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Chapter 1: The Confession

My wife has always known how to fill a room. And I’ve always known I’d never be the kind of man who could.

She didn’t need to try. She just... existed. Curves that defied the limits of sundresses, blonde waves that never sat flat, and a walk that made heads turn, even when she was just grabbing coffee.

And me? I was the guy next to her. Quiet. Safe. The one who stood behind the camera when she posed for social media. The one who paid the Uber while she fixed her lipstick. The one who’d lucked out marrying someone like her.

We were having dinner in our apartment that night. Nothing fancy. Just Thai takeout and a bottle of wine she’d picked up on the way home. She looked too dressed up for a lazy weeknight—tight sleeveless top, bare shoulders, and a short wrap skirt that rode halfway up her thigh every time she crossed her legs. She hadn’t even bothered with a bra. Her breasts swayed freely when she leaned forward to scoop rice onto her plate, nipples poking clearly through the thin fabric. The air conditioning kicked on, and I watched them harden beneath the cotton. She knew I was watching. She always did.

She sat across from me, tucking one leg under the other, her bare foot brushing against mine. When she shifted, the skirt rode up higher, and I caught a flash of the inside of her thigh. My mouth went dry. She grinned faintly when she caught me staring. Then, with deliberate slowness, she dipped a finger into her pad Thai and sucked the sauce off the tip. I watched her mouth close around it, watched her tongue flick the last bit from her nail. I pictured that finger covered in something else—something sticky, something earned. My fork stayed untouched.

“Did you miss lunch or are you just staring at my tits?” she asked, not even looking up.

I coughed, reaching for my wine glass. She smirked. That knowing little smirk that said she liked catching me off guard. She liked that she could.

"That guy at the wine store was staring at my ass again," she said, swirling her glass lazily.

I looked up from my plate. She was smirking.

"Was he?"

"Mm-hmm." She took a sip, red lips leaving a faint print on the glass. "Tried to bag my bottle extra slow so I'd lean over more."

I swallowed. Something about the way she said it sent a warm throb straight to my gut. She said it casually, like she wanted me to picture it.

"You didn't mind?" I asked.

She tilted her head. "Would you mind?"

I hesitated. "It’s just... guys always stare."

"I know," she said. "But you never say anything. Not like you're jealous or anything."

I poked at the rice on my plate, my appetite fading into something else entirely. My jeans felt too tight now. I could already feel the ache building behind my zipper, my cock straining against the denim. I wanted to unzip right there, just to ease the pressure. I wanted her to catch me. Or tell me to keep going. I wanted her to watch me the way I watched her.

She didn’t press, not right away. She just let the silence stretch, sipping her wine slowly, eyes on me like she was peeling me open without touching me.

Then: "What if someone else wanted me? Really wanted me. Would that bother you?"

My heart thudded.

I looked up. "I mean... it turns me on. A little."

She blinked. Then grinned.

"Seriously?"

I shrugged, cheeks flushing. "I guess."

"You guess?" she teased. "Is it just the idea of being wanted? Or do you actually want to see it happen?"

I looked at her. Really looked. Her skin had that flushed wine-glow, her blonde hair half-tucked behind one ear, the curve of her thighs visible under the table. She was beautiful in that cruel, effortless way women sometimes are when they know they’re winning.

I didn’t say anything.

She leaned forward, elbows on the table, cleavage peeking beneath the scoop of her tank top.

"So let me get this straight," she said, her voice softer now. "You like the idea of men looking at me. Wanting me."

I nodded slowly.

She licked a bit of wine off her bottom lip. "Do you want more than that?"

I swallowed. My cock was already hard under the table, my mind racing with every scene I’d only ever dared to imagine in the dark.

Her fucking someone else.

Me watching.

I’d jerked off to it more times than I could count. Videos. Stories. Even just pictures of her in outfits too sexy for the places we were going. The one time she wore a tight little black dress that didn't support a bra to a rooftop party... she had no idea how many guys had looked. Or maybe she did. That night, when we finally got back home, we didn’t even make it past the hallway before she pulled me in for a kiss so filthy it had me fumbling for her thighs like a man starved. We fucked twice—once on the couch, fast and messy, her little dress still bunched around her waist, and again later in the bedroom where I finally got her naked, her skin warm and slick with wine and sweat. Hours later, I came in the bathroom once again (although this time nothing really came out, she'd successfully milked me dry I guess) with the image still burned behind my eyelids—her gasping under me, fingernails digging into my back, whispering filth like a porn star in heat, the kind of raw, obscene shit that made my cock throb harder with every word. Words you’d never think could come from someone who looked so sweet, so polished, so proper—the kind of wife who smiled at neighbors, wore sundresses to brunch, and then whispered about how she wanted to be choked and filled until her legs gave out.

Once, when we were at a bar, she danced too close to a stranger. I’d gone to get drinks and came back to see her laughing—head thrown back, hand on his chest. Nothing happened, not really. But the way she looked at me after? Like she’d gotten away with something. I came so fast that night I didn’t even make it to the bed.

I’ve sniffed her panties before. More than once. After nights when she’d gone out with her girlfriends. When she got dressed up in heels and lipstick, and came home flushed and giggling, too tipsy to fuck. I’d slip into the bathroom afterward and hold the crotch to my face, rock-hard in seconds. I’d finish against the sink before she even noticed.

And before her? It was always the same kind of porn. Blonde white girls with juicy curves and slutty mouths getting ruined by thick, veiny, jet-black cocks. Cocks so big they took both hands to just hold them up halfway. I used to jerk off watching those girls drool and choke and gasp like their bodies were being split open. Eyes rolling back, mascara running, lips stretched wide around all that meat while spit and cum dripped down their chins. The way they moaned while being pounded from behind—backs arched, tits swinging—it haunted me in the best way. I watched them shiver through messy orgasms on camera, and I’d blow my load before the video even hit the halfway point. Every time.

I never told her. I thought it would make me sound weak. Perverted.

But now?

She stood up from the table and walked behind me. Her fingers trailed under the collar of my T-shirt, cool against my neck. Then lower, tracing my spine.

"Do you want to watch, baby?"

My breath caught. I closed my eyes.

Yes. God, yes.

But all I managed was a nod.

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

"Then maybe it’s time I let someone else have me. For real. And you can sit there. And see exactly what you've been missing."

Her breasts pressed lightly to my back, her fingers slipping down to the front of my jeans, just enough to graze the bulge. I twitched under her touch. She knew exactly what she was doing. Her mouth hovered at my ear.

"Would you stroke it for me while I get fucked? Would you keep it in your hand while he’s inside me? Or would you just sit there with it throbbing?"

She kissed the side of my neck.

"Think about it."

She pulled away and walked toward the bedroom, hips swaying, not looking back. Her bare legs glowed in the hallway light. I watched her fingers undo the knot of her wrap skirt as she vanished around the corner.

A flicker of pale thigh. Then the swish of fabric dropping. She let the skirt fall to the floor, revealing the curve of her ass beneath the sheerest pair of thong panties I’d ever seen. And she kept walking.

I sat frozen, the air suddenly thick.

My mind flashed forward to the images I’d tried to deny: her on her knees, another man behind her, her mouth opening for a cock bigger than mine, her moaning in a voice I’d never heard before. Her legs spread wide, his hands gripping her hips as she screamed into the sheets. Her eyes glazed, her pussy ruined for me.

And me, in the corner. Watching.

Wanting.

She hadn’t raised her voice. She hadn’t asked for permission. She hadn’t said it like a threat.

She said it like a promise.

And the worst part?

I was already hard.

Worse than that...

I knew I’d say yes.

And she knew it, too. She was probably in the bedroom right now, searching on Instagram for that guy from the wine store. Or maybe not. Maybe she was lying on the bed, touching herself while thinking about how easy I broke. Either way—

I’d let it happen.

And I’d watch.


Chapter 2: The Prep

Two days later, it started over coffee. Just a quiet Sunday morning, the kind where she wore one of my oversized tees and nothing else, hair in a messy bun, legs curled up on the couch. She scrolled through her phone while I brought over two mugs. I wasn’t expecting the shift. Not then. Not when everything felt so…normal.

She didn’t look up right away. Just smiled at something on her screen, the kind of smile that curled slow at the corner of her mouth—like she was imagining something filthy. There was a sparkle in her eyes, a quick bite to her bottom lip, like she’d just read something that made her wet. That smile made my stomach tighten. I knew it too well. It wasn’t innocent—it was the same one she gave me before crawling under the covers with no panties. I placed the mug on the table.

“Who’s got you smiling like that?” I asked, teasing.

She looked up then, still grinning. “I’ve been talking to someone,” she said casually, like it was no big deal.

My stomach dropped.

“Not like that. I mean—kind of.” She tilted the screen toward me. “There’s this guy in my DMs. Been there a while.”

I froze mid-sip. “What kind of talking?”

She stretched her legs, one smooth thigh sliding out from under the tee. “He’s hot. Tall. Black. Tattoos. Personal trainer, I think. He messages me sometimes. Just little things. Harmless, flirty stuff.”

“Do you message back?”

“Sometimes,” she said, too casually. “I never planned anything. I just liked the attention. It’s kind of fun being wanted.”

She handed me the phone. A few messages were still open. I scrolled down. My eyes landed on the guy's profile picture—shirtless, muscles flexing in a gym selfie, sweat glistening across his chest.

“He’s got arms like tree trunks,” I muttered, unable to stop staring at the veins across his chest.

She sipped her coffee and said, “Mmm. Imagine those arms pinning me down.”

Bet that pussy would stretch real nice for me.

You ever choke on cock so thick your mascara runs, baby?

My throat tightened. He could be saying all this to the woman I'm married to and in love with for the past decade.

She leaned in. “But now I’m wondering what would happen if I didn’t just flirt back. What if I gave him a night?”

My cock twitched, unbidden, betraying the storm inside me. My abs clenched, my breath hitched, and I shifted slightly on the edge of the bed—half from guilt, half to ease the ache pressing painfully against my zipper. I hated how fast it responded, how one filthy image of her on her knees for him could undo me completely.

“A hotel room,” she said, voice soft now. “Just one night. I tell him where and when. He shows up, takes what he wants. And you… well, you can be there. If you want.”

I could barely breathe. She sipped her coffee like we were discussing dinner plans.

“You can say no,” she said. “We never have to talk about it again.”

But I didn’t say no.

A beat of silence. Then my mind started racing. A flicker of possessiveness tried to rise—but drowned under something darker. I’d imagined this before. During my own late-night sessions. One line floated up from those buried fantasies: Take my wife. Use her.

I closed my eyes. Breathed deep. And nodded.

***

The hotel was a boutique one downtown. Discreet. Plush. All dark wood and gold fixtures, the kind of place that didn’t ask questions. She booked it herself, told me the time, the room, and the plan. Every detail.

We're going to be arriving early there she said. Walking in like any couple, hand in hand, her heels clicking across the marble floor. But between our fingers, I'm pretty sure there's going to be a hell a lot of tension. Every step, I imagined what she’d look like hours from then. Fucked. Ruined. I know she'd hold my hand like it was a secret.

Then came the lingerie.

She dragged me to her laptop. “You’re helping me pick.”

She didn’t just scroll—she modeled. Pulled a mesh bra over her tee, cupping her tits. Let the lace cling to one nipple. Bit her lip.

“Think he’ll like this?”

I was breathless.

“What if you wear the crotchless one the whole way there?” I asked.

She grinned. “While we drive over? You want me dripping for him already?”

She paused on one set — barely-there red straps with tiny heart-shaped accents and sheer lace cups that wouldn't hide a thing.

“This one,” she said. “It’s slutty, right?”

I nodded, throbbing under my jeans. She added heels to the cart — sky-high, fuck-me stilettos in black patent leather.

Then she gasped theatrically, eyes wide and sparkling with wicked delight, and pointed to one last piece—barely-there panties with an open crotch and nothing to hide. "Imagine him walking in and seeing me already spread and ready," she purred, a shiver in her voice. My cock jumped. She knew exactly what she was doing, letting the filth roll off her tongue like it belonged there—like the proper little wife was gone, and something darker had taken her place. “Open crotch panties. In case he’s impatient. Should I?”

My face flushed. She grinned and added it anyway.

The night before the meet, she tried it on.

The set came in a black satin box, same-day delivery. I unpacked it for her, reverent. The lace still smelled like plastic and something new. She spritzed perfume—not her usual scent. Something sweeter. Stronger. “It’s for him,” she whispered.

She walked to the mirror, hips swaying. I sat on the edge of the bed, already hard just watching her unwrap it.

“Help me?” she asked, holding up the delicate straps.

I hooked the clasps for her. My fingers shook.

She adjusted the thong — thin strings framing her ass, the lace barely covering her pussy. The bra cupped her tits just enough to lift and show off, nipples peeking out from underneath.

She opened her legs slightly in front of the mirror. “Think he’ll like it shaved smooth?”

“He’s going to go insane,” I said hoarsely.

When she turned around, I saw everything. And she saw me — the bulge in my pants, the flush on my face.

She smirked.

“You’re really going to let me do this?” she whispered.

I couldn’t speak. I could barely nod.

She stepped closer, hips swaying, fingers trailing down my chest. “You’re going to let another man fuck me. Fill me. Use me.”

Her hand slipped between my legs.

“God, you’re hard,” she said. “Just from thinking about it.”

I moaned when she squeezed. She didn’t stop.

“You’ll sit there,” she whispered. “Watch me get on my knees. Watch me open my mouth for him. Watch me take every inch. You’ll watch me moan, scream, shake... while he owns me.”

She turned back to the mirror, still palming me through my pants, her eyes locking with mine in the reflection. Her lips curled into a slow, filthy smirk—the kind no one would ever expect from someone like her. "Think he'll like watching my lipstick smear all over his cock while you sit there leaking through your jeans?" she whispered, her grip tightening just slightly, rolling her palm over my bulge with practiced cruelty. “Should I let him bend me over the bed first? Or maybe choke me with his cock until my makeup runs?”

I gasped.

“God, I hope he’s big,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Big enough to make me cry.”

She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, her lace-covered heat pressing down on my cock. She ground slowly, teasing.

“You’ve dreamed of this, haven’t you?” she said. “Late at night, thinking about me getting ruined. Getting split open by a real cock while you watch like a good little husband.”

She wasn’t wrong.

There were nights I’d crept out to the living room, heart pounding like I was doing something forbidden, only to jerk off in the dim light of the TV. I’d scroll through endless videos—blonde wives bent over hotel beds, their mascara running, mouths open in silent O’s as thick, veiny black cocks stretched them wide. I’d replay the parts where their eyes rolled back, when they sobbed around cocks too big for their throats, spit leaking from the corners of their lips. I could never look away from those sloppy, desperate blowjobs—the kind where it looked like the girl was going to drown in it.

I’d cum into my palm or a towel, breathing hard, guilt simmering just under the skin. Ashamed. But so, so turned on. I’d tell myself it was just fantasy, that I’d never really want it in real life. But every time she caught me looking at her with that hunger, every time she teased me about her tight little throat or the way her makeup would smudge if she went down too hard—I knew. I’d always wanted this. And now it was finally happening.

Now… it wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

“I used to imagine it was you,” I whispered.

She rocked harder against me, biting her lip. “You’ll hear me beg him not to stop. You’ll watch me cum on his cock while you do nothing but sit there. Hard. Dripping.”

I shuddered. My cock pulsed in her hand.

And under all the excitement… was guilt. Was disbelief. Was awe.

“I can’t believe I’m letting this happen,” I said.

She leaned close, breath hot against my ear. “You’re not letting it. You’re wanting it.”

She kissed the side of my neck, slowly, then stood. Just like that, she walked away—still in the lingerie. My lap was soaked. My throat was dry.

And soon, she wouldn’t be mine alone anymore.


Chapter 3: The Arrival

She started getting ready hours before it was time for the entertainment of the night to arrive—the kind that came with a thick cock, a dominant presence, and a night neither of us would forget. I watched from the bed, elbows propped against the headboard, half-hard already. The room was quiet except for the soft sounds of makeup brushes tapping compacts, zippers sliding open, perfume spritzing. She moved like she was in a music video—slow, deliberate, knowing exactly what each motion did to me.

She turned to me briefly, adjusting a strap and brushing hair from her face. "I told him," she said, voice calm but charged. "He knows I’m married. Knows you’ll be here tonight. Watching." Her tone softened, almost fond. "I told him I’m happily married—and that my husband gets off on seeing me pleased. He was into it."

The words lingered in the air between us for a beat, and I felt something shift inside me. It wasn’t surprise—I’d known she’d tell him eventually—but hearing it out loud made it real. My chest tightened, heat rising in my neck. I gave a small nod, more to myself than to her. There was pride there, yes. But also nerves. And something deeper I couldn’t quite name. Still, I managed a crooked smile.

"You said it just like that?" I asked.

She turned, grinning. "Word for word. And he liked it. Said it made things hotter."

She paused, letting the weight of her words settle like a loaded secret between us, her gaze meeting mine. A silent acknowledgment. A quiet triumph. Then, with a hum of satisfaction, she turned back to the mirror.

Over the red strappy lingerie we’d picked together, she slipped on a dress I hadn’t seen before. Tiny. Barely there. The kind of thing meant to get her stared at. She turned, smoothing the hem over her ass. The dress clung to every curve.

It was made of something dangerously sheer—stretchy mesh that shimmered faintly under the warm hotel lights. The neckline plunged deep, held up by nothing but faith and two delicate straps, allowing the upper swell of her breasts to spill forward like an invitation. The side cutouts revealed bare waist, skin soft and flushed. And the back? Almost nonexistent—just a single thin strip running low over her spine, the red thong and her bra perfectly exposed beneath.

“You like it?” she asked, catching me staring.

“Have you worn that before?”

She smiled. “Not for you. Yet.”

The moment stretched, heat pooling low in my belly. And then—a memory hit. Ten years ago. A bar. A different dress. Still short, still clinging, but nothing as obscene as this. She was younger then. So was I. Both of us still in our early twenties. I’d walked in with some coworkers, and she’d been laughing with a group of girlfriends. I remembered the music, the lights, the cheap beer. I remembered how I couldn’t take my eyes off her. How I thought, She’s way out of my league. Don’t be stupid.

But I wasn’t sober. And something in me, maybe the whiskey, maybe just blind luck, made me go over.

But she hadn’t turned me away.

“You looked like a deer trying to flirt,” she had teased me on our second date after that.

Life had been wild since then. Marriage. Sex. Fights. Make-ups. Vacations. Late nights. Inside jokes. Matching toothbrushes. All of it. And now this.

This new chapter.

She pulled the thin spaghetti straps up her shoulders, letting them sit just barely in place, then tugged the scrap of a dress down over her hips. The fabric was sheer enough to tease, clinging to her curves like it had been painted on. The low scoop neckline framed the swell of her breasts, nipples just faintly visible when the light hit from the side, like little secrets daring to be seen. The hem kissed the tops of her thighs, barely covering the lace of her panties. Her skin glowed. Her eyes met mine through the mirror, and the heat between us crackled like static.

“I want this,” she said. And I believed her.

She wasn’t nervous. 
She was turned on—cheeks flushed, pupils wide, a sly smirk curling her glossed lips like she was about to unwrap her favorite dessert. Her nipples strained against the lace, and her thighs pressed together as if already feeling the weight of what was coming. This wasn’t hesitation. This was hunger.

A flicker of movement caught her eye in the mirror, and her gaze drifted to me again. She didn’t just see herself anymore—she saw the way I watched her. My reflection was there too: jaw clenched, eyes locked on her, chest rising with each shallow breath. Her lips curved knowingly. She’d always known what she did to me—but tonight, the power of it was different. Intoxicating.

The doorbell rang.

My heart stopped. She smiled.

She looked at herself one last time in the mirror, and for a moment, her gaze lingered—not just on her reflection, but on me, caught watching her in the glass. She smoothed her lipstick, lips parting slightly as if already imagining what they'd wrap around. One finger hooked beneath her bra strap, adjusting it with a slow drag like it was part of the tease. Then came a subtle bite of her lower lip, and a flicker in her eyes—mischievous, knowing, like she wanted to make sure I saw everything. Then she walked out of the bedroom, hips swaying.

I followed, slower. My mouth was dry. My cock already thick with pressure.

The air in the suite tightened with anticipation. Each step I took felt heavier than the last. As we approached the door, my mind flicked through a carousel of emotions: arousal, anxiety, disbelief. I thought about the way she had looked at me just now—in the mirror, like I was hers but not the only one. My stomach twisted, and yet, I was harder than I’d ever been.

She opened the hotel door.

He was taller than I expected. Muscular. Confident. Black skin gleaming under the hallway lights. Tattoos snaking down his arms. And a presence that filled the space the second he stepped inside.

He looked at her. 
Not me. Her.

“Damn,” he said.

She smiled and stepped back, letting him in. “Right on time.”

He stepped inside, and for a second, our eyes met. There was no awkwardness. No forced dominance. Just a simple nod between two men who both knew their place in this moment.

He smirked slightly, nodding. “Hey, man.”

“Hey,” I said back, voice steady.

We weren’t friends. But this wasn’t war either. Just a strange peace between three people about to cross a threshold together.

And then, like gravity shifted, his attention returned to her.

I moved to the chair in the corner of the room. It had been agreed. I wouldn’t interfere. I would watch. Nothing else.

She walked toward the bed, her heels clicking. The air changed. Charged.

He followed. But not immediately. He paused, taking his time to peel off his jacket and toss it onto a nearby armchair, eyes never leaving her. She stood on the edge of the bed, legs crossed in those stilettos, back arched just slightly, giving him a perfect view.

He walked slowly, stopping a few feet away. They didn’t rush. She looked him up and down, biting her lip. He smirked and stepped closer, offering his hand. She took it.

They flirted. 
Laughed. 
Touched.

She brushed her fingers down his chest. He traced a hand along her hip. She looked over her shoulder at me—a wicked, teasing smile on her lips.

They stood like that for a while, just touching. Her hand explored the ridges of his abs under his shirt. His fingers played with the hem of her dress, grazing the lace just underneath. Her breath hitched.

She kissed him then. Slow. Open-mouthed. Wet.

I watched her lips mold to his—open and hungry, their tongues already dancing. Her hands slipped beneath his shirt, fingers splaying across his sculpted chest, palms dragging downward with purpose. His hands gripped her ass, not just holding but kneading, lifting, claiming. The soft moan she let out sent a bolt of heat straight through me. His fingertips dug into the underside of her cheeks, spreading her just enough for the hem of her dress to ride higher, baring the red lace beneath. She melted into his touch like she’d been waiting for this exact grip, this exact pressure. And I couldn’t look away.

She pulled back, breathing hard. But she didn’t drop to her knees just yet.

She turned toward the mirror, checking her reflection—lips swollen, cheeks flushed, dress slightly askew. Then she looked at me, catching my eyes in the glass. I didn’t move. Couldn’t.

She leaned into him again, whispering something that made him chuckle, then started unbuttoning his shirt one button at a time.

I swallowed. Hard. My cock throbbed.

Shame burned in my chest. 
And arousal.

I was hard. Aching. Desperate. My jaw clenched, my legs tense, breath shallow. I couldn’t look away—couldn’t tear myself from the sight of my wife, about to kneel for another man like she was made for this.

She was his now.

And I was watching it happen.

Chapter 4 - Years of Fantasy, Finally Reality

He didn’t say a word as she finished unbuttoning his shirt. Her fingers moved slowly, deliberately, spreading the fabric apart to reveal the bull’s chest, which sculpted, tan, dusted lightly with hair that trailed downward like an arrow. She splayed her hands against it, dragging her palms down over his abs, then lower, all the way to the waistband of his jeans.

She looked up at him. Then over at me.

Not a question. Not asking permission. Just a look to make sure I was still watching.

Then she leaned in, whispered something again that made him chuckle—low and cocky.

Whatever it was, it was meant for him, not me.

And then she sank.

Her knees touched the floor with the grace of muscle memory. Smooth. Eager. Like she’d practiced this… or dreamed about it long enough that her body already knew the choreography. Her hands didn’t stop. One slid down to his zipper. The other rested on his thigh, steadying herself.

I couldn’t breathe.

She unzipped him. Her fingers slipped inside, tugging down his boxers with a casual confidence that didn’t belong to a faithful wife. She freed him—his cock thick, long, heavy. It slapped against his abs as it sprang free, and I swear her breath hitched.

She licked her lips.

He smirked. “So this is what married loyalty looks like.”

She didn’t answer. Just wrapped her hand around him and brought her mouth forward.

The first kiss was slow. Just a soft press of her lips to the tip—reverent, almost ceremonial. Then another. She tongued the crown, swirling lazily, savoring his taste like she was teasing herself more than him. Her moan was low and needy, muffled by the weight of what she was about to do.

Her hand stroked his base, slow and possessive, like she was reacquainting herself with something she already considered hers.

Then she opened wide and took him in.

Not all at once, just enough to make him groan. Her lips stretched around the girth, her jaw working to accommodate. She pulled back with a wet gasp, spit trailing from her bottom lip to the tip of his cock.

She looked up at him then, her eyes wide and glassy, pupils blown. And then, deliberately, she spat on his shaft.

“Dirty little wife,” he growled, fisting her hair. “Look at you. Fucking married and this cock’s already drooling down your throat.”

She moaned in reply, diving back down.

She worked him with purpose now… sucking deep, then pulling back to lick up the shaft from base to tip before swirling her tongue around the head. Then she looked up again, breathless, stroking him slowly. "I want to feel you shoot down my throat later," she whispered, voice raw. "But not yet. Not until I’ve earned it."

Before he could respond, she opened wide again, spit dripping from her lips as she swallowed him whole, burying her nose against his pelvis with a messy, satisfied grunt.

This time deeper.

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, taking more of him with every stroke. Her hand moved in tandem, stroking what she couldn’t yet fit in her mouth. The rhythm was sloppy, hungry—pure want.

I could hear everything. The wet suck. The way she gagged lightly and adjusted. The low, broken whimpers she made when she pulled back just to breathe. And every few seconds, she'd glance at him, as if seeking approval.

It wasn’t careful. It wasn’t sweet. It was desperate.

She needed this.

His cock bumped the back of her throat. She didn’t stop. She angled her head and pushed further until he grunted.

“Fuck. That mouth…”

Her lipstick was ruined. Mascara just beginning to smudge. Saliva streamed down her chin, pooling under her as her pace increased.

He gripped the back of her head and started to thrust — small, testing pushes that made her choke just enough to make him smirk.

“You suck cock like a girl who’s done this before,” he said. “Your husband ever watch you like this?”

She moaned around him and shook her head. She hadn’t.

She pulled off with a wet gasp, strings of spit clinging to her lips. Her voice was hoarse. “Please—let me take more.”

And she did.

She swallowed him again, deeper than before, and when she gagged, she didn’t flinch, she just grabbed the base tighter and held him in place, her throat working around him as her legs squirmed.

I could see her rubbing herself. Right there in front of him. In front of me. Like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Her fingers slid over the red lace. She was soaked. I could see the shine in the fabric.

He growled, wrapping her ponytail around his fist. “Fucking look at me while you choke on it.”

And she did.

Eyes locked. Lips parted. Drool leaking from the corner of her mouth as he fucked into her, now with full ownership. She wasn’t resisting. She was matching his rhythm. Her hands gripped his thighs, anchoring herself.

She looked beautiful.

Filthy.

Wrecked.

And still she pushed for more.

She sucked him deeper, slower, her lips trembling, like she didn’t want to let go yet. But he was already reaching down, curling his fingers in her hair, tugging gently.

He didn’t need to say a word.

She blinked up at him, breathless, spit-covered, flushed… and obeyed.

And then he pulled her up.

His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her to her feet. Her lips were swollen. Her eyes glazed. Her breath came in gasps. She looked used already—but she wasn’t done.

“Turn around,” he said.

She obeyed.

He guided her to the edge of the bed. She leaned forward, resting her forearms on the mattress, arching her back until her ass was perfectly presented.

Her dress was already bunched around her hips. He tugged her panties to the side.

He grunted. “Fuck. You’re soaked.”

He pressed the head of his cock against her slit, sliding it up and down. Teasing. She whimpered, pushing back.

“You ready for this?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please—just fuck me.”

He pushed in.

Slow at first. Inch by inch. Her body tensed, trembling. Her back arched instinctively, hips twitching, breath catching on every inch that disappeared inside her. The wet sound of penetration filled the room as her slick heat welcomed him, stretching, gripping, adjusting.

She gasped; it was loud, broken. Her fingers clawed at the sheets. "Fuck," she whimpered. "So big… so fucking deep."

He growled, and then he thrust deep.

She cried out. Loud. Raw.

His hands gripped her hips as he set a brutal rhythm, slamming into her with full-bodied thrusts that sent her forward with each one. Whimpers spilt from her lips and filled the room. Unrestrained. Wild.

“Tighter than I expected,” he growled, “for a married slut.”

She screamed into the bedding, clutching the sheets. Her body jolted with each stroke.

He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wider, groaning at the sight. Then he spat, wet and heavy, right between them, watching the trail slide down over her puckered hole.

“Fuck,” he muttered, rubbing it in with his thumb while still pounding into her. “You ever let him touch you here?”

She shook her head violently, breath hitching. “N-No... not there. Just fuck my pussy. Please. Harder—please—just fuck me.”

His thumb stayed pressed to the rim as he rammed into her, making her jolt every time he teased the edge.

From the chair, I could see everything. The way her slick hole swallowed him with each thrust, the way her body melted  into his hands. I’d never even seen her ass like this. Not from this angle. Not opened. Not begging.

Then her legs started to shake.

“I’m—oh god—fuck—I’m coming!”

She came hard. Loud. Her thighs quivered. Her voice cracked. She collapsed forward but he didn’t stop. He held her up, kept fucking her through it. His cock glistening with her wetness every time he pulled out halfway.

He reached forward, grabbed her hair, and yanked her back up against his chest.

“You like this dick better than your husband’s?” he growled in her ear.

She nodded frantically. “Yes—fuck yes—I love it—”

The wet slap of his thrusts echoed around the room. My wife was unraveling in front of me—spit-mouthed, eyes rolling, moaning things she never had for me.

I’d never made her come like that.

Not even close.

And I knew she knew that.

She collapsed to the bed, panting, and rolled over. Her face was flushed. Her lips parted. Her chest rose and fell like she’d just run a marathon.

“Let me ride you,” she said to him. “I want to feel it deeper.”

He smirked, lying back. She climbed on top of him.

She hovered for a second, then reached down and guided him in herself. Her body sank onto his cock with a slow, whorish moan that echoed with need.

Her back arched. Her nails dragged along his chest.

She began to ride.

Not with innocence. Not with hesitation.

But with the slow, deliberate control of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing—and exactly what kind of show she was putting on.

Her thighs spread wide around his hips, red lace panties still dangling off one ankle like a forgotten flag of surrender. Her body dipped forward, hands planted flat on his chest, and she began to grind.

Not bounce, grind. Her hips rolled in smooth, deep circles, her clit pressed tight against the root of his cock as she took him inch by inch.

“Fuuuuck,” she breathed. “So deep…”

Her breath caught on the second rotation, her eyes fluttering shut as her body adjusted to the stretch. She didn’t lift off him; she moved  on him. Rode him low and tight, keeping him buried as her hips churned and swayed.

His hands found her waist, just resting there, letting her work.

“Go on then,” he said, voice thick. “Ride it like you mean it.”

And she did.

She began to lift and drop; they were slow at first. Just an inch, then down again. A little more, then down. Her tits jiggled with every thrust, her breath hitched, her thighs flexed. Her body started to pick up speed, momentum building with each slick slap.

Her mouth dropped open. She moaned louder with every stroke.

“God yes... yes—fuck, just like that—”

She tossed her hair back, letting it spill down her shoulders, sweat beading across her chest. One hand slid up to cup her own breast, squeezing it hard, pinching her nipple while she bounced.

Then she looked right at me.

Like she remembered I was there. Like she wanted me to see.

Her eyes locked to mine as she leaned back, one hand still toying with her tit while the other slid down between her legs.

She started rubbing her clit.

Off to the side, the mirror caught her attention. Her eyes flicked toward it—and stayed. Her lips curled into a smirk like she finally understood what she’d become as she watched herself ride him, her body bouncing, tits swaying, skin flushed and glistening with sweat.

“Look at me,” she whispered, almost to herself. “Look at how full I look… I don’t even look like a wife anymore.”

She kept her eyes on her reflection as her hand moved faster, fingers rubbing tight, frantic circles over her clit. The visual of her own ruined body clearly turning her on even more.

I watched her hips slam down, again and again, grinding hard at the bottom, gasping through her teeth.

“She’s fucking herself on my cock,” the bull said to me. “And you’re enjoying watching this, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t speak.

Couldn’t move.

My fists were clenched. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants. But all I could do was stare as my wife fucked herself senseless on another man’s cock.

She was whimpering now… thin, high, trembling sounds that came from somewhere deep inside her. She leaned forward, rested her hands on his chest again, and changed the angle.

Her thighs opened wider. Her hips started pounding.

Louder. Wetter. Dirtier.

She slapped down onto him with force, her whole body shaking with the effort, her face twisted in pleasure. Her tits clapped together, sweat-slick and flushed. Her mouth formed filthy words between gasps.

“Fucking—god—yes—yes—fuck—use me—make me come—”

She started talking to herself.  Whimpering out filth. Begging for more.

Her hair stuck to her face. Her mascara was streaked. Her body arched beautifully—this wasn’t a girl having sex. This was a woman fucking like she needed it.

I’d never seen her like this.

Never even imagined she had this in her.

And she was riding him like she’d been waiting her whole life for it.

Her moans got tighter. Her rhythm turned frantic. Her hand between her legs worked faster, fingers pressed flat to her clit.

“Fuckfuckfuck—yes—right there—I’m—oh my god—”

Her body seized.

She froze for a second at the top of a stroke, shaking, her mouth wide, no sound coming out.

Then—

She dropped.

Hard.

And screamed.

Her second orgasm came fast.

A burst of noise and motion, her body shaking, her voice cracking, her legs locking around him as her pussy clenched tight.

“Fuckfuckfuck—I’m coming—again—”

She screamed, clawing at his chest, her back arching, hair flying wild.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

My wife, undone.

She was gone. Lost in it. Fucked out. Feral.

She slowed. Rocked her hips a few more times, still trembling from the aftershocks, then leaned forward—completely out of breath, lips parted, sweat glistening on her skin.

Her thighs shook. Her whole body looked like it could collapse at any second.

But instead, she reached back between her legs.

Fingers curled around the base of his cock. Her grip firm. Possessive. She raised her hips slightly, letting him slip out just enough—then she guided him back in with a filthy moan.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. “Please—don’t pull out. I want it. I want you to fill me.”

Her voice cracked. It wasn’t a plea. It was a demand.  The kind a cockdrunk slut makes when she’s completely surrendered to being used.

The bull sat up, teeth gritted.

“Oh yeah?” he growled, grabbing her waist. “You want my cum in this married pussy?”

She nodded so fast it made her hair whip around. “Yes—inside—fuck—I want it deep—I want to feel it leak out of me after—make it messy, ruin me. I want to wake up tomorrow and still feel it between my thighs. I want to smell it on the sheets and know it wasn’t a dream.”

That broke something in him.

He grabbed her by the waist and flipped  her. Not gentle. Not slow.

She hit the mattress with a gasp, legs still spread, slick and open, her thighs glistening with their combined mess.

He didn’t even wait.

He lined up and slammed into her again, one brutal thrust that made her scream. Her whole body jolted.

“Fucking take it,” he growled. “You’re one hell of a married cum dump, lady.”

He started fucking her like he needed to finish. No finesse. Just raw, punishing thrusts that shook the bed, jolted the headboard, made her tits bounce, as she gasped and cried out, unable to hold back.

She was past words now.

Just noises. High, trembling whimpers and wet gasps with every slam into her used, slick hole.

Her wrists were pinned above her head.

Her thighs were shaking.

Her pussy was soaked, his cock pistoning in and out of her with obscene, messy sounds that echoed louder than her voice.

He began to grunt — deeper, throatier.

And then he stilled.

One last thrust.

Buried deep.

His whole body tensed as he came… hard.

She gasped as she felt it. Her back arched as his cock pulsed inside her.

He groaned above her, head tilted back, hands gripping her hips as he emptied himself into her.

She moaned through it.

Like it wasn’t just pleasure. Like it was completion.

He flipped her over and drove into her like an animal.

No words. No restraint. Just skin slapping skin. Her moans turned into sobs of pleasure. His grunts grew louder. He pinned her wrists above her head and drilled into her.

The bed shook.

The headboard thudded.

The smell of sex thickened in the air.

“Fucking take it,” he growled. “Take it all, you married cumslut.”

And then he groaned—deep, guttural—and came.

He buried himself to the hilt, holding her tight, shuddering.

I saw it. The tension. The way her body took him. The way she gasped as she felt him pulse inside her.

He held there. Breathing hard. Then slowly pulled out.

A trickle of cum leaked from her used pussy. A fat string dripped down onto the sheets.

She lay there, sprawled on the bed. Legs spread. Hair messy. Skin glowing.

Her body twitched once. Then settled.

She stretched — like a cat in the sun. Sated. Boneless.

The bull wiped himself (actually, his still half-hard big black man meat) with her panties and tossed them onto the floor.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just breathed.

I was still sitting. Still hard. Still leaking.

Still stunned.

The bull stood up, towering over the bed. His cock glistened with their mess, half-hard, heavy. He looked down at her, then at me.

“You married well,” he said with a smirk. “She fucks like a dream.”

He left the room.

And still she didn’t move.

She brought one hand between her thighs, ran a finger through the mess.

Then licked it.

Only then did she look at me.

She sat up slowly, eyes sleepy, body glowing. She crossed her legs like she wasn’t completely ruined. Like this was just another Tuesday.

She tilted her head.

“Happy now, baby?”


Chapter 5: The Aftermath

I couldn’t move.

I was still in the chair, fully clothed, my legs weak, my cock throbbing so hard it almost hurt. The room smelled like sex—heavy, warm, humid. The sheets were ruined, the air thick with what had just happened.

And she…

She lay there on the bed, legs still trembling, hair a mess around her face, her pussy glistening and swollen from taking every inch of him. She looked wrecked. Flushed. Entirely fucked open.

And completely unashamed.

She turned her head and looked right at me. Not like someone who’d been caught doing something wrong. Not like someone who’d feel guilty or even shy.

She looked at me like she knew exactly what she’d just done to me.

Something in my chest twisted.

Because I didn’t feel betrayed.

I felt owned.

This was supposed to be fantasy. An idea we’d teased and played with, a what-if scenario for horny nights.

But this wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It had happened. My wife had taken another man—right in front of me—and she had loved every second of it. She looked like she’d just lived out the best orgasm of her life. Her eyes were still glazed with the kind of satisfaction I had never seen on her face before.

The mess between her legs proved it.

Cum still dripping.

Her lips still swollen from sucking him.

A faint bite mark on her breast. A blooming hickey on her ass.

My wife had never looked more ravishing. And more untouchable. Like she belonged to something bigger now. Like she’d tasted something she couldn’t forget.

I watched her reach for the hotel towel and casually wipe the mess trailing down between her thighs—slow, unbothered, like she had no shame in being this thoroughly used. She tossed the towel onto the bed without a second thought and sank back into the pillows.

The shower shut off.

A second later, he walked out, fresh, clean, back in the clothes he'd arrived in, acting like nothing happened. Like fucking my wife raw and breaking her open was just part of his routine before toweling off.

He walked straight to her, like she was still his to finish.

Leaned down.

Kissed her.

Slow. Deep. Wet. Like he was claiming his prize one last time.

Her hand came up to his chest without hesitation, fingers curling against him like her body already craved the next round. She kissed him harder, moaning into his mouth as he reached up, cupping her breasts with both hands, feeling the heat of her skin, the weight of them soft and familiar. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, making her gasp and whimper, her body arching into his touch like she needed more. She was still so sensitive, so used, and her moans only deepened as he played with her—teasing, squeezing, drawing out every last tremble while their mouths stayed locked, wet and hungry.

My throat tightened.

“You know how to reach me,” he murmured against her swollen lips. “If you want more of this cock.”

Then he looked at me. Just a nod—nothing mocking, nothing cruel. More like respect. Like he knew exactly what kind of husband I was now.

“Take care of her,” he said.

And then he walked out of the room, leaving the door to click shut, the scent of him and sex still heavy in the air.

My wife exhaled slowly.

Then she sat up.

Swung her legs off the bed.

And walked toward me.

Her thighs were still trembling. His cum was still leaking down her inner thighs. Her breath still shaky from how hard he’d fucked her.

She climbed onto my lap without a word.

Her knees pressed to either side of me, her hands sliding up my shoulders. My whole body locked up as she lowered herself onto me—not onto my cock, just onto my lap, her pussy rubbing over the fabric of my pants, hot and messy and open.

She cupped my face.

Her forehead touched mine.

“Did you like watching?” she whispered.

I swallowed hard.

I nodded.

Her lips curved.

“Good,” she breathed. “Because I loved being watched.”

Then she kissed me.

A full, deep, wet kiss that made my head spin. I tasted her first. Then him. Then the heat still lingering on her tongue.

As we kissed, my hands found her breasts again, almost desperately. I cupped them, squeezed, ran my thumbs over her swollen nipples until she whimpered in my mouth. Her hips twitched against mine with every flick of my thumbs, and she broke the kiss just to moan before diving right back in. It wasn’t about control—it was about connection. I needed to feel her, to remind myself she was still mine, even if only partially.

She took my hand and guided it down between us.

Before I even touched her, she shifted her hips, rolling them in slow, deliberate circles that pushed the heat of her soaked pussy harder against my lap. Her breath hitched softly—just enough for me to feel the warmth of it against my cheek. She knew exactly what she was doing. My pants were already damp from her, and every tiny grind made my cock throb painfully inside them.

Her fingers tightened on my shoulders as she moved again, slower this time, dragging herself across the length of my hardness like she wanted to feel all of it through the layers separating us. The contrast of her bare, wrecked body on top of me—still dressed, still trembling—made my mind spin. I’d never felt so turned on without even being inside her.

"You feel that?" she whispered against my ear. "You feel how wet he left me for you?"

Pressed my fingers against her used pussy.

“Feel how full I am,” she whispered against my mouth.

My breath caught.

She was soaked. Hot. Still open for him.

My fingers slid along her folds, and she rolled her hips, grinding on my lap, smearing the mess all over me.

And that was it.

I couldn’t hold back. Not after everything I’d seen. Not with her grinding on me, kissing me, letting me feel exactly what he left inside her.

I came with a quiet, broken sound, my body jerking under hers.

She held my face in her hands and kept kissing me while I finished—slow, deep, claiming.

When the tremors finally faded, she pulled back just enough to look at me.

Her smile was soft.

Dangerous.

Then she kissed my forehead. Just once. Gentle. Like a promise.

My heart ached in a way I didn’t expect. She had just wrecked me, and yet, in that tiny kiss, I felt chosen.

I hadn’t even touched her properly. I never got inside her. And I still came. Just from watching. Just from touching what another man had left behind.

What did that say about me?

What did that say about us?

Was this the beginning of something bigger?

“Next time,” she whispered, brushing her lips over mine, “I want you stroking yourself… but no cumming, I know how you guys become once you’ve cum, so I want you edging… as I get my brains fucked out.”


Chapter 6: The Ride Home

The drive was silent.

The only sounds came from the hum of the engine and the quiet rhythm of the tires rolling over the dark highway. City lights blurred past the windows, but I couldn’t focus on any of them. My hands were on the wheel, but it was like I was on autopilot. Still fully clothed. Still hard. Still wrecked.

I couldn’t stop replaying the night.

Her moans. Her eyes. Her lips wrapped around him.

The way she took every inch like she was made for it.

The way she looked at me while being used.

My wife.

My beautiful, aching wife.

She sat beside me, legs crossed, calm in a way that made my chest feel tight. She had showered and changed into a simple, casual outfit—jeans and a fitted top—but on her, even that looked sinful. Her damp hair was swept back, and though she'd cleaned up, there was still something raw about her. Like her skin still held heat from the night. I caught the faint scent of hotel soap on her skin… but something sweeter clung underneath it, something masculine and thick. Him. If someone saw us right now—saw her—they might not know exactly what had happened. But they'd guess. Her glow, the flush still lingering at her collarbone, the relaxed slump in her posture… they might know she’d been dicked down not even an hour ago, but only I'd know it was by a thick black cock. And I sat beside her, barely breathing, still stunned by it all.

I hadn’t said a word since we got in the car.

I didn’t know what to say.

But inside, my head was loud.

I could still see her lips wrapped tight around his cock, her throat working as he fed it deeper. The sloppy sounds of her sucking him off echoed louder in my skull than the radio ever could. And later—God—the way her pussy looked stretched around him, dripping with him. I didn’t even realize I was breathing harder at the wheel.

And then I felt her hand.

Soft.

Warm.

It rested gently on my thigh, fingers splaying across the fabric of my pants, just close enough to my cock to make me feel like I was still being teased. Her thumb stroked once—just once—right above the bulge in my jeans. A lazy, knowing rub. Like she could feel how hard I still was. Like she was daring me to pull over and beg.

She didn’t look at me. Just stared out the windshield like it was any normal night.

And then she said it:

"That was just the beginning."

My breath caught.

My grip tightened on the wheel.

And deep inside, where fear and lust twist together, I felt it:

Hope.

Her voice was calm. But the way her thumb traced circles on my thigh? That was a promise.

"Next time," she said, barely audible. "I think I wanna try two cocks at the same time,"

I turned just enough to catch her look—hopeful, scared, stupidly thinking she meant me and him.

She smiled, slow and wicked. "Two big black cocks, baby."

The End.

For now…

***
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