessly.

“Please… don’t stop… keep fucking me just like that…”

A third orgasm exploded from deep within my body without warning. It was even stronger than the previous ones — a violent, shattering wave that made my vision go white and my pussy clamp down hard around his thick cock. My legs shook uncontrollably around his waist as I cried out, completely lost in pleasure.

When the orgasm finally began to fade, it cleared my mind for a moment. Through the haze, I realized it was now my turn to take care of him — to give him what he craved most.

In between involuntary grunts and moans caused by the relentless power of his thrusts, I started whispering filthy, submissive things right into his ear. I told him everything I knew he wanted to hear.

“Your cock feels so incredible… it’s so full, so powerful… it’s overwhelming me completely.”

I gasped as another hard thrust punched the air out of my lungs.

“You’re so much bigger than my husband… you stretch me in ways he never could. You make me feel truly owned.”

His eyes darkened with raw lust, and I could feel his cock twitch inside me. He was reveling in every word.

“Does it turn you on,” he growled, his voice thick with desire, “knowing you kissed your husband with another man’s sperm still in your mouth?”

My response came immediately, breathless and shameless:

“Yes…” I confessed, my voice trembling with excitement. “It turns me on so much.”

I wasn’t just saying these things to please him anymore. The words themselves set me on fire. Talking down on my husband like this — degrading the man I loved — was a forbidden, intoxicating thrill. Each degrading confession made my arousal spike higher.

The feeling of Andre’s larger, thicker, more potent cock pounding deep inside me was like a drug. The thrill of infidelity, of betraying my husband for this virile, dominant stud, drove me absolutely wild. In every way that mattered — physically, sexually, primitively — Andre completely surpassed my husband, who now paled pitifully in comparison.

I kept whispering, my voice breaking with every brutal thrust:

“You fuck me so much better than he ever has… I feel like such a slut for you… You own this pussy now…”

Before I could say another word, another orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, seizing me completely. It was so powerful that time seemed to blur and fold in on itself. For a few long, blissful seconds, reality slipped away entirely — there was nothing but white-hot pleasure and the relentless pounding of Andre’s thick cock.

I was dragged back to earth by the intense, unmistakable sensation of his cock swelling and spurting deep inside me. Warm, thick ropes of cum flooded my pussy, pulse after heavy pulse, filling me so completely that I could actually feel my belly tighten slightly from the sheer volume. In that moment, I felt strangely whole… utterly complete in a way I had never experienced with my husband.

We shared a deep, passionate kiss as he continued to thrust gently into me, his cock still firm and buried to the hilt. I could feel every twitch, every spurt of his seed settling deep inside my body — a warm, sticky, tangible reminder of our raw, forbidden connection.

“I’m going to fuck you again,” he murmured against my lips, his voice low and possessive. “So hard that you won’t be able to have sex with your ‘hubby’ for a week.”

A fleeting thought crossed my mind: I had promised my husband sex later that evening. The guilt should have hit me harder, but it didn’t. If anything, the idea that Andre might leave me too sore and stretched for my own husband only sent another dark thrill through me. If he could deliver on that promise… I was more than willing to take the risk.

I didn’t want to choose between them. Not really. But if it ever came down to it, I knew exactly where my loyalties now lay. Without a doubt, I would choose to be Andre’s toy — surrendering completely to his dominant, all-consuming desire. My husband’s gentle lovemaking suddenly felt distant and inadequate compared to this primal, overwhelming need.

After a few minutes of slow, deliberate thrusting — almost teasing — his cock grew fully hard once more inside me. Without warning, he began to pound into me with renewed, savage vigor.

We were entwined, our bodies locked together in a raw, intense rhythm. Skin slapped against skin. I was his — utterly and completely — in that moment.

He leaned down, his hot breath brushing my ear as he growled, “You’re my slut now. You have to obey me.”

I gasped, nodding frantically, my voice barely audible over the wet, obscene sound of our bodies colliding. “I will… I promise.”

Without missing a single brutal thrust, he delivered his next command, his voice low and dripping with dominance:

“When we’re done, you’re going to go straight home and make your husband eat out your pussy. That’s how a real slut treats her wimp husband.”

The sheer audacity of his demand sent a violent thrill racing through me. The image of my sweet, unsuspecting husband on his knees, licking Andre’s thick cum out of my freshly fucked pussy, was unbearably arousing. It was filthy. Degrading. Wrong on every level.

And it made me cum instantly.

A fourth orgasm surged through me without mercy, ripping a loud cry from my throat as my walls clenched and fluttered around his pounding cock.

“Tell me you’ll do it!” he ordered, his thrusts turning frantic and punishing. “Say it!”

I stayed silent at first, lost in the overwhelming sensation, my mind reeling. He didn’t like that.

He stopped suddenly, his thick cock buried to the hilt inside me. In one swift, powerful motion, he flipped me onto my stomach, never once pulling out. The new position pinned me helplessly beneath his muscular body. His cock felt even bigger this way, stretching me anew, filling me to the absolute brim.

Each forceful thrust now drew a helpless grunt from my lips. The angle amplified everything — pleasure and pain blending into one overwhelming storm.

Andre grabbed a fistful of my long black hair and yanked my head back sharply, arching my back.

“Say it, slut!” he snarled, his voice commanding and leaving absolutely no room for hesitation. “Tell me you’re going to make your husband lick out my cum!”

I knew that saying it and actually doing it were two very different things… but in that moment, rational thought had completely abandoned me. My willpower was gone. All that existed was his cock, his voice, and the burning need to submit.

The words tumbled desperately from my lips:

“I’ll do it… I’ll make him eat your cum out of me.”

The declaration seemed to push him over the edge.

His cock pulsed violently inside me, and he erupted with a deep, guttural groan, flooding my pussy with another massive load of hot seed. The feeling of him cumming so deep triggered my fifth orgasm of the day — the most intense one yet. My entire body convulsed beneath him, shaking uncontrollably as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through me. I was completely overwhelmed, consumed by the pleasure and the terrifying power he now held over me.

-------------

I got dressed quickly, my hands still shaking and my mind reeling from the intensity of everything that had just happened. My legs felt weak, my pussy tender and swollen from the relentless pounding Andre had given me.

In the washroom, I grabbed a wet towel and carefully passed it through my folds, trying to wipe away as much of the excess sperm as I could. It helped a little on the outside, but the deep, warm sensation of being filled with Andre’s cum lingered inside me — thick, sticky, and impossible to fully remove. Every step I took reminded me that I was still carrying another man’s load.

As I headed for the door, Andre called out from the bedroom, his voice casual but commanding:

“Don’t forget.”

Those two words echoed in my mind the entire way home, repeating like a dark mantra.

When I finally walked through the front door, my husband greeted me with a look of raw, undisguised sexual hunger. Given how slutty I still looked in the tiny skirt and tight tank top, it wasn’t a surprise at all. He drank in the sight of me like a man who had been waiting all day.

Despite my hurried cleanup, I could still feel the warm remnants of Andre’s cum deep inside me, slowly leaking out with every movement. But my husband was undeterred. If anything, my provocative outfit seemed to make him even more eager.

He didn’t waste any time. He dragged me straight to our bedroom, his hands already roaming over my body. We began making out hungrily, and our clothes were quickly discarded in a frantic pile on the floor.

When he tried to slide his fingers between my legs, I twisted away instinctively, a spike of nervousness shooting through me. What if he feels how wet and used I am? What if he notices something’s different?

But he was persistent. A moment later, his fingers found my pussy anyway. He groaned with approval and pronounced me “so fucking wet.”

Yeah, no kidding, I thought to myself, a dark little smile forming inside my head.

On the drive home I had already resolved to do it — to make him eat my pussy while it was still full of Andre’s cum. It was degrading to him. It was risky as hell. But the thrill of it, the sheer depravity, was far too intoxicating to resist.

Impulsively, I pushed him back onto the bed and straddled his waist. I lowered my dripping pussy onto his stomach, rubbing myself slowly back and forth, teasing him with how slick and swollen I was. The sensation of smearing another man’s cum across his skin sent a fresh wave of shameful excitement through me.

Unexpectedly, my husband wrapped his arms around my thighs and pulled me forward eagerly, guiding my pussy straight toward his mouth. He wanted it. He wanted to taste me right now.

There was no turning back.

With my legs on either side of his head, I slowly lowered my still-swollen, freshly-fucked pussy onto my husband’s waiting mouth.

The second his warm tongue made contact with my slick folds, a violent shiver ran through my entire body. I was still tender and raw from Andre’s thick cock, and the sensitivity made every lick feel electric. I could feel the warm, sticky remnants of Andre’s cum still deep inside me, slowly leaking out as my husband’s tongue probed eagerly between my lips.

Oh God… he’s tasting another man’s cum right now.

The thought was so filthy, so degrading, that it sent a rush of shameful heat straight to my core. I should have felt horrified. Instead, the depravity of it turned me on more than I ever could have imagined.

I began to grind myself against his mouth, slowly at first, then with growing urgency. I used his face shamelessly — rubbing my wet pussy over his lips, his tongue, even his nose — smearing the evidence of my afternoon with Andre all over him. His tongue pushed deeper, licking and sucking with genuine enthusiasm, completely unaware that he was cleaning up the thick loads another man had pumped into his wife.

Every wet, obscene sound he made only heightened my arousal. I was treating my own husband like a cleanup slut, using his mouth as a receptacle for another man’s seed, and the power I felt in that moment was intoxicating.

This is so wrong… He loves me. He trusts me. And here I am, sitting on his face with Andre’s cum still dripping out of me.

The guilt flickered in my chest, sharp and hot, but it only made everything more intense. The contrast was overwhelming — my gentle, loving husband beneath me, eagerly devouring what Andre had left behind. I couldn’t stop myself. I ground down harder, riding his tongue with slow, deliberate rolls of my hips.

Despite the mild soreness from being stretched and fucked so hard earlier, the sheer wickedness of the act pushed me closer and closer to the edge. My breathing grew ragged. My thighs began to tremble around his head.

A few moments later, my fifth orgasm of the day crashed over me without mercy. It wasn’t as violent as the ones Andre had given me, but it was deep and shuddering, drawn out by the forbidden thrill of what I was doing. I cried out loudly, grinding my pussy down hard against my husband’s mouth as wave after wave rolled through me, my body shaking uncontrollably.

When it finally began to subside, I stayed there for a long moment, panting, my slick folds still pressed against his lips. He pulled back just enough to catch his breath, his face glistening with a mixture of my juices and Andre’s cum. His eyes were wide with lust and surprise.

“Fuck… I’ve never seen you this turned on before,” he said, voice hoarse and amazed. “You’re absolutely soaked.”

I didn’t answer him. I couldn’t. My mind was still spinning with the dark realization of what I had just done — and how much I had loved it.

We fucked afterward, but I barely noticed.

He climbed on top of me and slid inside gently, the way he always did — caring, familiar, loving. But after the raw, brutal power of Andre’s thick cock, my husband felt small and almost insignificant. I went through the motions, moaning softly when I knew he expected it, wrapping my legs around him out of habit… but my mind kept drifting back to Andre.

The sex felt pleasant. Comfortable.

But it was nothing compared to the mind-shattering intensity I had experienced just hours earlier.


No Room For Negotiation

Andre had insisted. His desire to fuck me in the bed I shared with my husband was non-negotiable.

It had become painfully clear that a big part of what turned him on wasn’t just me — it was the ego-stroking thrill of stealing another man’s wife. He reveled in every act that would humiliate my husband if he ever found out. More provocatively, he didn’t just want to do those things himself. He wanted me to be the one who carried them out.

And I… I was completely consumed by lust for him.

It wasn’t only his large cock, though that was certainly a major part of it. It wasn’t freakishly huge, but it was undeniably impressive — long, thick, and perfectly shaped. Just the thought of it made me wet. Andre was also a handsome, confident stud who oozed raw masculinity. But if I was being honest, part of the thrill was knowing how much he wanted me to demean my husband. That dark desire of his fed something twisted inside me.

I was walking a razor-thin line.

My husband had already kissed my mouth shortly after I’d swallowed Andre’s cum. He had eagerly gone down on me after Andre had pumped two thick loads deep inside my pussy. So far, he remained blissfully ignorant, happily believing everything was normal in our marriage.

I felt like I was slowly unraveling.

I still thought I loved my husband. I still believed I did. But my overpowering, obsessive lust for Andre had become undeniable. I never once entertained the idea of leaving my husband for him. This wasn’t about romance or a new relationship. It was purely about the illicit thrill, the forbidden lust, the addictive rush of surrender.

Now Andre wanted to push me even further.

I tried to talk him out of it. I told him it was too dangerous, too reckless. But my resistance only seemed to spur him on. The more I pushed back, the more excited he became. He dismissed every objection with that arrogant smirk, his eyes gleaming with the promise of more depravity.

After some heated back-and-forth, he made his final decision.

“I’m coming over on Thursday at noon,” he said, his voice sharp and commanding. “You’d better be there, and you’d better be all slutted up for me.”

Then he hung up without waiting for my reply.

For the first time since this whole thing began, I seriously contemplated ending it.

The reality of what he was demanding hit me hard. Fucking me in our marital bed wasn’t just risky — it was potentially catastrophic. What if my husband came home early? What if a neighbor saw Andre walking up to our door? What if something went wrong and the truth came spilling out?

I understood why it aroused him so much… and to my own shame, it aroused me too. The idea of being the most unfaithful wife possible was darkly intoxicating.

That night I barely slept. I tossed and turned for hours, my mind spiraling with worst-case scenarios. It finally dawned on me just how dangerous a game I had been playing. I had willingly turned myself into a slut-wannabe — dressing provocatively, lying constantly, sneaking around, and letting another man push my boundaries further and further.

I was teetering right on the edge of disaster, risking everything I had built with my husband for a fleeting, addictive thrill.

By the time the first light of dawn crept through the curtains, I had made up my mind.

This had to stop.

The raw excitement of being dominated, the mind-blowing pleasure of Andre’s cock, the humiliating highs I’d been chasing — it had all clouded my judgment. I didn’t love Andre. I loved how he made me feel: wanted, owned, completely surrendered. It was a twisted form of worship, an addiction to the intense, primal connection we shared.

The thrill wasn’t worth the potential fallout.

It was time to reclaim my life and preserve the delicate, loving marriage I had been so close to shattering.

------

The next morning, I woke up with a gnawing sense of unease twisting in my stomach.

I had reached what seemed like a logical, responsible conclusion the night before — I needed to end things with Andre before everything spiraled completely out of control. Yet an unsettling shakiness clung to me, refusing to let go. It was almost amusing in a dark way. Throughout all my indiscretions so far, I had felt almost no guilt about cheating on my husband. I had kissed him passionately with the taste of another man’s cum still fresh on my tongue. I had let him go down on me, blissfully unaware that another man had already marked and filled me just hours earlier.

But now — even though I hadn’t taken any definitive steps to actually end things with Andre — a heavy wave of unease washed over me. It wasn’t quite guilt. It was something deeper. A quiet fear that I was losing control of myself.

As the day wore on, the feeling only grew stronger. I realized I needed clarity. I had to be absolutely certain I was making the right decision. So I devised a small plan to buy myself some time and space to think.

That evening, while my husband and I sat together in front of the television, I casually mentioned that I had a dentist appointment around lunchtime the next day. I assured him I’d be back by 3:30 at the latest. He nodded without suspicion, completely trusting as always. Deep down, I knew I probably wouldn’t change my mind about ending things with Andre… but I told myself I needed to confront my feelings head-on and make sure I was truly ready to let him go.

Later that night, as we watched TV, I couldn’t focus on the program at all. My mind kept drifting back to Andre — to the dangerous thrill of our encounters, the way he dominated me, the way his thick cock made me feel things my husband never could. The memories made my body warm and restless. Unable to sit still any longer, I excused myself and went upstairs.

In the quiet solitude of our bedroom, I opened my closet to pick out an outfit for work the next day. As I rummaged through the hangers, something caught my eye — a little denim mini-skirt I hadn’t worn in ages. It was short, tight, and undeniably sexy, a relic from a more adventurous version of myself.

That’s the kind of skirt Andre would like me in, I thought instantly.

The moment the thought entered my mind, a spark ignited deep in my belly. Desire surged through me like wildfire, hot and urgent, completely overwhelming the fragile resolve I had built the night before. My nipples hardened against my shirt. My pussy throbbed with sudden, undeniable need.

I was horny.

And I was horny for Andre.

All the logical arguments I had made to myself — the risks, the potential consequences, the love I still felt for my husband — suddenly felt distant and weak. My body was already betraying me, craving the very thing I had sworn I would give up.

-----

I arranged everything with careful precision.

Claiming I had a dentist appointment, I took the afternoon off work and raced home, my heart pounding the entire drive. The clock was ticking loudly in my head. I had just enough time to wash up quickly and get “dressed” exactly the way Andre had demanded.

I slipped into a pair of skimpy red panties that barely covered anything, then pulled on the matching red tank top that clung tightly to my breasts and left my midriff exposed. Completing the outfit, I squeezed into the tight denim mini-skirt I hadn’t worn in years. It was so short that bending over even slightly would reveal everything. I finished with a bold swipe of red lipstick, the bright color making me look every bit the whore Andre wanted.

As I stared at my reflection, a wild mix of nerves and raw anticipation electrified my veins. This was insane. My husband could come home early. A neighbor might see. But the danger only made me wetter.

Then I heard it — a firm knock on the door.

It was Andre.

Words were unnecessary.

The moment I opened the door, he stepped inside, his eyes raking over my slutty outfit with obvious approval. Without a single word, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me toward the couch with insistent urgency. Our lips crashed together in a frenzied French kiss, tongues battling, hands groping and grasping everywhere at once. His fingers immediately slid under my tiny skirt, roughly squeezing my ass. The thin denim offered no resistance to his aggressive touch.

Desperation clawed at me. I needed his cock more than air.

Between passionate, messy kisses, I frantically yanked his pants and underwear down. His thick, heavy cock sprang free, already rock-hard and throbbing. I didn’t even bother with more foreplay. I was soaked. I stripped off my tiny red panties in one quick motion, faced him, and straddled his lap.

In one smooth, hungry movement, I impaled myself on his throbbing shaft.

We both groaned loudly as he filled me completely. We moved with primal ferocity, lost in a maelstrom of pure lust. His powerful thrusts were relentless, like a high-performance engine roaring into overdrive — deep, hard, and merciless. This wasn’t sex. This was mating. Raw, animalistic, insatiable hunger driving every slam of his hips.

I rode him desperately on our living room couch, the same couch where my husband and I watched TV together. The thought flashed through my mind and only made me grind down harder.

Somehow, through the haze of lust, Andre managed to pause. His voice was thick with desire as he growled against my mouth:

“We’re finishing this in the bedroom.”

I was beyond argument, beyond rational thought. I dismounted on shaky legs, my pussy already aching from the stretch, and led him down the hallway to the bedroom I shared with my husband.

Clothes disappeared in a blur. My little hooker skirt landed in a crumpled heap on the bedroom floor. I sprawled in the center of the bed — our marital bed — legs spread, chest heaving, ready for him to mount me again.

But Andre had other plans.

With a mischievous, almost cruel glint in his eye, he looked down at me and asked, “Which pillow is your husband’s?”

The question hit me like ice water. Confused but too aroused to resist, I pointed to the one on the left — the pillow my husband rested his head on every single night.

Andre walked over without hesitation, grabbed the pillow, and dragged it to the edge of the bed. Standing tall beside it, he laid his long, hard cock right on top of the fabric. The shaft was still gleaming with my juices from earlier. The sight was utterly obscene — another man’s thick, wet cock resting possessively on my husband’s pillow.

A fresh, shameful wave of arousal flooded through me.

His voice was low and commanding. “Come closer and suck me off.”

He wanted me to suck him off with my head and his cock right on my husband’s pillow.

I hesitated for a split second. A flicker of real guilt cut through the haze of lust. This wasn’t just cheating anymore. This was deliberate desecration. This was marking my husband’s personal space with the evidence of my betrayal.

But Andre’s voice dropped into a deep, authoritative growl that left no room for refusal.

“Yeah… we’re going to make a little mess of your hubby’s pillow. And no — there’ll be no changing the pillowcase.”

The words sent a dark, electric thrill straight to my core. He was pushing my unfaithfulness to a new, provocative limit, and I couldn’t resist it. The idea of tainting the pillow my husband slept on every night with Andre’s cum and my saliva was unbearably filthy… and unbearably arousing.

I crawled closer on the bed, my breath coming hot and fast with anticipation. My tongue darted out, the tip gently grazing the slit of his cock. It twitched hard at the contact, leaking another bead of pre-cum. That small reaction only fueled my desire even more.

This was the object of my obsession.

I trailed my tongue slowly down the entire length of his thick shaft, maintaining constant, wet contact, savoring the salty, musky taste of his skin mixed with my own juices. When I reached his smooth, heavy balls, I lavished them with long, slow licks, kissing and sucking each one gently into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around them with deliberate care, feeling their weight, their warmth, their fullness.

Every lick, every suck felt like an act of worship — and an act of betrayal.

I was on my knees in my own marriage bed, worshipping another man’s cock and balls while deliberately defiling the pillow my husband would lay his head on tonight.

And I was dripping wet because of it.

Andre’s deep grunts of approval filled the quiet bedroom. “Slut,” he called me, his voice thick with lust.

The word stung like a slap, but I couldn’t deny its truth. I was his slut in that moment — entirely consumed by the desperate need to please him, to worship him, to earn his approval. His heavy, smooth balls seemed to hold a magnetic power over me. I worshipped them with zealous devotion, licking every inch, sucking each one gently into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them until my jaw began to ache from the effort.

I had never given this much attention to a man’s balls before. Not like this. Not with such hungry reverence.

My focus wavered when Andre’s voice cut through the haze.

“Check the tip of my cock.”

I turned my head slightly. A thick bead of semen was leaking from his slit, slowly dripping down onto my husband’s pillow. The sight was obscene — another man’s pre-cum staining the fabric my husband slept on every night.

“Lick the tip,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation. My tongue swirled around the slick, swollen head, collecting every drop of the warm fluid. The taste was strong, salty, masculine. I moaned softly as I cleaned him, my cheek now pressed against the pillow.

With my right cheek firmly against my husband’s pillow, I took Andre’s thick cock back into my mouth. He immediately began short, sharp thrusts, turning what had started as a loving blowjob into a full-blown face fuck. His strong hand gripped the back of my head, holding me exactly where he wanted me as he drove himself deeper between my lips.

The damp spot on the pillow grew larger beneath my cheek, the fabric growing warm and wet. Each thrust pushed more of my saliva and his pre-cum into the material. Every single movement was a humiliating reminder of my submission — I was literally marking my husband’s pillow with the evidence of my betrayal while sucking the cock that had claimed me.

Andre’s control over me felt complete. I had surrendered to the primal intensity of the moment, lost in the intoxicating, toxic blend of guilt and overwhelming pleasure.

But even this wasn’t enough for him.

After nearly fifteen relentless minutes of face-fucking me, he suddenly withdrew his cock from my mouth with a wet pop. Strings of saliva connected my lips to his glistening shaft.

“Roll onto your stomach,” he ordered.

I obeyed instantly. He lifted me effortlessly, repositioning me face-down on the bed with my pussy placed directly on top of my husband’s pillow. He pulled me to the very edge of the mattress, spreading my legs wide.

The realization hit me like a lightning bolt.

He was going to fuck me right on my husband’s pillow.

We were going to leave an undeniable, sticky mess — sweat, my juices, and his cum all soaked into the fabric my husband would lay his head on tonight. And I was going to allow it. More than allow it — I was aching for it.

My heart hammered wildly in my chest. Shame burned hot in my cheeks, but my pussy throbbed with fresh need. I arched my back slightly, offering myself to him completely, silently begging him to ruin the pillow… and ruin me along with it.

Andre wasted no time.

With a single, brutal thrust, he buried his entire thick cock inside me, stretching me open in one savage motion. Any last semblance of resistance I might have had vanished instantly. Even if my husband had walked through the bedroom door at that exact moment, I would have begged Andre to keep going — to keep fucking me right there in front of him. I was completely under his spell, lost in a fog of pure carnal need.

This wasn’t about love anymore. It was about possession. Raw, animal possession. Andre’s cock had become my first priority in life, eclipsing everything else — my marriage, my promises, my self-respect. Nothing was clearer to me than that in this moment.

And he knew exactly how to use it.

I had never been fucked so perfectly, so completely, as I was right then. His powerful, relentless thrusts hammered into me with machine-like precision, each one driving deeper than the last. The angle — my pussy pressed down onto my husband’s pillow — made every stroke feel even more obscene and overwhelming. My body responded helplessly, shaking and clenching around him as two shattering orgasms tore through me in quick succession. They left me breathless, gasping, my fingers clawing at the sheets while wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

In the throes of the second orgasm, I whispered hoarsely against the pillow, “Thank you… please… pump me fuller of your sperm than ever before.”

Andre let out a low, satisfied chuckle.

“So, you want to mess up hubby’s pillow?” he asked, though it wasn’t really a question. It was a dark statement of intent.

I grunted back a passionate, broken “Yes…” my voice muffled against the fabric.

That was all he needed.

I felt his powerful body tense above me, every muscle coiled tight with impending release. Then it happened — the intense, hot rush of his cum flooding deep inside me. Spurt after heavy spurt, thick and warm, filling me to overflowing. The sensation seemed to last forever. Andre was undeniably virile, and his climax felt endless, pulsing strongly as he emptied himself into my married pussy while it rested directly on my husband’s pillow.

The sheer volume was obscene. I could feel myself getting even wetter, fuller, messier. Every twitch of his cock sent another jet deep into me, marking me from the inside while the pillow beneath us absorbed the evidence of our betrayal.

By the time he finally finished, I was trembling, completely overwhelmed, my body limp and spent beneath his weight. The pillow was warm and damp beneath my hips — already ruined, just as he had wanted.

Several long moments passed before either of us could move. Andre had collapsed heavily on top of me, his chest pressed against my back, his thick cock still buried deep inside my pussy. He used his weight deliberately, grinding me slowly against the ruined pillow beneath us. The wet, sticky sounds of our combined juices squelching against the fabric were obscene.

The reality of what we had just done washed over me in a slow, heavy wave.

We had fucked on my husband’s pillow. We had soaked it with my arousal, our sweat, and now Andre’s cum. The evidence of our wild, forbidden passion was literally soaking into the very spot where my husband would lay his head tonight.

And yet… I couldn’t bring myself to care. Not really. The guilt was there, faint and distant, but it was drowned out by the dark, addictive thrill pulsing through my veins.

Finally, Andre shifted and rolled off me. I stayed face-down for a moment longer, catching my breath, before I pushed myself up on shaky arms to assess the aftermath of our fiery encounter.

The center of my husband’s pillow was in complete disarray — a damp, sticky testament to everything we had done. A large wet spot glistened in the middle, darkened with our mingled release. The fabric was visibly soiled.

Andre admired his handiwork with obvious pride. He took his still semi-hard cock in his hand and casually used the head to smear the messy mixture across a larger area of the pillow, as if he were painting a perverse masterpiece. The sight made my stomach twist with shame… and fresh arousal.

I knew the afternoon was far from over. Andre had never been one to settle for a single round.

“You are some whore,” he smirked, the taunt laced with twisted admiration. He sprawled lazily on his stomach across the bed, a perfect picture of masculine grace and dominance. “Here’s what I want you to do.”

His voice turned commanding as he outlined the rest of the day’s debauchery with calm, chilling precision.

He wanted me to go home and kiss my husband with my “spoiled” mouth. He wanted my husband to eat me out again — this time while I was still full of Andre’s cum. And he wanted me to leave this pillow exactly as it was: a ruinous, cum-stained mess.

I protested weakly, my voice hoarse. “He’ll notice… the pillow looks completely wrecked. He’ll know something’s wrong.”

Andre waved a hand dismissively, completely unbothered. “Use a hair dryer to dry it up. But no changing the pillowcase. I want it exactly like this when he lays his head on it tonight.”

I swallowed hard, the full weight of his demands settling over me.

But he wasn’t done.

“While I recuperate,” he continued, his tone low and insistent, “I want you to eat my ass out. Get your tongue in as far as it can go.”

I froze, stunned into silence.

I had never ventured so boldly before. Fingering a man’s ass during sex was one thing — something I had done once or twice out of curiosity — but actually tasting one? Putting my tongue there? That was completely uncharted territory.

Andre lay before me, his powerful, muscular body stretched out on the bed like a conqueror. His firm, sculpted ass — something I had secretly admired before — was now presented for an entirely new, humiliating purpose.

Sensing my hesitation, he let out a low, amused laugh.

“Don’t worry,” he assured me casually, “it’s clean.”

I felt an intoxicating sense of outrage at myself.

The acts I had already committed today — dressing like a whore, sneaking into another man’s bed, letting him fuck me on my husband’s pillow, begging for his cum — were the acts of a wild, wanton slut. There was no point in pretending otherwise anymore. There was no point in stopping now.

Deciding to fully embrace the audacity of the moment, I bowed my head and pressed my lips directly to Andre’s asshole.

No hesitation. No half-measures.

The moment my mouth made contact, a fresh wave of filthy excitement flooded through me. There was no strong taste — just clean skin and the faint, musky scent of his sweat. I let a generous amount of my spit drool out, letting it run down over his tight hole as a slick prelude to what was coming.

Gently at first, I pushed the tip of my tongue against the resistant ring of muscle. It was so tight. It took several patient, determined attempts before I felt any give at all. When the tip of my tongue finally slipped inside, just barely, Andre let out a deep, guttural groan of pleasure that vibrated through his body.

That sound did something dangerous to me.

As the minutes ticked by, I grew bolder. I kept my lips sealed firmly around his asshole, my tongue wriggling and probing deeper into the tight heat. I was tongue-fucking his ass — something I had never done for any man, not even my husband. The sheer depravity of the act made my own pussy throb with fresh arousal.

Reaching under my chin with one hand, I cupped and gently massaged his heavy balls, rolling them in my palm while my tongue continued its sinful work. Andre’s grunts grew louder, turning into low, primal moans — a raw symphony that rewarded my efforts and spurred me on.

My face was becoming a sticky, wet mess. Saliva dripped down my chin, mixing with the sweat on his skin. My nose was pressed against the base of his balls, breathing in his masculine scent with every breath. I felt completely degraded… and completely alive.

What have I become? a small voice whispered in the back of my mind. I’m rimming another man while my husband waits for me at home.

But that voice was faint, easily drowned out by the filthy thrill coursing through my body. I pushed my tongue deeper, fucking his ass with slow, deliberate strokes, lost in the submissive act of pleasing him in the most intimate, humiliating way possible.

It seemed like an eternity before Andre finally stirred. He rolled over onto his back, his thick cock now fully hard again and tantalizingly close to my flushed, messy face.

No words were needed.

I knew exactly what to do.

I gave Andre a long, slow, reverent blowjob.

This was no longer just foreplay or a way to please him. This was worship. His cock had become the sole object of my lust, the absolute focal point of my desire. I lavished every inch of it with devoted attention — kissing, licking, sucking, and savoring like it was the most precious thing I had ever touched.

I started with his heavy balls, cradling them gently in my hand while my tongue bathed them in long, wet strokes. I sucked each one into my mouth, rolling it carefully with my tongue, feeling their weight and warmth. Then I moved up to the thick shaft, tracing every bulging vein with the flat of my tongue, kissing and licking from base to tip with slow, deliberate devotion.

When I finally reached the swollen head, I swirled my tongue around it in lazy circles, dipping into the sensitive slit to collect the steady flow of pre-cum that kept leaking out. The salty, slightly bitter taste only made me moan softly around him. I took the head into my mouth and sucked gently, hollowing my cheeks, letting my lips stretch wide around his impressive girth.

I was completely lost in it. Every movement felt sacred and filthy at the same time. This was the cock that had ruined me for my husband. This was the cock I had fantasized about for months. And now I was on my knees in my own marital bedroom, worshipping it with my mouth like a devoted slut.

Eventually, Andre’s hands found the back of my head. His fingers threaded through my long black hair, asserting full control over the rhythm. I was no longer in charge. I was his fuck toy now, and things would go exactly his way.

He began to thrust into my mouth — short, deliberate strokes at first, then deeper and more demanding. Each stab pushed more of his thick cock past my lips, forcing me to relax my throat and breathe carefully through my nose. I swirled my tongue around him as best I could, cleaning every drop of pre-cum from the slit, coating him with my saliva until his entire length was slick and shiny.

The wet, obscene sounds of my mouth being used filled the room — soft gagging noises, slurping, moaning. My eyes watered slightly from the depth, but I didn’t pull away. I wanted this. I needed this.

I could sense his urgency building. The muscles in his thighs and stomach began to tighten. His breathing grew heavier. His grip on my hair tightened.

But instead of letting himself cum, he stopped abruptly. He pulled my head back, his cock slipping from my lips with a wet pop. Strings of saliva connected my mouth to his glistening shaft.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he said, his voice rough with lust, “but you’re not going to swallow. I want you to keep every drop in your mouth. Understand?”

I nodded obediently, my lips already tingling, my pussy throbbing with fresh need at the humiliating command.

The blowjob resumed immediately. This time his thrusts were deeper and more frantic, fucking my mouth with purpose. I kept my lips sealed tightly around him, my tongue working desperately to please him while I prepared myself for what was coming.

A couple of minutes later, Andre’s cock swelled against my tongue. He let out a deep, guttural groan as he erupted in my mouth.

The quantity surprised me. Thick, powerful spurts of hot cum flooded my tongue and the back of my throat — pulse after heavy pulse. I fought the instinct to swallow, holding it all in my mouth as he had ordered. The taste was strong, salty, slightly bitter, and overwhelming. My cheeks puffed slightly as I struggled to contain the load without letting any escape.

When he was completely finished, he held his cock in my mouth for a few extra seconds, making sure I had milked every last drop. Only then did he slowly pull out.

I kept my lips tightly closed, his warm cum pooling heavily on my tongue. I didn’t swallow. I didn’t dare.

I looked up at him, my eyes watery, my face flushed, mouth full of his seed… waiting for whatever came next.

He brought my husband’s pillow over and placed it directly in front of me on the bed.

“Spit it out on the pillow,” he ordered, his voice calm but brooking no argument.

I paused for a long moment, my mouth still full of his thick, warm cum. The sheer wickedness of what he was asking me to do hit me hard. This wasn’t just sex anymore. This was deliberate, calculated desecration. I was about to spit another man’s load onto the exact pillow my husband slept on every night.

A dark, intoxicating thrill raced through me.

Then I complied.

I opened my mouth and let the mixture of spit and cum slowly slide down my chin in thick, pearly strands. It dripped heavily onto the center of the pillow, joining the mess we had already made. I watched, mesmerized and horrified, as the viscous fluid soaked into the fabric, creating fresh dark stains right where my husband’s head would rest later.

Wave after wave of pure, desperate need to fuck crashed over me. My desire for Andre was at its absolute peak — an almost painful, addictive craving. To his visible surprise, I immediately leaned forward and took his cock back into my mouth, sucking hungrily, determined to keep him hard. I needed him again. I craved his cock like an addict craves their next fix. Nothing else in the world mattered.

Andre, ever the virile stud, responded quickly to my eager efforts. Within a minute, he was fully hard again.

He flipped me onto my hands and knees and mounted me from behind, his hands gripping my hips with possessive, bruising intensity. He slammed into me with one powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

It was easily the best fuck I had ever experienced.

Andre rutted on me like a wild animal — raw, primal, unrelenting. Each savage thrust drove us both closer to the edge in a perfect storm of lust and need. There was no tenderness, no mercy, just pure carnal dominance. I teetered dangerously on the edge of another orgasm, but it remained frustratingly out of reach, building higher and higher with every powerful slam of his hips.

I was transported to another world — a swirling, kaleidoscopic realm of overwhelming sensation where nothing existed except his thick cock stretching me open and the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against mine.

If my husband had walked in at that exact moment, I would have begged Andre to keep going. I wouldn’t have stopped. Nothing else mattered. Sex with Andre had become my only reality.

Despite the relentless pleasure, my orgasm still eluded me. Waves of ecstasy crashed over me again and again, but the final, shattering release stayed just beyond my grasp. I lost all sense of time and place, fully immersed in the vivid, dizzying world of pure animal sensation.

In that altered state, a profound realization washed over me:

I had completely surrendered to the sexual pleasure Andre provided. He possessed a raw, masculine power that owned me body and soul. It wasn’t merely a want or a need anymore — I had willingly given him my will entirely. He was in complete control, and I existed only to obey.

Andre was the victorious ram. He had fended off all other males — especially my husband — and claimed me as his rightful prize. With every deep, powerful thrust, he demonstrated exactly why he was the superior male. His big cock reached places my husband’s never could, fucking me with relentless precision and devastating force.

Finally, Andre bellowed like a beast in heat. His thrusts became erratic and savage as he came deep inside me, flooding my pussy with yet another heavy load of hot cum.

The sensation triggered my own orgasm instantly.

It hit me like a tidal wave — crushing, overwhelming, all-consuming. It ripped through every nerve in my body with such intensity that I literally lost consciousness for several seconds in a blinding burst of ultimate pleasure. My vision went white. My mind blanked. My entire body convulsed violently around his cock as the most powerful orgasm of my life tore me apart.

----

I awoke with a sudden start, disoriented and still tingling from the aftershocks of that shattering orgasm.

For a few confused seconds I didn’t know where I was. Then reality crashed back in. I was in my own bedroom. The clock on the nightstand read 3:47. Panic gripped me like a cold fist around my throat.

My husband would be home soon.

I sat up quickly, my body aching in the most delicious and shameful ways. I turned my head, searching for Andre, but he was already gone — vanished without a word, leaving me alone with the wreckage of what we had done.

As I shifted on the bed, I felt something strange and bulky between my legs. I reached down and froze.

Andre had stuffed part of the pillowcase — still warm and damp — deep into my vagina, pillow and all. The fabric was lodged inside me like a perverse plug, keeping his cum trapped where he had left it. The sensation was obscene, degrading, and strangely intimate. I could feel the sticky wetness of the material pressing against my inner walls.

A fresh wave of heat flooded through me despite the rising panic.

The pillow itself lay beside me, still a complete sticky mess — dark wet patches, dried cum, my juices, and saliva all mixed together in a blatant testament to our wild afternoon. A small, rational part of me screamed that I should change the pillowcase immediately, wash everything, and try to erase the evidence.

But a much larger, darker, more rebellious part of me was completely turned on by the idea of leaving it exactly as it was.

Following Andre’s explicit instructions, I dragged myself out of bed on shaky legs and retrieved the hairdryer from the bathroom. It took a full ten minutes of careful, methodical work — blowing hot air over every damp spot, watching the fabric slowly dry while the unmistakable smell of sex grew even stronger in the warm air.

When I finally finished, I lifted the pillow to my nose and inhaled deeply.

The scent was unmistakable and intense — a heavy, musky cocktail of sweat, cum, pussy, and raw fucking. There was no mistaking what had happened on this pillow. My husband would undoubtedly notice if he got close enough.

A fresh spike of panic mixed with dark excitement shot through me.

Then, an idea struck me.

----

I greeted my husband at the door wrapped in his favorite lingerie — the delicate black lace that clung to every curve of my body like a second skin. The glint in my eyes was unmistakable, a sultry promise of carnal desire. He drank in the sight of me, his face lighting up with surprised delight.

Little did he know, that hunger wasn’t for him at all.

Without saying a single word, I stepped forward, seized the front of his pants in a firm grip, and tugged him urgently toward our bedroom. My voice came out low and husky, thick with feigned desire:

“I need you right now. No foreplay. I’m desperate for a quick, hard release.”

His eyes widened with excitement. He mistook my urgency for insatiable lust aimed solely at him. How could he possibly know the truth?

Taking complete charge, I commanded him, “Take me from behind.”

Before he could even respond, I was already on the bed, sprawled on all fours. I deliberately positioned his pillow beneath my stomach, pressing my hips down so that the cum-stained fabric was trapped right under me. The plan was simple and wicked: we would fuck now, and any lingering scent or dampness would be blamed on our “frenzied lovemaking.” It would mask the evidence of my afternoon with Andre.

He didn’t hesitate. He climbed onto the bed behind me, his hands gripping my hips with familiar gentleness. Six months ago, I might have truly reveled in this moment — in his touch, in his love, in the comfort of our intimacy.

Now, his touch felt… empty.

Devoid of the raw power and masculine dominance I had come to crave. His cock slid into me easily — I was still slick and open from Andre — but it barely registered. There was no stretch, no overwhelming fullness, no sense of being claimed. I found myself feigning pleasure for the first time in our marriage, moaning softly at the right moments, pushing back against him with calculated enthusiasm, all while my mind replayed images of Andre’s thick cock pounding me senseless just hours earlier.

It worked. My false, breathy moans coaxed him closer and closer until he finally came with a shuddering groan, spilling inside me.

The ruse had succeeded.

As we later settled into bed, he pulled me close and nuzzled against the pillow with a satisfied sigh.

“God, this pillow smells like pure sex tonight,” he murmured, sounding proud and aroused by it. “You were incredible.”

I smiled wickedly in the darkness, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek.

“Sweet dreams, baby,” I whispered sweetly.

But inside, a cold, contemptuous thought echoed clearly:

Wimp.

Lying awake long after he had fallen asleep, the clarity of my situation finally hit me with brutal force.

My husband was a wimp.

Right under his nose, another man had claimed his wife — not through coercion, not through lies or manipulation, not by being more charming or attentive. Andre had simply embodied the raw masculinity, the sexual power, and the dominant energy that my husband fundamentally lacked.

And I had let it happen.

Worse… I had loved every second of it.


A Repeat Performance

Andre was coming over. Again.

I stood in front of the mirror, heart racing, already dressed in something far too provocative for a simple “afternoon at home.” Since our affair had begun, my lust had become almost uncontrollable — and every drop of it was aimed directly at Andre.

I had been a young married woman once, content and fulfilled. Now I was consumed by an insatiable hunger that only he could satisfy. Andre reveled in psychological domination, and for reasons I could barely understand, I craved it from him. His control wasn’t just physical — it was mental. He twisted my thoughts, my desires, and even the way I saw my own husband, all through my obsessive fixation on the overwhelming presence of his hard, thick cock.

My husband remained completely oblivious.

He had no idea that I dressed seductively for another man. He didn’t know I had confessed to Andre how much better he fucked me, how much bigger he felt, how completely he owned my body in ways my husband never could. He didn’t know I had called him a “wimp” while Andre was buried deep inside me. He had pleasured me orally just minutes after Andre had pumped load after load into my pussy, licking up another man’s cum without realizing it. He still slept every night on a pillow secretly stained with the remnants of Andre’s passion.

And he had no clue that he no longer satisfied me in the slightest.

Andre’s psychological grip had slowly extinguished any real physical desire I once felt for my husband. It hadn’t been my intention. I had never wanted to feel this way. But what started as a peculiar, shameful obsession with size had morphed into something far darker — the complete suppression of any genuine attraction I used to have for the man I married.

Andre was coming over.

He had warned me that tonight he would take things to the next level. The air in the house felt thick with anticipation and dread as I finished getting ready. I knew my boundaries were about to be pushed further than ever before. Part of me was terrified of what he might demand this time. Another part — the part that grew stronger every day — was already wet and throbbing at the mere thought of it.

I was no longer in control.

And the scariest part was how little I cared.

---

I slipped into a skimpy white bra that barely contained my breasts and a pair of barely-there bikini panties that disappeared between my ass cheeks. Then I squeezed into a pair of tight, faded jeans that hugged my hips and thighs like a second skin. The outfit was casual enough to pass as “just running errands,” but slutty enough to make Andre’s eyes darken the moment he saw me.

When I opened the door, our lips met in a hungry, desperate kiss before it had even fully closed behind him. His hands immediately gripped my ass possessively, squeezing hard as he pulled me against his body. My own hands roamed over his chest and shoulders while his tongue eagerly invaded my mouth, claiming me right there in the entryway.

Andre wasted no time.

“I want you on your knees with my cock in your mouth while I tell you what I have in mind,” he commanded, his voice already rough with lust.

We moved to the couch. I dropped to my knees eagerly, my hands shaking with anticipation as I tugged his pants and underwear down, freeing the thick, heavy cock I had been craving all day. He was already rock-hard, the object of my deepest, most shameful desires.

I started slowly, reverently. I kissed the swollen tip, then rubbed my soft lips all around the base before sliding down the shaft to focus on his smooth, heavy balls. Everything about Andre turned me on, but his balls held a special, almost hypnotic power over me — they felt like the very essence of his raw masculinity. I took my time, sucking each one gently into my mouth, flicking my tongue against them repeatedly, tugging lightly with my lips, coating them thoroughly with my warm saliva.

Ten full minutes passed before I finally moved up to his cock. I wrapped my lips around the rigid length and slowly took as much of him as I could manage, stretching my mouth wide around his impressive girth.

“Good girl,” he murmured, watching me intently from above. His praise sent a thrill straight to my core. His cock felt perfect — thick, veined, powerful. I wanted to show it, and him, every bit of respect and devotion I could give. I pulled back until my lips were just an inch from the tip, then squeezed his shaft and balls firmly with both hands until a fresh bead of pre-cum oozed out. I made sure he was watching as I leaned in and licked it up slowly, savoring the taste before sliding him back into my mouth.

Andre’s hands eventually clamped onto the back of my head — his silent signal that he wanted to take control and fuck my face. But first, he spoke.

“I want you to start telling your husband you’re thinking about fucking other men.”

I gasped and pulled back slightly, his cock slipping from my lips with a wet sound. “What?”

He didn’t let me pull away far. He pushed the head of his cock back against my lips, his voice calm but firm. “You suck, and I’ll talk.”

He guided my head back down onto him. I obeyed instantly, resuming the slow, wet bobbing of my head while he continued outlining his plan in that low, commanding tone.

“You’ll do it slowly, over time,” he said, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Start small. Tell him some guy made a move on you at work — grabbed your ass, whatever. Then tell him how construction workers whistled and called out to you. Make up whatever stories you want. Then grab him between the legs and ask if the fact that other men are noticing you turns him on.”

He paused, letting the words sink in as I continued sucking him obediently.

“You can suck and listen at the same time, you know,” he added with dark amusement.

I quickly resumed bobbing my head up and down his thick shaft, taking him as deep as I could while my mind raced with the implications of what he was asking me to do. The plan was insidious — a slow, deliberate corruption of my marriage through my own words and actions. And the worst part? Even as fear and shame flickered inside me, the idea made my pussy throb with fresh, shameful excitement.

“Make sure he’s hard when you tell him,” Andre continued, his voice a dark, velvet whisper. His grip on my hair tightened, holding me firmly in place as I kept sucking him. “Tell him it’s obvious that it turns him on. Act surprised — like you had no idea that other men noticing you would excite him. Then say you’ll have to start telling him every single time it happens from now on.”

A wicked thrill ran through me, straight to my core. The sheer manipulation in his plan was breathtaking. I was supposed to slowly rewire my husband’s sexuality, using my own body and words as the weapon.

Andre’s next words came slower, heavier, each one dripping with control:

“See how he reacts. Maybe he’ll admit it turns him on. Maybe he’ll ask for more stories. Feed him more. Keep going until you make him cum in his pants like a pathetic little boy.”

I flicked my tongue teasingly against the sensitive tip of his cock, tasting the first salty drops of his pre-cum. The electricity of his filthy instructions sent shivers racing down my spine. He was turning something as simple as talking to my husband into an act of slow, deliberate corruption — and it was taking my arousal to dangerous new heights.

“Tell him it turns you on to turn him on,” Andre went on, his hips giving a shallow thrust into my mouth. “So much so that you’ll start wearing sexier outfits during the day, just so you’ll have better stories to tell him about other men’s reactions. Say that even though you used to be annoyed by the attention, now that you know it excites him… you kind of like it.”

Andre’s plan was truly devilish. Calculated. Patient. And I was completely captivated by it.

“Keep up this theme regularly over the next couple of months,” he instructed, his voice low and commanding. “Several times a week if you can. Make it a regular part of your sex life with him. Turn every intimate moment into an opportunity to plant the idea deeper in his head.”

I moaned softly around his thick cock, the vibration traveling up his shaft. The more he spoke, the wetter I became. The thought of systematically conditioning my husband — feeding him fabricated stories of other men wanting me, training him to get hard at the idea of me being desired, slowly turning him into a willing participant in my infidelity — was both terrifying and unbearably arousing.

I was no longer just cheating.

I was being trained to corrupt my own marriage from the inside.

And the worst part? I couldn’t wait to begin.

It wasn’t long before I could feel the steady flow of his pre-cum coating my tongue. I swirled it slowly around the sensitive head of his cock, savoring the salty taste while my own arousal continued to mount with every filthy word he spoke. He was taking control of me, my marriage, and my deepest desires in ways I had never imagined possible.

“And play the part,” he continued, his voice low and commanding, each syllable measured and deliberate. “Let him know you’re dressing sexier when you’re not with him, but tell him it’s just because it turns him on. Say it’s because he gets excited by the attention you’re getting from other men.”

His words were intoxicating. I was utterly under his spell, sucking him obediently while he rewrote the rules of my marriage.

“Then take it to the next level,” he went on, his grip tightening slightly in my hair. “Tell him some guy kissed you at an office Christmas party, and you were so surprised it took you a couple of seconds to break the kiss. Tell him some guy at the gym asked you out and kept persisting even after you told him you were married. Tell him about some raunchy comment a guy made about how good your ass looks in those jeans. Just make it up — the more vivid, the better.”

He paused, letting the instructions sink in as I continued bobbing slowly on his thick cock.

“Let him ‘know’ you were wearing a flirty little black dress when that guy kissed you. Tell him you had on your tiny black spandex shorts at the gym, the ones that ride up your ass. Tell him you were in your tightest jeans and a cropped top when the guy made that raunchy comment about wanting to bend you over.”

Andre’s voice was dark, smooth, and utterly commanding. My mind spun with the explicit scenarios he was weaving, each one more dangerous than the last. I could already picture myself feeding these lies to my husband while stroking his cock, watching his reaction, training him to associate my “adventures” with his own arousal.

“Keep it going,” he continued, his hips giving a shallow thrust into my mouth. “Tell him some guy pressed the front of his pants against your ass in the elevator at work, and you could feel his bulge. Say a guy put his hand on your thigh while you were standing on the bus, and you pretended not to notice. Make him feel like other men are constantly trying to take what’s his.”

I felt a shiver run through me — a potent mix of arousal and guilt. The guilt was still there, sharp and real, whispering that this was wrong, that I was corrupting the man I was supposed to love and protect. But that guilt was rapidly being overpowered by the intense, addictive desire Andre was stoking inside me.

The more he spoke, the wetter I became. The thought of slowly turning my husband into a willing cuckold — feeding him stories, training his cock to respond to my infidelity, making him hard at the idea of other men wanting me — was both terrifying and unbearably exciting.

I moaned softly around Andre’s cock, the vibration traveling up his shaft as I surrendered even deeper to his control.

“And don’t forget to tell him how turned on you are by all this,” Andre continued, his voice low and deliberate, each word measured for maximum effect. “Always frame it as being because of how turned on he gets. Only tell him these things when you’re grabbing at his cock. Always make sure he’s rock hard when the stories come out. Even if they don’t do anything for him at first, like Pavlov’s dogs, he’ll eventually start associating those stories with getting aroused. You’re going to convert him into more of a wimp than he already is.”

A fleeting sense of loyalty to my husband flickered inside me — a last, desperate protest against Andre’s complete takeover of my mind and marriage. For a split second, I wanted to pull off his cock and tell him this had gone too far.

But before I could form the words, Andre tightened his grip on the back of my head, holding me firmly in place. Moments later, he started pumping my mouth with deep, urgent thrusts.

Any thoughts of loyalty evaporated instantly.

This man — no, this man’s cock — owned me completely. I was here to satisfy it, to worship it, to obey it. Nothing else mattered.

I continued to finish him off slowly and lovingly, keeping him sealed in my warm mouth. The tip of my tongue pressed firmly against the head of his cock while my fingers squeezed and milked his heavy balls, drawing out every last drop of his thick cum. Andre grunted in deep satisfaction, the sound vibrating through me and sending another wave of submissive pleasure straight to my core. It reinforced everything: my complete and total surrender to him.

He finally pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop and rubbed the slick, spent shaft across my face, deliberately smearing the remnants of his cum and my saliva over my cheeks and lips like a mark of ownership. Then he continued issuing his orders, each word dripping with calm, absolute dominance.

“It will be time eventually to take it to the next stage,” he said, his voice firm and confident. “Go to an office party, or go out with the girls one night. Tell him how you went to a bar and guys were trying to get you onto the dance floor all night. Tell him how one guy succeeded. Tell him that when a slow song started, you wanted to get off the floor, but he put his arms around you and insisted you stay. Tell him how the guy pressed his body against yours the whole time… and that thinking about it turned you on.”

His eyes bored into mine, dark and unyielding, as he continued painting the picture.

“You’ll be making the switch now, you see. Before, what turned you on was turning him on. Now, what’s turning you on is the other guy. You’ll keep telling the stories, but you’ll gradually shift the focus. Make it about you enjoying the attention. Make it about you getting wet from other men wanting you.”

I stayed on my knees, lips swollen, face messy with his cum, listening to every word as he reshaped my future with my husband. The plan was brilliant in its cruelty — slow, patient, and devastating. Andre wasn’t just fucking me. He was systematically turning me into the instrument of my own marriage’s corruption.

And the most terrifying part?

I was hanging on every single word.

Andre’s plan was as intoxicating as it was elaborate. His voice remained low and hypnotic, each instruction delivered with calm precision, as if he were laying out the blueprint for my future.

“You’ll tell him you liked the fact that some guy grabbed your ass. You’ll tell him you liked the attention. You’ll tell him you liked being asked out by other guys. You’ll tell him you like dressing sexy so other men will notice you. But you won’t frame it as something you do only because it turns him on. No — you’ll tell him you like these things because other men are turning you on.”

I could feel the power of his words wrapping around my mind like invisible chains, slowly bending my will to his. Every sentence sank deeper, reshaping how I would speak to my husband, how I would behave, and how I would gradually erode the foundations of my marriage.

“Always remark on how turned on he gets whenever you flirt with other men,” Andre continued, his fingers still tangled possessively in my hair. “Masturbate him every single time you tell him a new story. The positive reinforcement will work beautifully on him. He’ll begin to think he actually likes the idea of you flirting with other men. Even if his mind feels threatened at first, his cock will win every time. In the end, he’ll be the one encouraging you to continue.”

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear, his voice dropping to a hypnotic whisper that sent fresh shivers racing down my spine.

“Now let’s give you a timetable — six months maximum. No later than six months from today, I want you to have told him you’ve been thinking about sex with another man… or other men. Tell him the idea really turns you on. Tell him you want to do it. And tell him you know it will turn him on too.”

I shivered violently, a potent mixture of anticipation and dread flooding my body. Andre wasn’t simply having an affair with me. He was systematically reshaping my entire relationship with my husband, turning me into the architect of my own marriage’s destruction. And there was no turning back.

“You can move as fast as you want, or take the full six months,” he said, almost casually. “But your ultimate goal is to convince him to let you fuck another man.”

His eyes locked onto mine with dark, unyielding intensity.

“And that other man will be me — even though he won’t know it.”

His words hung heavy in the air, thick with the promise of forbidden excitement and total corruption. I was entirely in his thrall, ready to execute his every command. My loyalty to my husband — the man I had once promised to love and cherish — shattered completely under the crushing weight of my desire for Andre’s dominance.

At that moment, kneeling before him with his taste still lingering on my tongue, I understood the terrifying truth:

I wasn’t just unfaithful anymore.

I was willingly becoming the tool that would cuckold my own husband.

And deep down, I couldn’t wait to begin.

-----

I considered what he said for a few long moments, my mind spinning as I weighed the possibilities and the very real risks. The idea of slowly conditioning my husband felt both exhilarating and terrifying. Finally, I looked up at him, still on my knees, and asked hesitantly:

“What if things don’t go according to plan? What if he can’t be convinced? What if, early on, he tells me to stop talking about other guys?”

Andre looked down at me with a mischievous, almost predatory grin.

“That will be your problem,” he replied smoothly. “You just better make sure he’s so turned on that your hand wrapped around the front of his pants is doing such a good job that he won’t have the guts to tell you to stop.”

He paused, then leaned in closer, his semi-erect cock brushing against my lips as he added darkly:

“And if you don’t succeed… you don’t get this.”

The threat landed with perfect precision. The idea of being denied Andre’s cock sent a jolt of panic and desperate need through me. Before I could respond, he reached down, lifted me off my knees with effortless strength, and took my hand. He guided me straight to the marital bedroom — the bed I shared with my husband.

Every atom in my body tingled with wicked anticipation. I was ready for the intense, overwhelming passion I was about to receive.

He took me in the missionary position, sliding deep inside me in one smooth, claiming thrust. We became one instantly. Within the first minute, an earth-shattering orgasm surged through me, ripping a loud cry from my throat. For the next forty-five minutes, Andre absolutely rocked my world.

I craved him inside me. I wanted his cum flooding me. At times, in the heat of the moment, I even wanted him to impregnate me. My hands roamed greedily over his muscular back and shoulders as I welcomed every deep, powerful thrust. He fucked me with a rhythm that was both relentless and perfectly controlled, hitting spots my husband had never reached.

At one point, while still buried deep inside me, Andre managed to find his voice. Between heavy thrusts, he growled:

“Tell me you’re going to do it.”

I surrendered completely to his command, my voice breaking with pleasure.

“I’ll do it… I’ll tell him. I’ll turn him into a wimp for you.”

I knew I would. There was no doubt left in my mind. This wasn’t just a pleasure fuck anymore.

This was mating.

My husband came home that evening none the wiser.

I hadn’t told him I had taken a half-day off. I had an excuse ready if he asked — something about a sudden dentist appointment running long — but he never called. He usually left a message on my cell if he couldn’t reach me, and today the phone had stayed silent.

I had already changed into something carefully chosen: a short black skirt that showed off my legs and a soft pink blouse that was sheer enough to faintly reveal the white lace bra underneath, especially since I wasn’t wearing a jacket. I had undone an extra button, letting the neckline dip just low enough to be suggestive without being obvious. Beneath the skirt, I wore a skimpy white bikini bottom that still felt slightly damp from the afternoon.

We sat down together on the couch. I gave him a slow, sexy kiss, letting my tongue tease his for a moment before pulling back with a playful smile.

“I had quite the adventure today,” I began, my voice light and teasing as I slid my hand down to the front of his pants. He stiffened immediately under my touch, getting hard within seconds.

I kept my tone casual, almost innocent, while my fingers gently stroked him through his trousers.

“A guy named Rick from the filing warehouse came up behind me while I was putting some files away. He put his arm around my waist, pulled me close, and… to my surprise, he kissed me right on the mouth.”

My husband’s breathing hitched. I continued stroking him slowly, feeling him throb against my palm.

“I was so taken aback it took me a few seconds to react. When I finally pushed him away, I reminded him I’m married. But he just smiled at me… and then he kissed me again. Harder this time. I managed to pull away eventually, but not before he grabbed my ass with both hands.”

My husband’s cock twitched hard in my grip. He muttered under his breath, “What a bastard…”

I smiled wickedly, leaning in closer so my breath brushed his ear.

“It seems, though… it turned you on.”

I gave his erection a firm, deliberate squeeze.

He didn’t deny it. His breathing had grown heavier, his hips shifting slightly under my hand. I could see the future unfolding before us — clear, inevitable, and dangerously exciting.

This was only the beginning.


The Time For Action

I arrived home from work on Friday, a day I knew would be unforgettable.

For three long months, I had meticulously worked toward this moment — planting seeds, watering them, watching them take root. Tonight, my husband and I were about to cross a boundary from which there would be no return.

It had started subtly. Over those three months, I had carefully nurtured the idea in his mind that he was aroused by the attention I received from other men. I told him stories of comments, wolf whistles, ass-pinching, and guys making bold moves on me. Every time, I made sure to notice — and point out — how turned on he seemed while listening.

He grew more comfortable with the stories week by week. What had once made him tense or jealous slowly became part of our sexual routine. A year ago, I might have given him a hand job two or three times in a whole year. Now, I was giving him hand jobs two or three times a week — each one accompanied by a new, carefully crafted story. Almost all of them were completely fabricated. He believed every single word.

We still had sex occasionally, but it had become mechanical for me. Real sex — the kind that left me shaking and satisfied — was what I had with Andre.

As I pleasured my husband, stroking him slowly while he lay back on the couch or bed, I would weave vivid tales: a manager at work grabbing my ass in the copy room, a stranger at the gym asking for my number, a construction worker catcalling me with filthy compliments. I always timed the stories so they peaked when he was closest to the edge. I made sure he associated his pleasure directly with the idea of me arousing other men.

This was exactly what Andre wanted.

It wasn’t enough for Andre to simply have a young, attractive girl in his bed. It wasn’t enough that the girl was married and willing to do anything to please him. For Andre, sex was about conquest. And the ultimate conquest wasn’t just claiming the wife — it was conquering the husband.

He didn’t want to steal me away in secret. He wanted the other man to know it was happening. He wanted my husband to feel powerless to stop it. Most of all, he wanted my husband to eventually acquiesce to it — to accept it, even get hard from it.

That, for Andre, was the true victory: taking another man’s most prized possession and making that man submit to the theft.

And I was the instrument of that victory.

As I sat there on Friday evening, dressed for what was about to happen, I felt the full weight of how far I had already come. My husband still believed we were happily married. He still believed the stories were harmless fantasy.

He had no idea how close we were to the point of no return.

When pushing someone’s boundaries, the key to success is to proceed slowly, allowing new ideas to take root and flourish naturally.

The stories I had been spinning for my husband so far had revolved around other men expressing interest in me — and my role in those tales had remained mostly passive. I was the innocent, beautiful wife who simply happened to attract attention. But it was time for a subtle, dangerous shift. I needed to become more active in these narratives. I needed to show that I was no longer just the object of desire — I was beginning to enjoy it.

I began weaving small but significant changes into my tales.

I started describing how I deliberately dressed more provocatively when I went out — shorter skirts, lower necklines, tighter tops — always under the innocent guise of “I wanted to look good for you later, so I’d have something exciting to tell you.” No longer a mere bystander, I was now actively provoking the events in my stories. I extended the encounters, adding richer, more vivid details that made them feel real.

I recounted imaginary scenarios where guys at work invited me out for a quick drink after hours. I told him how their eyes lingered on my legs because my skirt was scandalously short that day. (In reality, I had been in bed with Andre at that exact time — but that was a revelation for another day.) I described unbuttoning an extra button on my blouse during lunch with a male colleague, and how that man had leaned in and kissed me. I admitted — with just the right amount of shy hesitation — that I had let the kiss linger for a few tantalizing seconds before pulling away.

These stories ignited a fire in my husband. I could see it in his eyes, feel it in the way his cock throbbed harder in my hand. I made sure he was acutely aware of the effect the tales had on him, whispering things like, “Look how hard you’re getting just from hearing this…”

And every single detail, every twitch of his cock, every moan he made — I reported it all back to Andre later. He found it endlessly amusing. He would laugh softly, clearly delighted by the irony and the slow-burn anticipation of the drama unfolding. He reminded me of the time he had cum in my mouth and then made me kiss my unknowing husband. With a mix of dark humor and possessive promise, he foretold that soon he would be filling my mouth again… and I would kiss my husband immediately afterward, letting him taste exactly what I had just been doing.

The web was tightening.

And I was the one spinning it.

One evening, after a particularly passionate session in bed, I lay beside him, our bodies still glistening with sweat in the afterglow. The room smelled of sex and familiarity. As I stroked him lovingly, my fingers tracing lazy circles over his chest and stomach, I whispered softly against his ear:

“I love how turned on you get when I tell you those stories… It arouses me too, seeing you so excited. The attention from other men lately… it’s been igniting something inside me as well.”

I paused, letting the words settle, then teased him gently, my voice playful but loaded:

“You must fantasize about it sometimes, don’t you? About me being with another man… Maybe that’s the ultimate turn-on for you.”

This was a critical juncture.

It could have been one step too far — a miscalculation that would unravel everything I had carefully built over the past months. It could have led to anger, jealousy, or even a confrontation that exposed how far I had already gone. My heart beat faster as I waited for his reaction.

His initial response was immediate and firm.

“I never want to share you,” he said, his voice tight. “You’re my wife.”

The words hung heavily in the air between us. For a terrifying moment, I feared all my efforts might collapse right there. The progress, the conditioning, the slow corruption — it could all vanish in an instant if I pushed too hard.

I took a slow, steadying breath.

Then I let my fingers drift lower, sliding down his stomach and under the sheets until they wrapped around his softening cock. I began to stroke him gently, slowly, feeling it twitch and gradually harden again under my touch. Our eyes locked in the dim light. I leaned in closer, my lips brushing his ear as I whispered:

“Maybe you don’t want to share me… but it seems the idea excites you.”

I gave his cock a slow, deliberate squeeze, feeling it swell fully in my hand. He didn’t pull away. His breathing had already changed — shallower, quicker. I kept stroking him with steady, teasing rhythm, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

The silence stretched. I could see the conflict in his eyes — the instinctive jealousy warring with the undeniable physical response I was coaxing from his body.

I smiled softly, my voice barely above a whisper:

“Look how hard you’re getting just from the thought…”

As his cock grew harder in my hand, I slid further down the bed, my lips replacing my fingers. I kissed the swollen tip softly, almost tenderly, then took him into my mouth slowly, teasingly, letting my warm tongue swirl around the head.

I felt his body respond instantly — his breath quickening, his hips shifting slightly beneath me.

“I know it turns you on,” I murmured, lifting my head just enough to look into his eyes, my voice soft and intimate. “Because we’re so in sync sexually. You’re proud to have married such a sexy woman… proud that your girl can attract the attention of other men.”

I took him deeper into my mouth, swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft, then pulled back again, letting my breath ghost over the wet tip as I continued speaking.

“You like the idea of your girl being a secret slut,” I whispered, my voice husky with feigned desire. “Bedding another man… and then coming home to tell you every dirty detail. How we made out. How I got on my knees and sucked his cock. How I let him fuck me… hard.”

His cock had become rock-hard again from my blowjob — an incredible surprise for both of us, since he had never been able to recover this quickly after cumming. I took him back into my mouth, feeling him throb and swell even more against my tongue. My lips slid smoothly up and down his shaft while my hand gently massaged his balls. He gasped, his fingers gripping the sheets tightly as I took him deeper, my tongue swirling around the sensitive head with every upward stroke.

The sensation was intense for him. I could sense his mounting pleasure in every twitch, every ragged breath. While I wasn’t particularly enjoying the act itself anymore — it felt mechanical compared to what Andre gave me — I focused completely on his pleasure. Every moan, every involuntary thrust of his hips was a small victory. This was crucial for my goal. I needed him addicted to these stories. I needed his cock to betray his mind.

His breathing grew ragged, his hips starting to buck slightly as he neared the edge. I kept the rhythm steady, sucking a little harder, knowing exactly what would push him over.

When he exploded in my mouth, the taste was overwhelming and revolting — bitter, salty, and thick. I immediately pulled back, spitting his cum all over his stomach in several messy strands. I couldn’t bear it. The flavor made my stomach turn, a stark reminder of how different this was from the addictive, masculine taste of Andre’s cum.

My husband lay there panting, a look of astonished pleasure on his face. He clearly hadn’t expected me to take him that deep or finish him so eagerly.

We kissed deeply afterward, the remnants of his taste still lingering on my tongue and lips. I forced myself to moan softly into the kiss, playing the part of the devoted, turned-on wife.

“I know you so well,” I murmured against his mouth, my voice sweet and intimate. A strange blend of satisfaction and dark anticipation filled me. We had made real progress tonight. He hadn’t seemed threatened by the story — if anything, he had responded more strongly than ever. Exhausted, we eventually drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.

But my mind buzzed with excitement long after he began to snore softly beside me.

A new seed had been planted.



The next day, my stories to my husband took another deliberate turn.

They were still mostly fabrications, but he believed every single word I told him. This time, I added a hypothetical twist that felt riskier, more charged. I recounted how some guy had made a bold pass at me, then described — in soft, teasing detail — how much it would turn him on if I had actually accepted the offer and gone off to the guy’s place to fuck him. I even added that I thought the guy was really good-looking, letting the words hang in the air for a moment.

Weeks passed, and I remained cautious. I couldn’t fabricate incidents every single day; that would eventually raise suspicion. But the method continued to work beautifully. It fueled his desire like nothing else. He was hornier than I had seen him in years. If I saw a good-looking guy on TV, I’d casually tell my husband I thought he was sexy. Sometimes I went further, murmuring that I wondered what it would be like to fuck a man like that. He took it all in stride — much to my surprise, and to Andre’s delight when I reported back.

Andre had been right all along.

I knew we were nearing the end game. The transition from the safe, hypothetical “I’d like to fuck that guy” to the actual, dangerous “I want to fuck that guy” was now imminent. The tension in our marriage had become palpable, thick and electric. The anticipation was nearly unbearable — both terrifying and thrilling at the same time.

Every story brought us closer to the edge. Every hand job, every whispered fantasy, every time I felt him throb in my grip while I described another man wanting me… it was all pushing us toward the point of no return.

By now, I had successfully dismantled almost every barrier — except the last and most formidable one.

My husband now knew, without any doubt, that I was an alluring woman. He reveled in the way I ignited desire in other men. It thrilled him when I dressed provocatively, when I engaged in mild flirtations, and especially when I came home and shared every detail with him. Somehow, through all of it, I had managed to convince him that it was, at its core, still all about him. I was doing these things because turning him on turned me on. That was the story I had carefully sold him, and he had bought it completely.

I had made sure he never believed — not even for a second — that I was interested in another man for his own sake. That way, he could never feel truly threatened. The fantasy remained safe, contained, and centered on his pleasure.

The time was ripe. Or as ripe as it would ever be.

I needed to ask him if he would be okay with me actually sleeping with another man.

I wanted it to feel like I was seeking his permission — like a natural, logical progression of the fantasies we had been exploring together. After all the stories about eight different men, after all the teasing and hand jobs and whispered confessions, it had to seem like the next inevitable step.

No matter what you might think, it wasn’t easy.

Despite all the progress I had made, the situation could still spiral into disaster in a heartbeat. One wrong word, one flash of real jealousy, and everything could crumble. And despite how it might seem from the outside, I still loved my husband. I loved the man he was — kind, steady, devoted. But sexually… I had become someone else. Sexually, I was meant for Andre. I was a sexual being with powerful needs, and I had discovered a kind of pleasure with Andre that my husband could never give me.

Don’t judge me unless you’ve walked in my shoes.

Sure, my relationship with my husband had evolved in ways I could never have imagined a year ago. The gentle, loving intimacy we once shared now felt pale and insufficient. And yes — if Andre had asked me to leave my husband for him, I would have done it. But that didn’t mean it would have been easy. The thought of hurting the man who had never done anything but love me still twisted something deep inside my chest.

Still, the pull toward Andre was stronger than any guilt or lingering affection. The addiction had taken root too deeply.

I took a slow, steadying breath.

It was time.

The opportunity presented itself sooner than I expected.

Andre had a business trip to Miami and told me to come with him. I lied to my husband without blinking — I said my company was sending a group to a convention in Florida. He kissed me goodbye at the door, told me to have a good time, and reminded me to text him when I landed.

Beneath the professional business clothes I packed on top, I buried the real wardrobe Andre had demanded: tiny dresses, sheer tops, barely-there lingerie, and the highest heels I owned. I had no problem wearing any of it.

For three nights and four days, I became nothing more than a sexual animal.

I was dressed for sex. I was undressed for sex. From the second we stepped into the hotel room, Andre took complete ownership of my body. His big black cock and his insatiable hunger conquered me completely. He fucked me in every position, in every room, on every surface — hard, deep, relentless. I was dripping wet for him constantly. I begged for his cum. I craved it inside me, on my tits, down my throat. I wanted to be filled, bred, marked. My lust ran so deep that at times I genuinely wanted him to impregnate me. I lost count of how many loads he pumped into me. For those few days, nothing else in the world existed except his cock, his hands, and the overwhelming pleasure only he could give me.

By the time the trip ended, I was sore, exhausted, and addicted.

And now we’re back to today — this fateful Friday.

When I walked through the front door of our home, I knew the moment had come. I seized the opportunity without hesitation.

That night, as we lay in bed, I turned toward my husband with a sultry, dangerous smile. My fingers traced slow, teasing patterns across his chest, drifting lower and lower until they wrapped around his cock.

“I have a confession,” I whispered, my breath hot against his ear, my voice thick with lust.

I slowly slid his foreskin back, stroking him gently as he hardened in my hand.

“In Miami… one evening after a few drinks, I nearly went to another man’s room for the night.”

As I began to stroke him slowly, I couldn’t help but notice how small he felt in my hand. My fingers easily wrapped around his entire shaft with room to spare — a stark, almost comical contrast to Andre, where my fingers couldn’t even come close to meeting. My thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading the bead of moisture that had already formed there.

“We spent about twenty heated minutes kissing,” I continued, my voice low and sultry, watching his eyes darken with lust. “His hands roamed my body, exploring every inch… squeezing my ass, sliding up under my dress…”

His breathing grew heavier. I increased the pace of my strokes, sliding my hand up and down his shaft with deliberate, teasing slowness.

“But you know what stopped me?” I paused, giving him a firm squeeze right below the head. “I didn’t have your permission.”

A guttural moan escaped him. His hips bucked involuntarily into my fist. Perhaps it was the deprivation of sex for a few days — I couldn’t say for certain — but that night my husband’s arousal reached a fever pitch I had rarely seen. He erupted with shocking force, the biggest load he had ever produced. Thick ropes of cum shot high into the air, pulsing again and again, coating his chest and stomach in a sticky, glistening mess. Each spurt seemed to last forever.

As I watched his cock convulse and spurt helplessly in my hand, only one word echoed clearly in my mind:

Weak.

The thought lingered, cold and cruel, a brutal contrast to the overwhelming dominance and raw power I had felt with Andre. Where Andre stretched me, owned me, and made me scream, my husband twitched and spilled like an eager boy.

I kept stroking him gently through the last weak pulses, then murmured softly, “God… that was so intense, baby.”

He reveled in my words, chest heaving, completely unaware of the contempt and comparison running through my mind.

My husband went to the bathroom to wipe off the mess he had made across his own stomach and chest. When he returned a minute later, I couldn’t help but let out a tiny, involuntary giggle.

His cock was now completely soft, hanging limply between his legs like a defeated little thing. The head was fully covered by his foreskin, making it look even smaller and more pathetic than usual. An image of Andre’s big, heavy cock flashed vividly through my mind — even when soft, it hung thick and impressive, the head boldly exposed, swinging with confident weight. The contrast was so stark it was almost comical. One was the cock of a man. The other… was barely a boy’s.

“Let me take care of you,” my husband said softly, his eyes filled with sweet, earnest determination.

Without another word, he began kissing his way down my body. His lips brushed over my sensitive skin with gentle reverence, leaving a trail of warmth that made me shiver. When he finally reached my thighs, he spread them carefully and settled between them, his hot breath washing over my still-swollen, used pussy.

As his tongue began to explore me, I let out a soft, breathy moan and arched my back slightly off the bed. He was skilled in his own way — he knew exactly how to tease my clit, how to flick and swirl, how to add just the right pressure with his fingers. For a moment I closed my eyes and tried to lose myself in the sensation.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t shake the vivid images flooding my mind.

Andre’s huge black cock dominated every thought. I could almost feel its weight and girth stretching me open, filling me so completely that my husband’s tongue now felt like a pale, inadequate substitute. The contrast was brutal and unavoidable. My husband’s earnest, loving efforts — though technically pleasurable — were nothing compared to the raw, primal, mind-shattering satisfaction Andre’s cock had given me just hours earlier.

The thought sent a wicked, electric thrill racing through me, sharpening my arousal into something almost painful. I gripped the sheets tightly, my hips starting to grind shamelessly against my husband’s face as I chased the building orgasm. His little penis, so soft and inadequate in comparison, only made the fantasy hotter. It was the forbidden nature of it all — the sheer taboo of making him clean up after the man who had just ruined me — that pushed me right over the edge.

My climax hit me hard and sudden. Waves of pleasure crashed through my body as I cried out loudly, my thighs clamping around his head while I rode his tongue through every violent shudder and spasm. He kept licking relentlessly, drawing out every last tremor until I was left breathless, trembling, and utterly spent.

As I slowly came down from the high, the image of Andre’s thick, powerful cock still lingered vividly in my mind — a dominant, intoxicating reminder of the real pleasure that now owned me.

We curled up together afterward, our bodies still warm and sticky. I turned to look him in the eyes, my expression serious yet filled with carefully crafted desire.

“Do I have your permission to fuck another guy?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

The question hung in the air between us. His hand came up to caress my cheek gently, but I could see the flicker of real pain in his eyes.

“I don’t want to lose you to another guy,” he admitted softly, his voice tinged with genuine concern and vulnerability. “It makes me jealous.”

I smiled at him reassuringly, leaning in to kiss his lips lightly.

“You’d never lose me,” I whispered. “Part of the reason I want to do it is because it would turn you on… and honestly, it would turn me on too. I’m not proposing I see the guy every night, or even every week. It might just be a one-time thing, depending on how things go.”

I paused, letting the words sink in, watching his face carefully.

“Besides,” I added with a soft, teasing smile, “I think you’re a better lover when you’re a little bit jealous. I like making you a little bit jealous.”

He was silent for a long moment, clearly wrestling with the idea. I reached down under the sheets and found his cock — already erect again — and began to stroke him gently, slowly, reminding him physically of how much the fantasy turned him on. His breath hitched. His eyes fluttered closed as he lost himself in the sensation of my hand.

Finally, after what felt like forever, he spoke.

“Well… if it’s just a one-time thing…” His voice was hesitant, reluctant. “But it can’t be with any of our friends… And I don’t think it’s a good idea to fuck somebody from your office.”

Relief and dark triumph flooded through me. I had done it. He had given permission — weak, conditional, reluctant permission, but permission nonetheless.

I kissed him deeply, my hand still slowly stroking his cock, sealing the moment with affection while my mind already raced ahead to Andre.

In that moment, we both knew the game was over.

The boundary had been crossed. There was no going back.

I kissed him deeply, pouring every ounce of my acting ability into it — tender, loving, grateful. When I pulled back, I looked into his eyes with what I hoped appeared as soft affection, while inside me a rush of dark, electric excitement surged.

“I agree with those restrictions,” I said, my voice dripping with satisfaction and quiet triumph. “I don’t have anyone in mind right now. I want to be choosy — someone who really turns me on. If I’m going to have sex with another guy, the sex had better be good.”

I smirked, reaching down to tug playfully at his softening cock between his legs.

“And I’ll tell you all the details.”

The words left my mouth so easily, so sweetly, that they almost sounded innocent. But they weren’t. They were the final nail in the coffin of our old marriage. I was promising to bring home every filthy detail of my future encounters with Andre — how he kissed me, how he stretched me, how he made me cum harder than my husband ever could — while my husband lay right here, listening, getting hard from it.

He swallowed visibly, a mix of nervousness and reluctant arousal flickering across his face. I kept my hand gently wrapped around his cock, giving it a slow, reassuring stroke.

“I love you,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss him again, softer this time. “Thank you for trusting me with this.”

Inside, my mind was already racing ahead.

Andre would be thrilled when I told him. The slow corruption was working perfectly. My husband had just given me permission — however hesitant — to fuck another man.

And that man was going to be Andre.

I smiled against my husband’s lips, hiding the wicked satisfaction blooming in my chest.

The game wasn’t just over.

It had only just begun.


The Final Frontier

I took the final step the next Thursday.

After a long day at the office, I went to my fitness club for a workout. The physical exertion helped clear my racing mind and sharpen my focus. As I drove home afterward, a powerful sense of anticipation buzzed through my veins. I was ready for whatever came next — the thrill of the unknown mingling with the dark excitement of my newfound sexual freedom.

My husband was already home when I arrived. The moment I walked through the door, I told him calmly, “I need to talk to you about something.”

His curiosity was immediately piqued. We moved to the couch and sat down. Before he could ask any questions, I stood up and, to his visible surprise, began to strip off my clothes right there in front of him.

Piece by piece, I let them fall to the floor until I was completely naked — bare, vulnerable, and unashamed. I could see the mixture of confusion, arousal, and slight unease in his eyes as he took in my body.

“I met someone we haven’t seen in a couple of years at my fitness club,” I began, watching his reaction closely. “It was Andre.”

I wasn’t sure if he would remember him, but recognition dawned quickly in his eyes.

“Andre? The tall guy?” he asked, his voice already carrying a note of wariness.

I nodded slowly. “Yes, Andre. And I think he will be the one — the one I go to bed with.”

His surprise was immediate and sharp. “Isn’t that a bit fast?” he said defensively, a slight edge creeping into his voice.

I reminded him gently, keeping my tone soft and reasonable, “I’m not looking for a boyfriend. I’m looking for a sex partner. And what I want in a sex partner is someone I find really sexy. Andre has a toned, muscular body, and the only other requirement is that he’d be good in bed.”

He frowned, clearly uncomfortable. “You can’t know if he’s good in bed.”

I smiled back at him — a hint of mischief mixed with reassurance in my eyes.

“There’s only one way to find out.”

The words hung between us. I stood there completely naked, watching the conflict play across his face. This was the moment. The final barrier. The point where fantasy stopped being fantasy and started becoming reality.

For a while, my husband seemed withdrawn, his mind clearly racing with the implications of what I had just said. The silence stretched between us, thick and uncomfortable.

I reached out calmly and placed my hands on the front of his pants, feeling the growing hardness there despite his obvious conflict. “You look cute when you’re jealous,” I whispered softly, leaning in to kiss him with gentle affection.

As I knelt down in front of him, unzipping his pants and slowly pulling out his semi-hard cock, I could see the fear flickering in his eyes. He was scared. Jealous. Vulnerable. And I was using every bit of my power as a woman — my ability to bring him pleasure, to make him weak — to control him completely.

I pulled his foreskin back gently, exposing the sensitive head, and began to kiss it lightly, teasingly. The conflict in his gaze was unmistakable — scared and jealous, yet utterly unable to deny the arousal building within him.

I began to suck his cock properly, my lips wrapping around his small, white shaft. I took my time, my tongue teasing and swirling around the head while my hand stroked the base with slow, deliberate movements. I wasn’t doing this because I enjoyed it. Not anymore. I was doing it because I knew the reward that awaited me once he finally gave in and allowed me to have sex with another man.

His breaths came in short, ragged gasps. His hips twitched slightly as I took him deeper into my mouth. I could feel him swelling, hardening, becoming completely at my mercy.

Sucking his small white cock was so much easier than Andre’s big black cock. With Andre, my jaw would ache from the sheer size, my throat stretching to accommodate him, my eyes watering as I struggled to take him fully. But with my husband, it was simple. Almost effortless. The ease of it only highlighted the humiliating difference in their sizes — a constant, cruel reminder of the primal, overwhelming satisfaction I now craved from Andre.

I kept sucking him with focused dedication, my mind drifting to the thick, veined monster that had ruined me for this. Every gentle bob of my head, every swirl of my tongue, was calculated. I was rewarding him for his permission, training him like a pet, conditioning him to associate my stories — and my infidelity — with pleasure.

He was moaning softly now, completely under my control.

And I felt nothing but cold satisfaction… and a growing hunger for what was coming next.

My pace increased. I moved my mouth up and down his shaft with deliberate, teasing slowness, building the tension, drawing out his pleasure as long as possible. His fingers tangled in my hair, not to guide or control me, but in a desperate attempt to hold on to something — anything — as he teetered right on the edge.

I looked up at him through my lashes, meeting his eyes. I saw the raw, helpless need there. He was losing himself to the sensations, his fear and jealousy momentarily drowned out by the intense arousal I was deliberately feeding him.

His breathing grew quicker, more ragged. His body tensed, thighs tightening. I knew he was close — his small cock was throbbing weakly in my mouth. I kept my rhythm steady and expert, my tongue working the underside, sucking just hard enough to push him over.

When he finally came, it was with a shuddering gasp. His cum spurted into my mouth in weak, thin pulses — nowhere near the thick, powerful jets I had grown addicted to from Andre.

I hated the taste. Bitter, watery, and revolting. The moment he finished, I pulled off and spat it all onto the floor beside the bed, not caring about the mess it made. I looked up at him — his face flushed, eyes glazed with pleasure — and felt a cold wave of dominance wash over me.

I had dominated him. I had used my power as a woman, my ability to bring him pleasure, to control him completely. And now, I would get exactly what I wanted.

We kissed again, the intensity of our emotions spilling over into the embrace. To him, it probably felt passionate and loving. To me, it felt like victory.

The boundaries of our relationship had shifted forever, and with that shift came the promise of new and thrilling experiences — for me, at least.

After dinner, we sat back down on the couch. He looked at me with a mixture of nervousness and lingering arousal and asked, “When is this going to happen? And how do you know he’s even interested?”

I took a deep breath, considering my words carefully, keeping my tone soft and reassuring.

“I haven’t set a date yet, but it will be soon. As for his interest… let’s just say I got the strong impression he’s very interested.”

I told him that Andre had asked me to join him for a drink tomorrow night. I added casually that I had the evening free because he was going out with some friends.

“So you already arranged it without asking me?” my husband questioned, a clear hint of disbelief and hurt in his voice.

I laughed softly, keeping my tone light and affectionate, as if he were being adorably silly.

“You’re being ridiculous, baby. You already agreed to let me bed another guy, so it’s up to me to choose who I want.” I leaned in closer, my voice dropping to a playful whisper. “If I’m going to be a slutty adulterer, I’m going to choose a guy I think is really hot.”

He sighed heavily, rubbing his face with both hands. “I know… I’m being unreasonable. It’s just hard for me to accept that it’s happening so soon.”

I nodded understandingly, stroking his arm gently to soothe him. “I explained that I had agreed to meet Andre at his place. He lives in an apartment. While he might expect to take me to a bar or restaurant first, if I have my way… we’ll probably go straight to his bed.”

To win a little sympathy and soften the blow, I added with a small, vulnerable sigh, “Honestly, I’m nervous about this too. That’s why I want to get it over with as soon as possible instead of dwelling on it for days.”

He looked at me for a long moment, his expression a complicated mix of curiosity, resignation, and lingering jealousy.

“So… you’re sure Andre is the guy?” he asked, his voice quiet.

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I replied confidently, holding his gaze. “Andre is the kind of guy that, with one look, I just know I’d want to bed him.”

He hesitated, clearly wrestling with the idea, then asked the question I hadn’t fully anticipated:

“Are you going to spend the night with him?”

I paused for a moment, thinking quickly. “No,” I said gently. “Andre knows I’ll be coming home to my husband afterward.”

The words felt like a small mercy I was granting him, even though the real reason was far simpler: I wanted to come home still carrying Andre’s cum, still marked by him, still buzzing from the encounter.

He was running out of questions and objections. Slowly, almost reluctantly, he was coming to terms with the reality that I was going to cuckold him — and that I had already chosen exactly who would do it.

He asked me, in a quiet voice, how things would unfold the next day.

I explained it calmly, as if we were discussing something perfectly normal: “I’ll race home after work, take a quick shower, get dressed, and then leave. You should stay up and wait for me to come home.”

Friday was the most erotic day of my life.

I awoke in my husband’s arms, feeling his rock-hard cock pressing insistently against my back. The desire between us was electric, humming in the air like a live wire. Determined to make sure he wouldn’t back out at the last minute, I decided to tease him mercilessly.

I turned to face him, our lips meeting in a slow, deep, passionate kiss. My fingers traced the contours of his chest, feeling his muscles tense and twitch under my touch. His hands roamed over my body in return — caressing my breasts, sliding down to slip between my thighs, his fingers brushing my already-wet pussy. His touch was gentle, familiar, and it did ignite a fire within me… but not the same raging inferno Andre created.

With a mischievous smile, I pushed him onto his back and straddled his face, lowering my pussy slowly onto his eager mouth. His tongue flicked and swirled instantly, sending warm waves of pleasure through me. I moaned softly, gripping the headboard tightly as he brought me closer to the edge. His hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me in place while he devoured me with surprising hunger, his tongue working with focused devotion.

The intensity built rapidly. I rode his face with increasing urgency, grinding down against his mouth and tongue. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room. Finally, I cried out sharply as my body shuddered with release — a sharp, intense orgasm that left me trembling.

I dismounted slowly, leaving him breathless and aching with need. His cock stood hard and leaking precum, throbbing visibly. I dressed for work deliberately slowly, knowing he was watching every movement, his desire palpable and desperate.

I could feel his eyes on me the entire time — hungry, conflicted, already imagining what tonight would bring.

Once I was ready, I leaned over him on the bed, my breath hot against his skin. I took the head of his cock into my mouth without pulling his foreskin back, sucking slowly and sensually for a few tantalizing seconds. He groaned deeply, his body tensing with pleasure as my warm mouth enveloped him.

I pulled back slowly, looking straight into his eyes with a soft, wicked smile.

“I’ll take care of you when I get home tonight… after I’ve been with Andre.”

The words hung between us, heavy and final.

When I arrived home later that evening, I was slightly surprised to find my husband already there. He said he wanted to see me off — as if watching me leave for another man was something he needed to witness.

I showered, feeling the warm water cascade over my skin, heightening every nerve with anticipation. I took my time, knowing he was waiting just outside the bathroom door. When I stepped into the bedroom, I went to my closet and carefully selected my outfit while he watched intently.

I slid into a pair of very tight, low-rise jeans that hugged my ass and hips perfectly, then pulled on a thin white tank top with no bra underneath. My nipples were clearly visible through the fabric. His expression was a perfect mix of raw desire and deep apprehension.

“Yeah,” I said, meeting his eyes with a confident smile, “I’m just making sure this is really going to happen.”

We walked together to the front door, the tension between us thick and electric. As we reached it, I could feel his erection pressing hard against me from behind. Without a word, I turned, unzipped his pants, squatted down gracefully, and slowly pulled his foreskin back. I took the sensitive head of his cock into my mouth and sucked once — slow, deliberate, and teasing — feeling him tremble violently.

Then I stood up, our eyes locking in the charged silence.

“I’ll take care of you later,” I whispered softly, my voice full of dark promise.

With one last lingering look, I walked out the door, leaving him standing there alone in the thick, heavy silence of our home.

I lay on my back in the center of Andre’s bed, legs spread wide, my body glistening with sweat. My face was already a mess — streaks of his cum drying on my cheeks, my chin, and across my lips from the earlier face-fucking. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, but Andre wasn’t giving me any mercy tonight.

He knelt between my thighs, his thick black cock rock-hard and glistening with my juices. Without a word, he gripped my hips and slammed into me with one brutal thrust, burying every inch deep inside my pussy.

A loud, broken moan tore from my throat. He felt enormous — stretching me open, filling me completely in a way my husband never could. The sheer size and power of him made my eyes roll back.

Andre immediately set a punishing rhythm, fucking me hard and deep. Each thrust slammed home with enough force to make my tits bounce and the bed creak loudly. His muscular body loomed over me, sweat dripping from his chest onto mine as he drove into me like a machine.

I was completely lost.

My hands clutched at his broad shoulders, nails digging into his skin as wave after wave of overwhelming pleasure crashed through me. Every stroke hit that perfect spot deep inside, sending sparks of ecstasy shooting up my spine. I could feel my pussy clenching around his thick shaft, trying to hold him, milk him, own him even as he owned me.

“Fuck… Andre… yes!” I gasped, my voice raw and desperate. “Harder… please… don’t stop!”

He growled and obliged, pounding me even more savagely. The wet, filthy sound of his heavy balls slapping against my ass filled the room. My legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back as I pulled him deeper.

I was shaking. My whole body was on fire. Another orgasm was building fast — bigger, deeper, more dangerous than the ones before.

Andre leaned down, his breath hot against my ear, his voice a low, commanding growl.

“Look at you… such a filthy married slut. Your husband is waiting at home while I wreck this pussy.”

The words sent me spiraling. My back arched violently off the bed as the massive orgasm finally exploded through me.

It was devastating.

My vision went white. My pussy clamped down hard around his cock, pulsing and fluttering as the climax ripped through every nerve in my body. I screamed — a loud, broken, animalistic cry that echoed off the walls. My legs shook uncontrollably. My toes curled so tightly they cramped. Wave after wave of pure ecstasy flooded me, so intense that I momentarily lost all sense of where I was.

Andre didn’t slow down. He fucked me straight through the orgasm, powering through my clenching walls with relentless force.

As I started to come down, gasping and trembling, he growled against my ear, his voice thick with lust and triumph:

“Let’s give you something to go back to your husband with.”

His thrusts became shorter, harder, more frantic. His cock swelled even thicker inside me. With a deep, primal bellow, Andre came hard.

The first powerful spurt of his cum blasted deep into my pussy, hot and thick. Then another, and another — a massive, seemingly endless load flooding me. I could feel every heavy pulse, every jet filling me to overflowing. My belly felt tight, swollen with his seed. Cum leaked out around his cock with every thrust as he kept pumping into me, making sure every drop went as deep as possible.

The sensation pushed me over the edge again. A smaller but still intense aftershock orgasm rippled through me, milking his cock as he emptied himself completely.

When he finally finished, he stayed buried deep inside me for a long moment, grinding slowly, letting me feel the full weight and warmth of his load. Then he slowly pulled out.

A thick river of his cum immediately poured from my stretched, gaping pussy, soaking the sheets beneath me. I lay there panting, face covered in dried cum, body trembling, pussy ruined and overflowing.

Andre looked down at me with a satisfied, possessive smirk.

“That’s what you’re going home with tonight,” he said, voice low and dark. “Go kiss your husband with my cum still dripping out of you.”

I could only moan weakly in response, my body still twitching with aftershocks.

The night wasn’t over yet… but I already knew I would carry Andre’s mark with me when I walked back through my front door.

I arrived home after meeting Andre, my heart still pounding from the night’s events. My pussy was sore, my thighs sticky, and I could still taste him on my tongue.

As I walked into the living room, I found my husband sitting in his favorite chair, a glass of scotch in hand. The dim light cast shadows across his face, but I could clearly see the flicker of anticipation mixed with anxiety in his eyes.

I approached him slowly, each step deliberate, letting the tension build. Our eyes locked. I could see the storm of emotions swirling inside him — arousal, jealousy, curiosity, and that faint hint of something darker, more conflicted.

Without a word, I leaned down and kissed him deeply.

My tongue pushed into his mouth with slow, sensual intent, deliberately sharing everything. The moment our tongues met, I felt him stiffen. The taste hit him immediately — the thick, salty, masculine flavor of Andre’s cum still coating my tongue and the inside of my mouth.

He tried to hide it at first. His lips stayed eager, but as the kiss deepened, his body betrayed him. His hands gripped the armrests tightly. His breath hitched sharply. I could feel the exact moment the realization fully sank in — he was tasting another man’s cum on his wife’s tongue.

I didn’t pull away. Instead, I kissed him even more deeply, swirling my tongue around his, making sure he got every lingering trace.

When I finally broke the kiss, I stayed close, my lips brushing his as I whispered with a soft, slightly bitchy little smile:

“Mmm… what’s wrong, baby? You look like you just tasted something you weren’t expecting.”

His face flushed. I could see the disgust flickering in his eyes, the way his throat worked as he fought the urge to grimace or spit. But beneath that disgust, his cock was straining hard against his pants — a clear, throbbing testament to his twisted arousal.

The power I held over him in that moment was intoxicating. He was battling a violent storm inside: arousal warring with revulsion, love warring with humiliation. Every second he stayed silent, every tremble in his body, fed my dominance.

I reveled in his vulnerability.

Leaning in again, I gave him another slow, deep kiss, deliberately pushing more of Andre’s taste into his mouth. This time, when I pulled back, I let out a soft, teasing laugh.

“Don’t worry,” I purred, my voice dripping with mock sympathy, “I’m sure you’ll get used to the taste eventually.”

His erection twitched visibly in his pants.

I smiled sweetly, feeling a fresh surge of wicked excitement.

The real fun was only just beginning.

Slowly, I unzipped his pants, my fingers deliberately brushing against his hardness. His eyes were wide, pupils blown wide with lust and a faint flicker of shame. I knelt between his legs, holding his gaze the entire time as I freed his cock from the confines of his clothing.

My hand wrapped around his shaft. It felt so small, so familiar. I began to stroke him with a measured, deliberate rhythm — slow enough to tease, firm enough to keep him on the edge.

With each stroke, his breathing grew heavier. His body betrayed him completely, hips twitching upward into my fist. I could see the conflict raging in his eyes: the desperate need to give in battling against the lingering disgust at his own arousal. The shame of knowing he was getting off on the idea of his wife fucking another man.

After only about six strokes, his body suddenly tensed. His cock pulsed weakly in my hand.

With a guttural, almost embarrassed moan, he came.

Hot spurts of cum erupted across his stomach and dripped down onto his lap — nowhere near the thick, powerful ropes I had grown used to from Andre. It was quick. Pathetic, even. He was left sitting there, panting and disheveled, his own cum mixing with the lingering taste of scotch on his lips.

A strange mix of emotions washed over me.

Part of me felt a dark, wicked arousal at how easily I had turned him on — at how quickly his body had surrendered to the fantasy I was feeding him. But another, louder part felt sharp disappointment. After the way Andre had fucked me for nearly an hour, stretching me, pounding me, making me cum over and over… this felt so inadequate. I had expected him to last longer. At least a little. Instead, he had barely held out for a handful of strokes.

I stood up slowly, a small smile playing on my lips as I looked down at him. He was a perfect picture of defeated desire — covered in his own weak load, still clutching his glass of scotch like a lifeline, chest heaving.

Without a word, I turned and headed upstairs to shower, leaving him there to marinate in his conflicting emotions and the sticky aftermath of his quick, unsatisfying release.

As I climbed the stairs, one thought echoed clearly in my mind:

Pathetic.

It had only been a couple of minutes since I left him sitting there in the living room, covered in his own cum.

I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over my body, rinsing away the sweat and the lingering scent of Andre. My mind was still spinning — replaying the way Andre had fucked me, the way he had filled me, the way he had marked me so thoroughly.

Then I heard the bathroom door open.

I turned, water streaming down my face, and saw my husband stepping into the shower with me.

His cock was already rock hard again.

Despite having just cum all over his own stomach only minutes earlier, he was fully erect — throbbing, leaking precum, pointing straight up with surprising vigor. This was the same man who had always been strictly a “one and done” kind of guy. The same man who usually needed hours, sometimes even until the next day, to recover.

And here he was… ten minutes later… rock hard and stepping into the shower with obvious hunger in his eyes.

I was utterly shocked.

My eyes widened. A rush of disbelief mixed with dark, electric excitement surged through me. This wasn’t normal for him. Not even close. The conditioning, the stories, the slow corruption I had been feeding him for months — it was actually working. He was getting turned on by the reality of me being with another man. By the taste of Andre’s cum on my tongue. By the knowledge that I had just been fucked senseless.

A wicked thrill ran straight to my core.

I couldn’t hide the surprise on my face. “Already?” I asked, my voice soft but laced with genuine astonishment and a hint of teasing. “You just came… and you’re hard again?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stepped closer under the spray, his erection brushing against my thigh. His eyes were dark, conflicted, but burning with unmistakable arousal. The shame was still there, but it was being completely overpowered by raw, desperate need.

The sight sent another jolt of excitement through me. My husband — the man who had always been gentle, predictable, and quick to finish — was now rock hard because his wife had come home freshly fucked by another man.

I reached down and wrapped my fingers around his cock, feeling how stiff and eager he was. A small, satisfied smile curved my lips.

“Look at you…” I murmured, my voice low and slightly mocking, but dripping with arousal. “Ten minutes ago you were spurting all over yourself … and now you’re this hard again? Does the thought of me with Andre really do this to you?”

He groaned softly, his hips twitching forward into my grip. The conflict in his eyes was beautiful — shame, jealousy, and overwhelming lust all tangled together.

I stroked him slowly under the hot water, feeling him throb against my palm.

This was a revelation.

My gentle, one-and-done husband was becoming aroused by his own cuckolding.

And the realization made me wetter than I had been all night.

I kissed him deeply once more, deliberately pushing my tongue into his mouth so he could taste every lingering trace of Andre’s thick cum. His initial hesitation melted away almost instantly, replaced by a fervent, almost desperate need. He kissed me back hard, as if trying to reclaim something that was already slipping away from him.

I reached down and wrapped my hand around his throbbing cock, feeling it pulse wildly with desire. I stroked him slowly at first, then with increasing intensity, marveling at how quickly he had become aroused again. Normally he came fast and was done for the night, but here he was — already on the edge again after such a short time. His breath grew ragged, his hips thrusting instinctively into my fist. Just as he was about to cum, I stopped abruptly and pushed him down to his knees.

He looked up at me, his face a raw mixture of desire, shame, and conflicted emotions.

I turned off the shower. The water stopped, leaving only the sound of our breathing and the drip of residual droplets.

For the next five minutes, he knelt in the shower, licking my cum-filled pussy with a passion that both excited and repulsed him. His tongue was eager, almost frantic — flicking over my swollen clit, pushing deep between my folds, sucking gently as if trying to devour me. He was skilled, and the sensation was genuinely pleasurable, but I could see the obvious look of disgust etched across his face every time a fresh trickle of Andre’s thick cum leaked out of me and onto his tongue.

He tried to pull back for a second, his expression twisting.

“I… it tastes—”

Before he could finish the complaint, I looked down at him with a sharp, slightly bitchy smile. My eyes flicked pointedly to his rock-hard cock, which was standing straight up, throbbing angrily and leaking precum in a steady stream.

“Don’t complain while you’ve got a rock-hard cock like that,” I said, my voice dripping with teasing sarcasm. “It’s pretty obvious you’re enjoying it.”

His face burned with humiliation, but his cock twitched visibly at my words. He hesitated only a moment longer before diving back in, licking me with renewed, almost competitive passion. I watched him intently, loving the way his face contorted with each thick, salty taste of Andre’s cum. I could feel it still leaking out of me — warm, viscous, unmistakable — mingling with the water and sliding down his throat. His disgust was palpable in the way his brow furrowed and his eyes squeezed shut at times, yet he never stopped. There was an almost desperate, competitive desire to please me, to reclaim some part of what he felt he had lost.

I glanced down again and saw his cock still rock hard, throbbing with unfulfilled need, the head shiny with precum.

The sight sent a fresh thrill through me.

I turned off the shower completely and guided him out, his body shivering slightly from the cool air. I led him to the bedroom, laid back on the bed, spread my legs wide, and pointed at my pussy.

“Continue,” I commanded, my voice firm and leaving no room for argument.

He crawled up onto the bed, positioned himself between my thighs, and resumed licking me with that same conflicted but passionate hunger.

For the next twenty minutes, my husband’s tongue explored every inch of my swollen, well-fucked folds.

He licked me with a desperate, almost frantic passion — long, slow strokes from my entrance up to my clit, then circling the sensitive nub before pushing his tongue back inside me. Each movement sent fresh jolts of pleasure radiating through my body. I was still tender and stretched from Andre, still leaking his thick cum, and the combination made everything feel impossibly intense.

I began to tell him everything.

Every touch. Every kiss. Every thrust.

My voice was low and husky as I described how Andre had dragged me inside, how he had pinned me against the door, how his big black cock had felt when I first took it into my mouth. I told him how I had dropped to my knees like a desperate slut, how I had worshipped Andre’s balls, how I had begged for his cum.

As the words poured out of me, so did my orgasms — each one stronger and deeper than the last.

The first one hit me while I was describing how Andre had thrown me onto the bed and buried his face between my legs. My thighs clamped around my husband’s head as I cried out, grinding against his tongue while the memory of Andre’s mouth made me shake.

The second came when I told him how Andre had flipped me onto my stomach and fucked me from behind on his own pillow. I was moaning loudly now, my fingers tangled in my husband’s hair, pulling him harder against my pussy as wave after wave crashed through me.

The third orgasm was the strongest yet. I described how Andre had made me call my husband a wimp while he was balls-deep inside me. The words spilled from my lips again now — “He made me say you’re a wimp… and it made me cum so hard” — and the confession triggered another shattering release. My back arched off the bed, my hips bucking wildly against my husband’s face as I flooded his mouth with a fresh mix of my juices and Andre’s cum.

His tongue never faltered. His face was a mask of intense concentration and deep conflict — eyes squeezed shut at times, brow furrowed, clearly tasting the evidence of another man with every lick. Yet he kept going, licking deeper, sucking gently on my clit, drinking down everything I gave him.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I was spent.

My body trembled with the aftershocks of multiple orgasms. I was breathless, sweaty, and completely drained. I motioned weakly for him to sit up.

To my initial shock and upset, his cock was completely soft.

Panic gripped me for a split second. Had he not enjoyed it? Was he having doubts? Had I pushed him too far?

Then I saw it.

A huge, glistening puddle of cum on the sheets right beneath where his cock had been. He hadn’t touched himself once.

Relief and a dark, satisfied thrill washed over me.

He had been so excited, so completely consumed by the experience of licking another man’s cum out of his wife’s pussy, that he had cum hands-free — without a single stroke.

I looked down at him, my voice soft but laced with wicked satisfaction.

“Look at that… you came without even touching yourself.”

He was panting, face flushed and glistening with our combined juices, eyes glassy with a mixture of shame and overwhelming arousal. He couldn’t even speak.

I smiled slowly, reaching down to run my fingers through his hair.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

In that moment, the transformation was complete.

My husband had just had the most intense sexual experience of his life while cleaning up after the man who had claimed his wife.

And I knew, without any doubt, that nothing between us would ever be the same again.


Six Months Later

The late afternoon sun warmed the wooden deck as I lounged in one of the comfortable outdoor chairs, legs casually spread. I wore nothing but a loose silk robe that had fallen open, exposing my bare pussy to the gentle breeze. A glass of chilled white wine rested in my hand.

My husband stepped outside carrying a fresh glass for me. He placed it on the small table beside my chair, then — without needing to be told — gracefully dropped to his knees between my legs.

I barely glanced at him as I took a slow sip of wine. His tongue immediately began its familiar, devoted work, licking long, slow strokes along my already-wet folds. He had become exceptionally good at this. Passionate. Attentive. Almost reverent.

Six months had changed everything.

I opened the messaging app on my phone and started typing to Andre. He had been away for a week on business, and I was absolutely desperate for him. My body ached for the stretch, the depth, the raw power of his big black cock. The kind of fucking my husband could never give me.

Me: Hey… I’m going crazy here. It’s been a whole week. When are you back? I need you inside me so badly.

I hit send and took another sip of wine, sighing contentedly as my husband’s tongue circled my clit with perfect pressure. He licked with quiet hunger, clearly aroused by the situation even though he knew exactly who I was texting.

Andre’s reply came through almost immediately, along with a photo.

The image filled my screen: his huge, thick black cock, rock-hard and glistening, held in his fist. The head was swollen and shiny, veins standing out prominently. It looked even bigger than I remembered.

A fresh wave of lust surged through me. My hips rolled instinctively against my husband’s mouth.

“Oh fuck…” I breathed, my voice low and husky. “Look at this.”

I turned the phone screen toward my husband so he could see the photo clearly while his tongue continued working between my legs.

He paused for half a second, eyes widening at the sight of Andre’s massive cock. Then, with a soft, humiliated moan, he dove back in even more eagerly, licking me with renewed passion. His own cock — small, hard, and leaking — strained against the front of his shorts.

I smiled down at him, stroking his hair almost affectionately.

“He’s so much bigger than you, isn’t he?” I murmured, my tone light but cruel. “God, I can’t wait to feel him stretch me again. I’m so fucking wet just thinking about it.”

My husband whimpered softly against my pussy but didn’t stop licking. If anything, his tongue moved faster, more desperately.

I typed back to Andre, my fingers flying over the screen while my husband worshipped me:

Me: Fuck… I need that cock so bad. I’m literally sitting on my husband’s face right now while I look at your picture. He’s licking me like a good boy. When can I see you?

Andre replied instantly:

Andre: Tomorrow night. My place. Wear something easy to take off. I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be walking funny for days.

A shiver of pure anticipation ran through me. I moaned softly, grinding my pussy against my husband’s eager mouth.

“He wants me tomorrow night,” I told my husband conversationally, as if we were discussing dinner plans. “He’s going to fuck me so hard I won’t be able to walk straight. You’ll have to wait up for me again… maybe clean me up when I get home?”

My husband groaned loudly into my pussy, his hips twitching as his own untouched cock leaked steadily into his shorts. The sound of his desperation only made me wetter.

I took another slow sip of wine, savoring the moment.

Six months ago, this would have been unthinkable.

Now it was simply our new normal.

I smiled, relaxed back into the chair, and spread my legs a little wider, giving my husband better access while I continued messaging the man who truly owned my body.

Life had never felt better.


Books By This Author

Just A Drink: A Couple's Marriage Is Turned Upside Down By A Simple Drink

When we walked into that bar, I had no idea our lives were about to change. We were on vacation, seeing the sights, going for a drink. Just normal husband and wife stuff.

Then Leon walked up to Sarah while she was ordering drinks and just started talking to her. Confident. Relaxed. Flirtatious. His tall black frame moving with effortless ease like he owned the room.

But we’re not swingers. We’re not the kind of couple who go out looking for someone to play with. Sure, years ago a few drunken nights led to some wild experiences, but that was a long time ago. That wasn’t who we were anymore.

But something about this felt different. When Sarah leaned in and whispered that she was already wet and wanted him, it was like a spark went off in my head that I couldn’t shut down.

And before I knew it, I was watching as he took my wife back to his hotel room, stripped her naked, and had her kneeling in front of him, taking his cock into her mouth like it was the most natural thing in the world.

But the strangest part wasn’t that a drunk, horny married couple ended up playing with someone else.

It was that we did it again. And again.

This is the story of how we went from an ordinary married couple to a hotwife and cuckold in one single weekend.

Unexpected: A Wife Shared For The First Time

I never expected my marriage to take a turn like this.

Amy was always the steady one. Sweet. Kind. Safe. Then we met Phil and Beth — confident, playful, unashamed of their desires — and suddenly the world we thought we understood cracked open.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around some guy's big black cock, watching her lose herself in the thrill of another man’s touch. Watching jealousy and desire knot together inside me until I don’t know whether I want to pull her back into my arms — or see just how far she’s willing to go.

What started as flirting turned into stolen kisses. Then hands roaming where they shouldn’t. Then nights where every rule we’d ever lived by quietly disappeared. Partner swapping. Secrets. Confessions whispered in the dark. And every time I tell myself this is the last time, Amy looks at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile…

…and I realize I want more too.

I thought I knew what love meant. I thought I understood loyalty. Now I’m standing on the edge of something deeper, darker — something that might change us forever.

She crossed the line.

I watched.

And neither of us is ready to go back.

Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.
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