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The Ultimate Incentive 


The ceiling fan hummed softly above, stirring the heavy night air that drifted in from the balcony. The last night in Cancún should have felt romantic, but Laura sat curled in the corner of the sofa, tugging her robe tighter around her body, a glass of wine resting on her thigh. I was across from her, beer in hand, staring at the faint glow of the resort lights outside and trying to ignore the knot of unease in my stomach.

Two weeks in paradise, and all we’d really done was eat too much, drink too much, and sleep it off the next day. It was supposed to be a break, a chance to reconnect, but it felt more like we’d been hiding from something we didn’t want to admit.

Laura sighed, tracing the rim of her glass with her finger. “We didn’t even do anything, really. We came all this way, and what did we do? Buffets. Cocktails. More buffets. I feel disgusting.”

I gave a half-hearted laugh and patted my stomach. “Yeah, I think I gained a year’s worth of weight in fourteen days.”

She shot me a look that was equal parts amusement and resignation. “We used to be different, you know. I used to run every morning. You were at the gym all the time with Pete. Remember that?”

“Feels like forever ago,” I said, and it did. Those younger, fitter versions of ourselves seemed like strangers now.

Her expression softened, but her voice grew quieter. “We had sex once. Just once. And it was over so quick. I miss when it wasn’t like that.”

The words landed harder than I expected, because I missed it too. The easy passion, the playfulness, the way she used to look at me. Now it was… effort.

Laura hesitated, then added, almost in a whisper, “I don’t even go down on you anymore. Not the way I used to. I don’t feel… confident. I keep thinking, if I can’t stand how I look, how could you want me like that?”

I leaned forward, wanting to reassure her, but there was no quick fix, no pat answer. Because she was right—we’d both let ourselves go, and we both felt it every time we tried to touch each other.

“Laura,” I said softly, “I still want you. That hasn’t changed.”

She gave a small, disbelieving smile. “I want to believe that. I really do.”

Silence settled again, not angry but heavy with everything unspoken. For the first time in years, it felt like we were staring at the truth together. Two people who loved each other but were finally admitting they’d drifted.

I took a slow breath. “Maybe this trip was exactly what we needed. Not for the beaches or the cocktails—but to see where we really are. Maybe it’s time to do something about it.”

Laura set her glass aside and slid closer to me, her knee brushing mine. Her eyes searched mine, uncertain but curious.

“Do something how?” she asked.

The night outside was still alive with music and laughter, but in that quiet moment, it felt like the real beginning of our journey was just about to start.

In that hotel room in Cancún, on our very last night, we finally admitted what we had been avoiding for years. That was the night we promised each other to change, not just for how we looked, but for how we felt—about ourselves, and about us as a couple.

Back home, the numbers made it painfully clear how far we’d slipped. At a little over six feet tall, I needed to shed eighty pounds just to get back near my old fighting weight of two hundred and five. Laura, at five-eight, was staring at fifty pounds between her and the confident, athletic woman she used to be. It felt daunting, almost impossible—but for the first time in a long time, we were determined together.

We both knew the road ahead wasn’t just about calories and gym sessions. It was about reclaiming the spark we had lost somewhere along the way.

As I walked into the gym a few days after getting home, for the first time in years, my mind drifted back to how we used to be, over a decade ago, when we first got together. Back then, we were both lean, fit, full of energy. Laura was still running almost every day, the kind of runner who had pushed herself through endless track sessions in college. She’d run the 1500 meters with a focus and discipline that showed in every part of her body—long legs, tight stomach, the faint outline of a six-pack beneath her breasts.

I can still see it, as clearly as if it were yesterday. The first time I saw her naked ass, smooth and firm, every muscle shaped by years of running. I couldn’t believe she was mine. And then there was that night, early on, when we’d been out together and came back to her place. I went to grab us drinks, and when I returned she was waiting on the sofa, lounging back in nothing but a pair of panties, her legs spread just enough to leave me stunned. Her stomach was taut, just the faint lines of definition visible, her big, firm tits rising and falling with her breath, and that playful smile daring me to take her right there.

And then, not long after, the first time she dropped to her knees in front of me. I can still feel her hands roaming across my chest and down my stomach, tracing the muscles I worked so hard for back then, while her lips wrapped around my cock. She was eager, confident, hungry in a way that drove me out of my mind. I’d never felt more alive, more wanted.

Those memories stayed sharp because they weren’t just about her body—they were about us, who we were together. And standing there in the gym again, heavier, older, but determined, I realized how badly I wanted to find our way back to that.

That’s why we set real goals for ourselves, right there after Cancún. For me, it meant dropping seventy-five pounds to get back near the body I’d once been proud of. For Laura, it was forty—though when she first said it, she gave me a cheeky grin, cupped her tits, and laughed, “But I’m keeping these.”

We threw ourselves into it. The gym became part of our routine again, meals were no longer just about comfort, and slowly, the numbers started to fall. Month after month, the progress was visible. My shirts fit looser, my face leaned out. Laura’s waistline tightened, her legs began to show their old tone, and she carried herself with a flicker of the confidence that had once made her shine in every room.

And with every pound lost, something else started to come back—us. Our sex life picked up, not just in frequency but in energy. She laughed more when we touched, teased me again the way she used to, and I could feel her wanting me. One night, almost without warning, she slid down between my legs and took me into her mouth, her hands roaming over my chest the way they had years before. It wasn’t just sex—it was Laura rediscovering her own passion, letting herself enjoy me again.

By the time we’d each lost about half of what we’d set out to, we should have been satisfied. But instead, we wanted more. More weight gone, more confidence, more of the spark that was slowly reigniting between us. That hunger for change kept us going, even as we learned the hard way that the road back wasn’t a straight line.

But then it happened—we stalled. Five, maybe six weeks of pushing hard, only to watch the scale barely budge. The early wins had been addictive, but this plateau felt like a wall we couldn’t climb over. My body ached from the gym, the novelty of strict dieting had worn off, and more than once I caught myself wondering if this was as far as we’d get.

Laura must have sensed it too, because one night she brought it up while we were lying in bed. She reminded me how, years earlier, it was a vacation incentive that had jolted her back into running after a slump. Then she turned to me, her voice soft but serious, and asked, “What would really motivate you now? What could I give you that would make you want to push all the way through to your goal?”

I didn’t answer right away. At our age, we already had most of the things people usually want—comfort, security, stability. It wasn’t about gifts or possessions anymore. I told her I’d need to think about it.

And then, as I looked at her, I realized she was struggling in her own way too. I pointed out how hard it had been for her to get back into the gym lately, how much she seemed to be wrestling with it, and I asked her the same question: “What about you? Is there anything you’d want?”

We let those questions hang between us for a few days, unspoken but heavy, like a door we weren’t sure we wanted to open. And then, one evening, the answer came to me—something I’d thought about for years but never dared to imagine could actually happen.

It wasn’t that we’d ever been swingers. Far from it. But there was one night, years ago, that neither of us ever really forgot—a night that changed the way I looked at Laura forever.

We’d been drinking at a little beachside bar, the kind with cheap rum, live music, and sand underfoot. By the time we stumbled down toward the shoreline, Laura was flushed and laughing, pulling me by the hand. The moonlight rippled on the water, the tide washing gently in and out, and before I could even catch my breath, she pushed me back onto the cool sand.

Her skirt fell around her thighs as she straddled me, already grinding down against the bulge in my shorts. I remember the hunger in her eyes, the way she bit her lip, daring me. She tugged at my waistband until I sprang free, hard and aching, and without hesitation she sank down onto me, gasping as I filled her.

We were really fucking—right there on the beach, waves hissing in the dark. Laura rode me with abandon, her hands pressed against my chest, her tits bouncing under her top, her skirt bunched around her waist. Every thrust drove me deeper into her, sand clinging to my back, her moans spilling into the humid night air.

And then I noticed them. A couple, maybe thirty feet away, had stopped. Watching. At first I froze, but Laura didn’t. She turned her head, caught sight of them, and instead of covering herself, she smiled. A slow, wicked smile I’d never seen before.

She leaned forward, ground down harder, and then—deliberately—reached behind her to gather her skirt and pull it up over her hips, baring everything. The strangers could see her ass bouncing, my cock disappearing inside her. She wanted them to see.

The girl watching let out a little laugh, then dropped to her knees in the sand. I watched in disbelief as she unzipped the man beside her and took his cock into her mouth, her head bobbing as Laura quickened her rhythm on top of me.

It was surreal—my wife riding me with her skirt hiked high, moaning and rolling her hips, while just a few feet away another woman was sucking a stranger’s cock, her cheeks hollowing, his hand tangled in her hair. I couldn’t take my eyes off Laura. The way she arched her back. The daring glint in her eye. The way she seemed to glow under the moonlight, completely unashamed.

She came first—hard. Her whole body shuddered, nails digging into my shoulders as she cried out, still grinding against me. I lost it moments later, spilling into her with a groan that matched the low, guttural sound of the man nearby. And almost in unison, he erupted in his girlfriend’s mouth. She swallowed him down eagerly, then stood, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

Before they left, the girl caught Laura’s eye, gave a cheeky little poke of her tongue, and then walked off with her partner, leaving us tangled in the sand, breathless and stunned.

We did talk about it. Not that night, but in the days after, and for a long time afterward. It became a secret memory we carried together, something we’d whisper about in bed when we were too turned on to stop. I’d tease her about other men watching her, about what it would be like if one of them had joined in, and she’d play along, grinning as she pushed her hips back against me, telling me how she’d ride him while I watched.

It became our little kink, a fantasy that bled into our sex life again and again. The night on the beach had planted the idea, and for a while we let it run wild—me daring her in words, her daring me right back—both of us addicted to the rush of it.

For a while after that night on the beach, Laura seemed just as into the fantasy as I was. We used it in bed often—me teasing, her daring me right back—and the memory alone was enough to make her drip. But like so many things, eventually it faded. Maybe she grew too self-conscious, maybe life just pressed in too hard. Whatever the reason, we stopped talking about it, and it became one of those things buried beneath routine.

Until now. When she asked me what would really motivate me, the beach came flooding back, vivid as ever. I didn’t push too far, just told her there were places where people went to be watched, where couples did things in front of others. I said it didn’t have to mean swapping, though of course that happened too.

I expected her to laugh it off or change the subject. Instead, something lit up behind her eyes. The next night, when we slid into bed, it was like being with her younger self again. She was restless, eager, her body slick and trembling the moment I touched her. She clung to me, kissed me with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years, and when I teased her—reminded her of being watched, of strangers seeing everything—she shivered like she’d just met someone new.

And then, to my surprise, she slipped down between my legs. It had been years since she’d shown this sort of passion for sucking my cock, but that night she went all the way. She wrapped her lips around me, her hand stroking as she sucked, moaning as though the fantasy itself had pushed her over the edge.

I barely lasted. She was too intense, too turned on, and when I finally groaned and spilled into her mouth, she didn’t pull away. She swallowed—every drop—the first time she had in at least five years. When she lifted her head, her lips glistened, her eyes sparkled, and I knew it wasn’t just about me. The thought of being watched again, of me not only accepting it but encouraging it, had set her on fire.

She didn’t bring it up again right away. For more than a week, it hung in the air, unspoken but alive between us. And then one night, after a long day, we were lying in bed together when she rolled onto her side, propped her head on her hand, and gave me that mischievous smile I knew meant trouble.

“I’ve been thinking about your… idea,” she said, dragging out the words just enough to make my pulse quicken.

I set my book aside. “Oh yeah?”

She nodded slowly. “About what you said… as a reward. I think you might be right. It’s… suitable.”

“Suitable,” I repeated, trying to keep my voice even, though the look in her eyes told me she knew exactly what it was doing to me.

“Mm-hm.” She reached over, traced a finger lazily down my chest. “But if I’m going to agree to something like that, it has to mean something. You’ve still got, what, forty-five pounds to go?”

“About that,” I admitted.

“Then here’s the deal.” Her tone shifted—still playful, but edged with a firmness that made it clear she wasn’t bluffing. “Six months. No excuses. You get down to two-oh-five and stay there for a full week. Every morning, weigh-in. And not at the last minute, either. You’ve got to hit your number at least a week early to prove you can keep it off.”

I whistled softly. “That’s… ambitious.”

She smirked. “That’s the point. If you want your reward, you’re going to have to earn it. Eight pounds a month. No cheating.”

I looked at her, part of me thrilled, part of me terrified. “And if I don’t?”

Her smile widened, wicked and playful all at once. “Then you’ll never know what you missed out on.”

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, doing the math in my head. Six months. Eight pounds a month. A full week holding steady at the finish line. It was possible, but it was going to take everything I had.

“That’s a serious goal,” I said finally, turning toward her. “Don’t you think a goal like that deserves… an equally serious reward?”

Laura’s lips curved into a smirk. “Oh, now you’re bargaining with me?”

“Not bargaining,” I said. “Just being fair. If I’m going to grind this hard, I think it should be for something big.”

She propped herself up on her elbow, eyes gleaming with curiosity. “Alright then. Name it. If it’s within my power to give, it’s yours. But don’t say something impossible.”

My throat went dry, but I said it anyway. “What if… the reward was you with another guy?”

For the first time all evening, her playful expression faltered. She blinked, her brow knitting slightly as she thought. “That’s… a lot,” she said slowly. “I don’t know if I could go that far.”

I nodded quickly, already expecting the shutdown. “Fair. I had to try.”

But then, to my shock, she tilted her head, a mischievous glint returning to her eyes. “Maybe not sex,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make my pulse jump. “But… a blowjob. I could do that.”

I sat up straighter. “Wait—seriously?”

Her grin widened, playful but utterly certain. “Yes. If you hit the goal exactly the way I set it—every pound, every weigh-in, the full week at two-oh-five—then I’ll give another man a blowjob. That’s your reward.”

I was speechless for a second, staring at her. She just laughed at the look on my face and leaned over to kiss me, sealing the promise.

The challenge was on. And now, for the first time, the prize felt very, very real.

The moment Laura said it—“I’ll give another man a blowjob”—something in me snapped. My body was already hard, my mind spinning with images, and she could see it in my eyes. She straddled me without hesitation, letting her robe fall open so her tits brushed my chest, and gave me that wicked smile that said she was going to torment me with it all night.

“You like the idea, don’t you?” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear as she rolled her hips against me.

“God, yes,” I growled, gripping her waist.

She reached down, freed me from my shorts, and stroked me slowly, teasing, her thumb grazing the head until I was trembling. Then, with a soft gasp, she guided me inside her and sank all the way down, her pussy hot and slick around me.

“You’d love to see me on my knees,” she moaned, grinding against me, her tits bouncing as she moved. “My lips stretched around another man’s cock… sucking him nice and slow while you watched.”

The words tore a groan from me. I thrust up into her, hard, making her cry out, and she clung to my shoulders, riding me faster.

“Would you want me to take him deep?” she teased breathlessly, her nails digging into my skin. “Let you watch me choke on it? Watch my throat work while his cock slid all the way in?”

I couldn’t answer. I was too far gone, fucking up into her with a desperate rhythm. She met every thrust, her pussy gripping me, her moans spilling into the night.

“Tell me,” she gasped, grinding her clit against me. “Would you want me to swallow his cum?”

The image flashed so vividly in my mind—her lips sealed tight, her throat working, his cum sliding down into her. My hips pounded harder, frantic. “Yes! Fuck, yes!”

Her face lit up with wild arousal. “I’d do it for you,” she cried out. “I’d suck him, swallow him, while you fucked me from behind… both of you using me…”

That was it. My whole body burned, my cock swelling as I drove into her. She started to shudder on top of me, her cries high and desperate, her pussy clenching around me as her orgasm ripped through her. I roared as I followed, exploding deep inside her, filling her with every pulse. We clung together, locked in the rhythm, cumming as one.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. She finally collapsed against me, her tits pressed to my chest, her breath hot and ragged in my ear. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her as our hearts slowed.

When she finally lifted her head, her face was glowing, eyes soft despite the wicked grin still tugging at her lips. She kissed me, slow and tender, tasting of sweat and passion.

“Then you’d better hit that goal,” she whispered against my mouth.

I kissed her back, brushing the hair from her damp forehead. “I will,” I murmured. “For this… for us.”

And in the afterglow, as she curled against me, I realized it wasn’t just about the fantasy anymore. It was about Laura—about us finding our way back to the raw hunger we’d lost. For the first time in years, it felt like we were alive again.





The Morning After 

The next morning I dragged myself out of bed sore and exhausted, but still riding the high from the night before. If anything was going to get me back into the gym routine, it was Laura’s words echoing in my head.

Not long after I walked through the doors and racked up my first warm-up set, my phone buzzed. It was a message from Laura. I opened it and nearly dropped the phone.

There she was, sitting at our kitchen table in her robe, steam curling up from her coffee mug. Except the robe wasn’t tied. It hung wide open, her tits spilling free, nipples hard in the morning light.

The caption made me laugh out loud: a little bit of motivation for you!

I fired back a compliment, telling her how incredible she looked, how much I wanted her. The reply came almost instantly.

Stop looking at your phone. If you want to watch me suck another cock, get lifting.

Seeing those words written down, blunt and undeniable, sent a rush straight through me. My hands shook as I set the phone down, heart pounding harder than from the warm-up.

I added seven and a half pounds to the bar—new personal best. When I pressed it up, teeth gritted, I wasn’t thinking about failure or fatigue. I was thinking about Laura on her knees, lips wrapped around another man, eyes glinting up at me as she swallowed him down.

And for the first time in weeks, the weight felt almost easy.

Once the idea was out there, the next step was figuring out the logistics. One night in bed, Laura lay sprawled beside me, scrolling on her phone, when she said casually, “So, if you actually hit this goal, I guess I’ll need a plan.”

“A plan?” I asked, already half-hard just from the way she said it.

She smirked, turning the screen toward me. “Tinder. Simple, honest, no games. I’ll just put it out there—I like sucking cock, and my husband wants to watch. Whoever’s interested can message, and I’ll pick my favorite.”

The bluntness of it made my chest tighten. I pictured her swiping through men, deciding which one she’d get on her knees for, and my cock twitched.

“You’d really write that?” I asked.

“Why not?” she teased, setting her phone down and rolling on top of me. “It’s true. And it means I get to choose. I want to know what he looks like, how he talks, whether I’d actually enjoy having his cock in my mouth.” She pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “And maybe…”

“Maybe what?” I asked, my heart racing.

She grinned, eyes gleaming. “Maybe more than just that. We’ll see how I feel.”

The room seemed to tilt. It was still only a blowjob, the deal we’d made—but her casual hint left the door cracked wider than I’d expected. And it was enough to keep me awake half the night, imagining her kneeling in front of a stranger, her mouth full, her eyes locked on mine as I watched.

A few nights later, Laura brought it up again. We were lying in bed, her head on my chest, when she tilted her face toward me with a sly grin.

“So,” she said, “if you get your reward when you hit your goal… what about me? Where’s my incentive?”

I laughed. “Your incentive? You mean besides having the hottest husband in the gym?”

She gave me a playful swat. “Be serious.”

“Alright,” I said, pretending to think. “If I get to watch you suck a cock, then maybe if you hit your number… you get to suck two.”

Laura’s grin widened, wicked and unashamed. “Mmm. Now that’s more of a reward. One at either end of me…” She gave a little shiver against me. “That I could enjoy.”

My cock twitched instantly, the image flashing in my mind—Laura pinned between two men, her mouth stretched around one while the other pounded into her from behind.

“Careful,” I warned with a groan. “You’ll make me fail my goal just thinking about it.”

She laughed, then I threw in, “Well, if another guy gets involved when I hit my goal, maybe if you hit yours, it should be another woman.”

That shut her down fast. She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “No chance. Absolutely no interest in women. That’s never happening.”

“Worth a try,” I muttered, still grinning.

She softened then, playful but serious. “Honestly? If I’m putting in the same effort you are, I don’t need anything like that. I just want that trip I’ve always dreamed about. Two weeks, five-star, all-inclusive, in St. Lucia.”

I nodded without hesitation. “Done. You hit your goal, I’ll book it.”

Her eyes gleamed as she leaned in to kiss me. “Good. Because I will hit it.” She paused, lips brushing mine, and added with a wicked little grin, “Oh—and while we’re there, I want to sit on your face every single night.”

Let the games begin. I’d never felt more motivated in my life. My diet had to be flawless, and I started doubling up my workouts—mornings and evenings—just to burn every extra calorie I could. The thought of Laura on her knees in front of another man was enough to push me through anything.

But she wasn’t about to make it easy for me.

One morning, I was standing in the kitchen, bleary-eyed, drinking my pre-workout before heading to the gym. Laura padded in completely naked, her skin glowing, her figure already showing the results of weeks of hard work. She walked straight up to me, dropped to her knees, and tugged my cock out of my shorts before I could react.

Her tongue traced along the shaft, slow and deliberate, before she wrapped her lips around me. I groaned, gripping the edge of the counter, watching her head bob just enough to make my knees weak.

Then she pulled back, looked up at me with that wicked smile, and said, “If you really want me to suck another guy’s cock, you’d better get to the gym.”

The words hit harder than the suction of her mouth. My body screamed to let her finish, to spill into her throat right there on the kitchen floor. But I clenched my jaw, forced myself to pull away, and staggered back like a man escaping a trap.

Laura sat back on her heels, surprised, her lips wet and glistening. “Wow,” she said, shaking her head. “You must really want this. You must really want to see me sucking another dick.”

She wasn’t wrong. The struggle was brutal—my cock ached for her, my whole body burning with need—but I grabbed my gym bag and walked out the door, more determined than ever.

The results started stacking up. After nearly starving myself for three days, drinking only water, I finally smashed through the plateau. I cut my diet to almost pure protein, kept the calories painfully low, and added little bursts of exercise throughout the day—pushups at my desk, planks in the hallway, anything to burn more.

By the end of month one, I had dropped sixteen pounds. Laura had lost twelve. We were both ahead of schedule.

Month two, I lost another twelve. Laura lost eight, though she hit a plateau for nearly two weeks before breaking through it with the same three-day fast that had worked for me.

Month three, my progress slowed to nine pounds. Laura came roaring back with thirteen, her determination shocking even me. She was getting aggressive, leaner, sexier by the week. By then, she was ahead of me—sixty-six percent of her goal reached, while I was only at sixty-two.

The realization lit a fire under me. During month four, I pushed harder, dropped fifteen pounds, while Laura shed another ten. Suddenly, we were neck-and-neck. I had only eight pounds left to lose, eighty-seven percent of my goal complete. Laura was right there beside me, only seven pounds away—eighty-six percent of the way to hers.

We were racing each other to the finish line, the stakes higher than anything either of us had bargained for.

Month five was war. I doubled up on cardio—morning runs, evening sessions on the bike—and cut my calories back even further. Even the water had to be rationed; I lowered my intake just to watch the number on the scale drop a little faster. It wasn’t pretty, but it worked.

Within two weeks, I finally shed the last eight pounds. And then, almost obsessively, I kept going. Every morning I stepped on the scale, weighing in like clockwork, determined not to let the number creep back up. Day after day, I stayed under, watching the proof that I’d done it.

Laura was right behind me. Two days after I crossed my finish line, she lost her final seven pounds and began her own final week of weigh-ins. She was stunning—leaner, tighter, carrying herself with a confidence I hadn’t seen in years—but I could tell how anxious she was too.

Every time she stepped on the scale that week, I could see the tension in her shoulders. She joked about it, but I knew the truth: she was terrified of losing. Terrified of what she’d promised. And yet, at the same time, there was a gleam in her eyes whenever she looked at me, as though she’d already accepted I wasn’t about to stumble this close to the finish.

By then, she had resigned herself to the fact that I wasn’t going to quit. Not with the prize hanging just out of reach.

The morning of the final weigh-in had a weight all its own. I woke before the alarm, heart racing, nerves tight in my chest. This was it—the last check, the moment of truth.

Laura was already in the bathroom, robe wrapped tight around her, sipping from a glass of water. She set it down carefully, watching me with wide, conflicted eyes. Pride, nervousness, even a flicker of arousal—it was all there in her face.

“You ready?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, throat dry. Stripping off everything, I stepped onto the scale naked. The numbers flickered, paused, then held steady.

204.5.

For a moment, the silence felt deafening. Then I exhaled hard, laughing with relief. “I did it.”

Laura’s hand flew to her mouth, and she laughed too—though hers had an edge of disbelief. “Oh my God… you actually did it.”

I stepped down and swept her into a kiss, deep and hungry. Her body pressed into mine, her robe parting as my hands slid along her curves. My cock was already stirring, hardening against her thigh.

When I pulled back, she stared at me, still catching her breath. “You look incredible,” she whispered. Her voice wavered, full of both pride and nerves. “But you know what this means.”

I held her gaze, my pulse hammering. “Yeah. I know.”

Laura hesitated only a beat before reaching for her phone on the counter. She glanced down at the screen, then back up at me with a half-smile that was more nervous than playful.

“Well,” she said slowly, almost like she was daring herself to say it out loud, “I guess I’ll be downloading Tinder then.”

She turned the phone so I could see, her thumb hovering over the icon. Then, with a deliberate press, she tapped download. The confirmation chime sounded, sharp in the quiet bathroom.

She tilted the screen toward me, showing the progress bar creeping across. “No going back now,” she murmured, eyes flicking up to mine.

My cock throbbed at the sight, half-hard already, as the reality of her promise settled in for both of us.

By that evening, the app was ready. Laura sat cross-legged on the bed, phone in hand, chewing her lip like she was about to do something scandalous.

“So… I guess we need pictures,” she said.

I nodded, trying to sound calm even though my cock stirred just hearing her say it.

She pulled on her new gym set—the skintight leggings and sports bra that showed off just how much work she’d put in over the last months. When she stepped out of the bathroom, her stomach flat and her legs sculpted again, I had to swallow hard before lifting the phone. “Perfect,” I muttered, snapping a shot of her in profile, her ass round and high, her toned arms folded under her tits.

Then she slipped into her robe, cinched it loosely at the waist, and sat on the edge of the bed. With a wicked smile, she let it gape open just enough to hint at her cleavage and the bare curve of thigh. Click.

“And we’ll steal one more,” I said, scrolling through her Instagram until I found the picture from a wedding last month—Laura in that tight blue dress that hugged her ass and showed just enough leg. She’d had every guy in the room sneaking glances, and she knew it.

We uploaded all three.

“Now for the profile,” she said, exhaling. “What do we even write?”

“Keep it simple,” I suggested. “Just enough to show we’re not here for games.”

She typed slowly, deliberately, then turned the screen to me. Not looking for anything serious.

Seeing it written there—her face, her body, and those words—made my stomach flip. This was really happening.

Laura hit save, locked the phone, and looked at me with a mix of nerves and excitement. “Okay,” she whispered. “It’s done.”


Quid Pro Quo

The next morning was Laura’s turn. I was already in the bathroom when she came in, completely naked, her skin glowing, her pubic hair catching the early light through the frosted window. She looked incredible—lean, toned, and more confident than I’d seen her in years.

Without hesitation, she stepped onto the scale. The numbers flickered, then settled. Three pounds under her target.

Her grin spread wide as she stepped off, closing the distance to me. She kissed me hard, pressing her warm body against mine, then whispered with a wicked sparkle in her eye, “I hope you’re ready to lick a lot of pussy in St. Lucia, baby.”

The words undid me. I dropped to my knees right there on the tile, hands on her hips, burying my face between her thighs. The scent of her hit me, intoxicating, and I dragged my tongue up her slit, desperate to taste her victory.

She gasped, but instead of pulling me closer, she pressed my head back gently with both hands. “Not now,” she said, still smiling, still catching her breath. “I need to check my Tinder messages.”

I froze, stunned, staring up at her. Part of me burned with need, humiliated at being pushed away in the middle of my hunger. The other part throbbed at the sheer audacity of her words, the reality that she might already have men waiting in her inbox.

She leaned down, kissed the top of my head, then reached for her phone on the counter. “Patience,” she teased, swiping it open. “You’ll get your chance.”

And just like that, my world tilted.

Laura sat cross-legged on the sofa, robe loose around her shoulders, phone in hand. “Alright,” she said with a little grin. “Let’s see what these six have to say.”

I joined her, pretending to look over her shoulder, but mostly just watching her expressions as she opened WhatsApp.

The first guy had already messaged twice. His profile picture was him at the beach, tall, dark hair, shirtless. So you really want me to come over and let your husband watch?

Laura smirked as she typed back: That’s the idea. I like sucking cock, and he wants to watch me do it. Simple enough.

The typing dots appeared almost instantly. Fuck. That’s hot. I’m in. When are we doing this?

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “Eager,” she muttered.

The second was more cautious. A blond guy with a sharp jawline. Not sure I understand. Your husband really just wants to watch?

Laura tapped out: Yes. He’s into it. I’m into it. If you’re not, that’s fine, plenty of others are.

A pause. Then: I’m curious. I’d want to know your limits. Do you only want to give head, or…?

Her eyes flicked sideways to me as if to say, see how they’re already testing the edges?

The third was more brazen, his profile a gym selfie. I’ve got the perfect cock for you to suck. Big, thick, clean. You’ll be begging for more once you get a taste.

Laura snorted. “Subtle,” she said, though she didn’t delete him.

The fourth guy, suited and smiling in his photo, wrote: This is unusual, but I like unusual. I’d want to meet for a drink first, make sure we’re all comfortable. If it feels right, I’d be honored to let you take me in front of your husband.

I felt my cock twitch at his tone—calm, confident, respectful.

The fifth messaged: So your husband’s really okay with this? He won’t try to fight me, right?

Laura rolled her eyes. No. He’ll be hard as a rock watching. Trust me.

The sixth kept it short: You’re gorgeous. I’d let you suck me anywhere, anytime. Just say the word.

Laura dropped her phone onto the sofa cushion and stretched like a cat. “Mixed bag,” she said lightly, though her cheeks were flushed.

I shifted down between her legs, pressing kisses to the inside of her thighs. She shivered, her hand falling absentmindedly to my hair as she picked the phone back up.

“So,” I murmured against her skin, inching closer to her pussy, “what do you want in these guys? What matters to you?”

She shrugged, still scrolling. “I don’t know. Someone confident. Not creepy. Someone I’ll actually enjoy sucking.”

My lips brushed her mound, the faint taste of her already there, and I pressed, “What about… down there?”

She laughed then, head tipping back, her robe slipping open. “Well, there’s no way I’m sucking a small cock, is there, babe?”

The words hit me like lightning. I groaned into her pussy, tongue sliding between her lips as my cock strained against my shorts, and Laura just laughed again, stroking my hair, scrolling through her messages while I licked her.

Laura lay back against the pillows, robe wide open, her phone glowing in her hand. My mouth was buried between her thighs, tongue sliding over her clit as she scrolled and tapped.

“Oh wow,” she murmured. “First cock pic already.” She angled the phone toward me briefly—it was nothing impressive, a little underwhelming. “Mm, no… poor guy. I’ll be kind.” She started typing, stroking my hair absentmindedly. “Sorry, you’re a nice-looking guy, but my husband’s already pretty big. I don’t want to settle for less.”

Her thighs twitched as I licked deeper, her breath catching in her throat. Then her phone buzzed again. She gave a laugh. “Oh, damn. This guy is insanely hot. Look at that body.” She held the phone up—a lean, sculpted man, abs like carved stone. Then she swiped to the cock pic. It was long, thick, impressive… and uncut.

She actually wrinkled her nose. “Ugh. No. I used to hate sucking uncut cocks. All that skin. No thanks.” She tapped out a polite rejection, then sighed happily as I sucked her clit into my mouth.

Two more messages landed almost at once. She opened the first, and her voice softened. “Mmm… yum. That’s nice. Pretty much the same size as you, babe.” She grinned, stroking my head. “That I could definitely enjoy.”

Before I could process that, she opened the second. Her breath actually caught. “Oh… my… God.” She turned the screen so I could see. The guy’s cock was huge—thick, long, a monster compared to mine.

I pulled back just long enough to ask, throat dry, “How big do you think?”

She bit her lip, eyes still glued to the screen. “You’re what—six and a half?”

“Yeah,” I muttered.

She tilted her head, zooming in. “That’s at least seven. Probably eight. And look at how thick it is.”

My cock throbbed painfully hard at her tone—awed, almost reverent. Then she laughed and said, “Fuck it, I’ll just ask. Save us guessing.” Her fingers flew across the screen.

The reply came almost instantly: 8 inches for you.

Laura’s eyes glittered as she read it. Then, without hesitation, she said the words out loud, clear as day: “God, I want that in my mouth. My hubby would love to watch.”

I froze, stunned, her words ringing in my ears. My face was slick with her arousal, my cock aching, my heart racing. “Laura… shouldn’t you have checked with me first? Before you just—”

She cut me off with a playful grin. “Why? This was your bet, remember? Your idea. Don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet now just because the guy I like has a big dick.”

I swallowed hard. “No… I just… I wanted to be involved.”

She cupped the back of my head, pushing me firmly between her thighs again. “Then shut up and make me cum.”

Her pussy pressed against my mouth, hot and wet, and I obeyed. She went back to her phone, still smiling, still scrolling, while I licked her clit with desperate hunger, knowing that the cock she’d just chosen was already waiting for her—and I’d be there to watch.

Laura’s thighs trembled against my cheeks as I licked her clit, her robe falling completely open now, tits rising and falling with her breath. She scrolled idly, answering a message with one hand, her other hand buried in my hair, guiding me exactly where she wanted.

Then her phone chimed again. “Oh, it’s him,” she breathed, her tone different—charged. She tapped, and I caught a glimpse of the screen as she angled it. Another picture from Steve. The same thick cock, but this time from a new angle, heavy, proud, impossible to ignore. Below it, just three words: Friday. Your place?

Her whole body jolted, hips bucking against my tongue. “Oh my God…” she gasped, her voice breaking. She started typing back, trying to focus, but I dragged my tongue hard across her clit and her hand shook so badly she dropped the phone onto the sheets.

She cried out, clutching the pillow beside her, thighs clamping around my head as the orgasm hit. “Fuuuck—yes!” Her back arched, her pussy spasming against my mouth, and I sucked her clit until she shuddered helplessly, moaning louder with every pulse.

When the tremors finally eased, she collapsed back into the pillows, hair messy, face flushed. She fumbled for the phone with trembling fingers, still catching her breath. A dazed laugh slipped from her lips. “I can’t believe I just came with Steve’s cock on my screen.”

I lifted my head, my face wet with her, my cock straining painfully in my shorts. “Laura…” I whispered, half-stunned, half-desperate.

She looked down at me, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face as she held up the glowing phone. “Better keep your strength up, babe,” she teased, voice husky. “Friday’s coming fast.”

Laura lay back against the pillows, robe wide open, still flushed from her orgasm. She was grinning as she picked her phone back up, her thumb hovering over the screen. “Well,” she said between breaths, “I guess I should answer him.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, staring up at her. “You’re really going to?”

She gave me a look—half daring, half amused. “We made a deal. I’m not backing out now.” She tapped quickly, reading out loud as she typed. Friday works. My husband will be here too. He wants to watch while I suck you.

Almost instantly, Steve’s reply buzzed back: Perfect. What time?

Laura glanced at me, biting her lip. “Eight?”

I nodded, throat tight.

She typed: Eight. Come straight to the door. We’ll be ready.

Again, the dots appeared right away. I’ll be there. Can’t wait to feel your mouth on me.

Laura laughed softly, a low, throaty sound. She set the phone on her stomach and looked at me with that same wicked grin she’d had on the beach all those years ago. “It’s real now, babe. Friday night, I’ll be on my knees for him. And you’ll be right there watching.”

My cock twitched so hard it hurt. My wife had just confirmed with another man, bold as anything, that she was going to suck his cock in our own home.

The rest of the evening, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Every time she crossed her legs or adjusted her robe, I felt the ache in my cock, desperate for her mouth. Finally, I leaned in, kissing her neck. “Laura… please. Just a little.”

She smirked, pushing me back gently. “No, baby. I need to save my strength for Friday.”

My groan made her laugh. But she reached into my shorts anyway, wrapping her hand around me. “That doesn’t mean you get nothing.” With one hand she stroked me lazily, her other still scrolling through WhatsApp.

“Oh, look,” she said, eyes on the screen. “This guy finally sent a picture.” She turned the phone briefly—it was small, soft-looking, nothing impressive. “Ugh. Damn shame. He’s super hot otherwise. But… no.” She tapped out a polite message while her grip tightened just enough to make me gasp.

Another buzz. “Here’s the last one.” She pulled up the photo and then, grinning wickedly, held the phone right next to my cock. “Almost exactly like you,” she said. She gave me a slow stroke, looking from the picture to me. “Pretty, actually. I like this one.”

My hips jerked in her hand, but she wasn’t done. She dropped the phone onto the cushion beside her, picked up Steve’s picture again, and tilted it toward me. “But then there’s him.” She squeezed harder, her thumb circling the head of my cock. “So thick. So big. God, I can’t wait to feel this stretching my lips while you sit there watching.”

I groaned, eyes closing, already close.

She sped her hand up just slightly, her voice low and taunting. “You’re going to watch me take it all the way down, babe. Watch me drool on his cock. Hear me gag on him. I’ll look right at you with his dick in my throat.”

My whole body tensed, my cock pulsing in her grip.

“And when he cums,” she whispered, her strokes merciless now, “I’m going to swallow every drop. I’ll do it slow, so you don’t miss a thing.”

That was it—I groaned and spilled into her hand, hot spurts covering her fingers as she milked me through it, eyes still locked on mine.

When it was done, she wiped her hand on a tissue, casual as anything, and picked her phone back up. “Mmm. I think I’ll keep that last guy in reserve,” she said breezily, scrolling again. “But Friday… Friday is Steve’s night.”

I lay there, chest heaving, stunned and trembling at how effortlessly she had undone me—just with her hand, her phone, and the promise of what was to come.

The days between Laura’s confirmation with Steve and the actual date passed in a haze of tension. Every time I caught sight of her phone lighting up with a message, my stomach twisted. I couldn’t help but imagine what he was saying, what she was replying. Sometimes I’d ask, half-joking, “So, hear from your boyfriend today?”

Laura would just laugh, shake her head, and tease, “Don’t get nervous on me now, babe. A bet’s a bet.” Then she’d lean in close, her lips grazing my ear. “You wanted this. Don’t go soft on me.”

And that was the hardest part. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her to stop. The words hovered on my tongue a dozen times—we don’t have to go through with it, we can just forget the whole thing—but each time I swallowed them down. I knew how it would sound. Weak. Cowardly. Like I was breaking my word.

Instead, I pushed myself harder at the gym, sweating through double sessions, chasing numbers I hadn’t seen since my twenties. But no matter how much weight I lifted or how lean I got, there was no training for what was coming Friday night.

On Wednesday, Laura came into the kitchen in her robe, hair damp from her shower, and caught me staring at her phone charging on the counter. She smirked knowingly. “You can look if you want. But you’ll just drive yourself crazy.”

“I’m not looking,” I muttered, though the flush in my cheeks gave me away.

She came over, pressed her tits against my back, her arms sliding around my waist. “You know, I could still call it off,” she teased in a sing-song voice. Then she pulled back, her tone firm. “But I won’t. You earned this. And I always keep my promises.”

That night, she rolled on top of me in bed, straddling my hips, her robe falling open. She kissed me slowly, her tongue teasing mine, before whispering, “Two more days, babe. Just two more. Then you get to see me with his cock in my mouth.” She ground her pussy against my cock until I was aching, then slid off with a smile, leaving me throbbing and desperate in the dark.

By Thursday, the anticipation was eating me alive. I couldn’t focus on work, couldn’t think about anything else. My cock seemed permanently half-hard, my thoughts looping endlessly through images of Laura on her knees, her lips stretched around Steve’s thick cock while I watched.

That evening, she went out with her friends. She kissed me on the cheek on her way out, teasing, “Don’t wait up. I’ll probably be late.”

I tried to distract myself with TV, then with work emails, but nothing stuck. Midnight came, and finally I heard the door click open. Laura stumbled in, laughing softly to herself, heels in one hand, hair wild around her shoulders. She smelled of wine and perfume, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glassy but full of mischief.

Without a word, she dropped her shoes, climbed onto the bed, and straddled my chest. Her robe fell open, and her pussy hovered just above my mouth, glistening.

“God, I’m so horny,” she slurred, her voice low and husky. She tugged at my hair. “Eat me, baby.”

I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her down onto my mouth, her thighs pressing against my cheeks as I licked her eagerly. She moaned instantly, her hips rocking against my tongue, the taste of her filling my mouth.

I focused on her clit, flicking it slowly at first, then sucking it between my lips. She gasped, grinding harder, her hands clutching the headboard. “Yes… oh fuck yes…”

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as I slid my tongue lower, teasing her entrance before pushing inside, fucking her with my mouth. She rode my face shamelessly, her juices wetting my chin, her body trembling as she used me for her pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice raw. “God, don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I latched onto her clit again, swirling my tongue, sucking hard, while her whole body shook above me. She cried out, her thighs clamping around my head, her hips bucking uncontrollably as the orgasm tore through her.

She came hard—shuddering, gasping, riding out every wave until she finally collapsed, panting, onto the bed beside me.

I lay there, chest heaving, my face slick with her arousal, my cock throbbing painfully against my shorts. I waited, expecting her to roll over and take me into her hand, to give me even a fraction of what I’d just given her.

Instead, she sighed happily, pulled the blanket over herself, and murmured, “Mmm… perfect.” Within minutes, she was asleep, a faint smile still on her lips.

I stared up at the ceiling in the dark, my cock aching, my mind spinning. In less than twenty-four hours, another man’s cock would be in her mouth—because of me. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure if I was ready.

But it was too late to turn back now.

The days between Laura’s confirmation with Steve and the actual date passed in a haze of tension. Every time I caught sight of her phone lighting up with a message, my stomach twisted. I couldn’t help but imagine what he was saying, what she was replying. Sometimes I’d ask, half-joking, “So, hear from your boyfriend today?”

Laura would just laugh, shake her head, and tease, “Don’t get nervous on me now, babe. A bet’s a bet.” Then she’d lean in close, her lips grazing my ear. “You wanted this. Don’t go soft on me.”

And that was the hardest part. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her to stop. The words hovered on my tongue a dozen times—we don’t have to go through with it, we can just forget the whole thing—but each time I swallowed them down. I knew how it would sound. Weak. Cowardly. Like I was breaking my word.

Instead, I pushed myself harder at the gym, sweating through double sessions, chasing numbers I hadn’t seen since my twenties. But no matter how much weight I lifted or how lean I got, there was no training for what was coming Friday night.

On Wednesday, Laura came into the kitchen in her robe, hair damp from her shower, and caught me staring at her phone charging on the counter. She smirked knowingly. “You can look if you want. But you’ll just drive yourself crazy.”

“I’m not looking,” I muttered, though the flush in my cheeks gave me away.

She came over, pressed her tits against my back, her arms sliding around my waist. “You know, I could still call it off,” she teased in a sing-song voice. Then she pulled back, her tone firm. “But I won’t. You earned this. And I always keep my promises.”

That night, she rolled on top of me in bed, straddling my hips, her robe falling open. She kissed me slowly, her tongue teasing mine, before whispering, “Two more days, babe. Just two more. Then you get to see me with his cock in my mouth.” She ground her pussy against my cock until I was aching, then slid off with a smile, leaving me throbbing and desperate in the dark.

By Thursday, the anticipation was eating me alive. I couldn’t focus on work, couldn’t think about anything else. My cock seemed permanently half-hard, my thoughts looping endlessly through images of Laura on her knees, her lips stretched around Steve’s thick cock while I watched.

That evening, she went out with her friends. She kissed me on the cheek on her way out, teasing, “Don’t wait up. I’ll probably be late.”

She came home just before midnight, heels dangling from her fingers, hair loose and wild from the wind. The door clicked gently behind her and she padded into the bedroom with that tipsy, sultry smile that always told me exactly where this was going. She smelled like warm perfume and red wine and something sweet from the bar. Without a word she climbed onto the bed and swung a leg over me, the belt of her robe slipping loose so the fabric fell away from her hips.

“God, I’m so horny,” she breathed, voice low and a little rough. She planted her knees either side of my ribs and settled forward until the heat of her hovered over my mouth. “Eat me.”

I slid my hands up the outsides of her thighs and pulled her down to me. The first taste of her hit my tongue—hot, slick, a little salty from the night’s sweat—and I groaned into her. She shivered and rolled her hips, finding the angle she liked. I started slow, long licks from bottom to top, letting my tongue flatten and curl so she felt every inch of it. Her fingers threaded into my hair, not pushing, just anchoring, and her breath went noisy almost at once.

“There,” she whispered. “Stay there.”

I did. I circled her clit lazily, then traced the hood and back down again, teasing the edges until her thighs tightened against my cheeks. She rocked in tiny increments, testing pressure, hunting rhythm. I gave her more—sucked her clit gently and released, again and again, until she hissed through her teeth and tipped her pelvis forward, offering herself shamelessly. Her scent got stronger as she wet my face, and I felt her relax deeper into it, all the chatter of the day falling away while her body took over.

She started talking, that soft stream of encouragement she gives when she’s past thinking about anything else. “Yes… like that… don’t stop… more.” I sealed my mouth around her and pulled, slow pulses that made her gasp. She clutched the headboard with one hand and used the other to steer me a fraction left, then right, then back to center when a tremor rolled through her belly.

I pushed two fingers inside and felt her heat grab around them. She let out a low sound that lived somewhere between a moan and a laugh and began riding me in small, greedy motions. I curled my fingers up and stroked in a steady rhythm while my tongue drew tight little figure-eights on her clit. Her thighs trembled, then clamped, then trembled again. The muscles along her stomach rippled with each breath. “Don’t you dare stop,” she said, breathless, and the authority in it lit me up.

I changed tempo—faster circles, lighter suction—then slowed and pressed my tongue flat to grind where she was most sensitive. Every adjustment landed. Her back arched. Her nipples grazed my chest through the loose edge of her robe and she chased the friction by leaning forward, using me, panting into the dark. I could feel her getting close because the tiny sounds fell away and all that was left was breath and the uneven rhythm of her hips.

I slowed again—just for a heartbeat—so I could feel her want build like a held note. She let out a frustrated little sob and grabbed two fistfuls of my hair.

“Don’t tease me. Finish me.”

I sealed my mouth back over her and did exactly what she needed: deep, narrow suction and tight, fast flicks of my tongue. My fingers kept that relentless curl inside her, stroking the spot that makes her lose words. She broke first in her voice—one high, helpless sound that cracked into a curse. Then her body followed, everything seizing and fluttering around my tongue and fingers. She ground down hard, held there, and I didn’t move except to keep the rhythm steady, steady, steady.

She came in waves. The first hit like a jolt—hips bucking, thighs shaking, a raw cry as she pinned my face. The second rolled right after, longer, deeper, her whole torso shuddering while she gasped out my name, then “oh God, yes,” then “don’t stop, don’t you dare.” I didn’t. I licked through it and felt the release break her open even more. She laughed—this wild, disbelieving little laugh—then another swell took her and she folded over me, forehead to the headboard, breathing hard while her cunt pulsed around my fingers.

I eased the pressure just enough to stretch it out, slow circles now, soft draws of my mouth that turned the aftershocks into a warm, rolling thrum. She twitched and whimpered and then sagged down, heavy and boneless, until her pussy rested on my mouth and I could only give her gentle kisses and a final, lazy lick. She stroked my hair like she was petting me, murmuring thank yous that faded into satisfied hums.

Eventually she slid to the side and collapsed onto the pillow, robe fallen open, chest still lifting and falling in wide, happy breaths. Her hand found mine and squeezed. “Perfect,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep and endorphins.

I lay there, face slick with her and cock aching, waiting for the usual reach for me, the lazy hand between my legs, the playful grin that meant she wanted to taste herself on my mouth before she let me inside her. Tonight, she only shifted closer, tucked her knee over my thigh, and went soft and heavy against me. Within a minute her breathing evened out. A faint smile stayed on her lips as sleep took her.

I stared at the ceiling in the dark, heat still humming through me, heart thudding in the quiet. In less than twenty-four hours she would be on her knees in our living room with another man’s cock in her mouth—because I asked for it, because I earned it, because she promised. The thought made me painfully hard and a little hollow at the same time. I could still taste her. I could still hear that cracked, helpless sound she made when she let go.

Her leg twitched in her sleep and slid higher across me, warm and trusting. I pressed a kiss into her hair and closed my eyes, wide awake and falling. Tomorrow was Friday.


Awaken

The alarm dragged me out of a shallow, restless sleep. I blinked at the gray light spilling through the curtains, my mouth dry, my cock still hard from the dreams that had twisted through me all night.

Friday.

For weeks it had been a distant promise, a half-fantasy tethered to a number on a scale. Now it was here. Tonight my wife was going to kneel in front of another man, wrap her lips around his cock, and swallow him while I watched.

The thought made me throb painfully against the sheets. The thought also made my stomach knot.

Laura stirred beside me. She stretched like a cat, her robe half-slipped off one shoulder. Her hair was messy, her skin flushed from sleep, and she looked so goddamn beautiful I almost convinced myself to beg her not to go through with it.

Instead I just watched her yawn and rub her eyes before rolling toward me with a smile that was equal parts soft and mischievous. “Morning,” she murmured, her voice husky.

“Morning.”

Her smile widened as she studied my face. “You look nervous.”

I laughed awkwardly. “Big day.”

She pushed herself up on one elbow, hair falling across her face. “Don’t you dare go weak on me now. A bet’s a bet. You earned this.” She leaned over and kissed me, slow and warm, her tongue brushing mine before she pulled back. “You really think I’d let you do all that work for nothing?”

The way she said it—half playful, half firm—settled the matter. I wasn’t getting her to change her mind.

We moved through the morning routine in silence, brushing teeth side by side, trading sips of coffee in the kitchen. Every glance at her, every casual brush of her hand, reminded me of what she’d promised. I wondered if she was thinking about it as much as I was, if she pictured Steve’s thick cock in her mouth the same way it haunted me.

Before leaving for work, she stopped in the doorway, slipped her heels on, and looked back at me. “Don’t stress today,” she said. “It’s going to be amazing.”

And then she was gone, leaving me half-hard and unsettled, staring at the empty kitchen.



Work was impossible. My inbox filled with emails, the phone rang, my colleagues came by my desk to ask questions. I answered automatically, but my mind was elsewhere. Every time I closed my eyes I saw Laura on her knees, her lips stretched wide, her throat working.

At mid-morning my phone buzzed. A text from Laura: You okay?

Trying to be, I typed back. Hard to focus.

On work, or on me?

I smirked at the screen. You, obviously.

She replied instantly: Good. Don’t forget, this is for you. You earned it. I’m just keeping my promise.

The knot in my stomach loosened, just a little.



By lunchtime I was climbing the walls. I stepped outside, pacing the block, phone in hand. Another buzz: Thinking about tonight.

My thumbs hovered. Laura… we don’t have to do this, you know.

It was the first time I’d said it, even in text. I stared at the words, almost deleted them, then hit send before I lost the nerve.

Her reply came a minute later. Nice try. But you’re not getting out of it. A bet’s a bet, remember?

I know. Just don’t want you to feel pressured.

Pressured? she wrote. Baby, do you have any idea how wet I get when I think about you watching me? I want this. Stop worrying.

I leaned against the building, heart pounding. Reading it in her words, plain as day, sent a shiver straight through me.

I typed: You’re amazing. I love you.

Her reply: Love you too. Now get back to work. I don’t want you coming home with excuses.



The afternoon dragged. Every time my phone buzzed, I jumped. Around three, another message: a selfie from Laura in the office bathroom mirror. She was biting her lip, her blouse straining just slightly across her chest. The caption read: Can you believe in a few hours I’ll have his cock in my mouth?

My cock stiffened instantly. My pulse thudded in my ears.

I typed: Jesus, Laura. You’re going to kill me.

She shot back: Good. Think about me all afternoon. Think about how proud you’ll be tonight watching me take care of him.

The words hit hard. Pride. Watching her. Tonight.

I shoved my phone back in my pocket, sat at my desk, and stared at the screen until the words blurred. I was aroused, terrified, desperate, and trapped—all at once.



By late afternoon, I gave up pretending to work. I leaned back, staring at the ceiling tiles, trying to breathe. The office was noisy around me but I felt like I was underwater.

One more message came through, just as the clock hit four. Babe, I’m nervous too. But in the best way. Don’t you dare chicken out on me now. We’re doing this together.

I stared at her words until my vision blurred. She was right. This wasn’t just her. It was both of us. We’d built to this moment for months, with sweat, discipline, and whispered fantasies in the dark. Tonight it would stop being fantasy.

I typed back: I won’t chicken out. I’ll be there, every second. I want to see you enjoy it.

She sent back one final message before signing off for the day: That’s my man.

And with that, the countdown to eight o’clock felt very, very real.

The office emptied out in waves, the clatter of keyboards dying down, chairs squeaking, goodbyes called across desks. By the time I finally shut down my computer, my chest felt like it was filled with sand. Heavy. Suffocating.

I walked to the car in a haze. Every step closer to home made my pulse hammer harder. I’d replayed tonight in my head so many times it felt like I’d already lived it, but now that it was hours away—not weeks, not days—it didn’t feel like fantasy anymore. It felt inevitable.

The drive was a blur. At stoplights I gripped the steering wheel so hard my knuckles went white. I kept wondering if Steve was driving too, if he was already imagining my wife on her knees.

When I pulled into the driveway, Laura’s car was already there. My stomach tightened. She was home.

Inside, she was in the kitchen, half-turned toward the stove. The smell of roasted chicken and garlic drifted through the air. She looked up when I walked in, her face breaking into a smile that was genuine but strained around the edges.

“Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey.”

For a long beat, neither of us moved. Then she turned back to the cutting board and said, “Dinner’s almost ready.”

I dropped my bag, loosened my tie, and stepped beside her. “Smells good.”

She laughed, short and awkward. “Yeah, figured it’d be easier to get through tonight if we didn’t do it on empty stomachs.”

The words landed like a stone. Get through tonight. She hadn’t said enjoy. She hadn’t said celebrate. She’d said get through.

We ate at the table, the overhead light buzzing faintly. Normally Laura filled dinners with chatter about her day, stories about coworkers, little complaints about traffic or deadlines. Tonight the silence was thick. Knives scraped plates, glasses clinked against wood, but that was all.

I cleared my throat. “So… how was work?”

She gave a shrug, pushing broccoli around her plate. “Fine. Same as always. Just hard to focus, you know?”

I nodded, staring at the fork in my hand. “Yeah. Tell me about it.”

She reached for her wine and took a long sip, longer than usual.

Halfway through the meal she sighed and leaned back, looking at me with a kind of restless energy in her eyes. “We don’t have to talk about it,” she said. “Not yet. Let’s just… eat.”

I nodded again, though I wasn’t sure I could swallow another bite.



By seven o’clock the plates were in the dishwasher, the counters wiped down, and the two of us sat in the living room with our drinks. I nursed a beer, hoping the alcohol would sand down the jagged edge of nerves in my chest. Laura finished her second glass of wine and poured a third, a heavy pour that sloshed right up to the rim.

She drank half of it in one go, then set the glass down with a little more force than necessary. Her fingers tapped the stem, restless.

Finally she stood. “I’m gonna go get ready.”

My heart gave a sharp, uneven thud. “Okay.”

I watched her walk up the stairs, her hips swaying in a way that might have been subconscious, might have been for me. The sound of her footsteps faded, leaving me alone in the living room with the tick of the wall clock.

I drained my beer and grabbed another from the fridge, twisting the cap off with hands that shook more than I liked. I tried to picture what she’d come down in. Lingerie? A short dress? Something outrageous, something that screamed fuck me.

When the stairs creaked again, I turned—my breath catching.

And then I blinked.

Laura wasn’t in lace or satin. She wasn’t in heels or a low-cut top. She was in a simple navy dress that brushed her knees, her hair loose around her shoulders, a touch of makeup softening her face. She looked… normal. Beautiful, but normal.

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected—maybe some exaggerated version of sex itself—but seeing her like this made my stomach twist in a different way. She wasn’t dressing for Steve. She wasn’t playing a role. She was just Laura. My wife.

She paused at the bottom of the stairs, smoothing the fabric with nervous hands. “What?”

I shook my head quickly. “Nothing. You just… you look amazing.”

Her smile flickered, grateful but faint. She crossed the room, picked up her wine, and poured more into the glass without asking. This time she drained nearly all of it before setting it back down.

“Jesus,” I said softly.

She gave a shaky laugh. “What? I need something to steady me. Don’t you?”

I lifted my beer. “On number three.”

Her smile widened for a second, but then it vanished, her eyes flicking to the clock on the wall. Seven forty-five.

The silence stretched again. I fiddled with the label on my bottle. Laura took a deep breath, set her empty glass down, and poured herself another—her fourth. She swirled it, stared into it, then took a long drink.

Every tick of the clock was a hammer blow. Seven fifty. Seven fifty-five. I could feel the tension radiating between us, filling the room, pressing down on my chest.

She smoothed her dress again, checked her phone, then stood and paced toward the window, peeking out through the blinds though the street was empty.

“Laura,” I said quietly.

She turned, her face pale but her eyes bright. “Yeah?”

I swallowed. “We don’t—”

“Don’t.” She cut me off, her voice firm. “Don’t you dare. We’re doing this. You wanted it, you earned it, and I promised. I’m not backing out.”

I nodded quickly, the words shriveling on my tongue. Weak. That’s what I’d sound like.

Eight o’clock hit.

Laura downed the rest of her wine, poured another, her fifth glass now. Her hands shook as she set the bottle down.

Two minutes passed. Two of the longest minutes of my life.

And then the doorbell rang.

The chime echoed through the house, sharp, final.

Laura froze, glass halfway to her lips. She looked at me, wide-eyed, the nerves naked now. Then she set the glass down, smoothed her dress one more time, and whispered, “He’s here.”

My heart thudded so hard it hurt.

This was it.


Date With Destiny

The sound of the doorbell still hung in the air when Laura looked at me, wide-eyed, wineglass trembling in her hand. For a moment neither of us moved. Then she straightened her shoulders, smoothed her dress again, and walked to the door.

I stayed rooted to the spot, my chest pounding. The hinges creaked, the door opened, and there he was.

Steve.

Taller than I’d imagined, broad in the shoulders but relaxed in posture. He wore a button-up shirt and jeans, casual, like this was any other Friday night. His expression was calm, even warm, not some cocky smirk or over-the-top swagger I’d been bracing for.

“Hey,” he said simply, his voice steady.

“Hi,” Laura replied, her smile tight but genuine.

I forced myself to step forward, extend my hand. “Steve.”

“Good to meet you,” he said, gripping firmly but without trying to dominate. Just a normal handshake between two men—except nothing about this night was normal.

We moved into the kitchen. I opened a couple of beers, Laura poured herself yet another glass of wine. The three of us stood around the island, making small talk about work, traffic, the weather—mundane details that felt absurdly out of place but also strangely necessary. Anything to remind us that we were just people, standing in a kitchen, not characters in some script.

Steve was calm. His ease made it possible to breathe, if only barely. He didn’t push, didn’t leer, didn’t make any innuendo. He just stood there with his beer, answering questions, asking a few of his own.

But Laura… she was jittery. Her laughter came too quick, her cheeks flushed deeper than the wine alone could explain. When her glass was empty, she poured another, and this time she didn’t sip. She tilted her head back and nearly drained it in one go.

Then she set the glass down, turned to me, and without hesitation pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was firm, lingering, her hand resting against my chest. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with nerves and something else—resolve.

“I love you,” she whispered.

My throat tightened. “I love you too.”

And then, before I could process it, she turned away.

She walked over to Steve, her movements steady now, deliberate. She stopped in front of him, her eyes lifting to meet his. Neither of them spoke. Then, with a grace that made my stomach flip, Laura sank slowly to her knees.

I felt the air rush out of me.

She reached up, her hands trembling only slightly, and took hold of his zipper. The sound of it sliding down filled the kitchen, impossibly loud.

My chest constricted. My mind screamed. Stop. Say something. Pull her away.

But I didn’t move.

I just stood there, frozen, watching as her hand slipped inside his jeans. I couldn’t see—God, I couldn’t see—but I knew. I knew. Laura’s hand was wrapping around Steve’s cock.

My vision tunneled. My breaths came shallow. Every instinct told me to stop this, to shut it down before we crossed the line. But my body betrayed me. I stood rooted to the tile, heart slamming against my ribs, my cock straining against my pants, while my wife’s wrist slowly slid back out of another man’s jeans.

And I couldn’t breathe.

Laura’s hand lingered inside his jeans for what felt like an eternity. My chest felt locked, like I’d forgotten how to breathe. Then, with a slow, steady motion, she began to draw her arm back.

At first it was just the sight of her wrist sliding out. Then the fabric parted wider, and I saw the shape emerging with her hand.

My stomach dropped.

Soft, heavy, impossibly thick—Steve’s cock spilled into the open air, still hanging with the weight of half-sleep but already massive. Bigger than I’d dared imagine, even though I’d been bracing for it.

Laura’s breath caught, audible in the quiet kitchen. She blinked once, her lips parting just slightly. Then she laughed softly, a disbelieving sound, her eyes still fixed on what she held.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “It’s huge.”

The words hit me like a punch. Hearing her say it—right there, inches from his cock—was nothing like the teasing comments she’d made before. This was real.

She adjusted her grip, her fingers barely able to circle him. “It’s not even hard yet,” she murmured, almost to herself. She looked up at him, then back down, her voice husky with awe. “Babe… do you see this? He’s soft. This is soft.”

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. My throat tightened, a bitter sickness twisting in my gut even as my cock strained so hard it hurt.

Laura’s face hovered only inches away from him, her breath brushing across the thick, heavy length she held. “God, it’s thick. I can’t even get my hand all the way around it.” She gave a little squeeze, her nails grazing his skin. “What’s it going to be like when it’s hard?”

I swayed where I stood, dizzy, overwhelmed. The sight, the sound of her voice, the raw honesty in her words—it was more than I’d prepared for.

My wife, kneeling on our kitchen floor, holding another man’s cock, marveling at its size with her lips parted like she already wanted to taste him.

I thought I might be sick. I thought I might cum in my pants. Both at once.

And I couldn’t look away.

The First Touch

Laura stayed frozen on her knees, her hand wrapped clumsily around Steve’s cock, her face so close her breath made him twitch. My stomach was in my throat, my chest a vice. It was bigger than anything I had ever seen outside of porn, but this wasn’t a screen, wasn’t pixels. This was my wife, inches from another man’s cock, holding it in her hand while I stood a few feet away, helpless.

She didn’t move at first. Just stared at it like she couldn’t believe it herself. Her fingers stroked lightly, tentative, almost reverent, as if she was still deciding whether she could really go through with it.

Then, with a little exhale, she leaned forward and kissed it. A quick press of her lips to the thick, heavy head, almost shy, like she was testing the temperature of the water.

I heard myself make a sound, low in my chest, something between a groan and a whimper. My cock strained so hard against my pants it was painful, but my stomach roiled with sickness. I wanted to scream stop, to pull her away, to end it before it went any further. But my feet wouldn’t move. My throat locked.

She kissed it again, softer this time, letting her lips linger. Then she drew back and stroked him a little harder, her hand sliding slowly along the thick shaft, her grip imperfect because she couldn’t wrap her fingers all the way around.

Steve exhaled heavily, his head tilting back.

“Jesus,” Laura whispered.

She stroked again, watching him swell in her hand, each pull making him thicken and lengthen. Slowly, impossibly, he grew harder, filling out until the sheer size of him was undeniable.

My wife’s hand looked small around him, her strokes awkward and reverent, like she couldn’t quite believe she was doing it. She kissed the side of his cock again, then the head, then let her lips linger longer than before.

Her voice came out in a broken murmur. “It’s so… big.”

I thought I would collapse. Hearing her say it while she held him in her hand, while she stared at the thick cock swelling inches from her lips, was like having the ground pulled out from under me.

Steve let out a low chuckle. His voice was steady, deep, calm. “I thought you wanted me here so you could suck my cock.”

The words snapped the moment in half. Laura froze, her hand stilling, her breath catching audibly. She looked up at him, wide-eyed, like she’d forgotten what the point of this was. Then she flicked her gaze toward me.

For an instant, I saw the question there—are we really doing this?—and then I saw it harden into decision.

She turned back to Steve, took a deep breath, and nodded.

Her lips parted.

Slowly, shakily, she leaned forward. Her tongue darted out, just barely touching the swollen head, tasting him for the first time. Then, with a soft moan that cut straight through me, she opened her mouth wider and slid her lips down over the thick crown.

I felt the room tilt. My ears rang. It was like I’d left my body and was watching from above.

Her mouth—Laura’s mouth, the lips I’d kissed for years, the tongue that had licked me clean, the throat I knew so well—was stretching to take another man’s cock for the first time in front of me.

Steve let out a groan. Laura made a muffled sound around him, her jaw straining to accommodate the size. Her hand stroked what her lips couldn’t cover, moving in awkward but determined rhythm.

I gripped the counter behind me so hard my knuckles ached, the sickness and arousal swirling until I couldn’t tell one from the other. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. All I could do was watch as my wife slowly began to suck another man’s cock, her cheeks hollowing slightly, her eyes half-closed in concentration.

Her free hand rested lightly on his thigh, steadying herself as she pulled back, then slid down again, taking him a little deeper. She gagged softly, pulled off, then kissed the head like an apology before trying again.

“Oh my God,” she whispered when she pulled back for air. Her lips glistened, her face flushed. She looked down at him, shaking her head slightly, then gave a small laugh. “I can’t believe how big you are.”

The words tore through me. My cock throbbed painfully, pre-cum wetting the inside of my shorts. I wanted to run, to leave the house, to stop this madness before it swallowed us whole. And yet, my feet still wouldn’t move.

Steve placed a hand gently on the back of her head, not pushing, just resting there, his voice calm. “Take your time. You’re doing fine.”

Laura nodded, swallowed, and leaned in again. This time she opened her mouth wider, sliding her lips over the thick head with more determination. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating through her throat, and stroked the base firmly as if to balance what she couldn’t take between her lips.

I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t breathe. My world had narrowed to one unbearable truth: my wife’s lips were wrapped around another man’s cock, and I was watching every second of it.

Time stretched. Every movement of her mouth felt like an hour. I saw every detail—the way her lipstick had smeared just slightly, the way her tongue flicked instinctively across the slit, the way her throat bobbed as she tried to take him deeper.

“Fuck,” Steve groaned softly, his hand tightening just a fraction in her hair.

Laura pulled off with a wet gasp, her hand still stroking him, her face shining with saliva. She looked up at me then, her eyes locking with mine. For a moment I thought she might stop.

But instead, she gave me a small, almost defiant smile—then turned back to Steve and took him in her mouth again.

The sight hit harder than anything else. She wasn’t just doing this. She was choosing it.

I swayed, dizzy, gripping the counter for balance. My cock throbbed so painfully I thought I might cum untouched. My stomach flipped with jealousy so sharp it was almost pain.

And still, I couldn’t look away.

Laura worked him with her mouth and hand, slowly building a rhythm. Her moans blended with Steve’s groans, low and steady, filling the kitchen. The normalcy of the setting—the hum of the fridge, the clink of glass on countertop—made it surreal. This wasn’t a porno set. This was my wife on her knees in our kitchen, sucking another man’s cock.

When she pulled back again, gasping for breath, she whispered hoarsely, “God, it’s so thick. I don’t know how I’m going to take it all.”

Steve’s voice was calm, almost gentle. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. You’ll get there.”

She nodded, her hand never leaving him, and bent her head once more.

I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood, the pressure in my chest unbearable.

This was the moment. The line crossed. Fantasy had become reality, and nothing would ever be the same.

And I could do nothing but watch.

Laura’s hand never left him. Even when she pulled her lips back for breath, her fist slid slowly along Steve’s cock, keeping the connection alive. Her strokes were hesitant at first, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was holding, but her grip tightened as the minutes stretched.

She kissed him again, her lips brushing softly against the swollen head, a tentative affection that made my chest ache. Then, with a shaky breath, she opened her mouth wider and leaned forward.

Her lips closed around him once more.

Steve groaned quietly, his head tipping back, but Laura only took the very tip, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she sucked. I could see the strain in her jaw already. She pulled back after only a second or two, gasping, her hand pumping the rest of his thick shaft.

“God…” she murmured, eyes wide, saliva glistening on her lips. “I don’t know how I’m supposed to…” Her voice trailed off as she looked at him, then at me, then back down at the cock in her hand.

Steve chuckled low, calm and reassuring. “Don’t overthink it. Just take your time.”

Laura nodded, swallowed, and tried again.

This time she opened her mouth wider, sliding her lips a little further down the thick crown. She gagged almost immediately, her throat convulsing around the sheer girth, and yanked back with a wet cough.

I felt a jolt in my gut, half protective instinct, half sick arousal. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, laughing breathlessly. “Fuck. That’s… wow.”

Her hand never stopped stroking him. She kissed the side of his shaft, then licked along the underside, tentative but eager, before pressing her lips back over the head again. She bobbed shallowly, sucking the tip while her hand worked below.

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed so hard I thought I might pass out. Watching my wife kneel there, gagging, struggling, then stubbornly trying again—it was a punishment and a gift rolled into one unbearable package.

She tried deeper again. Her lips stretched, her throat tightened, and then came the sound—wet, guttural, her gag reflex triggered as the head pushed past her tongue. She pulled back, gasping, a line of spit stretching from her lips to his cock.

“Easy,” Steve murmured, his hand brushing her hair. Not pushing, just steadying.

Laura nodded quickly, her breath ragged. She looked up at him, then at me. Her eyes shone with something fierce, something stubborn. She wasn’t going to back down.

She spat lightly into her hand, slicking him up, then leaned forward again. This time she braced, inhaled through her nose, and pushed herself down further.

Her gag came again, sharp and wet, but she stayed there for a heartbeat before pulling back. Her eyes watered, saliva smeared at the corners of her mouth. She wiped her chin and laughed shakily. “Fuck, it’s so thick. It barely fits.”

The words tore me open. My wife, gasping, drooling, eyes shining, talking about how another man’s cock barely fit in her mouth.

And then she tried again.

This time she found a rhythm—short, shallow bobs, just enough to get used to the girth. Her hand twisted at the base, squeezing, stroking in time with her mouth. Each time she slid down, her lips stretched a little further, her gag softened, her endurance lengthened.

Steve groaned louder now, his hips twitching forward slightly before he caught himself. “That’s it,” he muttered. “Just like that.”

Laura moaned around him, the vibration making him grunt. She pulled back with a gasp, spit trailing from her lips. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her tits straining against the fabric of her dress.

She glanced at me again, her face flushed, her mouth messy. “Babe… he’s so big. I can barely…” She trailed off, shaking her head in disbelief, then turned back and took him in again before I could respond.

I swayed on my feet, my knees weak, every nerve in my body screaming. My cock leaked into my shorts, my heart slammed against my ribs, and still I couldn’t say the word stop.

Minutes passed. Laura gagged again and again, each time pulling back, wiping her mouth, then pushing herself forward once more. She was relentless, determined, and with each attempt she adjusted—opening her throat more, controlling her breath, using more spit to ease the slide.

Gradually, her motions smoothed. She no longer yanked away in panic at every gag; instead, she breathed through it, pulled back slowly, then pressed down again.

Her moans grew steadier. The wet sounds of suction filled the kitchen. Steve’s groans deepened, his hand stroking the back of her head in slow, encouraging circles.

“God, that feels good,” he murmured.

Laura’s eyes fluttered shut. She bobbed her head, her hand twisting at the base, her saliva glistening along his shaft. She was sucking him properly now, not just testing—working him, pleasing him, learning his cock with every movement of her lips and tongue.

I watched, frozen, as the woman I loved—my wife—transformed from nervous, tentative kisses to a full, wet, sloppy blowjob, her mouth stretched around another man’s cock.

The jealousy twisted like a knife in my chest, but the arousal was so fierce it drowned me. My cock throbbed, my balls ached, my vision blurred. I was sick with it, drunk with it, destroyed by it.

Steve groaned louder, his hips starting to rock slightly in time with her strokes. “That’s it,” he muttered, his voice rough. “Just like that. Fuck, that’s good.”

Laura moaned around him, her eyes lifting briefly to meet mine. The look on her face—flushed, wet, full of disbelief at what she was doing—broke me.

Then she closed her eyes again and sank deeper, gagging, coughing, then recovering, her hand pumping faster as her mouth slid wetly along his length.

She had found her rhythm.




The New Normal

It went on and on, each second stretching forever. Her head bobbing. The wet suck of her lips. Steve’s quiet, steady groans. My own ragged breathing as I watched my wife’s mouth service another man right in front of me.

At one point she pulled off with a loud, wet pop, spit hanging from her chin, and laughed breathlessly. “God, it’s… it’s so much.” She shook her head, her hand still stroking him. “I don’t know how I’m even…” She trailed off, her words dissolving into another laugh before she licked up his shaft and took him in her mouth again.

I thought I would collapse. My legs shook, my hands dug into the counter, my heart beat so loud it drowned everything else.

But I couldn’t stop watching.

Every gag, every moan, every inch she fought to take into her throat—I absorbed it all. I knew we’d crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. I knew we were tearing open something raw and permanent. And I still couldn’t look away.

Laura was sucking Steve’s cock. Not fumbling anymore. Not tentative. Properly. Wetly. Sloppily. My wife, on her knees, making another man groan with pleasure.

And I was hard enough to ache.

Laura had found something like a groove—short, wet pulls over the head, her fist twisting at the base to make up for everything her mouth couldn’t take. She couldn’t get anywhere near deepthroating him; the girth alone made her jaw quiver. Each time she tried to push past the thickest ridge of the crown her throat fluttered and she eased off, coughing softly, eyes watering, then re-sealing her lips and going back to those deliberate, hungry inches she could manage.

The sound of it filled the kitchen—the slick slide, the soft, obscene click when she sealed tighter, the low hum she gave when she pushed her tongue hard against the underside. Steve’s breathing stayed even but roughened at the edges, every exhale heavier than the last.

Then Laura did something small that detonated inside me.

Her left hand left his shaft, slid up her chest, and tugged the neckline of her dress down. One breast spilled free, flushed, the nipple tight from the cool air and the way she was breathing. She didn’t look at me when she did it—didn’t look at either of us, really. She just used her wrist to pull the other side down too, baring both tits, then brought her hand back to Steve’s cock like nothing had changed.

It shouldn’t have mattered. Some rational corner of my mind tried to talk me down—she’s got his cock in her mouth; him seeing her tits is nothing on top of that—but the sight jolted something animal in me. Those were mine, the part of her I’d cupped first on a hundred mornings, the proof of a thousand private moments, and now they were out in the open, jiggling softly as she bobbed, brushed by Steve’s knuckles as he steadied himself on the counter.

Heat roared through me—jealousy so sharp it bordered on panic. My vision tightened to a tunnel: Laura’s flushed chest, the slick shine on her lips, Steve’s thick shaft sliding through her fist and into the warm ring of her mouth. I could feel my heartbeat in my gums, in my palms, in my cock. I wanted to yank her dress back up, to pull her away, to slam a door on all of this and protect some last scrap of us from the tide she’d just let in.

I was still drowning in that impulse when Steve’s voice cut across it, low and strained.

“Fuck—Laura— I’m gonna cum.”

Everything in me stopped. It was as if the room held its breath.

Laura did not pull away.

Her hand tightened at the base and she sucked harder, cheeks hollowing. I saw the determination set in her eyebrows; saw the tiny flinch that meant she was bracing. Steve’s hips twitched. The thick head swelled between her lips—and then I saw it hit her tongue.

The first pulse. Then the next.

Laura’s eyes snapped wider, the way they always do on that first blindsiding taste. Her jaw stuttered for a fraction of a second, body telling on her, that little ugh that rippled under her ribs no matter how much she tried to hide it. The look on her face was unmistakable: she still hated the taste. After all the years since the last time she’d swallowed me, after all the teasing and bravado, her body remembered—salt, heat, thickness, that unavoidable animal tang—and recoiled.

But her mouth didn’t move.

She stayed on him, suction unbroken, and took the next pulse, and the next. Her throat worked, swallowing in quick, tight gulps; her nose flared as she fought for air through it; her fingers squeezed and stroked in short, coaxing jerks to keep him spilling. I heard the wet glk of a hard swallow, then another. A thread of semen escaped at the corner of her mouth and she slurped it back with a hurried, embarrassed little hum—as if some deep part of her needed it contained, needed it done right.

Steve groaned—one long, collapsing sound that turned into a breathless laugh of relief. He didn’t thrust. He didn’t force. He just let it happen, both hands braced lightly on the counter’s edge as my wife milked him with her mouth, absorbing each hot spurt and forcing it down.

Time stuttered. My jealousy spiked so violently I thought I would retch. At the same time, lust rocketed through me, electric and mean. Seeing her choose not to pull off, seeing her fight past the recoil and commit to swallowing for him—because she’d promised me—cracked something in my chest open and left it streaming sparks.

She held there through the tapering pulses, mouth sealed, cheeks slackening only when his breathing did. Then, gently, she drew back. The thick head slipped from her lips with a wet pop. A thin line still bridged them for a heartbeat before she swiped it with her tongue and swallowed again, eyes fluttering shut hard, as if to will the aftertaste into disappearing.

For a second none of us moved. Laura’s chest rose and fell in sharp little waves, her tits still bared, the dress bunched at her waist. Her mascara had smudged into a soft haze under her eyes. A smear of shine marked the corner of her mouth. She looked stunned. Flushed. Beautiful.

Then she looked up at Steve and smiled—small, breathless, a little disbelieving. A victory smile. She’d done it.

Steve looked down at her, and for a heartbeat I braced for something—smugness, a joke, some claim on what had just happened. Instead he simply nodded, slow and appreciative, the way you might nod after a song that hit you square in the chest. He tucked himself away, zipped up, and breathed out the last of his tension.

“Thank you,” he said. Not to Laura alone. He turned his head and met my eyes. “Both of you.”

It broke whatever spell was holding my feet to the floor. I couldn’t find words, only managed a stiff, shaky incline of my head. My mouth felt full of gravel. My cheeks were hot. I was embarrassingly, painfully hard.

Steve rinsed his hands at the sink, set his beer—barely touched—on the counter, and stepped toward the hall. He paused long enough to offer his hand. Somehow, impossibly, I took it. The grip was firm, neutral. Human.

“Take care,” he said quietly.

He walked to the door. The latch clicked. Then the soft thud of wood meeting frame. The house swallowed the sound and went still.

For three full seconds, nothing happened.

Laura stayed kneeling on the tile, shoulders lifting as she caught up to her breathing, dress still tugged down, nipples tight in the cool air. A little tremor ran through her as if the last of Steve’s pulses were echoing somewhere in her own muscles. She licked the inside of her cheek, winced at the lingering taste, and swallowed one more time with an exaggerated grimace that was so perfectly Laura it made my throat close.

Then she sat back on her heels, wiped her mouth with two fingers, and looked up at me. The smile she aimed at me now was different—tentative, questioning. Are you still with me? lived in it. Did I do what you wanted? Are we okay?

I realized I was still crushing the edge of the island with both hands. I let go and saw the blood return to my knuckles.

My animal brain was still roaring—mine, mine, mine—hot and stupid and loud. My rational mind tried to stack words into something sane—she chose it for you; she kept her promise; she didn’t flinch; she swallowed because she said she would; she looked at you first—but the two halves clashed and threw sparks.

What I could do, what I did, was breathe.

In. Out. One more.

Laura’s eyes flicked to the sink where Steve’s beer sat sweating on the counter, then back to me. The swell of disbelief started to bloom into something else—triumph, maybe, or relief, or a raw, stunned joy that came from doing something you didn’t know you could do.

She plucked at the bodice of her dress and, only then remembering, tugged it up to cover herself. The motion was almost comically prim after the sight of her kneeling with a stranger in her mouth, and the contrast nearly undid me.

“I—” Her voice cracked and she tried again, softer. “I did it.”

I nodded, because my tongue wouldn’t work. My chest hurt. My cock ached.

Her smile quivered at the edges. “It was… a lot.” She huffed a laugh. “God, I still hate the taste.”

I found a word. “I know.”

“And it was… big.” She said it like a confession. Not gloating. Not comparing. Just telling the truth of the thing that had happened in our kitchen.

“I know,” I said again, and this time the words carried a shaky, involuntary laugh with them. The world had not split along some fault line and tipped us into the sea. We were still two people in a kitchen, a half-finished bottle of wine on the counter, the fridge humming as if nothing in the house had changed at all.

Everything had changed.

She pushed herself to her feet, a little unsteady at first, and swayed toward me. I expected her to kiss me. I braced for it, wanted it, feared it. Instead she rested her forehead against my chest and let out a long, messy breath that smelled faintly of wine and something thick and male and foreign.

“I love you,” she said into my shirt. There was nothing playful in it now. No tease. Just the simplest, rawest form of the words.

My arms came up on instinct and closed around her. That old, steady shape of her back under my hands. The familiar slope of her shoulders. The tiny tremor under my palm where the adrenaline was working its way out.

“I love you,” I said, and felt something at last unclench in my chest. The jealousy didn’t vanish; it snarled and paced in its pen. The lust didn’t drain away; it crackled through every nerve. But beneath both, a deeper note—the one we’d been chasing since Cancún—sounded true and intact.

Laura leaned back enough to look up at me. The makeup smudge under her eye made her look younger, or maybe just more ours. “Are you okay?” she asked.

The honest answer was complicated. I was wrecked and buzzing and weirdly proud; I was humiliated by how hard I still was; I was nauseous around the edges and close to shaking, and there was a bright, impossible heat in me that wanted to throw her over my shoulder and carry her upstairs and lick the last taste of him out of her mouth until she cried.

“I’m here,” I said. It was the only answer that contained everything.

She searched my face for a beat longer, then nodded. “Okay.” Another breath. “Okay.”

We stood like that, the two of us in the kitchen twilight, the afterimage of what she’d done still shimmering around the edges of the room. Steve’s presence had already thinned to the shape of an untouched beer ring on the counter. But the imprint of him—of it—lingered in our bodies: in her jaw, a faint ache I knew she’d feel tomorrow; in my hands, the ghost of the counter’s edge; in our hearts, a new awareness of the line we’d crossed and the fact we were still on the same side of it, together.

Laura swallowed again and made a face. “God, I need water.”

I reached behind her, handed her a glass, watched her rinse her mouth and then drink like she’d been lost in the desert and only just found the first clean tap.

She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and gave a tiny laugh that was half mortified, half giddy. “That was… wow.”

“Yeah,” I said, and the word was a stand-in for a hundred others: insane, hot, awful, perfect, terrifying, everything.

She leaned on the island next to me, shoulder to shoulder, both of us facing the dark square of the window where our reflection made a faint, doubled image—two figures close together, the house behind them ordinary and new. Her fingers found mine on the counter and threaded through.

For a long time neither of us spoke.

When she did, it was in a whisper that carried all the way back to that balcony in Cancún. “We did this,” she said. “We said we would, and we did.”

I squeezed her hand. “Yeah.”

Outside, a car passed. Somewhere in the neighborhood a dog barked, then was quiet. The refrigerator kicked on and the white noise of life filled the edges of our shock.

Laura turned her head, studied me, then smiled that small, real smile again. “Shower with me?”

I nodded. “Please.”

She glanced down, noticed the brutal tent in my pants at last, and let out a soft, wicked huff. “You’re going to break me in half.”

“Not if I eat you first,” I said, and the line—stupid and earnest and ours—pulled the first honest laugh from both of us since the doorbell had rung.


Aftermath

She tugged her dress up, smoothing it like a woman leaving church, and we walked out of the kitchen together, leaving the island, the empty beer, the ring of condensation, and the echo of a zipper behind us.

Laura didn’t let go of my hand until we were at the bedroom door. She moved quickly, purposefully, like she had to keep momentum or else she’d falter. My body followed on instinct, but my mind lagged behind. Every step echoed with what I’d just witnessed downstairs—the sound of her gagging, the sight of her swallowing, the look in her eyes when Steve pulsed in her mouth.

When we reached the bed, she turned and gave me a look I couldn’t quite read. Part mischief, part nerves, part tenderness. Then she put both hands on my chest and pushed. Not hard, but with the kind of steady insistence I couldn’t fight. I sank back onto the mattress, the duvet cool against my arms, my cock straining in my pants.

Laura didn’t hesitate. She climbed between my knees, knelt on the floor again, and began undoing my belt. My breath snagged in my throat as she tugged at the zipper, her fingers brushing my hardness through the fabric.

She freed me, and my cock sprang out, swollen, wet at the tip, throbbing with painful need. She wrapped her hand around me immediately, stroking slow, deliberate, her thumb smearing precum across the head.

“God, you’re hard,” she murmured, her eyes flicking up to mine.

I groaned, already trembling under her touch. But my mind betrayed me. Was Steve this hard when she touched him? Did he leak for her the way I am now?

She leaned in, opened her mouth, and slid her lips over me.

The shock was so intense I actually gasped, my hips jerking. Her mouth was hot, wet, tight—familiar and devastating at once. She sucked me with noisy determination, her tongue swirling, her hand pumping the base in rhythm.

But the images wouldn’t stop. Every time her lips stretched, I pictured them stretching around Steve’s cock. Every time she pulled back, spit stringing between her lips and my shaft, I imagined it dripping from her chin when he’d filled her mouth.

I was burning up, torn apart, but I couldn’t stop watching her. My wife. After swallowing another man’s cum, she was on her knees for me.

She moaned around me, eyes closing, sucking harder. My balls tightened, my breath came ragged.

“Laura—” I gasped. “I’m gonna—”

But before I could finish, she pulled off with a wet pop, saliva glistening on her lips and chin. She stroked me hard with both hands, twisting, pumping, her tits jiggling with the motion.

“Not in my mouth,” she said firmly, her voice husky.

The words hit me like a slap.

Not in her mouth.

She had just swallowed Steve’s load, gagging and gulping it down in front of me. But for me, she refused.

The humiliation seared through me, sharper than anything yet. And at the same time, it made my cock twitch violently in her grip.

She pumped faster, harder, her hands slick with my precum, twisting over the head, sliding down the shaft. “Cum for me, baby,” she urged. “Let it go.”

My hips bucked, my back arched, my body betrayed me. With a groan that tore itself from my throat, I erupted.

The first spurt shot high, landing on my chest. Then another, and another, each one thick, heavy, more than I’d ever seen from myself. It splattered across my stomach, my ribs, dripping down my sides.

“Fuck,” Laura gasped, still pumping, milking me for every drop. “God, look at you.”

I couldn’t stop. My cock kept pulsing, spilling, until my whole torso was streaked with white. She slowed her strokes only when I sagged back against the mattress, chest heaving, my body trembling with aftershocks.

It was the biggest load I’d ever seen, a mess across my skin, my breath ragged.

Laura released me at last, her hands glistening, and leaned forward. She kissed me on the mouth—soft, tender, her tongue brushing mine—and I tasted the faintest ghost of wine, not cum.

When she pulled back, she smiled faintly, almost shyly. “See? Still yours.”

But my mind wouldn’t let me rest. Why not in your mouth? Why for him, not me? The question screamed inside me, but my lips stayed sealed. I didn’t trust my voice not to break.

She grabbed a tissue from the nightstand and wiped her hands, then looked down at me, covered in my own cum, and laughed softly. “God, baby, that was everywhere.”

I could only nod, dazed, still lost between humiliation and relief, still hearing the echoes of Steve’s groans in the kitchen.

Laura stood and held out her hand. “Come on,” she said gently. “Shower.”

I took her hand, my body heavy, my chest tight. She led me toward the bathroom, both of us naked now, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat and wine.

In the mirror’s reflection, I saw us—me disheveled, streaked with cum, her flushed and glowing, her lips swollen. We looked like strangers and like ourselves all at once.

She reached in, turned on the water, steam filling the room. Then she pulled me in after her.



Shower

The spray hit my shoulders, hot and heavy, washing streaks of cum down my chest. Laura stepped under with me, tilting her face up into the water, her hair plastering to her cheeks.

She turned, pressed her body against mine, and rested her forehead on my shoulder. “I love you,” she whispered.

My arms went around her automatically, holding her close. The words tangled in my chest. I was wrecked, raw, humiliated, more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. But I was still here. Still hers.

And she was still mine.

The water poured over us, carrying the mess away, but nothing could wash out what had happened. It was written in us now—etched in the way my cock still twitched when I thought of her swallowing him, in the way she leaned heavier against me, exhausted but proud.

We stood like that for a long time, the steam blurring the mirror, the world narrowed to heat and skin and the thundering of our hearts.

When she finally lifted her head, her eyes met mine. They were softer now, the mischief gone, replaced by something raw and unguarded.

“We’re okay,” she said, almost as if she needed me to confirm it.

I nodded, brushing wet hair from her face. “We’re okay.”

And in that moment, despite everything—because of everything—I believed it.

They lay together in the dark, the sheets damp from the shower, the hum of the house settling into its nighttime rhythm. For a long while, neither spoke. I could hear Laura’s breathing, slow but not quite even, as if she were replaying every detail just as I was. My chest rose and fell against her back, my arm draped across her waist. The weight of what we’d done pressed heavy in the silence.

I tried to convince myself not to say it. Tried to bury the questions beneath gratitude, beneath love, beneath sheer exhaustion. But the words burned too hot.

“Laura?” My voice cracked, quieter than I intended.

“Mmm?” she murmured, not turning.

I swallowed hard. “I need to know.”

She shifted, rolled over onto her back so she could see me. The faint glow from the streetlight outside traced the edges of her face. “Know what?”

I licked my lips, forced the words out. “Was it… better? Sucking a bigger cock?”

Her eyes softened. She reached up, brushed a damp lock of hair from my forehead. “No. Not better. Just… different. Definitely more of a challenge.” A faint smile tugged at her lips. “My jaw’s still aching.”

Relief and humiliation collided in me, messy and indistinct. I nodded, staring at the ceiling, but another question clawed its way up before I could stop it.

“Then why?” I asked hoarsely. “Why did you let him cum in your mouth but not me?”

Laura’s hand slid slowly down my chest, over my stomach, until her fingers wrapped around my cock. Even half-soft, I twitched at her touch. She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Because I was trying to impress him. I wanted to make sure he comes back again.”

The words cut deep. My stomach clenched, my throat tightened.

Her hand squeezed gently, possessively. “I don’t need to impress you. This…” She gave a slow, deliberate stroke that made me gasp. “…this is mine whenever I want it.”

I groaned, my body betraying me, hardening quickly in her hand. She laughed softly, the sound low and dangerous, and rolled on top of me.

In one smooth motion she swung her leg over, straddling my face. Her pussy hovered above me, swollen, glistening, wetter than I’d ever felt her.

“Open,” she commanded, her devilish smile flashing down at me.

I obeyed. She lowered herself, and the taste of her filled my mouth, slick and overwhelming. She moaned instantly, grinding down against my tongue, her hips rolling. I gripped her thighs, the heat of her soaking my face, my nose pressed deep into her curls.

Her moans grew louder, sharper, each one vibrating through me. She rocked harder, using me, her wetness smearing across my lips, my chin, until I could hardly breathe.

I opened wider, licking desperately, sucking her clit, drinking her in. She was insatiable, wetter than I had ever known her, every movement telling me just how much tonight had lit her up.

And then she looked down at me, her smile wicked, her eyes gleaming in the dark.

“Next time,” she panted, “he’ll be cumming up there.”

Her words dropped like fire into my gut. A shiver of disgust ran through me at the image—my wife spread for Steve, his cock buried inside her, filling her in a way I never could.

But with it came a surge of arousal so sharp it stole my breath. My cock throbbed untouched, leaking against my stomach, while I licked her harder, moaning into her pussy as if the sound could drown out the images her words had conjured.

She gasped, her whole body trembling as she pressed down against my mouth. “Yes,” she cried, her climax tearing through her, wet and powerful, soaking me as her hips bucked and ground.

I clung to her thighs, overwhelmed, consumed, humiliated, and impossibly turned on.

And in that moment, beneath her devilish smile and the taste of her release, I knew one thing with absolute certainty.

Pandora’s box wasn’t just open. I wanted to live inside it.

Epilogue

The sand was warm beneath our bare feet, the Caribbean waves curling gently against the shore. The sun dipped low over St. Lucia, painting the water in streaks of gold and rose. I felt Laura’s hand in mine, her skin sun-kissed, her hair wild from the breeze, and for a moment it almost felt like we were back at the beginning. Just us. Just a vacation.

We’d laughed more in the past few days than we had in years. We’d drunk too much rum, eaten too much seafood, swum until our muscles ached. At night, in the cool sheets of the villa, Laura had ridden me with a hunger I hadn’t seen in a decade, her body tighter, stronger, and wetter than ever. It was everything I’d promised her when I booked this trip, everything she’d earned.

As we walked, a couple passed in the other direction—a tall, broad-shouldered man with sun-bleached hair, and a slightly chubby blonde woman clinging to his arm, laughing at something he said.

Laura’s hand tightened on mine. She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear, her voice low and wicked.

“I wonder,” she whispered, “if his cock would be fun to suck.”

My chest clenched, my cock twitched, and my stomach flipped all at once.

The sound of the waves drowned everything else, but her words echoed louder than the ocean.

And I knew, without question, this was only the beginning.
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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.

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?
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