
        
            
                
            
        

    
Inadequate


A Husband's Lack Of Size Is Brutally Exposed

Scarlett Duffy


Copyright © 2025 Scarlett Duffy

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Preface

A Year To The Day

Happily Married

The Moment

A Casual Comment

First to Break

The Moment Of Truth

The Point Of No Return

Different

The New Normal

A Welcome Return?

Settling In To A New Order

Books By This Author


Preface

Alright, let’s get this out of the way right at the start.




Every time I release a books, I get the same handful of one-star reviews from men who clearly can’t handle the idea of a little willy being mentioned and the fact, yes it is a fact, that girls like big dicks! So, to those delicate souls I say this, as kindly as I can manage: if you and your little willy don’t like it, don’t read this book. Nobody’s forcing you. You're not going to hear the same lie. Oh no baby, it's okay, size doesn't matter. IT FUCKING DOES!




This story is written for readers who do enjoy the themes of power, play, humiliation, and fantasy. If that’s not you, close the book now and save us both the drama.




But if you’re here for the ride—welcome. Pour yourself a drink, settle in, and let’s enjoy it together.




With love (and a cheeky wink),

Scarlett


A Year To The Day

A year had passed since Mike and Lucy’s wedding, yet the memory of that day lingered as vividly as ever. Friends still talked about it as if it had been the event of the season—an elegant ceremony in a grand stone church, sunlight pouring through stained glass as Lucy glided down the aisle in a gown that seemed made for her. Mike had stood tall at the altar, radiating quiet confidence, his broad shoulders filling out a perfectly tailored suit. For those who knew him as the sharp, unshakable lawyer who had risen to partner at one of the most prestigious firms in the city, the sight of him momentarily undone by love—eyes fixed on Lucy with something close to awe—was unforgettable.

Mike’s career had always been marked by drive and precision. By thirty-five, he had already made partner at a firm where most men twice his age still clawed for recognition. Colleagues admired his intellect, his ability to cut through arguments with surgical skill, his instinct for reading a room. Judges respected him; rivals envied him. In many ways, he embodied success itself: well-spoken, well-dressed, a man with both wealth and presence.

Lucy, though, was his crown jewel. Where Mike carried power with a kind of understated authority, Lucy embodied effortless allure. She was striking—her slender frame, radiant smile, and graceful movements turned heads at every gathering—but it was her charisma that left people spellbound. She was fearless in conversation, quick to laugh, and unafraid to draw attention. Together, they seemed untouchable, the couple everyone admired: the brilliant lawyer and his magnetic wife, bound by both passion and promise.

Their first year of marriage had been a whirlwind of indulgence, each milestone an excuse to celebrate. When their anniversary arrived, Mike spared no expense. He chartered a private yacht, gleaming white against the blue horizon, and the evening unfolded with a kind of cinematic perfection. They dined on lobster and seared lamb, each course paired with a wine that Mike had carefully chosen himself. Lucy’s laughter carried across the water as the sun dipped into the sea, painting the sky in bruised shades of violet and gold. Later, wrapped in his arms on the open deck, she tilted her head back to gaze at the stars, and for a fleeting moment Mike believed there was nothing more they could want.

He loved giving her these moments, seeing her eyes brighten at the extravagance he could so easily provide. Money was never a question; his career had seen to that. But more than wealth, it was his need to see her happy—to see her revel in a life others could only dream of—that drove him. Lucy’s appetite for excitement seemed endless, and though Mike met it with devotion, he sometimes wondered just how far her desires might reach.

They first crossed paths at a charity barbecue hosted by one of Mike’s wealthiest clients—a man whose waterfront Miami estate seemed designed to impress. The event was a parade of excess: champagne towers glittered in the afternoon sun, a private chef worked an open grill piled high with steaks and lobster, and the terrace hummed with conversation. The crowd was glamorous, filled with models, socialites, and the kind of people who treated luxury like air. The women especially stood out, some in barely-there summer dresses, others in skirts so short they seemed more daring than accidental. It was an atmosphere meant to dazzle, and it succeeded.

Mike moved through it with the ease of a man accustomed to powerful rooms. As one of the youngest partners at his firm, he was no stranger to opulence. He shook hands, exchanged practiced smiles, and listened as men bragged about yachts and women compared designers. But even for him, the sheer decadence of the afternoon was a spectacle. He noticed everything—every calculated laugh, every hungry glance—yet none of it held his attention for long.

Until Lucy.

He caught sight of her across the patio, and for a moment it felt as if the noise around him dulled. She wasn’t the flashiest woman there—her dress was a simple slip of black silk that clung to her figure without shouting for attention—but she radiated something far more arresting. Confidence. Ease. The way she carried herself made every turn of her head, every tilt of her smile, seem deliberate, as though she knew exactly how much gravity she commanded.

When she finally approached him, Mike found himself caught off guard in a way he rarely was.

“Hello,” she said, her voice smooth, teasing almost, as if she were amused that he hadn’t already spoken first.

Mike turned fully toward her, his gaze sliding over the long fall of her dark hair, the sculpted definition of her arms and legs, the curve of her lips. She was breathtaking—not in a loud, obvious way like so many of the others, but in a way that seemed to draw him in, pull at something deeper. Her figure was athletic, lean, her body honed as though she’d been carved to perfection. Her breasts were small, delicate even, but on her they looked nothing short of exquisite, a detail that only seemed to heighten her elegance.

“Hello,” he returned at last, and for the first time that day, Mike felt as though the event had stopped being about anyone else.

“Oh… right, of course. I’m Mike,” he said, his voice warm as he extended his hand.

“Lucy,” she replied, shaking it firmly before settling into an easy smile. “Your friend Carl said I should come say hello. He thought you might appreciate the company.”

Carl was more client than friend, but Mike found himself grateful for the introduction. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had made such an impression on him so quickly.

They drifted toward the bar together, and over another round of drinks Mike learned that Lucy was in the final stretch of her master’s degree in marine biology. Her passion for the subject lit her up in a way that drew him in even more. She spoke animatedly about coral reefs, ecosystems, and her plans for fieldwork, and Mike—so used to conversations filled with contracts and mergers—found himself captivated.

When the music inside grew louder, Lucy suggested they step out, and the two wandered down the edge of the terrace toward the beach. The evening air was cooler there, scented with salt and the faint sweetness of hibiscus from the garden. They walked side by side, their shoes crunching softly against the sand, pausing now and then to watch the waves break in the moonlight.

At one point Lucy turned back toward the house, spotting a pair of chairs set up on the edge of the patio. Without looking closely, she moved to sit, her attention still on the silver shimmer of the water. What she didn’t realize was that Mike had already lowered himself into the chair.

She dropped gracefully backward, only to land squarely on his lap.

“Oh!” she gasped, her body tensing as she realized where she had landed. For a split second she froze, and then the awareness hit her—Mike was already hard beneath her, his arousal unmistakable against her.

The moment could have been awkward, but Lucy didn’t flinch or laugh it off. Instead, she twisted just enough to face him, her dark hair brushing against his cheek. Without hesitation, she leaned in and pressed her lips to his, a kiss that was deep, hungry, and decisive.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes gleamed with mischief. She slid off his lap and took the chair beside him, her hand brushing lightly against his thigh as if to say the choice had been deliberate after all.

The next hour slipped by in a blur of conversation that felt effortless. Lucy was sharp, curious, quick to laugh at Mike’s dry humor, and he found himself surprisingly eager to share stories with her—about the courtroom, about his travels, about the odd characters that seemed to populate his life. She, in turn, told him about her work on coastal ecosystems, her fascination with how small changes in the shoreline revealed so much about the environment.

At one point she bent to pick up a shell half-buried in the sand, her body folding gracefully in front of him. She held it up, explaining how its ridges told a story of erosion and currents, but Mike could hardly focus on her words. The way her dress lifted, the curve of her ass shifting right before his eyes—it was a vision that left him painfully hard. He managed to keep his composure, but for the next hour the ache of arousal throbbed beneath his clothes, every stolen glance at her only making it worse.

Eventually, the night began to wind down. Guests filtered toward their cars, and the party that had once roared with energy mellowed into the hum of laughter and goodbyes. Mike didn’t want to let the moment slip away.

“Can I get your number?” he asked, his voice lower than he intended.

Lucy smiled as if she’d been expecting it all along. “Of course,” she said, tapping it into his phone before slipping it back into his hand.

When they hugged goodnight, she leaned close enough that he caught the faint scent of her perfume, warm and floral against the salt air. Then, just as her lips brushed his in a soft, lingering kiss, her hand slid down between them. It wasn’t rushed or playful—it was deliberate. Her fingers closed around the hard outline of his cock through his trousers, and she gave a slow, purposeful squeeze.

Mike nearly lost control right then. A pulse of heat surged through him, his breath catching, and it took everything he had not to spill into his clothes like an inexperienced boy. Somehow, he steadied himself, forcing a steady exhale as she drew her hand away, her expression cool and untroubled as if nothing unusual had happened.

She walked toward the waiting Uber at the edge of the drive, her heels clicking lightly against the stone. Mike watched her go, still trying to slow his heartbeat, the weight of her touch lingering like fire. By the time she slipped into the car, he already knew he wouldn’t forget the feel of her hand—or the way she’d taken charge of the night—anytime soon.

When the night finally wound down, Mike slipped inside to find a bathroom before calling it a night. The house was enormous, the kind of place where you could wander a hallway and stumble into yet another marble-tiled washroom. He pushed open a door at the end of the corridor—and froze.

Kneeling on the floor in front of the sink was the blonde he’d noticed earlier by the pool, her dress pulled down to her waist, her fake, overinflated breasts bouncing freely as she worked her mouth around another guest’s cock.

It wasn’t just the act itself that stunned him—it was the sheer size of what she was trying to take in. The man leaned casually against the counter, one hand tangled in her hair, while his cock jutted forward, thick and impossibly long. Her lips stretched around it, struggling, glistening as she gagged slightly, only to take him deeper. Mike stood frozen in the doorway, breath caught in his chest.

After a few seconds, the blonde glanced up, noticed him standing there, and narrowed her eyes. She pulled her mouth away just long enough to snap, “Get the fuck out. Can’t you see I’m busy?” Then she turned back, taking the man in her throat again as though Mike had never been there.

Shaken, Mike stepped back quickly, pulling the door closed. The image seared itself into his mind—her lips straining, her tits spilling, the man’s massive cock sliding into her like it was nothing.

The Uber ride home was a haze. He barely noticed the neon glow of the city outside the window, barely registered the small talk from the driver. All he could think about was what he had just seen. It wasn’t the blonde’s breasts, though they had been fully exposed, nor even the sheer indecency of the act. It was the size. That cock—thick, long, obscene—dwarfed his own.

Mike shifted in the back seat, suddenly hyperaware of himself. He wasn’t poorly endowed; at just over five inches hard, he’d always told himself he was average, maybe a little on the smaller side but nothing that had ever really mattered. Yet after what he’d just witnessed, that fragile reassurance cracked. For the first time in years, he felt a pang of real insecurity, an unease that settled low in his gut.

By the time he reached home, Lucy’s kiss lingered in his memory, but it was clouded by that other image—the blonde’s lips stretched wide, struggling around something that made his own cock feel utterly inadequate.

When Mike got home that night, his head was full of Lucy, the blonde, and that massive cock she’d been choking on. He jerked off hard, torn between humiliation and arousal, spilling fast as his mind twisted the images together—Lucy’s kiss, the squeeze of her hand, the sight of that obscene cock disappearing between painted lips.

The next morning he texted Lucy, and soon their third date came around. It was a warm evening, the park nearly empty, the air carrying the scent of cut grass. They sat on a bench, conversation flowing as easily as it always did, until Lucy’s hand slid casually onto his thigh. She leaned in closer, her voice soft but teasing.

“You’ve been staring at my tits all night,” she whispered.

Mike froze, guilty as charged. Before he could laugh it off, her hand pressed more firmly against his lap, fingers tracing the outline of his cock straining against his trousers. Then, without hesitation, she unzipped him, slipped her hand inside, and wrapped her fingers around him.

He gasped as she began to stroke, her movements confident, deliberate. When her thumb brushed over his foreskin, she smirked faintly. “Oh… uncut,” she murmured, her tone playful. “Well, at least this part’s easier.” She tugged slowly, rolling him back and forth with practiced ease, as though she already knew exactly how to work his body.

Mike tried to hold back, but the combination of her hand, her tone, and the casual dominance in the gesture overwhelmed him. In minutes he was trembling, spilling into her hand, groaning quietly as she leaned in to kiss his cheek like it was nothing.

She slipped a tissue from her purse, wiped her hand clean, and laughed softly. “You’re cute when you’re flustered,” she said, slipping his zipper back up for him before rising smoothly to her feet.

The walk back toward the curb was surreal for Mike. His legs felt shaky, his cock still twitching from the release, and Lucy only made it harder to steady himself. She bumped her shoulder against his playfully.

“Relax, you’ll survive,” she teased. “Though I’ve got to admit, you do give off a certain… eager energy.”

When they reached the Uber waiting at the curb, she opened the door, then leaned close, her perfume wrapping around him.

“Next time,” she whispered, lips grazing his ear, “you might just get lucky and find out what my mouth feels like.”

Then she slipped into the car with a wink, leaving Mike standing on the pavement, heart pounding, his cock still dripping into his pants as the taillights disappeared down the street.

Lucy had been winding him up since the moment they met for drinks that evening. She’d worn a silk blouse that dipped just low enough to keep his attention, paired with a short skirt that showed off her toned legs every time she crossed them. When she leaned across the table to whisper something in his ear, he caught the faintest brush of her breast against his arm, and the deliberate way she let her tongue linger at the rim of her glass as she took a sip made his cock ache almost painfully against his trousers.

Later, on the walk back to his place, she kept brushing her hand against his, sometimes looping her arm through his only to lean into him with that intoxicating laugh of hers. At one point, she scooped the last bite of dessert they’d shared onto her finger, slid it between her lips, and sucked slowly while keeping her eyes fixed on him. It was playful, casual on the surface—but Mike knew exactly what she was doing. And it was working. By the time he unlocked the door to his apartment, his cock was so hard it hurt.

Inside, Lucy didn’t hesitate. She set her purse on the table, walked straight over to him, and kissed him with a heat that made his knees feel unsteady. She tugged him down onto the sofa, straddling his lap just long enough to grind against him before slipping away with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Sit,” she said, her voice low, commanding without even trying.

Mike obeyed, sinking into the cushions as Lucy knelt gracefully on the carpet between his knees. She rested her hands on his thighs, fingers splayed possessively, and looked up at him with a teasing half-smile. Her nails dragged lightly against the fabric as she leaned forward, and then, finally, she tugged at his zipper.

She took her time freeing him, her movements slow and deliberate. When she finally pulled his cock into the open, she tilted her head, her expression unreadable.

“I can work with that,” she murmured, her tone playful but laced with something that made Mike’s stomach twist with both excitement and unease.

Before he could process the comment, she leaned in and licked him from base to tip in one long, unhurried stroke that made his breath hitch. Her hand slid down, easing his foreskin back, exposing the sensitive head, and she pressed the lightest kiss there before pulling it into her mouth.

Mike groaned. The sensation was electric—her lips hot and soft, her tongue swirling around him with deliberate care. She didn’t rush. Instead, she built him up methodically, alternating long, wet pulls from base to head with teasing flicks of her tongue. At times she stopped completely just to kiss along his shaft, dragging her lips over skin so sensitive it made his hips twitch.

She was toying with him, and he knew it. Every time he started to lose himself in the rhythm of her sucking, she changed pace, slowed down, or pulled off entirely to let her tongue trace lazy patterns over the head. He was shuddering within minutes, gripping the sofa cushions, his breath ragged.

Then came the final push. Lucy slid him deeper into her mouth, her throat working around him, holding him there in one long, steady pull that had his entire body clenching. Just when he was about to tip over the edge, she withdrew slowly, lips sliding up his length until they reached the head.

She let him slip from her mouth with a soft, wet pop and looked up at him with a wicked smile.

“Cum for me then, baby,” she whispered.

The words undid him completely. His cock jerked violently, and he exploded, thick streams of cum spilling across his stomach and chest as Lucy sat back on her heels, watching intently. She didn’t reach for him, didn’t take him back into her mouth—she just smiled, savoring the sight of him unraveling under her control.

Mike lay there, panting, his body twitching as the last spurts dribbled from his cock. Cum streaked across his shirt and skin, sticky and hot, the mess undeniable.

Lucy tilted her head, her eyes glittering with amusement. “Look at you,” she said softly, almost purring. She reached out, dragged a single finger through the thick mess on his stomach, then held it up between them before slipping it past her lips. She sucked it clean with a satisfied hum.

“You made quite the mess of yourself,” she teased, her tone equal parts playful and knowing. “I didn’t even have to lift a finger at the end. You just… fell apart for me.”

She leaned forward, pressed a lingering kiss to his cheek, and whispered against his ear, “Next time, maybe I’ll let you finish inside my mouth. If you’re lucky.”

Then she sat back, perfectly composed, while Mike was left gasping, sticky, and more desperate for her than ever.

Mike was still catching his breath, shirt sticking to him with streaks of cum, when Lucy stood gracefully and looked down at him with that same infuriatingly calm smile.

“Take this off,” she said, tugging lightly at his shirt. “All of it.”

Her tone left no room for hesitation. Mike stripped quickly, his cock still twitching weakly as he pulled his clothes away. By the time he was naked, Lucy had slipped out of her skirt and blouse, leaving only a lacy bra and panties that looked painted onto her toned body. She didn’t rush to take them off. Instead, she sat back on the sofa, legs crossed, watching him with a slow, assessing gaze.

“You made your mess,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Now it’s my turn.”

Mike’s pulse kicked. Something about the way she said it made him feel less like a partner and more like… a tool. That wasn’t a role he was used to playing. In courtrooms, in business, in every part of his life, he was the one calling the shots. But here? With Lucy spreading her legs for him, the glint in her eyes daring him to resist? He wasn’t calling anything. And worse, the part of him that should have balked at it was already kneeling for her.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down in one smooth motion. She spread herself without hesitation, her pussy glistening in the low light.

“On your knees,” she told him.

He dropped instantly, like there was never an option not to.

The first taste of her hit him like a drug. Salty, sharp, intoxicating. His tongue traced her folds, and Lucy sighed, her head falling back against the sofa cushions.

“Higher. Right there. Don’t stop.”

He obeyed, his jaw already straining, his tongue working feverishly. When her thighs quivered and she cried out, clamping his face between them as she came, Mike’s cock twitched in useless sympathy. Pride surged through him—he had done that—but under it, a strange unease hummed. She wasn’t asking; she was directing. And he was obeying like it was instinct.

Before he could collect himself, she pushed him onto his back and straddled his face.

“Open,” she whispered, lowering herself onto him.

Her wet heat pressed down against his mouth, and Lucy began to grind. Mike clutched her thighs, not to guide her but just to hold on. She moaned, loud and raw, breasts bouncing as she rode his tongue. He felt her thighs clamp, her body convulsing as she cried out, shuddering above him. His chest heaved beneath her weight, his face soaked, but she didn’t pause long.

“Again,” she demanded, pulling him up with a fist in his hair.

She sprawled on the sofa this time, legs over his shoulders, exposing herself completely. Mike licked and sucked as she directed, her voice sharp whenever he drifted from the spot she wanted.

“Yes. Faster. Don’t stop.”

Her orgasm tore through her like lightning, her back arching, her moans turning into sharp cries. Mike’s jaw ached, but he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop.

Another. And another. She pinned his head between her thighs on the bed later, ankles crossed behind his neck so he couldn’t pull away. She rocked against him, her nails raking his shoulders, moaning his name until she broke apart in shuddering waves. Every climax left him weaker, trembling, yet she only looked stronger, more radiant, flushed with satisfaction.

Hours blurred together. The control he normally carried so easily—at work, in every other part of life—was gone. Here, with Lucy, he wasn’t leading. He was being used. And the shocking thing wasn’t that she was doing it—it was how much his body craved it.

By dawn, he was ruined. His jaw throbbed, his tongue was sore, and his entire body trembled. His cock, sticky and soft now, twitched feebly at every sigh that escaped her. She, meanwhile, lay sprawled in the sheets, glowing, utterly satisfied.

She stroked his damp hair tenderly, her voice soft but sure. “Good boy.”

The praise hit him like a blow. Some part of him bristled—it wasn’t who he was, not the man everyone else knew him to be. But lying there, drenched in her scent, wrecked by her pleasure, his cock gave a pathetic twitch at the words. And Mike understood with dizzy clarity: Lucy had found something in him he didn’t even know was there.

And he wasn’t sure if he was terrified, or desperate for her to do it again.

Their first time together felt almost inevitable, yet when it finally happened it was nothing like Mike had imagined. It began with a long dinner at a quiet little restaurant, tucked away down a narrow street with candlelit tables and the murmur of jazz playing softly in the background. The food was exquisite, but it wasn’t the wine or the music that kept Mike’s focus. It was Lucy—her laughter bubbling easily, the way she leaned across the table to rest her hand over his, the warmth in her eyes when she teased him. By the time they left, the air between them was thick with anticipation.

Back at Mike’s apartment, the tension broke slowly, tenderly. He poured them each a final glass of wine, but before either could drink, Lucy slid onto his lap and kissed him deeply. The taste of her tongue, the faint perfume clinging to her skin—it was intoxicating. Mike carried her to the bedroom, laying her back on his sheets as though she were something priceless.

He kissed down her body, unhurried, savoring every inch. When he reached her thighs, Lucy spread herself without hesitation, her voice low and certain. “Go on,” she whispered, “I want to feel your mouth.”

Mike obeyed eagerly. His tongue traced her folds, tasting her, drinking her in as though she were the only thing he’d ever need. She gasped, her hips lifting to meet him, fingers tangling in his hair to hold him close. Her moans were soft at first, then sharper, rising as he focused on her clit, circling and flicking just the way she guided him to.

She came quickly, her thighs tightening around his face as her body shuddered. But Mike didn’t stop. He kissed her, licked her, worked her through the aftershocks until she whimpered, and then he started again. The second orgasm rolled through her harder than the first, her back arching, her breathless cries filling the room. By the time he drew the third from her, Lucy was trembling, her skin slick with sweat, her voice hoarse from moaning his name.

She pulled him up at last, her chest rising and falling rapidly, eyes heavy-lidded but sparkling. “Enough,” she whispered, kissing him hard. “Now I need you inside me.”

Mike was aching, his cock painfully hard as he positioned himself between her legs. Lucy reached down, guided him to her entrance, and with a slow push he slid into her heat. The sensation nearly undid him at once—tight, wet, enveloping him completely. He groaned, fighting for control as Lucy wrapped her legs around him.

“Slow,” she breathed into his ear. “Take it slow.”

He tried. God, he tried. He moved carefully, drawing out each thrust, savoring the feel of her squeezing around him. But the combination of her body, her voice, her scent—it overwhelmed him. Within minutes he felt himself spiraling, his release rushing up despite his desperate attempts to hold it back.

“I—Lucy—I can’t—”

“Shh,” she murmured, kissing his jaw.

He thrust a few more times, then lost it, groaning as he spilled inside her, his body convulsing with the force of it. He collapsed against her, breathing hard, his chest pressed to hers. Shame prickled faintly at how quickly it had ended, but Lucy only lay back, her lips curved in a languid smile. She had already cum three times before he even entered her, her body glowing with satisfaction.

As her hand stroked down his back, she whispered teasingly, “Well… that didn’t take long, did it?” She kissed the corner of his mouth before adding, softer, “Lucky for you, I was already more than satisfied.”

Mike laughed breathlessly, relief washing over him at her words. She squeezed him tighter in her arms, brushing her lips against his temple. “Next time,” she murmured with a sly little grin, “you’ll just have to pace yourself.”

He promised himself he would—but deep down, with Lucy’s warmth still wrapped around him, he knew she already had everything she wanted.

The engagement felt like a dream for Mike. He’d proposed just a few weeks after that first night together, unable to imagine a future without Lucy, and to his relief she had accepted without hesitation. For the first time in his life, he felt like he was exactly where he was supposed to be: with a woman who was as beautiful as she was magnetic, who seemed to light up every room she entered, and who, to his astonishment, had chosen him.

Their relationship was more than just romantic—it was intensely physical. Mike had dated women before, of course, but none of them compared to Lucy in the bedroom. She seemed insatiable, not shy about initiating, not embarrassed to take what she wanted. For the first time in his life, Mike was experiencing regular, consistent intimacy—and more than that, Lucy seemed to genuinely love pleasuring him.

She went down on him often. Sometimes on the sofa after a glass of wine, sometimes in the morning before work, sometimes when they slipped away from friends for a moment of stolen privacy. Two or three times a week, without fail, Lucy would push him back, unbuckle his trousers, and take him in her mouth with the same practiced, teasing skill she’d shown that first night. He never lasted long; he couldn’t, not with the way she worked him. But Lucy never seemed to mind. She liked watching him lose control, liked knowing exactly how fast she could undo him.

Mike couldn’t help himself—he bragged. Not overtly, but enough that his friends noticed. One evening at a bar, Mike sat with a few of his friends around a high table, nursing beers while they traded stories about work, women, and the usual complaints.

“Man,” one of them groaned, “I’ve been with Sarah three years, and I can count on one hand the number of times she’s gone down on me. Birthday, maybe Christmas if I’m lucky.”

“Tell me about it,” another said, shaking his head. “Jess flat-out refuses. Says she doesn’t like the taste. I swear, I’d kill for a girl who actually wanted to suck my dick.”

Mike leaned back in his chair, smirking as he took a slow sip of his beer. “Can’t relate,” he said casually.

The table went quiet.

“What do you mean you ‘can’t relate’?” one of them demanded, eyebrows raised.

Mike shrugged, playing it off, but he couldn’t hide the grin tugging at his mouth. “Lucy loves it. Couple times a week, at least.”

There was a beat of silence, then the reactions hit all at once.

“Bullshit.”
“Get the fuck outta here.”
“You lucky bastard.”

Mike just laughed as the chorus of groans and jealous curses rolled over him. He hadn’t even exaggerated. Lucy went down on him whenever the mood struck her, and the memory of her lips wrapped around him—her tongue swirling, her eyes locked on his—was enough to make his cock twitch under the table even now.

His friends shook their heads, muttering about how unfair it was. Mike only smirked into his beer, savoring it. For once, he was the guy everyone envied—the one who’d somehow landed the perfect woman.


Happily Married

After the wedding, life shifted quickly. Mike and Lucy had bought a new house together in an affluent neighborhood just outside the city—a sprawling two-story place with polished hardwood floors, a wide backyard, and more space than either of them had ever lived in before. For Mike, it felt like another marker of success, the next step in the life he had always imagined building. For Lucy, it was a blank canvas, and she wasted no time filling it with her vision.

At first it was little things—choosing colors for the walls, deciding where the furniture should go. But it soon became bigger choices: what kind of cars they would drive, where they’d travel for vacations, even how they would spend their weekends. Mike didn’t mind. In fact, part of him loved the way Lucy took charge; her confidence was magnetic. Still, there were moments when he noticed just how naturally she assumed the lead, and how easily he followed.

Their sex life shifted, too. The whirlwind of their first year together, all the oral, the constant passion, started to settle into a different rhythm. They still made love, but less often now—once, maybe twice a week. Lucy no longer dropped to her knees for him just because she felt like it; when she did, it was usually when she wanted something in return. More often than not, it was Mike who ended up between her legs, his mouth working her to orgasm while his own needs went unfulfilled. And though part of him noticed the imbalance, he never complained. He was married to the most beautiful woman he’d ever known, and if this was what kept her happy, then that was what mattered.

Which was why, when Lucy made her latest request, there was never any real chance he’d say no.

They were stretched out by the pool that afternoon, the late sun warming the flagstones, Lucy still lounging in the same skimpy bikini she’d been wearing all day. Her skin glistened faintly, her body toned and tight from hours at the CrossFit gym she’d recently joined. Mike had been pretending to read a book, but in truth his eyes kept straying to her—how her bikini top strained against her perky breasts, how easily she owned the space around her.

“Baby,” she said casually, not even looking at him, “do you think it would be okay if I invited a few of the couples from the gym over? I think it’d be good to meet some people around here, make some new friends.”

Mike glanced over at her, but she was already sliding her sunglasses down, watching the shimmer of water in the pool instead of waiting for his reply.

“Sure, baby. That sounds good,” he said, smiling.

“Great,” Lucy answered smoothly, pulling her top over her head and tossing it aside, her breasts bouncing free as she grinned at him. “I’ll set it up for next Friday then.”

She stretched deliberately, her nipples tightening in the warm air, and Mike’s cock stirred helplessly in his shorts. Lucy caught the look in his eyes and smirked, biting her lip just enough to make it clear that she knew exactly what she was doing.

Mike shifted in his seat, his eyes lingering on Lucy as she peeled off her bikini top and casually began rubbing lotion into her breasts. He swallowed hard, trying to keep his voice even.

“Why don’t we go upstairs,” he said lightly, aiming for playful instead of pleading. “Just the two of us.”

Lucy didn’t even look up right away. She smoothed the lotion over her skin with slow, deliberate circles, her lips curved in a faint smile. “Not tonight, baby. I’m not really in the mood. Maybe tomorrow.”

Mike tried to laugh it off, but the ache in his cock made it hard to sound casual. “Come on, Lucy… you’ve been walking around in that bikini all day. You know what that does to me.”

She turned her head then, studying him with an amused, knowing look. His jaw was tight, his leg bouncing faintly, betraying just how wound up he was. Lucy smirked, tugged a t-shirt over her head, then slipped into a pair of shorts as if she hadn’t noticed the hunger in his eyes.

Finally she sat beside him, close enough that he caught the clean scent of her skin. She leaned in, her voice soft, teasing. “You really can’t hide it, can you? The way you look at me.”

Mike forced a smile, trying to shrug it off, but his silence gave him away. Lucy reached over and trailed her fingers lightly over his thigh, her nails grazing the fabric of his shorts before pausing just shy of his hard cock.

“Alright, baby,” she said with a sly smile, “how about I just use this…” Her hand pressed gently against his bulge, giving a slow squeeze. “…to take the edge off?”

She looked up at him, eyes glinting with the satisfaction of someone who knew exactly how much power she held.

Mike hesitated only a moment before sliding off his shorts and stretching back against the sofa. His cock was already stiff, twitching with need, and he felt a pang of both relief and embarrassment as Lucy’s eyes flicked down to it. She leaned against him casually, still in her t-shirt and shorts, the faintest smile playing at her lips.

Without a word, she reached over, her fingers curling easily around him. She tugged his foreskin forward and back in a smooth, steady rhythm, the natural glide of her hand making him groan almost instantly.

Mike shut his eyes, trying to hold on to the sensation, to stretch it out, but the sight of Lucy—fully clothed, looking effortlessly gorgeous, barely even breaking a sweat as she handled him—only pushed him closer to the edge.

“Slow down, baby,” he managed, his voice strained. “I want to enjoy it.”

Lucy glanced up at him, her eyes glinting with amusement. “If you want slow, you’ll have to do it yourself,” she murmured, quickening her strokes just enough to make him jolt.

“Fuck—oh, fuck,” Mike gasped, his hips jerking helplessly. The pressure built fast, too fast, and he couldn’t hold it. He groaned loudly as his release tore through him, hot spurts striping across his stomach and chest, pulse after pulse draining him in seconds.

Lucy kept her hand around him, watching his cock twitch and leak until the final dribbles ebbed away. Then she gave one last slow stroke, tilting her head with a teasing little smirk.

“Wow,” she said lightly. “For such a little guy, you sure do shoot a lot.”

The words hit him harder than he expected. She hadn’t said it cruelly—her tone was almost playful, observational—but it struck something raw in him all the same. He forced a chuckle, trying to mask the sting, but inside his chest tightened. He’d always known he wasn’t especially big… but hearing Lucy put it into words, even casually, was something else entirely.

Lucy leaned in, kissed his cheek, and wiped her hand on a nearby tissue, as though nothing unusual had happened. Mike lay back, still catching his breath, torn between the satisfaction of release and the faint echo of her words replaying in his mind.

The words lingered in Mike’s head long after Lucy had said them. Little. She hadn’t spat it at him like an insult, but once spoken, it echoed in the silence between them. He lay there on the sofa, his chest still sticky, staring up at the ceiling as if it might offer him an answer.

Against his better judgment, he turned his head toward her. “Lucy… do you really think my cock is too small?”

She blinked, caught off guard. “Oh, baby,” she said quickly, almost defensively, “don’t get upset.” She shifted on the sofa, pulling her legs up beneath her, biting her lip in thought. For a moment she looked like she might dodge the question altogether, but then she sighed.

“Listen,” she began carefully, “you’re definitely not the smallest guy I’ve been with. Not at all.” She reached out, stroking his arm as if to soothe him. “But… yeah, you’re on the smaller side. I mean…” She hesitated, clearly regretting how it sounded. “It doesn’t matter. What I’m saying is—I’m not worried about it.”

Mike’s stomach twisted. Not the smallest. The words were meant to reassure, but they only made his throat tighten.

Lucy hurried on, her voice softening. “Honestly, you make me so happy, Mike. You’ve got the best mouth I’ve ever had on me—I cum so hard with you, and that’s not something size can ever replace. So, yeah, maybe you’re not huge, but it’s never been a problem for me.”

Her eyes flicked away then, as if she realized too late how it had come out. Not huge. Smaller side. She hadn’t meant it to sound brutal, but Mike heard it louder than anything else.

He forced a laugh, but it sounded brittle even to his own ears. He knew he wasn’t big—he’d accepted that long ago—but hearing Lucy frame it that way, so casually, was different. It made everything real in a way porn sites and locker room comparisons never had.

As Lucy laid her head against his shoulder and whispered, “I love you, baby,” he held her close, nodding. Outwardly calm. Inside, though, the words replayed themselves over and over. Smaller side. Not huge. But your mouth makes up for it.

For the first time, he began to wonder about the men who had come before him—how many, how big, how much more they might have given her that he couldn’t.

Lucy settled against his chest, her breathing slowing as though nothing heavy had passed between them. She whispered a soft “love you” before closing her eyes, her hand resting idly on his stomach.

Mike stared up at the ceiling, his mind drifting in restless circles. He tried to hold on to her words of reassurance, to the warmth of her body pressed against his—but the echoes kept replaying. Smaller side. Not huge.

And then, unbidden, an image surfaced. That bathroom at Carl’s mansion, the blonde on her knees, lips stretched wide, her throat working around a cock so massive it barely fit. Mike blinked, but the picture only sharpened.

This time, though, it wasn’t the blonde. It was Lucy.

Lucy’s dark hair spilling forward, Lucy’s lips parted, Lucy’s eyes looking up as she gagged around something far bigger than he could ever give her.

Mike shut his eyes, his heart thudding, torn between jealousy, arousal, and shame. He tightened his arm around her as if to anchor himself, but the image wouldn’t fade.

The next morning began innocently enough. Mike had left for work early, his laptop still open on the kitchen counter from the night before. Lucy padded in barefoot, coffee mug in hand, wearing one of Mike’s shirts she’d stolen from his drawer. She wasn’t snooping—not really. She had a party to go to that weekend and wanted to order a new pair of heels, something that would go with the dress she’d picked out. It seemed easier to use his computer than fish out her own.

She perched on the stool, typing idly into the search bar, her hair still damp from the shower. But as the browser auto-filled, she noticed a drop-down list of recently visited sites. At first she thought nothing of it—news, shopping, the usual clutter—but then a string of porn links appeared. Curiosity pricked at her. She hesitated, glancing toward the door as if Mike might suddenly reappear, then clicked one.

The page opened instantly.

Lucy froze. It wasn’t the fact that Mike watched porn—she’d always assumed he did, even if they hadn’t spoken about it. It was what she saw. Every thumbnail, every preview clip, every banner ad featured the same type of woman: tall, busty, their breasts impossibly large and perfectly round. Some were natural, most were fake, but all of them had one thing in common—they were nothing like her.

Her chest tightened. She closed the tab, then opened another from the history, hoping it might be different. It wasn’t. Again, big tits everywhere, bouncing, spilling, dominating the screen. She clicked another. Same. It was a pattern too clear to ignore.

Lucy sat back, coffee forgotten, her stomach twisting. She’d always been a little self-conscious about her breasts. Small, perky, athletic—yes—but nothing that could compete with the exaggerated curves now staring back at her from the screen. She ran a hand absentmindedly over her chest, feeling the familiar shape beneath Mike’s shirt, and for the first time she wondered if he secretly wished she looked different.

Her mind spiraled. Is that what he really wants? Women with tits so big they don’t even look real? Is that what he thinks about when he jerks off? The thought lodged deep.

It wasn’t that she thought Mike would cheat—not exactly—but for the first time since they’d been married, the idea crossed her mind as something that could actually happen. If this was what excited him, what if one day a woman who looked like that crossed his path? What if she couldn’t hold his attention forever?

The realization stung. She prided herself on being confident, on owning her sexuality, but this hit a raw nerve. She’d always assumed Mike adored her body exactly as it was—that her toned frame, her tight stomach, her long legs were more than enough. And yet here was proof that, in his private moments, he fantasized about something entirely different.

Lucy snapped the laptop shut, her pulse still racing. She hated how shaken she felt. It wasn’t as though she’d never looked at other men and wondered. But this felt different. This was tangible evidence of a craving she couldn’t satisfy, an unspoken desire she hadn’t even known he had.

She told herself to forget it, to let it slide. Every guy watched porn. Every guy had fantasies. It didn’t mean anything. And yet, as she rinsed her coffee cup in the sink, she found herself staring out the window, her reflection faint in the glass. For the first time, she wasn’t entirely sure she was enough.

And she had no idea how to bring it up to Mike without sounding insecure—or worse, without sounding like she was accusing him of something. So she kept quiet. She smoothed her shirt over her chest, set her jaw, and told herself to move on. But deep down, she knew the discovery had left a mark. A small crack in the perfection of their marriage, a fissure she couldn’t quite stop tracing with her thoughts.


The Moment

Finally, a week and a half later, the Friday night get-together arrived. By seven-thirty, the first couple had shown up—Dean and Martina.

Mike opened the door and, for a moment, blinked. Martina was hard to miss. She was petite, maybe 5’2 at most, with light blonde hair that framed her face in soft waves. Her figure was curvy in a way that instantly drew the eye—full hips, a trim waist, and breasts that strained subtly against her fitted top. Not the exaggerated DDs of a model, but a very real, very generous D cup that fit her frame perfectly. She didn’t have Lucy’s tight, toned stomach or her gym-carved legs, but there was an effortless sexiness about her, the kind of natural allure that made men’s heads turn.

Dean followed her in, offering a firm handshake. Mike found himself studying him with idle curiosity. He looked… Mediterranean? Maybe Israeli? His dark hair was cropped close, though a little thin on top, and while he stood around six feet, there was a slight belly under his shirt. Not a bad-looking guy by any stretch, but nothing that explained how he’d landed a woman like Martina.

Mike chuckled quietly to himself as he poured them both a drink. Must be money, he thought, half-amused. But then another thought slipped in, uninvited and unsettling. Or maybe he’s packing something big.

The idea hit Mike with surprising force, and he felt a flicker of heat in his gut. He shook it off quickly, smiling as he handed Dean his glass, but the thought lingered, stubborn and sharp.

Not long after Dean and Martina arrived, the next couple stepped through the door—Chloe and Luke.

Mike had been expecting another gym-toned blonde or brunette, someone in the same mold as Lucy’s other friends. Chloe was nothing of the sort. She was tall, easily 5’10, with bright ginger hair that caught the light as she walked in. Her skin was pale, almost porcelain, and the cut of her dress left no doubt she was flat-chested—noticeably so. Yet what she lacked up top, she made up for everywhere else. Her body was pure athleticism: broad shoulders, long legs, and a stomach so lean and defined the faint outline of a six-pack showed each time she moved.

She shouldn’t have been attractive—at least not by the standards Mike was used to. But she was. There was something arresting about the way she carried herself, the quiet confidence in her stride, the boldness of her cutaway dress showing off her toned frame. It wasn’t softness that made her beautiful, it was strength—and it caught Mike off guard.

Luke followed behind her, offering a polite smile as he shook Mike’s hand. He stood about the same height as Mike, with an unremarkable build and average features. Not unattractive, but nothing that stood out either. If anything, he seemed overshadowed by Chloe’s commanding presence, fading quietly into the background as she greeted Lucy with an easy, knowing grin.

Mike poured them both drinks, his mind still lingering on Chloe’s entrance. She wasn’t his type, not by a mile, but he couldn’t deny the impact she had. Unexpected. Unconventional. And somehow, impossible not to notice.

The last couple to arrive was Emily and Paul.

Mike felt his pulse skip as Emily stepped through the door. She had the kind of presence that was hard to ignore—tanned skin with a warm, almost Hispanic glow, long dark brunette hair falling in waves over her shoulders, and a slim, delicate frame not unlike Lucy’s. But what really drew the eye were her breasts. They were enormous, round and high on her chest, straining against the fabric of her fitted top. Mike didn’t need more than a second glance to know they were fake, but that didn’t stop the immediate rush of arousal that hit him.

She was almost exactly his type—slim, pretty, with the kind of exaggerated curves he spent too much time staring at on his laptop late at night. For a flicker of a moment, seeing her felt like someone had pulled a fantasy straight from his browser history and dropped it into his living room.

Paul followed just behind her. If Emily was slim and striking, Paul was her opposite—a wall of muscle packed onto a shorter frame. He wasn’t tall, but his body was carved from hours in the gym: thick arms, broad chest, and abs that cut sharp lines down to his waist. He had the look of someone who could bench press half the room without breaking a sweat.

Mike forced himself to look away, shaking hands, smiling, playing the polite host. But inside, his thoughts swirled. Three couples, three very different women—Martina curvy and busty, Chloe tall and athletic, Emily slim and fake but irresistible. And beside them, their men: Dean, Luke, Paul. Ordinary, average, muscular.

Mike couldn’t help it—his mind flicked back to the doubts that had been haunting him since Lucy’s careless comment. Maybe she doesn’t care about size… but what if they’re bigger than me?

The evening settled into a lively rhythm almost immediately. Lucy had gone all out, setting the dining table with candles and flowers, while Mike made sure everyone’s glasses were never empty. Bottles of wine opened and emptied quickly, and soon there was a hum of easy chatter filling the house.

Dean and Martina perched together at one end of the sofa, Martina crossing her legs in a way that made her short dress ride higher on her thighs. She laughed easily, brushing her hair back as she sipped her glass of red, and Mike couldn’t help but notice how naturally she carried herself—curvy, busty, comfortable in her skin.

Chloe, on the other hand, was impossible to ignore for entirely different reasons. She sprawled across one of the armchairs like she owned it, tall and unapologetically confident, her pale legs stretched out, her cutaway dress flashing her toned stomach whenever she shifted. Every time the conversation lulled, Chloe filled it with a bold comment or a teasing remark.

At one point, Martina was talking about the ordeal of finding a decent colorist in a new town, and the conversation turned to hair.

“So, Martina,” Paul asked with a grin, “are you a natural blonde, or is that salon magic?”

Martina chuckled, swirling her wine. “Natural, thank you very much. Though I do let a little highlight work help me along these days.”

That drew a ripple of laughter around the group, and then, inevitably, someone’s eyes landed on Chloe.

“What about you?” Dean asked, smirking. “You a natural redhead? Do the cuffs match the collar?”

There was a beat of silence, everyone leaning in a little, waiting to see how she’d handle it. Chloe didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, eyes glittering as she let out a low laugh.

“Well, wouldn’t you like to see up close?” she fired back, her voice sultry but sharp. Then she grinned wickedly, raising her glass as though making a toast. “And let’s be honest, you guys are all the same—you’d lick it whatever it looked like. I could pull out the rudest ginger bush you’ve ever seen and you’d still bury your face in it, hoping I’d return the favor.”

The room erupted. Even Lucy nearly spit her wine back into her glass, laughing with a hand over her mouth. Mike felt his ears burn at the bluntness of it, but Chloe just smirked, clearly enjoying the reaction she’d stirred.

“God, Chloe,” Emily said, shaking her head but smiling. “You really don’t have a filter, do you?”

“Never saw the point in one,” Chloe shot back breezily, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Life’s too short to pretend otherwise.”

Mike found himself half-shocked, half-enthralled. Chloe wasn’t soft or girly like Martina, and she didn’t have Emily’s bombshell curves or Lucy’s elegant beauty. Yet her boldness, her total lack of shame, gave her a presence that pulled attention toward her like a magnet.

Dinner came not long after, Lucy bringing out platters of roasted chicken, charred vegetables, and bowls of salad. The smell filled the room, rich and comforting, and the wine kept flowing as everyone tucked in. Jokes and stories spilled across the table—Paul talking about his brutal workout routines, Dean describing a disastrous vacation mix-up in Greece, Emily rolling her eyes at his exaggerations.

All the while, Mike tried to keep up with the banter, laughing and chatting, but he had no control over his eyes. Martina’s cleavage when she leaned forward to pour herself more wine, Emily’s fake but perfectly rounded breasts straining against her dress, even Lucy’s own toned frame as she stood to clear a plate—he couldn’t stop staring. He knew at least one of the women had caught him, if not more, and the guilty thrill of it only made his cock throb harder.

By the time dessert was set out—chocolate cake and a platter of fruit—it was clear everyone had had more than their fill of wine. The laughter was louder, the jokes bolder, and the edges of conversation blurred into a warm, drunken haze.

And all the while, Mike sat with a rigid cock under the table, the weight of the women’s bodies and Chloe’s outrageous words lodged firmly in his mind, knowing relief was still a long way off.


A Casual Comment

By the time dessert plates had been pushed aside and the third bottle of wine uncorked, the conversation had loosened into the kind of unfiltered chatter that only came once everyone had had just a little too much to drink. The laughter was louder, the teasing bolder, and filters had more or less vanished.

It was Martina who steered them into dangerous territory. She leaned forward on her elbows, eyes sparkling as she glanced across the table. “Okay, I have to ask, Emily. Are those real? Because if they are, I’m never speaking to you again.”

Emily smirked and leaned back in her chair, her dark hair brushing her shoulders. “Guilty as charged,” she said, raising her glass in mock salute. “I had them done last year. Best decision I ever made.”

That set the table buzzing.

“Oh my god, tell us everything,” Martina pressed, and even Lucy looked curious despite herself.

Emily seemed only too happy to oblige. She launched into the details—the consultations, the sizing debates, the recovery period. She spoke candidly about how nervous she’d been at first, how she’d debated going smaller, but how thrilled she was with the results. “They just… they make me feel like myself, if that makes sense. Like I look the way I always thought I should.”

The men weren’t left out of the discussion for long. Dean leaned in with a grin. “Alright, but the real question—what do they feel like?”

That broke the table into laughter, but Paul jumped in without hesitation. “Honestly? Better than I expected. Firmer, sure, but still soft. And the best part is they don’t sag. They stay perfect no matter what she’s doing.”

“Thanks for oversharing, babe,” Emily laughed, rolling her eyes but clearly not embarrassed.

Even Chloe joined in, smirking wickedly. “So basically they’re like a cheat code. Permanent twenty-year-old tits, no matter how much gravity tries to ruin them.”

“Exactly,” Emily said with a grin.

There was more laughter, more wine poured, and for a while it felt like just another raucous dinner party. But then Emily, emboldened by the drinks and attention, turned her gaze toward Lucy.

“You know,” she said casually, “if you ever wanted to look into it, I can pass you my surgeon’s details. He’s amazing.”

The table went quiet for a beat. Lucy blinked, her smile tightening. “Oh, no. Thank you, but that’s really not something I’ve ever thought about.”

Her tone was light, but Mike, watching her, caught the subtle edge beneath it. He knew Lucy’s small chest had always been a sore spot, even if she rarely admitted it. And now, after what she’d found on his laptop and after the way he’d been caught staring at Emily all night, the comment seemed to land harder than Emily realized.

Emily tilted her head, realizing a little too late. “Sweetie, I didn’t mean it badly. You’re gorgeous the way you are. Honestly, you don’t need a thing. I just meant—you’d be even more stunning with a nice full pair of Ds on top of that stomach. Just imagine the combination.” She laughed lightly, trying to smooth over the awkwardness, then turned her eyes toward Mike. “Don’t you think so, Mike?”

It was the kind of question he should have deflected. The kind he should have laughed off or steered away from. But Mike was drunk, his cock had been straining in his trousers all night, and the image hit him before his brain could catch up. Lucy, with Emily’s breasts—bigger, fuller, round and perfect—pressed against his chest, spilling in his hands.

“Yeah,” he said without thinking. “Yeah, I do.”

The word hung in the air like a dropped glass. For a split second, nobody spoke. Lucy’s head snapped toward him, her eyes narrowing as her lips parted in disbelief.

Mike blinked, as if realizing only after the fact what he’d said, but it was too late. The damage was done.

The air had already gone heavy after Mike’s careless “yeah.” Lucy’s eyes were fixed on him, wide with disbelief, her jaw tight. Then she laughed once—short, sharp, with no humor in it.

“Oh really? What the fuck, babe?” she blurted, her words cutting through the chatter like a knife. “Well, how about this for a swap then? I’ll get a boob job if you get a cock enlargement.”

The room went dead silent. Even Chloe, who had been the loudest all evening, pressed her lips together, eyes flicking between them with a mixture of shock and fascination. Emily froze mid-sip of her wine, and Dean raised his brows but said nothing.

Mike’s face went crimson. His heart pounded in his ears, and for a moment he thought he might actually be sick. He had never felt so exposed, so suddenly humiliated. The alcohol fog made it worse—his thoughts scrambled, desperate to find something, anything to claw back his dignity.

“Oh, please, Lucy,” he stammered, forcing a laugh that didn’t quite land. “You know full well my dick isn’t even small. It’s… it’s pretty average, and—”

His words faltered as he realized just how weak they sounded, how defensive. He could feel every pair of eyes around the table on him, weighing him, judging him, wondering what the truth really was.

Lucy sat back in her chair, arms folded across her chest, her expression unreadable. The silence stretched unbearably, broken only by the clink of someone setting down a glass. Mike swallowed hard, his throat dry, wishing more than anything he could rewind the last five minutes.

Mike’s words were still hanging weakly in the air when Lucy suddenly leaned forward, her cheeks flushed, her voice rising.

“Average? Average? Are you fucking kidding me?” she snapped, her eyes locked on him, blazing. “I would bet anything you wanted that not only do you have the shortest and skinniest cock out of everyone here, but I’m pretty sure you also cum the fastest, too!”

Her voice cracked the room open like thunder. The laughter, the chatter, the clinking glasses—it all stopped instantly. Chloe’s mouth actually fell open, her hand frozen halfway to her drink. Martina and Dean exchanged a look, wide-eyed. Emily shifted uncomfortably in her chair, biting her lip as though unsure where to look. Paul just stared, expression unreadable.

Mike felt the heat crawl all the way up his neck, his face a burning mask of humiliation. His stomach dropped as though the floor had given way beneath him. He could see it in their faces—the quick flicker of curiosity, the stifled smirks, the subtle glances at his lap as though the truth might somehow reveal itself.

His mouth opened, desperate for words, but nothing came. The alcohol that had once made him bold now only made him clumsy, and every instinct told him that no matter what he said, he’d only dig the hole deeper.

Lucy sat back slowly, her chest rising and falling with the force of her breath, as if she couldn’t believe what she’d just said out loud but refused to take it back. The silence stretched, suffocating, broken only by the faint ticking of the kitchen clock.

Mike lowered his gaze to the table, gripping his glass so tightly his knuckles went white, his entire body buzzing with shame.

The silence after Lucy’s tirade hung heavy, thick as smoke. Mike sat frozen, his face burning, her words replaying over and over in his skull. Shortest. Skinniest. Fastest. They weren’t just accusations—they were a public sentencing, delivered in front of every couple in the room.

No one spoke at first. The only sound was the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen and the distant tick of the clock. Eyes darted around the table, no one quite daring to meet Mike’s gaze. Martina fiddled with her wine glass. Paul folded his arms, his jaw tight. Emily shifted uncomfortably, as if wanting to vanish into her chair.

It was Chloe who broke the silence, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Well… that escalated quickly.” Her tone was playful, but the undercurrent of thrill in her eyes betrayed her. She lived for drama like this.

Mike wished the ground would swallow him. He opened his mouth to try and salvage something—anything—but before he could, another voice chimed in.

“I’ve got an idea,” said Chloe, her words slurring, her cheeks flushed from the wine. She leaned forward on her elbows, eyes glinting with drunken mischief. “Why don’t you guys actually bet on this properly? I mean—come on—we’re all adults here, right?”

The suggestion hit the table like a dropped bomb.

“What?” Mike croaked, barely above a whisper.

Chloe giggled, waving her glass carelessly. “Let’s measure the guys. Like, actually measure them. Then you’ll know who’s full of shit and who isn’t. Settle the bet once and for all.”

The laughter that followed was uneasy, a few nervous chuckles, a few incredulous stares. Dean shifted in his seat immediately, his face tightening. “Wait—hold on. What exactly are we talking about here?”

Mike caught it—the flicker of worry in Dean’s voice, the slight crease in his brow. It sent a strange, bitter twist through him. Dean, with his confident smirk and his hands always resting possessively on Martina’s thigh, didn’t look quite so smug now.

For a fleeting moment, Mike almost felt relieved. He wasn’t the only one rattled by the idea. But that relief was tangled with something else: dread. Because if the bet went ahead, if they actually followed through, there was every chance Lucy’s brutal words would be confirmed for everyone to see.

The room teetered on a knife’s edge—half the group drunk enough to find the idea hilarious, the other half sober enough to realize what it might mean. And in the center of it, Mike sat with his heart hammering, his palms damp, his mind spinning between panic and the desperate hope that maybe, just maybe, he wouldn’t come out last.

The tension was still thick in the air when Chloe, her cheeks flushed and her voice carrying that tipsy sing-song lilt, leaned forward with a grin. She slapped her palm lightly on the table to get everyone’s attention.

“Well,” she drawled, “I guess we need to have three categories, don’t we?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “We can’t just measure length, that’d be boring. We need to assess length, width, and staying power.”

A ripple of laughter ran around the table—some of it genuine, some of it nervous. Chloe practically cackled, throwing her head back. “Oh my god, I love this already.”

Chloe pushed on, emboldened by the response. “So here’s what I’m thinking. The winner of each category gets a prize. And on top of that, we’ll settle Lucy and Mike’s little argument. Bet or no bet, if Mike gets swept in all three, well…” She giggled into her wine. “Guess that proves her point.”

The words landed like sparks on dry grass. Everyone shifted, glancing at one another, waiting for someone to either call it off or double down.


First to Break

It was Lucy who broke first, realizing with a jolt just how far this drunken game was spinning out of control. She set her glass down sharply and shook her head. “Guys, seriously. This is a joke, right? We’re not actually talking about… about lining up our husbands like it’s some kind of contest. This is getting stupid.”

Her voice was tight, higher than usual, betraying the edge of panic under her attempt at composure. She looked around the table for support, but Chloe was grinning like a devil, Martina was biting her lip to hide a smile, and Emily looked half-amused, half-curious. The men weren’t much better—Dean frowned, Paul leaned back in his chair with his arms folded, and Luke’s face was unreadable as he glanced between Chloe and Mike.

Lucy’s protest only seemed to underline how close the group was to tumbling past the point of no return. The mix of alcohol, tension, and humiliation had turned the air electric, and everyone could feel it.

And Mike, sitting rigid in his chair with his face still burning from Lucy’s earlier outburst, felt his heart pounding against his ribs. He wanted desperately for Lucy to shut it down, to save him from the trap that was snapping shut around them. But at the same time, a traitorous part of him wondered if maybe—just maybe—he could surprise them all.

“No, seriously, guys, this is getting stupid,” Lucy said again, her voice sharper now, panic edging through. She wanted it to end, to shut the whole ridiculous game down before it spiraled further.

“Why is it stupid?” Mike snapped, cutting across her. His words came fast, driven by booze and the raw sting of humiliation. “Because you think I’m going to lose? That’s bullshit. You don’t see me whining about your tits, do you? You’re not exactly… winning any contests yourself with those.”

The jab landed hard. Lucy froze, her cheeks flushing, her lips parting in shock. The room went tense, every eye darting between them.

Then Chloe leaned back in her chair with a wicked smirk and raised her glass. “Oh, come on. If we’re talking contests, I’d take last place without even trying.” She gave her flat chest a theatrical glance, then tapped her fingers against her washboard stomach. “Hell, Lucy’s a goddamn bombshell compared to me. I’m basically built like a twelve-year-old boy with abs. My only hope is that someone out there finds sarcasm sexy.”

Her blunt delivery cracked the tension with a ripple of uneasy laughter around the table. Chloe grinned, clearly enjoying the way she’d deflected, but Lucy didn’t laugh. Her eyes stayed fixed on Mike—sharp, hurt, and burning with something that was quickly turning into fury.

And in that silence, she made up her mind. If he wanted to throw insults and pretend size didn’t matter, then fine. She’d prove to everyone exactly where the real problem lay.

Lucy’s eyes narrowed, her cheeks flushed with wine and fury. She leaned forward, fixing Mike with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Okay. Fuck it. If that’s how you want to play it, pencil dick, then let’s make it interesting.”

The room stilled again, everyone leaning in just a little, caught between disbelief and anticipation.

Lucy held her glass loosely in one hand, swirling the wine as she laid out the terms with cutting precision. “If you win even a single category—length, width, or staying power—I’ll get a boob job. You can pick the size. Hell, I’ll even let you choose the surgeon. Maybe then you won’t have to keep undressing Emily with your eyes all night.”

Emily’s mouth fell open slightly, color rushing to her cheeks as the table erupted in nervous laughter. Mike flushed crimson, caught off guard, unable to deny the truth in her jab.

Lucy pressed on mercilessly, her voice loud enough to fill the silence that followed. “And not only that—if you manage to prove me wrong in even one category, I’ll suck your little cock every single day for the next year. Proper blowjobs too. No teasing, no half measures. You can cum wherever you like.”

She let the words hang, the promise almost obscene in its detail. Mike’s heart pounded, his body betraying him with a twitch of arousal despite the humiliation boiling in his gut.

Then Lucy leaned back in her chair, her smirk returning, sharp as a blade. “But if you lose all three? Then every time you fuck me for the next year, you’ll be wearing a strap-on. Because, baby—” she tilted her head, her voice dropping to a low, mocking purr, “I could really use an orgasm from sex… for once.”

The table exploded—gasps, laughter, the scrape of a chair as Chloe doubled over, clutching her stomach with hysterics. “Holy shit, Lucy,” she howled, “you are savage.”

Mike sat frozen, humiliated and rock hard all at once, the weight of her words pressing down on him as every eye in the room turned his way.

“That’s fine with me!” Mike finally yelled, louder than he intended. The wine had loosened his tongue, and the sting of Lucy’s words pushed him past hesitation. His chest heaved, his face hot, but he forced himself to meet everyone’s eyes with a defiant grin.

Inside, though, he was rattled. He wasn’t used to this—being the one under the microscope, being the one laughed at. He was Mike: the good-looking, confident, successful guy. The one his friends envied, the one Lucy had chosen. And now he was sitting at a table with two Mr. Averages and one guy who clearly lived in the gym to make up for whatever he was lacking. No way—no fucking way—was he going to lose all three categories.

“Well, that settles the bet between you two,” Chloe cut in, leaning back with her usual mischievous smirk. She swirled her wine and raised her brow. “But what about the prizes for the winners of each category? It’s not just about you two, after all. Where’s the incentive for the rest of the guys?”

The table buzzed with a mix of laughter and half-serious murmurs. Mike swallowed, suddenly realizing Chloe had just widened the scope. This wasn’t just about him and Lucy anymore—it was about all of them.

Martina’s eyes glittered as she set her glass down. “I’ve got an idea for that,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “As long as you guys are all as adventurous as you seem.”

Her words lingered, suggestive, sparking curiosity around the table. Emily leaned in slightly, Paul shot her a sideways glance, and even Lucy tilted her head, the corners of her lips twitching despite the storm still simmering in her eyes.

Mike’s stomach knotted tighter. Whatever Martina was about to suggest, he had the sinking feeling it would push things even further than he was ready for.

Martina leaned forward, eyes glittering with the thrill of her own boldness. “Alright, so here’s how it works,” she said, drawing everyone’s attention. “For each round, there’ll be a winner and a loser. And to make it interesting…” she paused, smiling wickedly, “…the loser’s wife has to give the winner a blowjob. Simple as that.”

The words seemed to suck the air out of the room for a heartbeat. Then came the chorus of reactions—Emily gasping, Chloe bursting into laughter, Dean raising his eyebrows in mock shock.

Mike froze, his stomach twisting. He knew exactly what this meant. If he lost—and Lucy had practically screamed her certainty that he would—then his wife would be on her knees in front of one of these guys, sucking their cocks while he watched. The thought hit him like a punch to the gut.

For the first time all evening, doubt crept in. He’d been so focused on saving face, on proving Lucy wrong, that he hadn’t really let himself think about what would happen if she was right. If he lost all three, Lucy’s mouth—the same mouth that could make him cum in minutes—would belong to someone else tonight.

But then, almost desperately, he clung to the one shred of confidence he had left. Stamina.

Mike knew he wasn’t going to top the charts for length or girth. That much he couldn’t lie to himself about. But when it came to staying power? He had an edge. He’d deliberately jerked off in the shower before everyone arrived, just to take the edge off. And it had worked—he could feel it even now. He wasn’t aching with that first-load urgency anymore. He could last.

He latched onto that thought like a lifeline. Sure, he might get beaten in the first two categories, but when it came down to staying power, he’d surprise them all. And if he won even once, that meant he’d have a prize waiting for him, too. One of the busty wives at the table, on her knees, sucking him off. The idea made his cock stir traitorously in his pants, even as his nerves rattled.

For the first time since Lucy had dropped her bombshell, Mike felt a flicker of hope.

Martina clapped her hands together like she was chairing a meeting, her face flushed from wine and mischief. “Okay,” she announced, “so here’s how it’s going to work. We’ll need to pair up—no couples allowed, obviously. The girls will make sure their partner’s dicks are nice and hard, then they’ll measure length and thickness, and finally…” she grinned wickedly, “they’ll jerk him off. No excuses, no hiding. Everyone plays fair.”

There was a ripple of gasps and laughter around the table. Chloe let out a low whistle, her eyes dancing with glee. “God, Martina, you’ve done this before, haven’t you?”

Martina just winked, enjoying the attention.

The pairings fell into place almost too easily. Emily ended up with Mike, and the second she moved to his side he felt his stomach lurch. Her perfume hit him first—something sweet, heady—and then the sight of her tight dress straining around her fake, perfect breasts. He could feel Lucy’s eyes on him as Emily settled in beside him, smiling innocently enough but clearly aware of the effect she had.

That left Paul with Lucy. Mike’s chest tightened at the sight of his wife sliding over next to the muscular man, Paul’s broad arm already draping across the back of her chair like it belonged there. Lucy glanced at Mike once, her expression unreadable, before turning back to Paul.

Luke was paired with Martina, and Dean—looking a little red-faced—was with Chloe, who seemed delighted by the match. She leaned into him immediately, teasing, “Don’t look so nervous, big guy. I promise I’ll be gentle.”

The laughter came again, louder this time, fueled by alcohol and adrenaline.

“Right then, guys,” Martina said as she pulled a few tape measures from a drawer like a magician with a deck of cards. She tossed one to each pair, her grin wide and wicked. “It’s time to show us what you’ve got.”

Mike swallowed hard, the weight of the tape measure cold in his hand, the reality of what was about to happen crashing down on him. His cock stirred nervously in his shorts, caught between dread and arousal. Emily’s hand brushed lightly over his thigh, casual but deliberate, and he nearly jumped at the touch.

Across the room, Lucy was already laughing at something Paul had said, her body angled toward him, and Mike felt his chest tighten again. This was it. There was no turning back.

The room had fallen into a kind of charged hush, everyone caught between disbelief that this was really happening and the giddy, reckless thrill of it. The wine, the teasing, the humiliation—it had all been leading here.

Martina clapped her hands once. “Alright, who’s first?”

Before anyone could volunteer, Chloe shot up out of her chair, already tugging Dean with her. “Let’s just get this show on the road,” she said with a wicked grin, dropping to her knees in front of him.

The room erupted in nervous laughter and whoops of encouragement. Dean shifted awkwardly, his cheeks flushed, but he didn’t stop her.

Chloe exaggerated every movement, clearly milking the moment. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Dean’s jeans and dragged them down, slow and theatrical, her eyes flicking up to the group as if daring them to look away. The zipper rasped, the denim fell, and she tugged his boxers down in one smooth motion.

For a second, there was silence.

Dean’s cock hung soft and heavy, barely showing more than the rounded head. But even in that state, the thickness was obvious—almost startling. It looked like a fat turtle poking from its shell.

Mike felt a wave of relief crash over him. Shorter than mine, he thought immediately, clinging to it like a lifeline. Soft, sure, but shorter. His chest loosened just a little.

“Not bad,” Chloe said breezily, giving Dean’s cock a playful little tap with the back of her hand. “But let’s see if this thing actually wakes up.”

That broke the room into laughter again, easing the tension for a moment, though Mike noticed Martina’s eyes linger a second longer than she needed to, and Lucy’s lips twitch as if she were suppressing a smile.

For Mike, the relief was real—but fragile. Because if that was Dean soft, what the hell was he like hard?

And more importantly… what would they all think when it was his turn?

“Alright, next up,” Martina said, grinning as she looked around the table.

Lucy hesitated for a fraction of a second, then pushed her chair back and knelt in front of Paul. The sight alone made Mike’s chest tighten—his wife on her knees before another man, the room watching in drunken silence, the air thick with anticipation.

Lucy’s fingers moved quickly, almost too quickly, as if rushing through the motions might lessen the sting. She tugged down Paul’s belt, unzipped his jeans, and slid them over his hips. His boxers followed with one swift pull.

The reaction was instant.

Out sprang Paul’s cock—already fully hard, thick and veined, jutting up proudly from his muscular frame. The gasp that went around the room was audible.

It had to be close to eight inches, maybe more, and it was wide enough that Mike’s stomach lurched. His relief from seeing Dean’s turtle-head shriveled instantly. This was the kind of cock Lucy had meant when she’d said for once. This was the kind of cock porn was built around.

Mike’s mind scrambled for a lifeline. Too hard too soon. He must’ve been aching for this. Guys like that never last. He clung to the thought desperately as he forced a laugh.

But Lucy wasn’t laughing.

She froze there on her knees, inches away from the thick shaft pointing directly at her face. Her lips parted, her eyes wide. For a moment she looked stunned—like she’d forgotten what a cock like that even looked like. And then something shifted in her expression. Curiosity. Hunger.

Her tongue darted across her lips before she caught herself. She blinked, shook her head slightly, and pushed herself back to her feet. But the image had already seared itself into Mike’s mind: his wife staring, mesmerized, as though she’d been reminded of something she hadn’t realized she missed.

Paul adjusted himself casually, as if baring an erection in a living room full of people was nothing unusual, and Lucy sat back down slowly, her face flushed, her wine glass trembling faintly in her hand.

Mike gritted his teeth, his cock twitching miserably in his pants. His only consolation was the gleam of precum glistening at the tip of Paul’s cock—evidence, he told himself, that the man would blow his load fast when it came to staying power.

But the look on Lucy’s face as she’d stared up at Paul made that consolation feel paper-thin.

When the room finally turned to Mike, his stomach clenched so tight it almost hurt. He hadn’t realized he’d been holding his breath until Emily gave him a sly smile and tugged at his belt.

“Your turn,” she said lightly, her tone playful, but her eyes sharp, as if she knew exactly how much pressure he was under.

Mike forced a grin, though his pulse was hammering. He stood, his legs stiff, and let Emily tug at his waistband. The sound of the zipper seemed to echo in the room. She hooked her thumbs into his trousers and slid them down, followed quickly by his boxers.

The moment stretched forever.

Gasps and muffled laughter broke the silence as his cock flopped into view—semi-hard, not quite fully stiff but not soft either, hanging in that awkward middle ground. For an instant, it worked in his favor. The weight of it gave the impression of something bigger than it really was. To anyone not paying close attention, it could almost pass as respectable.

But Mike knew better. Lucy knew better. He didn’t “grow” much more than that. Semi-hard was nearly as good as it got for him. And even now, his foreskin still covered most of the head, a telltale reminder of his uncut cock, the skin loose enough to shift as it twitched feebly in the open air.

Emily paused for a moment, her hand lingering near the base, eyes flicking up to meet his. She didn’t say anything, but Mike caught the faintest flicker of surprise in Paul’s face out of the corner of his eye—almost as though the man wasn’t thrilled by the comparison.

Mike’s chest swelled with a flicker of pride. Maybe this wouldn’t be the humiliation Lucy had promised. Maybe, just maybe, the others would be fooled by the semi-hard illusion.

But Lucy knew. She sat back in her chair, wine glass poised at her lips, her expression carefully blank. She’d seen that cock every night of their marriage. She knew exactly what everyone else didn’t: that what they were seeing now was pretty much all there was.

Finally, all eyes turned to Luke. He looked uneasy, shifting in his chair as Martina grinned and slid gracefully to her knees in front of him.

“Alright, let’s see what you’re working with,” she teased, her voice low and playful, before hooking her fingers into his waistband.

With one smooth tug, Martina had his pants and boxers down around his ankles. Luke’s cock spilled free, hanging in that same semi-hard state as Mike’s, but instantly the differences were obvious. He was longer—noticeably so—but his shaft was thinner, more wiry than heavy. His cock stood forward with a clean, exposed head, his skin neatly cut like every other man in the room apart from Mike.

Mike’s stomach twisted as the comparisons flashed unbidden through his head. He knew everyone would notice the contrast: his foreskin still bunched awkwardly around his head, making him look softer, smaller, while Luke’s cock looked lean and deliberate, every inch visible.

And yet, for the first time since Paul’s reveal, Mike felt a flicker of relief. Thinner than mine. It was barely anything, a desperate grasp at consolation, but it was something.

Chloe leaned over Luke’s shoulder, grinning at the sight. “Well, well,” she said with a wicked laugh. “Looks like someone brought a ruler’s worth of ginger pride to the table.”

The room cracked into laughter again, the drunken, unsteady kind that carried an edge of cruelty beneath the humor.

Luke flushed, tugging at his shirt hem awkwardly, but he didn’t try to cover himself. Martina gave his shaft a playful squeeze before standing, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she returned to her chair.

Mike sat stiffly, his heart pounding, clinging to that tiny, fragile victory—that if nothing else, at least Luke’s cock was skinnier than his.

But deep down, he knew it wouldn’t be enough to save him.

“Alright then, girls, it’s time to measure their length,” Martina declared, grinning like a game-show host. “But first—get those cocks nice and hard. No half measures.”

There was a beat of hesitation until Chloe, of course, broke it. With a wicked grin, she rummaged in her oversized purse and pulled out a travel-sized bottle of lube, holding it aloft like a prize. “What? Don’t give me that look,” she said, cackling as the table erupted in laughter. “A girl’s gotta be prepared.”

She popped the cap with her teeth and squirted a glossy stream into her palm, making a show of rubbing her hands together before wrapping them around Dean’s cock. “Let’s see if we can wake this turtle up,” she teased, stroking deliberately slow. Dean shifted in his seat, his face a mix of discomfort and reluctant pleasure.

Martina leaned over to snag the bottle next, warming the lube in her hands before gliding them confidently over Luke’s shaft. He groaned low in his throat, already stiffening under her practiced touch. Even Lucy, after a moment’s hesitation, reached for the bottle Chloe tossed her way, squeezing some onto her palm before wrapping her slick hand around Paul’s thickness. She worked him slowly, her delicate fingers straining to encircle his girth, her expression caught between concentration and awe.

Emily, meanwhile, shook her head as she settled closer to Mike. “Well,” she murmured with a sly smirk, curling her hand around his shaft, “I guess there is one good thing about being uncut—it saves me the lube.”

Mike tensed as her bare hand slid around him, his foreskin drawing smoothly back and forth with each practiced stroke. The glide was effortless, almost too much—his hips twitched upward helplessly, and a groan escaped his throat before he could bite it back.

His cock hardened quickly in her grip, swelling, the foreskin slipping down to reveal the flushed head with each pull. He was trembling on the edge already, dangerously close to losing control in front of everyone.

But his eyes betrayed him. They locked on Lucy, just a few feet away, her small, slick hand wrapped around Paul’s massive shaft. Paul was fully hard already, jutting thick and veined from his muscular frame, but Lucy kept stroking, her fingers straining to reach around the sheer girth of him. She held him almost reverently, as though testing his weight in her hand, her lips pressed tightly together as her cheeks flushed.

Mike’s chest burned. His wife, hands busy around another man’s cock—while Emily smirked knowingly, tugging at his smaller, uncut shaft as though she had all the time in the world.

Emily gave him a playful squeeze, her voice teasing but loud enough for the room. “Well… looks like your balls are turning a little blue already. You’re not getting any bigger, are you? Definitely a shower, not a grower.”

The laughter that followed was immediate—drunken, sharp, playful on the surface but cutting underneath. Mike’s stomach twisted as his cock twitched helplessly in Emily’s fist.


The Moment Of Truth

Martina clapped her hands again. “Alright ladies, time for the real fun. Let’s get some numbers.” She tossed the first tape to Chloe, who caught it with a dramatic bow.

Chloe knelt in front of Dean, tugging him upright with a cheeky grin. “Stand tall for me, big guy,” she teased, stretching the tape measure out with exaggerated care. The metal tab clicked against the base of his cock as she drew it along his thick shaft. Dean shifted uncomfortably, muttering something under his breath, but Chloe only smirked and pinched the tape at the tip.

“Not bad,” she said lightly, not revealing the number, but her grin suggested enough. She held the tape between two fingers and made a vague motion as if showing the length, then let it snap back into its case with a laugh. Dean exhaled in relief, but Mike caught how wide Chloe’s eyes had been for that brief second. Thick. Maybe close to his own length, but heavier by far.

Next, it was Lucy’s turn. Mike’s stomach clenched as he watched her kneel again in front of Paul, that thick cock jutting toward her face. Her hand trembled slightly as she pressed the tape down at the base, her small fingers brushing his balls. Paul grunted low in his throat, and Lucy’s cheeks reddened as she pulled the tape up his shaft to the tip.

Mike leaned forward, desperate to see the number, but Lucy angled the tape just enough that he couldn’t. All he could tell was that the strip of plastic kept going and going before she stopped, pinched it, and swallowed hard. Paul smirked, placing a casual hand on her shoulder as though he’d just won a prize.

Mike forced himself to laugh with the others, but his heart hammered. Whatever the number was, it dwarfed his.

Then came his turn. Emily smiled sweetly as she knelt before him, holding the tape with an almost professional air. “Alright, let’s be precise,” she said, tugging his shaft upright. She pressed the tape firmly at the base, then slid it along, her long nails brushing the sensitive underside as she reached the tip.

Mike tried to keep still, tried not to twitch as her touch sent heat crawling up his body. He glanced down, heart lurching when he saw the numbers—five. Exactly five. Maybe five and a fraction if she stretched. He’d measured himself at five and a half before, alone in the bathroom, but now… now under her hand, under all these eyes, it seemed smaller. He clenched his jaw, telling himself it was the nerves, the angle, the pressure.

Emily gave him a playful pat on the thigh and snapped the tape closed without comment. She didn’t have to. The faint smile on her lips told him she’d confirmed everything Lucy had claimed.

Finally, Martina turned to Luke. She slid to her knees with a flourish, tugging him closer as the room hushed again. Luke looked stiff and uncomfortable, his lean cock jutting forward, already glistening at the tip. Martina pressed the tape flush to the base, drawing it up smoothly. Mike craned his neck, straining to see, but the angle was against him. All he could tell was that Martina’s grin widened the higher she pulled the tape. She pinched it near the tip, held it a second too long, then let it snap back into its case with a laugh.

“Mm,” she murmured, glancing up at Luke with a wink, “better than I thought.”

The wives huddled together briefly, scribbling the numbers on a scrap of paper, whispering, giggling, shielding the results from the men. Mike sat rigid, every muscle tense, his mind racing.

Dean’s cock had looked about his length, maybe thicker. Paul’s was clearly longer—no question. Luke’s seemed endless in Martina’s hands. And his own? Five inches, maybe a hair more. He knew it. Lucy knew it. And now, so did Emily.

The laughter and whispers of the women were unbearable. Mike sat there, his cock still exposed, sweat dampening his back, waiting for the verdict he already feared.

The wives leaned close together at the far end of the table, the scrap of paper in Martina’s hands, their voices lowered to conspiratorial whispers. Every now and then, one of them laughed softly, or Chloe let out a snort that made the men shift uncomfortably in their chairs. Mike sat rigid, his cock still hanging half-hard, his throat dry. He could feel Lucy’s presence just a few feet away, not even looking at him as she bent her head in toward the group.

Finally, Martina straightened, paper in hand, grinning like she was announcing a raffle.

“Okay, gentlemen,” she said, her voice carrying across the room. “The results are in for round one—length.” She paused dramatically, letting the tension simmer. “Coming in first place, with a beautiful, long cock that stretches a full eight inches… Luke!”

The women cheered, Chloe clapping Luke on the shoulder as he went red, shifting awkwardly in his chair.

Martina carried on, eyes flicking knowingly to Paul. “In second place, at seven and a half inches, our thick, eager stud—Paul!”

There were whoops and giggles, Emily beaming proudly at her husband while Lucy stared into her wineglass, lips pressed tightly together.

Mike’s chest tightened. His stomach dropped. He already knew what was coming, but still he prayed—please, just don’t let me be last.

Martina’s grin widened as she scanned the room, drawing out the silence. “Which means… we’re down to the final two. Dean… and Mike.” She looked between them, enjoying the suspense. Dean rubbed the back of his neck nervously, his cock still softening now that the attention had shifted.

Mike’s pulse roared in his ears.

“And the man taking last place, with a modest five and a quarter inches…” Martina’s pause was cruel, deliberate, her eyes sliding to Lucy before she delivered the blow. “Is Mike.”

The room erupted—gasps, laughter, Chloe letting out a sharp whistle, Emily covering her mouth with her hand. Lucy said nothing. She only leaned back in her chair, her expression unreadable, though Mike caught the faintest flicker of satisfaction in her eyes.

Heat surged up Mike’s neck, his cock twitching miserably as if to confirm his defeat. He’d known this was coming, but hearing it aloud, in front of everyone, left him hollow. The word last echoed in his head, louder than the laughter, louder than anything.

“Okay, girls,” Martina said, her grin wide as she twirled the tape measure in her fingers. “Let’s make sure those cocks are good and hard, then we’ll measure girth. No point cheating with half a chub.”

The room filled with movement again—hands stroking, laughter rising, Chloe making a dramatic show of slapping more lube into her palm. “Girth, ladies,” she quipped, working Dean’s shaft with exaggerated strokes, “that’s what really counts. You can’t fill someone out with a noodle, no matter how long it is.”

Emily laughed lightly at that, her hand already wrapped firmly around Mike’s cock. “She’s right. It’s thickness that makes the difference.” She looked up at him with a sly smirk. “And I guess we’re not deducting points for being uncut.”

Mike flushed. The sting of her words cut sharper than he expected, but his cock betrayed him—throbbing in her bare grip, his foreskin sliding smoothly with every stroke.

Emily leaned closer as she worked him, her perfume flooding his nose. At some point, she’d undone two buttons on her blouse, and now her fake tits spilled forward, round and impossibly high. She angled herself so that every downward glance gave Mike a perfect view down her shirt.

He groaned quietly, his hips twitching, shame battling against the pure, raw pleasure of her hand. For a moment, he forgot the others, forgot Lucy a few feet away with her hand still around Paul’s fat shaft. All he wanted was to bury himself between Emily’s tits, to fuck that perfect cleavage until he exploded.

And then, just as quickly, she stopped.

Emily smirked, releasing him with a little pat. “There we go,” she said breezily, reaching for the tape. She looped it around his shaft, tugging it snug, her fingers brushing his balls as she pinched the mark. She didn’t say the number, but her raised eyebrows and the way she bit back a smile told Mike everything he needed to know.

Laughter bubbled from the other women as they measured their partners in turn. Chloe gave a low whistle at Dean’s thickness. Martina clucked her tongue approvingly at Luke’s length and decent girth. And Lucy, her hand visibly struggling to keep all the way around Paul’s cock, didn’t even have to say anything—the sight alone made Mike’s stomach churn.

The wives huddled again, whispering, scribbling down results, while the men sat exposed and waiting, every second stretching into eternity. Mike’s chest thudded as he glanced from face to face, desperate for a clue, praying for mercy.

By the time Emily looped the tape snug around Mike’s shaft, the other girls had already finished their measurements. All eyes were on him now, waiting. Mike sat frozen, his face burning, his stomach hollow. He felt Emily’s fingers squeeze lightly at the base as she tugged the tape tight.

“Four and a quarter,” she murmured just for the wives’ ears, jotting the number down. She didn’t need to announce it—the flicker of amusement in her eyes was enough.

Mike wanted the ground to open and swallow him. But worse, infinitely worse, was the fact that his cock betrayed him completely. It hadn’t softened for a second. Even as Emily measured its disappointing thickness, it jutted up stiff and swollen, his foreskin sliding back just enough to leave the head flushed and angry red. He could feel it twitch in the air, shamelessly hard while the room chuckled and whispered about its lack of girth.

Martina rose, paper in hand, her smile wide. “Alright,” she called, “results for round two—girth.”

The room quieted, every man sitting tense, every woman leaning forward.

“The winner of this one is Paul,” she announced, glancing at Lucy with a wicked grin. “A thick, beautiful cock measuring five and a half inches around.”

Lucy’s hand was still on her wineglass, but Mike caught the way her lips parted just slightly at the number.

“In second place,” Martina continued, “Dean, with five-point-two. A nice chunky one too.”

Dean exhaled sharply, shoulders loosening with relief. Chloe gave him a playful squeeze under the table, earning another ripple of laughter.

Martina drew the pause out as long as she could, eyes flicking toward Mike. “Which means, of course… last place again. With a skinny little four-and-a-quarter inches around—Mike.”

The room broke instantly. Laughter, whistles, even Chloe howling loud enough to clap her hands together. Emily smirked as she set the tape aside.

Mike sat rigid, his heart hammering, his face crimson. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but he couldn’t. His cock was still there, bobbing rock hard in front of him, standing proud in complete contradiction to the shame crushing him.

And then he looked at Lucy.

She was smiling. Not just smiling—beaming. The widest smile he’d ever seen spread across her face, her eyes bright, her cheeks flushed. She was glowing with it, as if his humiliation had lit something inside her. And Mike knew in that moment that she wasn’t embarrassed by him at all. She was turned on. Proved right. Reveling in the sight of her husband exposed, ridiculed, and still straining hard in front of everyone.

Martina rose to her feet, flushed with wine and excitement, still holding the scrap of paper with the results from the girth round. She let the noise die down before flashing the group a wicked grin.

“Right then, ladies,” she said, her voice brimming with authority, “it’s time for the third and final contest of the evening—the stamina contest.”

A ripple of anticipation moved through the room. The men shifted uncomfortably in their seats, while the women leaned forward, eager and curious.

Martina twirled the tape measure once more before tossing it aside like a prop she no longer needed. “Now, we all know staying power is extremely important, right girls?”

There was laughter, murmured agreement, Chloe chiming in with a loud, “Damn right it is!” before sipping her wine.

Martina continued, “So, here’s how this one works. Each girl will jerk her partner off as fast as she can. No teasing, no pacing—the goal is simple: make him cum as quickly as possible. Fastest orgasm loses. Longest to hold out, wins.”

The laughter grew louder now, but Mike sat rigid, every nerve alive, his cock still jutting proudly from his lap.

Martina raised a finger, her grin growing wider. “Oh, and one more thing to keep it fair—the girls will stand behind the guys, reach around their bodies, and finish them off that way. No eye contact, no help from pretty faces—just pure stamina.”

The women chuckled and whispered amongst themselves, already getting to their feet. Chairs scraped back, glasses were set down.

Mike’s heart thudded in his chest. This was it—the final chance. He knew he couldn’t win on length, couldn’t win on girth. But stamina? This was his edge. He’d emptied himself in the shower just before everyone arrived. His cock might be smaller, thinner, but he could hold out. He had to.

Still, as he looked around the room—the women giggling as they lined up behind their chosen men, the men shifting nervously, Paul already slick with precum—Mike couldn’t ignore the pressure bearing down on him. His cock twitched in the open air, hard as ever, his humiliation plain for all to see.

Mike’s chest hammered as he watched them take their positions. Lucy slipped behind Paul, her small frame almost swallowed by his broad shoulders. Her hands lingered for a moment on the back of his chair before she slid one around his side, her fingers brushing his stomach, then moving lower. Paul gave a low grunt, leaning back slightly as if already surrendering himself to her touch.

Chloe was already behind Dean, her long, pale arms draping over him playfully as she wrapped her hand around his thick shaft. “Don’t worry,” she teased loud enough for everyone to hear, “I’ll go easy on you… nah, who am I kidding?” She laughed, and Dean gave a sheepish grin, though his cock twitched in her grip.

Martina took her time with Luke. She circled him slowly, dragging her nails across his shoulders before slipping into place behind him. She rested her chin briefly on the top of his head, smiling down at the others like a queen surveying her court. Only then did she let her hand snake forward, wrapping firmly around his cock with deliberate confidence. Luke exhaled sharply, his lean frame tensing under her grip.

Mike felt his pulse roar in his ears. He sat rigid, his cock straining in the open air, already throbbing from everything Emily had done to him earlier. And then he felt her—Emily—slip into place behind him, her perfume washing over him, her breath brushing his ear as her hand slid around his hip and closed around his shaft.

He nearly groaned just from the contact. Her hand was warm, sure, her grip firm as she gave him a slow squeeze. He twitched instantly in her hold, his foreskin sliding back with the motion.

Emily leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. Her voice was low, teasing, just for him. “I’m going to make your little dick cum so fast,” she whispered, her tone sharp enough to cut, “that you won’t get to feel your wife’s pussy for the next twelve months.”

Mike swallowed hard, his cock jerking in her grip, humiliation and arousal tangled so tightly he could barely tell them apart. His one advantage—his plan to outlast the others—suddenly felt fragile, laughable, under the confident way she stroked him even before the contest began.

Martina glanced around the circle, her smile wicked as she watched the women’s hands poised on their husbands and partners. She raised her voice, drawing out the moment, savoring it.

“Alright then, boys,” she purred. “This is it. The final round. Staying power. Let’s see who can last… and who’s going to blow it all over themselves in seconds.”

She paused, her hand giving Luke’s cock a playful squeeze as she leaned into him, her eyes flicking deliberately toward Mike.

“And let’s be honest,” she added with a cruel little laugh, “we all know at least one of you is going to embarrass himself very, very quickly.”

The room erupted in nervous laughter and murmurs, all eyes flicking toward Mike even before the countdown began. His cock throbbed in Emily’s fist, straining against her grip, standing rock hard as though betraying him to every single person watching.

Martina raised her hand like a referee calling for silence. “On your marks…” She let the pause hang, long and deliberate, the air charged with heat and tension.

“…get set…”

Mike’s breath caught in his throat. Emily’s grip tightened, her wrist poised to pump.

“…go!”

Emily’s hand closed around him with merciless speed the moment Martina barked “go.” She didn’t tease, didn’t warm him up—her fist just pumped, relentless, sliding his foreskin back and forth in fast, practiced strokes. The sound of her skin working his shaft filled his ears, slick and obscene, and Mike’s whole body jolted.

It was instant. The tightness in his balls, the heat racing up his spine—twenty seconds at most, and he already felt his orgasm building. His only hope, he told himself, was Paul. Paul had been leaking the second Lucy touched him. Surely, he’d go first.

Mike forced his eyes sideways.

Lucy was behind Paul, her wedding ring catching the light as her hand worked his cock. She wasn’t rushing, wasn’t slacking either—just a steady, confident rhythm, her small fingers stretched as far as they could go. Even slick with lube, she couldn’t get her thumb to touch her fingertips; Paul’s shaft was simply too thick for her hand to close around.

And she was smiling.

Not forced, not embarrassed—genuine. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright, her lips curved faintly in concentration. She looked like she was enjoying herself, like the weight of that thick cock in her hand was something she’d missed.

Mike’s chest tightened. He wanted to look away, but then he heard it—Lucy’s voice, low, just barely over the sound of skin and laughter. He knew she hadn’t meant for him to hear it, but the words cut like a knife.

“I haven’t had my hand around a big cock like this in years…”

Paul grunted softly, leaning back into her touch, and Lucy let out a quiet laugh, squeezing him tighter.

Mike’s cock throbbed violently in Emily’s fist, his humiliation boiling over into raw, unbearable arousal. He flicked his gaze across the room, desperate for distraction.

Chloe was practically attacking Dean, her pale arm pumping at a brutal pace, but Dean gritted his teeth and held firm, his cock fattening but nowhere near release. Martina was just as ruthless with Luke, her hand a blur, her nails grazing his stomach as she worked him like she meant to break him. Luke groaned, head tilted back, but he wasn’t close yet either.

This wasn’t a setup. No one was holding back. Every woman was jerking her man off as fast as she could.

The difference was Mike.

Emily’s strokes were too much, too fast, her grip just tight enough to make his cock throb helplessly in her hand. He felt it swelling, thickening against her palm, his balls pulling high. His breath came ragged, every nerve in his body screaming that he was seconds from exploding.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear, her voice a taunt meant only for him. “Come on, little dick,” she whispered, pumping faster, her tits pressing against his back as she bore down. “Cum for me.”

Mike groaned, his head falling back, his thighs twitching. He couldn’t hold it. He couldn’t even speak. The laughter, the gasps, the other men still holding strong—it all blurred. His cock jerked violently in Emily’s grip, and with a strangled moan he spilled, hot spurts firing across his stomach and thighs while the room erupted in cruel, drunken laughter.

As the last spurt left him, Mike slumped back in his chair, chest heaving, cock twitching uselessly in Emily’s slick hand. For a moment, the laughter and chatter blurred around him like static. Then the truth hit, sharp and clear.

He’d lost.

Not just the round. Not just the contest. Everything.

He’d lost the bet with Lucy. He’d been exposed in front of them all—his little cock measured, compared, mocked. He hadn’t lasted thirty seconds, his orgasm spilling out faster than any of them. And now, the promise Lucy had spat at him in her drunken fury wrapped tight around his throat. For the next year, every time he wanted to be inside her, it would be with a strap-on, a piece of plastic replacing the cock she’d just humiliated.

But even that wasn’t the worst of it.

The most brutal part of reality hit like a hammer: Lucy was going to have to suck off every guy there. Not in theory, not in teasing—she’d agreed, and now Paul, Luke, and Dean were sitting stiff and hard, cocks glistening, waiting their turn.

The room shifted. Chloe and Martina eased their hands away, leaving Dean and Luke throbbing, their shafts slick and straining. Emily let go of Mike with a little pat, wiping her hand on a napkin as if she’d finished a chore.

Someone—it might have been Chloe—said, “Well, Luke and Paul already got their wins, so fair’s fair. Dean gets one too.”

Mike’s gut twisted. Dean. That thick, veiny cock Chloe had been working like it was a workout. He imagined Lucy’s lips stretched around it, her small hands barely closing at the base. His stomach flipped.

“Guys, come on,” Mike croaked, his voice cracking, desperate now. He sat forward, trying to gather whatever scraps of dignity he had left. “We’ve all had our fun, alright? The bet was a joke. There’s no way we’re actually going through with any of this.”

His words hung there, thin, fragile, drowned out by the heat still humming in the room.

Lucy hadn’t moved yet. She was still behind Paul, her hand resting casually on his thigh, her cheeks flushed, her lips curved into the faintest smile. When she looked up at Mike, her eyes sparkled—not with pity, not with remorse. With something closer to hunger.

And in that moment, Mike realized she wasn’t about to save him.

“Oh, that’s bullshit!” Paul suddenly roared, cutting through Mike’s weak protest. His voice filled the room, heavy and commanding. He sat forward, his thick cock still jutting from his lap, slick and angry red, veins bulging beneath Lucy’s small hand. “You made a bet, Mike. So be a man and stick to it.”

The laughter died down, replaced by the electric tension of Paul’s words. His eyes locked on Mike, burning. “And don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been staring at Emily’s tits all night. Every time she leaned over, you looked like you were about to drool on yourself. You’d titty-fuck her right here, right now, if you had the chance.”

The words landed hard, raw and merciless. Mike’s mouth opened but nothing came out. His throat was too tight, his chest too heavy.

Paul leaned back, spreading his thighs, Lucy’s delicate hand still half-wrapped around him. “So don’t you dare start whining now. Your wife is going to suck my fat cock whether you like it or not.”

The room fell quiet for a beat, the only sound the faint hiss of the wine pouring as Chloe refilled her glass with a grin. Then the giggles started again—sharp, cruel, and directed all at Mike.

He looked around desperately, his face burning, eyes glassy as he fought off the wave of humiliation threatening to break him. Three cocks stood hard and ready in front of him—Luke’s long and lean, Dean’s fat and heavy, Paul’s thick monster throbbing in his wife’s grip. All of them bigger than his. All of them waiting for Lucy.

Mike looked down at himself, at the pathetic sight of his now-shrunken cock, soft and sticky against his thigh. His orgasm still glistened at his feet, a little puddle on the floor, evidence of just how quickly he’d lost control.

The embarrassment surged like fire through his veins. His wife’s friends, her hand still wrapped around Paul, the other women smirking, their eyes darting between the men’s cocks and his tiny, flaccid one. The laughter cut sharper now, and every second of silence between it seemed louder, more unbearable.

Mike clenched his fists in his lap, staring at the floor, wishing harder than ever that he could disappear.

“Okay, Lucy,” Paul growled, his tone rough, impatient. “Enough fucking around. I’m horny as hell, and after all that, I need to cum.”

Lucy didn’t answer. She didn’t argue, didn’t laugh it off, didn’t even glance at Mike for reassurance. She just slipped gracefully off her chair and lowered herself to her knees between Paul’s spread thighs.


The Point Of No Return

For one brief second Mike’s heart lifted. She’s not actually going to do it. She’ll stop. She’ll make a joke, get back up, end this madness.

But then her small hands wrapped around Paul’s cock, and Mike’s stomach flipped. She had to stretch her fingers wide to circle him, and even then her fingertips barely touched. His thick shaft looked enormous against her delicate hands, her wedding ring glinting in the low light as she stroked him once, twice, slick and slow.

She glanced at Mike then, just for a heartbeat. It wasn’t an apologetic look, wasn’t shame. Her lips curled into the faintest smile—then she turned back to Paul, leaned forward, and parted her lips.

Mike felt his breath catch in his throat. Time seemed to slow. He watched in disbelief as the head of Paul’s cock pressed against her mouth, stretching her lips wider than he’d ever seen them. She hesitated for a second, her jaw tensing as if adjusting to the sheer girth, and then she pushed down, inch by inch, swallowing him into her mouth.

Mike’s chest constricted. His wife—his Lucy—her mouth sealed around another man’s cock. Not just any cock, but one so much bigger than his that it looked almost obscene between her lips.

She moaned softly, the sound vibrating through the room, and Mike’s heart sank. It wasn’t a moan of discomfort—it was pleasure. She was enjoying this. Her tongue worked the underside, her cheeks hollowed, and her eyes fluttered shut as though savoring the weight and taste of him.

Mike’s whole body tensed, torn between arousal and devastation, his cock twitching pathetically against his thigh, still sticky and soft.

Then Chloe’s voice cut through the air, loud and gleeful. “See?” she said to Martina, nudging her with an elbow. “I told you she was a good cock sucker. Can you believe you doubted me?”

Martina laughed, shaking her head as Lucy pushed herself deeper onto Paul’s shaft, her throat working, her small hand twisting around what her mouth couldn’t take. Paul groaned above her, one large hand resting on her head as if to guide her.

Mike could barely breathe. He sat frozen, every nerve alight, watching in slow motion as his wife—his beautiful, perfect wife—moaned around another man’s cock, her wedding ring glistening under the lights as her fingers stroked the thick base she couldn’t fit into her mouth.

And for the first time, Mike knew she wasn’t doing this because of a stupid bet. She was doing it because she wanted to.

Paul’s groans filled the room, low at first, then louder, more desperate with each bob of Lucy’s head. His big hands cradled her jaw, guiding her rhythm but not forcing her—she was already doing everything he wanted. Her lips stretched wide around his girth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her tongue flicking expertly against the underside.

Mike sat frozen, every nerve in his body screaming. He’d never seen her like this. Not with him, not with anyone. She was focused, hungry, almost tender in the way she stroked and sucked, her small hands twisting around the base she couldn’t fit between her lips. Her wedding ring caught the light with every stroke, glinting as though mocking him with the reminder of their vows.

Paul’s breathing quickened, his thighs tensing, his voice breaking into ragged moans. “Oh, fuck yeah… oh, that’s it, that’s fucking it… suck it, Lucy… oh my god…”

Mike’s heart pounded so hard it made his vision swim. Thirty seconds—maybe less—and Paul was already on the brink. He gripped Lucy’s head for one last thrust, his cock sliding wetly from her lips, strands of spit clinging as she gasped for air, and then his fist replaced her mouth.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” Paul growled, stroking himself hard.

Mike couldn’t look away. He sat in stunned silence as the first thick rope of cum shot out, landing across Lucy’s collarbone. She flinched, startled, then laughed breathlessly as the next spurt painted her shirt, streaking down to her bra. Paul groaned louder, pumping hard, as jet after jet of his release spattered across her chest.

Lucy glanced down at the mess splattered over her clothes, then back up at Paul with wide, glittering eyes. She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t embarrassed. She looked exhilarated.

Mike’s gut twisted violently. He’d watched Lucy swallow his loads hundreds of times, but never like this—never with that look of satisfaction, never with cum dripping down her chest while she smiled through it.

Paul collapsed back into his chair with a satisfied grunt, his cock still twitching in his hand.

“Ewww,” Lucy finally said with a laugh, shaking her head as she unbuttoned her shirt. She peeled it off quickly, revealing her small, perky breasts beneath a simple bra. Cum still streaked across her chest and cleavage, glistening in the low light. “I’ve always hated cum on me.”

The room roared with laughter. Chloe howled, pointing with her glass. “Hated it? Babe, you look incredible with it. Seriously. Like, porn-star level.”

Mike’s face burned as the others chuckled, the sight seared into his brain—Lucy kneeling there, wiping Paul’s release from her body, smiling like she’d just discovered a new side of herself.

And the most brutal part? For the first time all night, she looked genuinely turned on.

Dean didn’t have to be asked twice. He slid into the space Paul had left, legs planted, eyes never leaving Lucy. For one surreal heartbeat Mike expected the whole room to come to its senses—nervous laughter, someone making a “we went too far” joke, Lucy tugging her shirt back on.

That didn’t happen.

Lucy sat back on her heels and breathed. Not a gasping, flustered breath—steady, measured. She peeled the last of her shirt from her shoulders and dropped it over the arm of a chair. Someone passed her a napkin; she dabbed at herself with small, efficient pats, the way she cleaned a wineglass she cared about. Then she gathered her hair into a knot and pinned it high, the diamond on her ring flashing as she twisted. That tiny movement—practical, unhurried—changed the energy in the room. This was no longer a stumble; it was preparation.

“Are we… actually doing this?” someone murmured, half a laugh, half a warning.

Chloe didn’t even pretend to be scandalized. She tipped her glass back and grinned. “Please. This is the good part.”

Mike felt his ribs tighten around his lungs. If there was a moment to stop, this was it: Lucy’s hands were free, her hair fixed, the perfect pivot point back to safety. Instead, she lifted her chin and met Dean’s gaze. A small nod. Consent, clean and unmistakable.

She moved in again, calmly, on her own terms.

Dean made a strangled, grateful sound. His hand hovered once, uncertain, then fell to the arm of the chair, knuckles white. Lucy’s right hand curved and then closed, and Mike saw—couldn’t help seeing—that she couldn’t quite complete the circle. Her ring flashed each time her fingers reset. The sight lit something awful and electric inside him.

Mike stared at a spot in the rug until it blurred, willing himself to be anywhere else inside his own body. It didn’t work. He felt heat move through him with humiliating inevitability. On any other night, after he finished, that would have been it—his body’s iron rule. Tonight, with the room holding its breath and his wife’s shoulders settling into the work of a choice, he felt the pulse return, felt himself hardening again. The realization blindsided him. It had never happened like this. He shifted, trying to hide, but the movement only made him more aware of himself, of the traitor beating in time with the sounds in front of him.

He kept his eyes on neutral things: the lamp chain; the sweating bottle on the sideboard; the ghost of their reflection in the glass. But the room ran on glances. Martina watched with fascinated stillness, one hand pressed against her mouth. Emily’s expression held something almost clinical, as if she was noting details she already knew how to interpret. Paul sprawled, satisfied and smug, like a man who’d gotten what he came for and now wanted to see someone else do the same. Luke held himself very still, a quiet tension in his jaw that read as caution or calculation—maybe both.

And Chloe, of course, had a gleam in her eye that said the night had become a story she’d retell with relish.

Dean lasted longer than Paul. A minute, then five. Lucy’s patience never wavered. She adjusted her angle once, then again. She changed rhythm almost imperceptibly and kept it there when Dean’s breath hitched in a way that told her it mattered. She never looked up at Mike. Not to check, not to apologize. The ring flashed, the knot of hair loosened and was tightened again without breaking her pace, and the room’s low chorus—small exhalations, nervous humor, someone’s chair creaking—rose and fell around her like surf.

At one point Dean glanced up and—just for a second—met Mike’s eyes. There was an expression there Mike couldn’t parse, part triumph, part bewilderment. Dean’s hand drifted toward Lucy’s head automatically and then stopped, hovering, suddenly unsure. Lucy solved it by tucking a stray coil of hair behind her ear, then returning to her work as though nothing had happened. That small kindness, that unbothered control, made something give in Mike’s chest.

He told himself he should stand. He should call it. He should put a stop to the spectacle and save her from becoming the story. But as the thought formed, a colder knowledge formed with it: this wasn’t a spectacle to her, not anymore. She had made a decision. He could throw his weight around and try to reclaim what the night had taken, but he would only be wrestling air. The shift had already happened.

“God,” Chloe breathed, delighted, not even trying to keep her voice down as she nudged Martina. “Told you she was good. You doubted me.”

Martina’s eyes flicked, sharp and bright. “I didn’t doubt,” she said softly. “I underestimated.”

The minutes stretched elastic and then snapped. Dean’s composure frayed. A stifled curse. His body locked. He half-choked on her name, as if he were surprised to have it in his mouth. Lucy drew back just in time, breathing hard, cheeks flushed, palms braced. And then the room went very quiet in the way rooms go quiet when something has just happened and everyone is deciding how to react.

Lucy glanced down at herself, then huffed a small, incredulous laugh. “What is it with you boys and where you insist on finishing?” she said, dry as a martini, peeling a damp strap from her shoulder.

Chloe cackled, lifting her glass in salute. “What can I say? Some nights a perky little pair gets top billing. Even saints like a change of scenery.”

Laughter broke the tension, then softened into a hush again as Lucy reached behind and, with that same practical economy, unhooked her bra. It fell into her lap and then to the rug. She didn’t pose; she didn’t preen. She simply removed the last barrier and sat there, bared, her breath steadying. Somehow, the lack of theater humiliated Mike more thoroughly than any show of it could have.

He clamped his jaw and looked away—and caught his own reflection in the dark pane of the window: shoulders rigid, hands clenched on his knees, eyes wide with a mix of shame and hunger he could not deny. He’d finished minutes ago, yet his body strained against him again, hard as a forged thing, pulsing with the proof of everything he didn’t want to admit. He shifted to hide it. Chloe’s gaze flicked and then slid back to him with a cat’s smile that said she’d seen anyway.

Around the room, the couples adjusted as if to a new climate. Dean fell back into his chair, stunned into laughter, hair damp at his temples. Martina’s hand hovered an inch above Luke’s shoulder, not touching, just there—the suggestion of possession. Emily crossed and uncrossed her legs, composed, a small, private smile at the corner of her mouth. Paul sprawled deeper, loose-limbed and satisfied, radiating the smugness of a man whose place had been affirmed in front of witnesses.

Lucy’s eyes lifted at last—not to Mike, but to the room. She looked almost… relieved. Not triumphant; not guilty; simply as if a decision inside her had stopped arguing with itself. She used the back of her wrist to sweep a stray smear from her collarbone and then tied her hair knot tighter for the second time, as if to declare she wasn’t done.

Something inside Mike scraped raw. If she had looked to him—if she had said his name, if she had sought him—he could have believed this was still happening to her. But she didn’t. And because she didn’t, the story tilted. He could feel it tilting, unseating him. He had wanted to be the one who set terms; now he sat as the terms re-wrote themselves without him.

“Lucy,” Dean managed, still breathless, as if to thank her. She gave him a small, almost courteous nod, the way she acknowledged a compliment, and then rose enough to shift her knees in the space. A practical adjustment. A readiness.

“Are we keeping score on this round?” Chloe teased. “Because if we are, I’m buying her a trophy.”

“Don’t cheapen it,” Martina murmured, not unkindly. “Just watch.”

The quiet pressed in. The house itself seemed to listen—the hum of the fridge, the clock’s tiny click, the soft scuff of bare feet on wood. Outside, the pool lights shivered. Inside, the brightness felt a degree too warm.

Mike’s mind grabbed at useless data: the uneven weave in the rug; the smear of wine on the table where someone’s glass had sloshed; the dry line at the corner of Lucy’s mouth that she would, in any other context, lick away without thinking. He wanted to give his humiliation clean edges—words he could put around it. But humiliation, he was discovering, resists naming. It saturates. It inhabits a body the way heat does. And with it, horribly, came desire. Not for the act, exactly, but for the totality of her—her sure hands, her unflinching eyes, the knowledge that she was not being carried by anyone else’s appetite; she had found her own.

He could hear his own breath now, a little too loud. He tried to quiet it. Tried to uncurl his fingers from his knees. The second erection throbbed, insistent and shame-bright. He pressed himself against his thigh to dull it. It didn’t dull.

Someone—maybe Emily—cleared her throat and said, almost apologetically, “Does anyone need water?” The manners of the civilized world, intact and absurd. No one answered.

Lucy shifted her weight, testing the ground like an athlete resetting between attempts. Her shoulders rolled once, loosening. The ring winked. She didn’t look back at Mike. She didn’t need to.

“Lucy,” Paul drawled lazily, “you want—”

“I know what I want,” she said, not looking at him. No edge; no heat; just fact. Then, softer, to the room, “Are we done making this weirder than it needs to be?”

The question landed like a rule. People nodded without meaning to. Conversation stilled. The air thinned to a wire.

Dean exhaled a shaky laugh. “You’re something else,” he said, wonder bleeding into the words like wine into cloth.

Lucy smiled at that—small, grateful—but her eyes were already elsewhere, attention sliding to the last man who hadn’t moved yet.

Luke had been very quiet. He’d watched without commentary, hands on his knees, gaze level. Now, as the room adjusted around the new gravity, he stood. Not with Paul’s swagger or Dean’s hungry lurch—simply stood, as if rising for a thing he had already decided to accept. He glanced once at Martina; she gave him nothing but the calm of someone who was no longer curious and had become certain.

Luke took a step, then another. The floor creaked in the corner; the clock ticked; someone’s breath hitched. He stopped a pace in front of Lucy.

She lifted her face to him. Whatever passed between them happened in silence, brief and crystalline. She nodded once, the same small nod she’d given Dean, and shifted so there was room.

Behind them, Chloe, unable to help herself, leaned toward Martina and whispered, delighted: “Told you she was a good one.”

Martina’s mouth curved—not a smile so much as the acceptance of a truth newly visible.

On the rug, bare-shouldered, hair tied high, ring flashing, Lucy lowered herself back to her knees. Luke walked over, ready to take his turn.

By the time Lucy had stripped off her bra, the mood in the room had shifted. During the first two blowjobs the women had giggled and sipped their drinks like spectators at a naughty game, but now the laughter thinned. The sight of Lucy kneeling topless—small breasts bare, nipples tight in the warm light—made the air heavier.

Martina’s smile had flattened, her hand resting possessively on Luke’s shoulder. Emily crossed her arms, no longer smirking but watching Lucy with a cool, assessing gaze. Even Chloe, usually quick with a laugh, seemed different. Her pale face flushed, her wineglass hanging forgotten at her side as she tracked Luke rising slowly to his feet.

Mike caught it instantly. Chloe wasn’t laughing anymore. There was tension in the set of her jaw, something sharp flickering behind her eyes as she watched her husband step forward toward Lucy—toward Mike’s topless wife.

Chloe moved suddenly, setting her glass down with a clink, and crossed the room toward Mike. He stiffened as she came to stand in front of him, tall and imposing in her cutaway dress, freckles scattered across her pale chest. Her eyes dropped, unashamed, to where his erection jutted up against his stomach.

“You like this, don’t you?” she said, her voice pitched low but loud enough for others to hear. She pointed deliberately at his cock. “Watching your wife get her cute little tits out for other men while you sit here with your baby cock standing at attention.”

Heat surged into Mike’s face. He tried to shift, to cover himself, but his traitorous body throbbed harder under her gaze. The laughter started again—nervous, mean—and Chloe smirked, satisfied.

Lucy heard it. Her head tilted just slightly at the sound of Chloe’s voice, her eyes flicking up to Mike’s for a heartbeat. Then, without warning, she turned back to Luke. Her lips parted, and she inhaled him in one smooth, hungry motion, swallowing half his length in a single pass.

The effect was instant. Luke’s knees buckled, his hand shooting out to grip Martina’s wrist for balance as his head tipped back. A guttural sound tore from his throat, his face contorted in shocked pleasure. He barely knew what to do with his body, the sheer intensity of Lucy’s suction stripping him of composure.

Martina’s eyes narrowed, her hand tightening on his shoulder as though to remind him of her presence, but Luke could only groan, hips twitching forward, undone by the sudden heat of Lucy’s mouth.

Mike watched in horror, his heart hammering. His wife’s bare chest rose and fell, her ring flashing as her hand braced against Luke’s thigh, her lips sealed tight around a cock longer than any he had ever seen. Chloe’s taunt still echoed in his ears, and his humiliation deepened with every shudder of Luke’s body in front of him.

Lucy was flushed, her lips working rhythmically, when she glanced up for just a second—and froze.

Chloe had shifted her place in the room. She was no longer sitting back with the others, drinking and laughing; she was right next to Mike, her pale body leaning over him, one long arm draped almost casually across the back of his chair. Her hand wasn’t casual at all. It was resting in his lap, fingers curled loosely but unmistakably around his cock, stroking him with a deliberate, feather-light touch.

Lucy’s eyes narrowed instinctively. She knew Mike—knew that his cock would twitch at even the gentlest attention—and Chloe’s long fingers were making sure he felt every faint stroke.

“God,” Chloe said softly, her lips so close to Mike’s ear that only those nearest could hear, though her tone carried just enough to draw glances. “It would be so hot watching your little cock disappear between my lips. Don’t you think?” She squeezed him gently, then gave a teasing laugh. “Such a shame you’ll have to go home with her tonight… we both know she isn’t going to suck you off after this.”

Mike sat rigid, holding his breath, every muscle tight. He wanted to deny it, to speak up, but Chloe’s hand was slow and steady, her pale fingers grazing his shaft with a confidence that silenced him.

Then, almost deliberately, she pulled her free hand up to the hem of her top. “This feels unfair, doesn’t it? Lucy showing off her little pair…” Her eyes flicked down to where Lucy knelt topless. “…and me keeping mine hidden?”

She peeled her top off in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor, and stood there in nothing but a tiny black bra. Her body was exactly as Lucy had described to Mike before—long, lean, athletic, her stomach taut, her pale skin dotted with freckles that seemed to glow under the warm light. But what made Lucy’s stomach clench wasn’t Chloe’s shape—it was the bra.

Small. So small. Hardly containing anything at all.

Lucy’s eyes darted down just as Chloe reached behind her back, fumbling for the clasp. She was tipsy, her fingers slipping once, twice. Mike sat utterly still, wide-eyed, as though holding his breath would help her undo it faster.

“Damn thing,” Chloe muttered, smirking through her struggle. “Shouldn’t bother wearing it really. There’s barely anything here.” Finally, with a little tug, the clasp gave way. The straps slid from her shoulders and the bra fell, leaving her chest bare.

Mike’s eyes widened as he took her in. Chloe’s breasts were almost non-existent—flat, pale, two small rises crowned by pale pink nipples that had been pierced with tiny silver barbells. The jewelry caught the light, gleaming against her pale skin. Her freckles ran across her chest like a constellation, and the starkness of her frame only made the piercings more striking.

Chloe laughed at Mike’s stunned expression and gave her chest a little shake, the piercings catching the glow again. “See? Nothing to look at. But trust me, baby cock, guys still line up to play with these.” She pinched one of the bars between her fingers and tugged gently, her grin daring anyone to disagree.

Lucy’s jaw tightened. She felt Luke twitch in her hand, his thighs tense, the head of his cock swelling against her lips. A surge of determination hit her. No way was Mike going to sit there, being stroked off by Chloe, staring at another pair of tits—even small, pierced ones—and get anything out of it.

She pulled Luke’s cock from her mouth, her hand wrapping around him with purpose, and began stroking hard and fast. Her grip was firm, her strokes urgent, every flick of her wrist saying without words that she wasn’t about to let Chloe steal the spotlight.

Luke groaned loudly, his hips jerking, his hand flying to Lucy’s shoulder as he tipped his head back. “Ohhh, fuck!” His voice cracked with it, his whole body shuddering as the climax tore through him.

Lucy kept her eyes locked on Mike as she worked, and a few seconds later Luke convulsed, hot spurts streaking across her bare chest, painting her breasts in the dim light. His groans filled the room as he collapsed back into the chair, spent and dazed.

Lucy’s skin glistened, her chest marked with his release, her nipples beaded and flushed. She let out a small laugh through her heavy breathing, shaking her head. “Seriously… what is it with you boys and finishing on my tits?”

The room laughed, but Chloe didn’t miss a beat. She tilted her pale chest forward, pierced nipples catching the light again, and smirked. “What can I say? Even the best of you like a perky little pair every so often.”

The laughter was sharper this time, more knowing. Lucy sat back, breathing hard, her chest heaving, the glisten of Luke’s climax across her breasts. Chloe stood tall beside Mike, her pale skin and silver barbells gleaming as her hand still toyed idly with his cock.

The room seemed to collapse under its own weight. The laughter that had carried them was gone, replaced by shuffling feet and low mutters as the men tucked themselves away and the women adjusted their clothes. Paul zipped his jeans, still grinning like a man who’d won something. Dean avoided everyone’s eyes, red-faced as he tugged his shirt back on. Luke moved more slowly, buttoning his trousers with a calmness that felt like the cruelest thing of all.

Only Lucy hadn’t moved. She still knelt bare-chested in the center of the room, her small breasts streaked and glistening. She should have looked humiliated, but she didn’t cover herself, didn’t shrink. The calm set of her jaw made her seem untouchable, as if the mess on her skin didn’t belong to her at all.

One by one, the couples excused themselves. Emily whispered something in Lucy’s ear that Mike couldn’t catch before slipping out with Dean and Martina. Paul lingered in the doorway just long enough to smirk. “Let me know if you need a big cock sometime, Lucy!” he called back, laughing as the door swung shut behind him.

And then there were four.

Mike stood stiffly in his shirt, no pants, his erection still embarrassing him in front of the others. Lucy’s chest rose and fell steadily, her nipples beaded from the cool air. For a long moment, husband and wife just stared at each other across the wreckage of the night, both searching for words that wouldn’t come.

Lucy broke the silence. She picked Chloe’s lighter up from the coffee table, holding it between two fingers like it belonged to her. “I’m going for a cigarette. After all that, I think I deserve one.” She didn’t even glance at Mike as she added, “You can make up the guest room. I’ll pick up the strap-on tomorrow.” Then she leaned over, pressed the quickest kiss to his cheek, and padded barefoot to the patio door.

The words froze Mike’s chest. A cigarette.

Lucy had quit years ago—long before she ever met him. It was one of the things he’d quietly admired most, that she’d left the habit behind and never looked back. He’d bragged to friends that he’d never kiss an ashtray, never live with the stink of smoke. And now, after the most humiliating night of his life, she was stepping outside to light up as if it had never mattered.

The patio door slid open, cool air spilling inside. Chloe followed with her pack in hand, smirking as she passed Mike without a word. A moment later, the glow of two cigarettes lit the night beyond the glass. Lucy stood with Chloe, inhaling like it was the most natural thing in the world, her bare chest still streaked, her wedding ring glinting faintly in the light of the ember.

Mike stared, numb, the image twisting something deep inside him.

Behind him, Luke cleared his throat. Mike turned to see him leaning casually against the wall, hands in his pockets, his face calm.

“Hell of a night,” Luke said easily, as though they hadn’t all just sat through the unthinkable. He tilted his head toward the TV mounted on the wall. “So… you catch the Yankees game last weekend? Extra innings were insane.”

Mike blinked at him, words choking in his throat. Luke’s tone was calm, polite—no smirk, no gloating. Just small talk, like neighbors by the mailbox.

Mike managed the weakest of nods. “Yeah… yeah, I caught it.”

Through the glass, Lucy exhaled a thin ribbon of smoke, Chloe laughing softly beside her. Mike’s stomach knotted. She had quit long before him. Quit for good, he thought. And now here he was, for the first time in his life watching his wife smoke a cigarette. And then it hit him. He was angry she was smoking. Not that she had just sucked three cocks in front of him.

And in that instant, he knew: whatever their marriage had been before, it was gone.


Different

The house felt different after that night. Not louder, not tense with fights—just quieter. A hollow kind of silence hung in every room, even when both of them were there. Over the next two days, Mike and Lucy barely spoke beyond the bare minimum. No small talk, no casual laughter, no shared glances. They moved around each other like strangers occupying the same space, both of them carrying something they weren’t ready to name.

For Mike, the silence was torture. He was humiliated, embarrassed, furious—yet almost permanently hard. Every time he tried to put it out of his mind, some detail crashed back in: the smirk on Paul’s face, the way Lucy had tied her hair back, Chloe’s pale pierced nipples, the sight of his wife kneeling with another man’s cock in her hand. The memory burned in him, and he found himself jerking off constantly, sometimes twice in the same afternoon, unable to shake the images.

But worse than his compulsive arousal was Lucy’s control. She never once touched his cock—not with her hand, not with her mouth. She made no attempt to relieve him. Instead, she used him.

Both nights since the party, she had climbed over him in silence, straddled his face, and pressed herself down until he had no choice but to lick. She didn’t look at him, didn’t speak, didn’t ask permission. She simply took what she wanted. Mike obeyed, licking until she shuddered and came, the taste of her flooding his mouth while his own cock ached, untouched, throbbing so hard he thought it might burst. When she was finished, she’d slide off, roll away, and fall asleep, leaving him lying there hard and desperate in the dark.

On the second morning, she surprised him again. No words, no warning—she climbed onto the bed, pulled the covers off him, and lowered herself onto his face before he was even fully awake. The shock of it made his heart hammer, but he obeyed anyway, his tongue working automatically while she moaned softly above him. By the time she rolled off, spent and sighing, his cock was straining so hard it left a wet spot on the sheets. She didn’t even glance at it.

The frustration was unbearable. Mike’s body buzzed with need, and the denial cut sharper with every passing hour. He wanted to grab her, to demand something, but he didn’t dare. He told himself he’d wait—wait for her to soften, to let things go back to normal. Maybe, he thought, if they didn’t talk about that night, she’d let the whole strap-on thing die quietly. Maybe the silence would save him.

But deep down, he knew silence wasn’t safety. It was a fuse burning slowly, and he was lying awake beside it, cock aching, waiting for the inevitable.

Lucy hadn’t been able to get her head straight since that night. Part of her wanted to tell herself it was the alcohol, that she’d been too drunk and too angry to make clear decisions. That it had all spun out of her control. That was the part that carried guilt, the part that winced every time she caught the look in Mike’s eyes when she ignored his cock and climbed over his face instead.

But there was another part of her. The part that replayed everything in vivid detail. The part that couldn’t stop remembering the sheer weight of those cocks in her hands, the way her lips had stretched, the sounds of men gasping above her. She kept thinking about the humiliation of being down on her knees while everyone watched—how the other women’s eyes had followed her, sharp and jealous, not mocking. That memory alone was enough to make her shiver with heat when she was alone.

And then there was the power. She loved the way Mike froze when she straddled him, the way his tongue moved desperately because he had no choice. She hated herself for enjoying it, but she did. Every time she pressed down and felt him moan beneath her, a surge of control coursed through her veins. It wasn’t just about release—it was about knowing she could take everything from him and leave him aching, untouched.

Yet the guilt lingered. Every time she saw his hard cock—which was every time, because he was always hard now—she felt two sharp twinges. One of guilt, because she couldn’t stop wishing he were bigger. And another, almost crueler, because she couldn’t help thinking how much better he’d look without the foreskin. She tried not to, tried to push the thoughts away, but they came back as soon as she saw him stiffen in his pants, leaking for her without her even touching him.

She told herself she regretted it, that she wanted to call off the bet. But the truth was murkier. She also remembered how alive she’d felt, how much it had stirred in her. And somewhere deep down, she knew: if the roles had been reversed, Mike would have taken every blowjob offered, would have insisted she go through with the boob job that was her side of the bet without hesitation.

It took her three full days to admit it to herself. She wasn’t ready to let this go.

The next time Lucy saw Emily was at the gym. She felt a flicker of nerves just spotting her by the squat rack—memories of that night flashing unwanted into her mind. She’d been on her knees, lips wrapped around Emily’s boyfriend while Emily sat across the room, wine glass in hand, watching.

“Hey, you made it,” Emily said easily, slinging a towel over her shoulder. She was as radiant as ever, all tan skin and glossy hair, her sports bra clinging in a way that turned heads. If she felt any awkwardness, she didn’t show it.

Lucy forced a smile and joined her. They decided on a brutal leg day, maybe because it was safer to focus on reps and form than on the strange, charged history between them. Still, the silence didn’t last long. Emily always filled space.

“So,” Emily said between sets, bracing her elbows on her knees, “have you thought any more about the strap-on?”

Lucy let out a breathy laugh, adjusting her stance for the next set. “God, straight to it, huh?”

Emily grinned. “What? You can’t pretend it’s not hanging over you. If I were you, I’d stop hesitating and just make him do it. Honestly, you’ll thank yourself later.”

Lucy didn’t answer. She dropped into her squat, thighs burning, grateful for the chance to keep her mouth shut. But Emily wasn’t about to let it go.

“You know,” she went on, loading another plate onto her bar, “I’ve tried both kinds. The hollow ones? They’re amazing when you want a guy to fuck you with them—you get that fullness, the stamina, and he still feels like he’s in control. But the solid ones…” She smirked, leaning closer, her voice dropping into something conspiratorial. “The solid ones are when you flip the script. That’s when you take a guy’s ass and you don’t stop until you’re done. Those don’t quit. You can go as long as you like, and he’s the one begging you to slow down.”

Lucy stood still, barbell across her shoulders, her heart hammering harder than the workout alone could explain. She hated how the words landed—half terrifying, half thrilling.

Emily smiled knowingly, wiping sweat from her brow. “I love it, honestly. I love feeling that control. There’s something delicious about watching a man realize he can’t outlast you. The power’s all in your hips, and he’s the one falling apart.”

Lucy swallowed. “You’re shameless, you know that?”

“Completely,” Emily said without hesitation. “But it’s fun. You’ll see.”

The rest of the session was a blur of lunges, squats, and stretching, punctuated by Emily’s teasing comments. She didn’t push for a direct answer, but she circled back again and again, painting images in Lucy’s mind she couldn’t shake.

When they finished, Emily insisted on driving Lucy home. The car ride was lighter at first, music humming through the speakers, windows cracked to let in the late-afternoon breeze. But as they pulled up outside Lucy’s place, Emily cut the engine and reached into the back seat.

“Here,” she said, with the kind of grin that made Lucy’s stomach flip.

She held out a strap-on, the kind Lucy had only ever seen online—a thick, veined shaft in a lifelike color, gleaming faintly in the fading light.

Lucy’s breath caught as she took it. It was heavy, more real than she’d expected. Her fingers traced the ridges, the texture. “Holy shit,” she murmured. “It’s so… life-like. The color, the veins… where did you even get this?”

Emily winked, already shifting back into the driver’s seat. “Don’t worry about that. Just… hang onto it. You can thank me later.”

Lucy sat frozen on the curb, the weight of the thing in her hands, watching Emily’s taillights disappear down the street.

Lucy stood outside their bedroom door, the weight of Emily’s gift still fresh in her mind. The thing was hidden in her nightstand now, but its presence pressed on her thoughts. Thick, veined, lifelike. She’d told herself she wasn’t sure if she’d ever use it—but she couldn’t shake the hunger to know what it would feel like.

She had dressed carefully for this. Dark pink lingerie clung to her frame, sheer lace leaving little to the imagination. When she walked into the guestroom where Mike had been banished, he looked up and froze.

“Lucy…” he whispered, as though saying her name too loudly might break the spell.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she pushed him back onto the bed and climbed over him, her lips pressing to his with deliberate heat. Mike responded instantly, kissing her back like a drowning man clutching at air. His cock hardened against her thigh, and he groaned when she ground down against him. For the first time in days, he thought maybe she was coming back to him.

But Lucy had other plans. She pulled away, eyes smoldering, and slid down his body until she was straddling his chest. Mike’s breath caught as she tugged her panties to the side and lowered herself onto his mouth.

“Lick,” she whispered.

He obeyed. His tongue pressed against her folds, tentative at first, then harder as her hips rolled above him. She moaned softly, her fingers threading through his hair, holding him where she wanted. Every time he tried to shift, to move his hands to her body, she pressed down harder, using his face until he gave her exactly what she craved.

Mike was throbbing beneath her, his cock straining, untouched. He wanted nothing more than to push her onto her back and bury himself inside her, but she didn’t give him the chance. She rode his mouth until her thighs trembled and her breath hitched, coming with a shuddering gasp. Then she rolled off him, sighing as though releasing something heavy.

Mike lay there, gasping for air, his cock leaking against his stomach.

Lucy leaned over him, her lips brushing his, tasting herself on his mouth. Then she slid down further, kissing his chest, his stomach, until she reached him. His cock twitched as she wrapped her fingers around him, his foreskin sliding easily beneath her touch.

When her lips finally closed around him, Mike nearly lost it. He groaned, eyes squeezing shut, relief flooding him. She was here. She wanted him. She was taking him into her mouth like she used to, and in his dazed, desperate state, he thought that had to mean one thing: she had forgiven him. Maybe the bet would just fade away. Maybe tonight was their reset.

But Lucy already knew how the night would end. The strap-on waited, lifelike and heavy, in the drawer by their bed.

Mike’s breath came in ragged bursts, his hands fisting the sheets as Lucy’s lips slid up and down his shaft, her tongue swirling around the head before drawing back in a long, teasing pull. His whole body quivered with the effort of holding on.

“Oh baby, that’s incredible…” he gasped, his hips jerking despite himself. “I can’t… I can’t take much more.”

Lucy let his cock fall from her mouth with a wet sound, her hand taking over the rhythm, slow and deliberate. Her eyes flicked up, watching his face twist with need. She smiled faintly, as though weighing a decision.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said softly, stroking him just firmly enough to make his thighs tremble. “Maybe it’s time you finally fucked me.”

Mike’s eyes snapped open. His heart leapt at the words. This was it—after days of silence, after endless frustration, she wanted him again. Relief surged through him, so powerful he almost laughed.

“Okay!” he blurted, nodding frantically. “God, yes—you don’t have to tell me twice.”

He reached for her, hands sliding to her waist as he shifted, ready to mount his beautiful wife at last.

If Lucy hadn’t been sure before, she was certain now. Watching Mike hop up, his cock bobbing pathetically as he moved toward her, sealed it. She had never been impressed with his size, not from the very beginning. Almost every guy she’d been with before him had been bigger—some a lot bigger. But back then it hadn’t seemed to matter. Mike was handsome, charming, successful, and when they first got together he made her cum harder with his mouth than anyone else ever had. She remembered those early nights, grinding against his face until her body shook, collapsing beside him in a haze of satisfaction.

But penetration was another story. She rarely—if ever—managed to cum that way with him. And she knew why. It wasn’t really the length—he wasn’t the shortest she’d ever had. It was the thickness, or rather, the lack of it. He just didn’t fill her the way she needed, the way she craved. His narrow shaft never stretched her, never pressed against the right places inside her. Instead of being consumed by him, she always felt like her body could take more, like there was too much space left untouched.

She had learned to live with it. She told herself it wasn’t important, that she had other ways to get there. When Mike was out—working late, away on business—she would reach for her dildo, thick and unyielding, and use it until she got the kind of orgasms his cock couldn’t give her. She never let him see, never let him know.

But now, after the party, after the feel of men so much larger in her hands and her mouth, the contrast was brutal. She looked at Mike’s cock—short, yes, but more than that, slim. The way his foreskin bunched at the tip only made it look smaller, less imposing. It seemed almost harmless, almost cute, bobbing there as if trying to belong in the same league as the ones she had taken days before.

And for the first time, Lucy couldn’t stop herself from thinking: maybe it really wasn’t enough. Not because she didn’t love him, not because she didn’t value what they had—but because the one thing he lacked was exactly the thing she now craved the most.

“Wait, baby… first, put this on,” Lucy said softly, her voice low but firm as she reached under the bed. When her hand came back up, she was holding the strap-on Emily had given her.

Mike froze. His eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. “What the fuck?” he whispered, the words breaking out before he could stop them. His whole body tingled in horror, every nerve alive with disbelief. She wasn’t bluffing. She wasn’t joking. She was actually going to make him wear it.

Lucy laid it across his lap deliberately. The weight of it was obscene. Thick, veined, almost nine inches of lifelike silicone. In the dim light, it looked real—too real. Mike’s own cock twitched against his stomach, looking even smaller, almost comical, by comparison.

He stared at it in stunned silence, unable to move.

“Listen,” Lucy said, her tone calm, unwavering, as if she’d rehearsed this moment in her head a hundred times. “If you want even a chance of cumming tonight, then put it on. A deal is a deal.”

Mike didn’t argue. Deep down, he knew she was right—he’d lost, and this was the price. His hands shook as he picked up the heavy shaft, his own cock already leaking, stiff with need. He slid himself into the hollow base, the snug fit wrapping tight around him. It was strange, almost suffocating, to feel his small cock swallowed by the inside of the toy, hidden beneath the sheer size of what jutted out in front of him.

When he strapped it into place, the weight of it pulled at his hips, the thick length bobbing obscenely. For one fleeting second, he almost felt powerful—like he was really hung like the men Lucy had been with a few nights earlier.

He slicked lube over the shaft with trembling hands and guided the massive, veined pole toward her. Lucy lay waiting, eyes fixed hungrily on what he carried between his legs. Slowly, carefully, he pressed into her.

The reaction was instant.

“Ohhhhh my god!” Lucy cried out, her voice sharp with shock and pleasure. Her back arched, nails digging into the sheets. “Holy fuck!”

Mike froze, staring down at her. The look on her face gutted him—raw, breathless joy he had never been able to draw from her with his own cock. He just stayed there for a moment, buried inside her, his body still, the reality pressing down on him. She was writhing, moaning, completely lost in the sensation, while he felt… nothing. No heat, no friction, just the humiliating weight of plastic hanging from his body.

A hollow ache bloomed in his chest. This was it—the most humiliating thing he had ever done.

Lucy opened her eyes, her cheeks flushed, her voice thick with urgency. “Don’t just sit there, baby. Fuck me.”

Mike snapped out of his daze and began to move. At first his thrusts were awkward, hesitant, but soon he was driving his hips with a frantic rhythm, the massive shaft slamming into Lucy’s tight little pussy with every stroke. The sound of it filled the room—slick, obscene, heavy—and Lucy gasped at each thrust, her body clutching around him.

It was surreal. Mike had never fucked this hard, never lasted this long. Normally he’d be on the edge within seconds, fighting to hold himself back, but now his real cock, buried uselessly inside the hollow base, felt nothing at all. He could give Lucy everything, and none of it was for him.

Lucy wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. Her eyes rolled back as the thick toy stretched her open, filling her in a way she hadn’t felt in years. “Oh my fucking god,” she panted, clutching at the sheets. “Yes… fuck me, baby, just like that.”

Mike’s chest heaved, his face stricken with shock at the words spilling from her lips—but the harder she urged him, the harder he drove into her. His humiliation only seemed to fuel his body, even as his mind reeled.

Lucy felt it too. She saw the stunned, almost wounded look in his eyes, and it thrilled her. Every time she whispered something cutting, something he could never unhear, she felt him thrust harder. She couldn’t stop herself.

“Look at you,” she moaned, voice thick with pleasure. “My handsome husband, fucking me like a real man… only it’s not even your cock.” Her nails raked his back, her body arching up to meet him. “You’re just my body, my tool, and this thick cock is the one making me cum.”

Mike groaned, sweat dripping from his brow, his humiliation burning hot in his chest—but his hips only slammed harder, the fake shaft battering into her with relentless force.

Lucy came hard the first time, shuddering and clenching around the strap-on as her cry tore from her throat. She collapsed back against the pillows, gasping for air. But Mike didn’t stop. He kept fucking her, harder and faster, changing angles like a man possessed.

A second orgasm ripped through her minutes later, then a third, her body writhing, slick with sweat. She could barely think, could barely breathe, and in her dazed ecstasy the words slipped out before she could stop them.

“Oh god… I haven’t cum like that in years.”

The room went still for a moment, the weight of her admission hanging heavy in the air. Mike’s eyes darkened, his thrusts faltering, but Lucy was already clinging to him again, dragging him back into motion, needing more.

Nearly half an hour passed, their bodies shifting through positions—Lucy on her back, then on her knees, then bent over the edge of the bed. Each time the thick cock slammed into her, each time she screamed and shook, Mike felt the humiliation sink deeper into his bones. By the time her final orgasm wracked her body, Lucy was spent, trembling, covered in sweat, her chest heaving.

Mike pulled back, his cock still rock-hard inside the hollow shaft. He tore the straps away, desperate for release, and crawled between her thighs. Finally, finally, he thought, it was his turn.

But Lucy opened her eyes, bleary and glowing, and placed a hand between her legs. “No, baby,” she said softly, almost kindly. “I’m too worn out. I don’t want your little dick inside me right now.”

Mike froze, crushed.

“Why don’t you just finish yourself on my ass?” she added, already rolling onto her stomach, her peachy cheeks round and perfect in the dim light. “Just make sure you clean it up after, okay?”

Too humiliated, too horny to argue, Mike wrapped his fist around himself. He pumped furiously, the shame of it only making him faster, until less than a minute later his balls tightened and he shot weak spurts across Lucy’s ass. She didn’t flinch, didn’t move, already halfway to sleep.

Swallowing hard, Mike grabbed a towel, wiped his release from her skin, and sat back. He knew it then: this was going to be a very long, very hard two months.


The New Normal

For the next three or four weeks, on the surface, Mike and Lucy looked like the perfect couple again. They laughed, they kissed, they ate dinners together as if nothing had ever gone wrong. To anyone else, they were the picture of happiness. But behind closed doors, their bedroom had taken on a new rhythm—one that revolved around the heavy, veined strap-on Emily had handed Lucy weeks before.

Every night, without fail, Mike would buckle it around his hips and drive the massive cock into his wife. What began as a humiliating punishment quickly became routine, and soon Lucy was asking for it more often—sometimes twice a day, unable to hide her craving. For the first time in years she was cumming from penetration, shuddering beneath him with the kind of release she used to only get from his tongue or her toys when he was out. She loved that the thick shaft filled her in ways Mike never could, that he could keep going without pause, that there was no fumbling recovery time. Whether he was hard or soft inside the hollow base didn’t matter; the fake cock never failed her.

Lucy couldn’t get enough. Her nails dug into his back, her cries echoed against the walls, and afterward she glowed in a way that made Mike’s chest ache. She was rediscovering herself—and it wasn’t because of him.

Mike, meanwhile, was starving. Every time he strapped it on, he felt himself disappear a little more. Lucy’s pleasure had never been so effortless, so consistent, and his own cock was almost forgotten. Nights ended with her collapsing into satisfied sleep while he was left hard and aching, no release except the times he stroked himself onto her ass or belly as she drifted. More and more often, he found himself finishing alone in the shower, jerking himself desperately while imagining Chloe’s pale freckled chest and pierced nipples, her flat body bouncing as he fucked her tits.

It ate at him. His wife was getting everything she wanted. He was the one left wanting. And the thought that settled in his mind, tightening with each passing day, was simple: he needed to fuck Lucy with his real cock again—soon.

The next night, the ritual began the same way it always had. Mike buckled himself into the heavy harness, slid his cock into the hollow shaft, and started pounding Lucy with the thick, veined strap-on. He was sweating within minutes, muscles burning, the obscene plastic cock pistoning into her slick heat as she clutched at the sheets and moaned like she couldn’t get enough. Every time she screamed, every time her body jerked beneath him, Mike’s chest clenched tighter.

She came once. Then again. Her thighs trembled, her nails raked down his back, her body arching into him with wild abandon. It had become so normal to watch her unravel like this under the strap-on—normal and unbearable. He wasn’t really there. Not where it counted.

By the twenty-minute mark, Lucy collapsed back against the pillows, her chest rising and falling in heavy breaths, her hair damp against her forehead. She was glowing, satiated, in that blissful state he almost never saw from her before the strap-on became part of their lives. Mike pulled free of her with the hollow shaft slick and shining, his cock pressing uselessly against the inside, desperate to be let out.

When he unbuckled the straps and freed himself, his cock sprang out, flushed, wet, hard as iron. Lucy barely glanced at it. Her eyelids fluttered half-shut as she murmured, “Go jerk yourself off in the bathroom, baby. Stroke it nice and good for me.”

The words twisted in his gut like a knife.

“Alright,” Mike muttered, pretending to turn away. He even took a step toward the door, putting on the act. But the whole time his mind screamed at him. Tonight. Tonight he was going to fuck her—really fuck her—with his cock.

He waited until her breathing evened out, until her eyes closed. Then he crept back between her legs, heart hammering, fear and determination warring in his chest. He guided his cock to her entrance and pushed in before he could second-guess himself.

The shock was immediate.

There was no tightness, no squeeze. He slid in to the base in one thrust, her pussy offering almost no resistance at all. It was warm, slick, but loose—so loose he felt like he was floating inside her rather than buried deep. The strap-on had changed her. Or maybe it had only revealed what had been missing all along.

Lucy’s eyes flew open, her body jerking upright. “What the fuck are you doing?” she gasped, staring down at him.

Mike gritted his teeth, thrusting again with all the force he could muster. “I’m fucking my wife,” he snapped, voice breaking with desperation.

For a heartbeat she held his gaze, and then—unbelievably—she laughed. The sound was low, amused, dismissive. She dropped back against the pillows, her head lolling as if she couldn’t be bothered. “Whatever you say,” she mumbled, the words dripping with irony.

The humiliation nearly gutted him. But his body betrayed him. The harder he tried to prove himself, the faster his hips moved. He pounded into her with everything he had, sweat pouring down his temples, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. Yet Lucy barely reacted. Her pussy gave no resistance, her moans never came. She lay beneath him as though she could take a nap while he fucked her with all his strength.

The only difference—the cruelest twist of all—was that without the tightness, without the friction, he could last. For the first time in his life, Mike wasn’t teetering on the edge after thirty seconds. He kept going, ten whole minutes of frantic, desperate thrusting, clinging to the hollow hope that effort alone might matter.

Finally, his body reached the point of no return. His cock throbbed weakly inside her, and he groaned, spilling himself in uneven pulses. It was pitiful compared to what she’d just experienced, but for him it was everything. He collapsed onto her chest, gasping for air, his cock already softening, shriveling inside her loose heat.

Lucy’s hand came up to stroke his damp hair. Her voice was soft, almost affectionate, and somehow that made it sting even more. “You can fuck me whenever you want from now on,” she whispered into his ear. Then, after a pause, her tone shifted—calm, matter-of-fact, final. “But the only condition is you have to fuck me with the strap-on first, so I can cum too. Oh… and you’ll eat me out afterward.”

Mike closed his eyes, his heart sinking as the words settled over him like chains.

Lucy shifted against him, her body slick with sweat, and in a sudden motion rolled them over so she was straddling his chest. Mike blinked up at her, his body aching, his cock limp and useless between them. He barely had time to process before she slid further up his torso, her thighs framing his face, her pussy hovering just inches above him.

“Lucy…” he started, voice hoarse, but she silenced him with a single look—calm, commanding.

Then she lowered herself.

Her weight pressed down, her pussy sealing over his mouth, the taste of sweat and cum hitting him instantly. It wasn’t just her—it was his cum, still leaking out of her, mixing with hers, smearing across his tongue. His stomach twisted in disgust. Every instinct screamed at him to turn his head, to push her off. He was bigger, stronger; he could easily lift her away.

But he didn’t.

Because he knew what this meant. He hadn’t been enough. Not with his cock. And if he couldn’t satisfy her there, he had to satisfy her here.

His tongue darted out, tentative at first, then harder as her hips rolled down against him. She ground her clit against his mouth, using him, forcing him to taste every drop, and he obeyed, licking, sucking, swallowing. Each time he hesitated, she pressed down harder until he had no choice but to keep going.

Above him, her voice was casual, almost conversational, as if she were reminding him of weekend plans instead of riding his face. “Paul and Emily are coming over on Saturday, baby. We’ll have a little BBQ, maybe get in the hot tub. I’m sure you’ll be excited—you’ll get to see Emily in a bikini again.”

Mike groaned into her pussy. The words made bile rise in his throat. Emily in a bikini was one thing—but Paul, smug and swinging his big cock around in Mike’s own backyard, was another. He wanted to protest, to beg her to call it off, but his mouth was busy, his tongue trapped beneath her clit. All he could do was lick harder, hoping the vibrations of his muffled sounds would push her closer.

Minutes dragged. Lucy’s moans grew louder, sharper. She rocked against him, smearing her juices across his face, grinding down until his nose pressed hard against her mound. Mike’s lungs burned, his jaw ached, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop. This was his only chance to give her what his cock never could.

Her body tensed suddenly, thighs clamping tight around his head as her orgasm ripped through her. She came with a cry, hips jerking against his mouth. Mike lapped it up—her cum, his cum, all of it—until she finally sagged against him, shuddering, her weight still pinning him to the bed.

He lay there gasping for air when she finally lifted off him, his face wet, his lips swollen, his body trembling from effort and shame.

Lucy smiled faintly, satisfied, brushing her damp hair from her face.


A Welcome Return?

“Guess who’s back,” Paul boomed as he stepped through the doorway.

It was already Saturday afternoon, the air warm and heavy, the smell of burgers drifting from the grill outside. Paul filled the space instantly, wearing nothing but a tight grey wifebeater stretched across his broad chest. His arms bulged with muscle, veins visible even as he set the case of beer down with a grin. Behind him came Emily, her tanned skin glowing, tiny shorts riding high on her thighs and a snug tank top straining against the bikini she wore underneath.

“Hey, man,” Mike said, trying to play it cool, though his throat was dry. When Emily leaned in to hug him, her body pressed flush against his, and her breasts—large, perfectly round—flattened against his chest. He felt himself actually swallow, his cock twitching as if on instinct.

It almost distracted him from the scene happening right beside him. Almost. Paul’s hands had gone straight to Lucy’s ass as they hugged, cupping her boldly, squeezing as if it were already his. Lucy didn’t shove him off. She didn’t even look embarrassed. She just laughed it off, swatting lightly at his arm as though it was harmless fun. Mike’s stomach twisted—but the shameful truth was, there was heat there too. Something about watching it, about how easily Paul touched what was his, lit a spark deep inside him.

The four of them settled outside on the patio, burgers in hand, beers cracked open. For a while it was surprisingly easy, casual—stories, jokes, Lucy’s laughter ringing out as if everything were normal. Paul, for all his cocky swagger, was charming when he wanted to be, and even Mike found himself relaxing under the weight of alcohol and the sun. Still, he knew better. He’d had enough nights derailed by drinking to know where this could end up.

And sure enough, just as the second round of beers was drained, Lucy stood and stretched, her smile coy, her tone light but commanding. “Let’s all go get in the hot tub, shall we?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. With a flick of her wrists, her sarong slid to the ground, her t-shirt following. Mike’s jaw went slack. Her bikini was barely there—triangles of fabric so tiny they seemed to cling to her nipples more by luck than design. When she turned, he could see almost the entirety of her bare ass framed by a thong that left nothing to the imagination. His cock stirred, his mind screaming with jealousy and pride in equal measure.

Paul rose next, tugging down his shorts without hesitation. His speedo looked almost painted on, stretched tight over the heavy bulge already forming there. Even semi-hard, it was impossible not to notice the size pressing against the thin fabric. Lucy’s eyes flickered once, and Mike caught it. The look sent another pang through him.

Emily was slower, peeling off her tank and shorts to reveal a far more modest bikini. Mike tried not to look disappointed, but she caught it anyway, smirking knowingly as if to say she’d chosen it on purpose just to torment him.

Mike tugged off his shirt, glad for the distraction, his baggy swim shorts feeling suddenly ridiculous against the others’ fitted swimwear. The four of them made their way to the hot tub, the steam rising invitingly into the evening air. They sank in, bubbles breaking the surface, the heat soaking into their skin.

For a while, the conversation dulled, the alcohol and warmth sinking into them, drawing everything into a comfortable hum. Mike closed his eyes for a moment, almost convincing himself it would stay like this.

Then Paul leaned back, his arm draped casually over the edge, and said it. The words that would change everything.

“So, Mike,” Paul said suddenly, stretching his arms along the rim of the hot tub, his grin almost wolfish. “How does it feel to be fucking your wife with my cock every night?”

Mike froze, beer halfway to his lips. The words barely registered at first—like a bad joke told in the wrong moment. “What?” he muttered.

Paul’s smirk only widened. “I mean, I’m sure she’s been enjoying it. After years of your little guy, it’s probably the best thing that’s ever happened to her.”

The sentence hit Mike like a fist to the stomach. Heat rushed up his neck, his chest tightening as though the hot tub water had suddenly thickened into concrete. He forced a laugh that sounded hollow even to himself. “What the fuck are you even talking about?”

Paul slapped the bubbling water, laughing harder now. “Oh wait—no way. You guys don’t actually know? You have to be fucking kidding me.” His shoulders shook with hysterical amusement, like this was the funniest thing he’d ever said.

Lucy turned sharply to Emily, her tone clipped. “What is he talking about?”

Emily squirmed, biting her lip, caught between embarrassment and amusement. “Urm… well…” Her voice trailed, then steadied, the corners of her mouth twitching upward. “That strap-on I lent you—it wasn’t just any strap-on. It was one of those mold-your-own kits.”

Mike’s chest went hollow.

Emily’s eyes glittered as she continued, almost apologetic but also clearly entertained. “It was molded from Paul’s cock. He used it on me after his surgery, while he was recovering.” She gave a little shrug, then laughed softly, unable to help herself.

Paul leaned forward, delivering the final blow. “Yeah. So for the past five weeks, you’ve been fucking your wife with an exact replica of my cock.” He jabbed a finger toward Lucy, then at Mike. “Makes sense, doesn’t it? No wonder she’s been cumming her brains out.”

The words ricocheted inside Mike’s skull. His stomach churned with nausea, his cock twitched beneath the water in some confused echo of arousal, and shame flooded him in waves. The picture formed in his mind—the strap-on he’d buckled around his waist again and again, the way Lucy had screamed and clawed at the sheets under it, the way her pussy had squeezed around it like she’d been starving for it. And all along, it hadn’t been his dick she was addicted to—it was Paul’s.

He wanted to speak. To shout. To drag Lucy out of the tub and away from them. But his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. All he could do was sit there, stunned, while Paul and Emily grinned like cats who’d cornered their prey.

The conversation limped back to safer ground soon after—weather, holidays, trivialities. But the air was different now, heavier. Mike barely heard a word. He couldn’t stop replaying it in his head, every thrust, every orgasm, every humiliating second of the past month with Lucy, suddenly tainted.

And as the chatter carried on, the seating shifted. Emily had edged closer, her bare arm brushing his as she laughed at some small remark, her perfume cutting through the chlorine. And Lucy—his wife, the woman who’d been moaning on his borrowed cock for weeks—was now leaning against Paul, her shoulder nearly resting against his chest.

Another bottle of wine vanished, and the mood in the hot tub shifted from playful to reckless. Emily had ended up straddling Mike, her thighs gripping his hips under the bubbling water, her heavy bikini-clad breasts practically in his face. Every time she leaned forward to laugh or whisper something, the soft swell of them brushed against his lips and nose, and Mike’s cock strained painfully against his shorts, grinding up against her through the thin fabric.

Across the tub, Lucy was just as tangled up. She perched on Paul’s lap, facing away from him, her back arched and her bare shoulders glistening with steam. For a moment, Mike let himself get lost in the sight of Emily’s cleavage—so close, so overwhelming—but when he tore his eyes away, the scene that greeted him sent a jolt through his stomach.

Paul was tugging at Lucy’s bikini top, peeling it upward, and in one smooth motion it came free. Her small, perky B-cups spilled into the open air, nipples hard from the hot water and cool night breeze. Mike barely had time to take in the sight before Paul’s big hands closed over them, kneading, squeezing, groping her shamelessly while Lucy tilted her head back against his shoulder.

Lucy’s voice cut through the bubbling water, bold and slurred with wine. “If I’m going to have my clothes off, then everyone else in this fucking tub needs to have theirs off as well.”

She pushed herself upright and, without hesitation, hooked her fingers into the sides of her thong. The tiny strip of fabric slid down her thighs, past her knees, and then she tossed it onto the tiles with a casual flick. For a moment Mike forgot to breathe. Her ass looked impossibly perfect, round and glistening in the glow of the patio lights, every curve accentuated by the steam rising around them.

Paul followed her lead without hesitation. He stood, tugged his speedo down, and let it drop to the floor. His cock sprang free, already thick and fully hard, bobbing in the air with arrogant weight. It was huge—easily eight inches, thick, veined, the kind of cock that looked like it had been built to dominate a room. Mike couldn’t look away, a sick blend of awe and dread twisting inside him.

Both Lucy’s and Paul’s eyes turned to him and Emily.

Mike’s throat tightened. He didn’t want this moment, not like this—but he also knew hesitation would only make things worse. With a deep breath, he shoved his shorts down, revealing his cock. Hard, yes—but at barely five inches, it looked painfully unimpressive. Worse, next to Paul’s monstrous shaft, it looked almost fragile, thin, pitiful.

Emily’s lips twitched, a little laugh escaping her before she sank beneath the water. Her hair fanned out around her head as she wriggled beneath the surface, hands clearly tugging at her suit until she slid it down her body. When she resurfaced, she flung the wet fabric onto the deck and settled back on the submerged seat. Only the tops of her breasts broke the surface now, the rest hidden beneath the bubbling water, but the mischievous smile on her face left no doubt that she was completely naked.


Settling In To A New Order

Mike could hardly believe what was happening. After all the wine, the teasing, the stripping down, he still hadn’t gotten what he wanted most—to finally see Emily’s tits uncovered. Her bikini top clung stubbornly to her chest, the thin fabric plastered against her curves, giving him only the suggestion of what lay beneath. The denial gnawed at him, sharp and frustrating.

And then there was Paul. Sitting there opposite, massive and smug, his cock hanging heavy and proud above the bubbling water. Every time Mike’s eyes flicked across, he felt his stomach knot tighter. Next to that, his own cock—even fully hard—looked boyish, laughable. He felt like a fraud, playing in a game he couldn’t possibly win.

Paul shifted to the edge of the tub, perching on the tiles with his calves still submerged. The move made his cock even more visible, jutting out arrogantly, as if daring anyone to ignore it. Mike hesitated, his gut telling him to stay hidden in the water—but pride forced his hand. He climbed onto the opposite edge, lowering himself into a mirror of Paul’s pose. His cock stuck out, hard and bobbing, but he could see the difference. He could feel it. His shaft looked narrow, pale, unimpressive against Paul’s thick, veined monster.

It was then that Mike saw Lucy.

She was on Paul’s lap, facing him, her body pressed against his. They were kissing—no, devouring each other. Her lips moved hungrily over his, her hands roamed across his chest, down his stomach, until both were wrapped around his cock. Mike’s breath caught. She wasn’t just touching it. She was stroking it with both hands, pumping his thick shaft like she couldn’t get enough.

“Hey!” Mike blurted, his voice hoarse with shock and panic. “What’s going on over there… Lucy!”

He hated how desperate he sounded.

Before Lucy even broke the kiss, Emily moved. She leaned forward suddenly, her wet hair sticking to Mike’s stomach, her eyes flicking up at him with a glint that was half mischief, half cruelty. And then her mouth was on him.

In one smooth, practiced motion, she swallowed his cock to the base. Her lips sealed tight, her throat opening, and in seconds his entire five inches disappeared between her lips. Mike gasped, his protest dissolving into a strangled moan.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered, his head tipping back. His eyes fluttered closed as Emily set to work.

She was merciless. Her mouth slid up and down his shaft with quick, precise rhythm, her tongue swirling, teasing, pulling pleasure from him he had no defense against. The heat of her mouth, the wet suction, the way her lips sealed him in—it was overwhelming. She was sucking him with purpose, like a woman who knew exactly how to break a man fast.

Mike’s body betrayed him instantly. His thighs tensed, his hips jerked, his cock twitched helplessly inside her mouth. It was too much. He tried to last, tried to cling to the edge, but Emily’s mouth was a force of nature. It felt less like she was pleasuring him and more like she was testing him, proving how quickly she could take him apart.

Seconds blurred. His breathing grew ragged, his chest heaving, sweat mingling with the steam of the hot tub. By the time forty-five seconds had passed, his balls were already tight, his orgasm barreling toward him whether he wanted it or not.

“Fuck—fuck—oh god—” he groaned, his whole body seizing as he exploded. The first hot spurts hit her tongue, and for a heartbeat she let him cum in her mouth. Then, with a sudden shift, she pulled off, her lips glistening, and her hand snapped around his cock.

She pumped him hard, milking him with quick strokes. Mike gasped as the rest of his orgasm spilled uselessly into the night, jets of cum arcing over the edge of the hot tub to splatter on the tiles.

Emily smirked as his cock twitched in her grip, shrinking already, drained and weak. Mike sagged back against the tub’s edge, utterly spent, the shame of his own body’s betrayal sinking into him even faster than the relief.

When Mike finally managed to catch his breath, his head still swimming from Emily’s ruthless blowjob, he turned—and froze.

Lucy was on top of Paul, straddling him in the water, her wet hair clinging to her flushed cheeks. She was bouncing wildly on his cock, her small breasts jiggling with each slam of her hips. Paul’s huge shaft plowed in and out of her, every thrust lifting her from his lap only to slam her back down again. She threw her head back and screamed with pleasure, the sound cutting through the bubbling water and the haze of steam.

Mike’s stomach knotted. He’d already cum, drained by Emily’s mouth, and now he sat slumped beside her, his cock limp, dangling uselessly in front of him. Across the tub, his wife looked like she was riding the stallion she’d always been waiting for. He could only watch, flaccid and humiliated, as a much bigger man fucked her the way he never could.

And as if to twist the knife deeper, Emily had already covered herself up. She’d reached for a towel, wrapped it snugly across her body, hiding the tits and curves Mike had been desperate to see. But she wasn’t finished with him—not by a long shot. She leaned back, spread her legs, and let the towel fall open just enough to expose her freshly shaved pussy. The pink folds glistened in the hot tub’s steam, an invitation that both distracted him and reminded him of his role.

“Down,” she murmured, her hand gripping the back of his head. With a firm shove, she pushed his face between her thighs.

Mike’s lips met the soft heat of her slit, and he knew there was no choice. He opened his mouth, his tongue darting out, licking, sucking at her clit as her hips pressed harder against his face.

Lucy’s voice rang out above them, taunting him even in her ecstasy. “I’m not going to be the only one to cum tonight, by the looks of it.” Her tone was light, mocking, as if the scene unfolding in front of them was exactly what she wanted—her husband buried between another woman’s thighs while she lost herself on Paul’s cock.

Mike worked his tongue frantically, lapping at Emily’s clit, sucking gently, then harder, his jaw aching as she ground against his mouth. Her hand kept him pinned, guiding his tongue exactly where she wanted it. Her moans came quickly, sharp and breathless, her body jerking as the first orgasm tore through her. Still, she didn’t let him stop. She pressed him harder against her, his nose buried, his mouth smothered in her wetness until she came again, shuddering, her thighs trembling around his head.

Even after two orgasms, Emily didn’t relent. She kept him locked between her legs, riding his face, wringing every ounce of service from him. Mike could barely breathe, his tongue raw, his body exhausted—but he had no choice but to keep licking.

The cruelest part was what he couldn’t see. His world was nothing but Emily’s pussy, her scent and taste overwhelming him. But in the background he could hear everything—Paul’s grunts, Lucy’s moans, the slap of water as they changed positions. The unmistakable wet sound of Lucy sucking Paul’s cock drifted through the steam, followed by her cry as he entered her again.

“Oh my God, Paul, that’s it!” Lucy’s voice rang out, raw and desperate. “Yes… that’s it, fuck me with that dick. That fucking huge cock of yours is amazing!”

The words sliced through Mike, sharper than any blade. She sounded transported, blissful, more alive than she had in months. More into it than she’d ever been when he wore the strap-on. Hearing it, pinned under Emily’s thighs, his tongue still buried in another woman’s pussy, Mike knew there was no taking this back.

Finally—after what felt like forever—Paul’s voice rose above the bubbling of the hot tub, guttural and raw. “Oh fuck yes, yes, that’s it, Lucy. Yeah—show me those tits, baby, show me.”

Emily finally released Mike’s head. He wrenched his face upward, gasping for breath—and immediately locked eyes on the scene across from him.

Paul sat on the ledge of the tub, stroking his enormous cock furiously while Lucy knelt in front of him, breasts pushed up in her hands, offering them like a prize. A moment later, Paul groaned and unleashed. Thick, powerful jets of cum shot across her chest, splattering onto her flushed skin. It coated her tits in messy streaks, dripping down her stomach, even reaching her throat. Mike sat frozen, watching in disbelief as Paul kept pumping, ropes of cum flying, seeming endless. His beautiful wife—his Lucy—laughed softly as it rained over her, smearing some with her fingers like she’d been baptized in it.

By the time Paul’s orgasm subsided, Lucy’s tits glistened with his seed, sticky and shining under the lights. The casual way she brushed some from her collarbone and licked it from her fingers burned into Mike’s brain.

The spell of the night broke after that. Clothes were gathered, towels pulled tight, awkward goodbyes exchanged. In a haze of alcohol and sweat, Paul and Emily eventually left, and the house went quiet again.

Mike and Lucy stumbled to their bedroom, both damp and flushed, their bodies humming from the night. Lucy swayed slightly, her words slurred but full of raw desire. “Baby… those orgasms from his cock were fucking amazing,” she giggled, her hand tracing down his chest. Then her eyes gleamed with hunger. “But now I want another one. I want to cum while you suck my pussy.”

Before Mike could react, Lucy shoved him onto the mattress and climbed up over him. Her thighs slid up the sides of his head, her pussy lowering toward his mouth.

The smell hit him instantly. It wasn’t just Lucy—it was unmistakably Paul. Musky, thick, potent. Mike froze, realization crashing down on him.

Paul hadn’t just finished all over her chest at the end. He must have cum inside her too, back when she was riding him. That was why she’d been so wet, why she’d screamed the way she had. Now, that mix—Paul’s cum and Lucy’s arousal—was smearing across his face.

Lucy ground down against him, moaning. “Come on, baby… make me cum again.”

His stomach lurched. His throat clenched. He wanted to shove her off, to spit, to gag. But he didn’t. Because if his cock couldn’t give her what she needed, this was all he had left.

He forced his tongue out, licking tentatively at first. The taste coated him at once—salty, sour, unmistakably male. He gagged, but Lucy moaned louder, rolling her hips, grinding her clit against his lips. And so he kept going.

Every flick of his tongue dragged more of Paul’s cum into his mouth. Every breath filled his lungs with the sharp, heavy scent. He hated it. It made his stomach twist, bile rise. But Lucy’s moans were desperate now, her thighs trembling around his head.

He sucked her clit, swirled his tongue lower, and the flavor only deepened—proof, undeniable, that Paul had been inside her not once, but twice. Mike wanted to scream, to cry, but instead he licked harder, driven by something rawer than pride: the need to make her cum, because his cock never could.

Lucy’s body tensed, her cries climbing higher. “Yes, baby, yes—don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop.”

Her thighs clamped around his head, her hips jerked, and she screamed as her orgasm ripped through her. Mike lapped frantically, swallowing whatever spilled out, until she finally collapsed beside him, trembling, her chest heaving.

Within minutes, her breathing slowed into soft snores. She drifted off still streaked in Paul’s cum, the sticky sheen drying across her perky tits.

Mike lay there, staring at her. Beautiful even in sleep. Hair messy, lips parted. But he couldn’t stop looking at her chest—those same tits Paul had covered minutes ago. He swallowed hard, the taste still clinging bitterly to his tongue, the smell of another man’s seed still on his face.

And as he listened to her gentle snoring, one truth pressed down on him: she had taken Paul inside her, and he had licked the evidence clean. And then he felt it, his rock hard cock, pressing against the sheets. After what he’d just done how could he be hard again. It was like his cock was out of control. In fact, as he lay there he realised. Everything was out of his control now.

Mike woke slowly, the sunlight bleeding through the blinds, his head still foggy from wine and from the night before. For a moment he thought maybe it had all been some drunk nightmare — Paul’s hands on Lucy, her cries of pleasure echoing in the hot tub, the taste of another man’s cum in her pussy as she rode his face.

Then he rolled over. Lucy was still asleep beside him, her hair wild against the pillow, her tits bare, faint streaks of dried cum glinting faintly on her chest. His stomach sank. No nightmare. It had all been real.

He lay there tense and hollow, staring at the ceiling, his cock lying limp and small against his thigh, until Lucy stirred. She blinked, stretched, and turned toward him. Her smile was soft at first, almost tender. “Morning, baby.”

Mike tried to answer, but the words caught in his throat. She leaned over, kissed his cheek, and her hand slipped under the sheets, curling around him with casual familiarity.

“Still upset?” she murmured, stroking gently. He twitched at her touch but stayed soft, like his body was resisting her.

“Lucy…” he whispered, voice rough.

Her eyes softened, though her words cut deep. “Baby, it’s not your fault. You can’t help that your cock’s… inadequate.” She squeezed him lightly, as if to remind him of the fact. “And honestly, most of the time? Your mouth more than makes up for it. You know how much I love the way you eat me out.”

His face flushed, shame heating his skin, but her hand kept working, slow and deliberate. And then, as if in betrayal, his cock stirred. Thicker now in her grip, stiffening further with every humiliating word she whispered into the space between them. Precum slicked her palm in seconds.

She smirked when she felt it jump. “See? You get hard even when I remind you how small you are. That’s who you are, baby. My perfect little husband with the perfect little cock.”

Mike moaned, his hips jerking helplessly.

Lucy kissed his shoulder softly, her tone dropping to something quieter, almost confessional. “We need to be honest with each other.” She trailed her lips along his collarbone, then looked up at him. “I’ll always need the strap-on. That’s how I cum with you, and it works. But…” she paused, studying his eyes, “…I can’t give up real cock completely. I need it sometimes. Not instead of you—always with you. You’ll always be part of it. But I don’t think I can stop.”

Her words landed like a hammer, but his body betrayed him again. His cock throbbed violently in her fist, leaking so much he could feel it running down his shaft. She didn’t miss it.

“So you’ll give me what I need, won’t you?” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “You’ll wear the strap for me, lick me clean, and sometimes… watch me with them. That’s what a good husband does, isn’t it?”

His answer came not in words but in a strangled groan. His whole body tensed as his cock pulsed in her grip, spurting ropes of cum over his stomach and chest. His humiliation spilled out with every spasm, soaking his skin in sticky streaks as Lucy laughed softly above him.

She wiped her hand on the sheet, then swung a leg over him, straddling his chest and shifting higher until her pussy hovered over his mouth. “Good boy,” she said, settling down until his lips were buried against her. “Now clean me up. Every last drop. Because this is who you are—my little husband with a useless cock and a perfect tongue.”

Mike whimpered, but his tongue was already moving, tasting her, worshipping her, because he couldn’t not.

Lucy rocked against his face, slow and steady, her smile cruel and satisfied. “Mmm. That’s better. See? You’ll never be enough for me down here.” She reached back, tapped his still-twitching cock with her fingers. “But down there? You’ll always be mine.”

She ground down harder, a low moan escaping her throat as she closed her eyes and let him work, her laughter mingling with her sighs as she used him exactly how she wanted.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

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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