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Chapter 1 – The Spark

This is real.
This is my story.
The night I let go.
The night I became something more than just a wife.

The night I became his hotwife.

It didn’t start with a plan.
It started, like most dangerous things do… with a question.

We had just finished watching this old erotic thriller — something softcore, cheesy, but hot in a weirdly real way.
The kind where the wife starts having affairs while her husband watches from a hidden camera. He pretends not to know at first. But then he starts filming it himself.
We watched the whole thing together, both of us getting turned on in silence.

I didn’t even realize how wet I was until I shifted on the couch.
When I looked over, I could tell he was hard.

Later, I curled up beside him in bed.
Still flushed. Still playing the scenes in my head.

And I whispered it — like I wasn’t even sure it was my voice.

“Have you ever thought about… someone else?”

He turned to me, confused at first.
So I said it again.

“Watching me with another man.”

There was a pause.

Not awkward. Just… quiet.
Like something had opened and neither of us knew what to do with it yet.

Then he smiled.

Not the kind of smile that says no way.

The kind that says maybe I’ve already imagined it.

He said, “Only every time you wear that dress you know drives me crazy.”

And I laughed. But it didn’t last long.
Because we both knew it wasn’t just a joke.

Earlier that night, I had worn something slutty on purpose. A tight crop top, no bra. You could see everything when the light hit just right. And that tiny skirt — it barely covered my ass.
I liked knowing I looked good.
I liked the idea that other men might notice.

And they did.

At the rooftop bar before the movie, I caught a few glances. Lingering stares. One guy didn’t even bother hiding it.
And my husband leaned over and said,
“Did you see that guy checking you out?”

I smiled.

Later in bed, he asked,
“Do you think he got hard?”
Then, quieter…
“Do you think he went home and jerked off thinking about you?”

My pussy throbbed when he said it.

After that, it became our game.

Little moments.
Teasing each other.
Letting the fantasy drip out in pieces.

I’d walk past him after a shower, towel barely staying on, and he’d grab me, whisper,
“You don’t think another man would lose his mind seeing you like this?”

Sometimes I’d just smirk and say,
“Maybe you want him to.”

We talked about it more.
At night. In bed. In the dark.

What I’d wear.
How it would happen.
Who would be the one.

But the thing that made him impossibly hard every time?

The idea of sitting back. Watching.
Letting it happen.
His cock in his hand while someone else took his wife.

He’d ask,
“What would you do if I just let it happen?”

I never gave a clear answer.
Because I didn’t know.
Not yet.

But I started noticing what turned him on.
The porn he left open on his phone.
The captions he saved.
Hotwife stories. Real couples. Confessions.
Comments like “God I wish this was my wife,” and he’d always like them.

And I’d read them too.
And feel myself clench.

I remember the moment it changed for real.

We were lying in bed, our bodies tangled.
Still warm from sex.
His cock still half-hard, resting against my thigh.

I said it — clear this time.

“If you really wanted it… would you let me?”

He looked at me.

Then he said, without hesitation,

“If you really wanted it… I’d let you.”

I felt it hit me — low, deep. That ache.
My breath stuttered.

I kissed him.
Slow.
My hand wrapped around his cock.
And I whispered,

“Then let’s see who I’d choose.”

That was it.

The moment the door opened.

After that, we started looking.
Profiles.
Chats.
Nights spent picking out men I might let inside me.

But that’s the next part.

Because this —
This is how it started.

And I knew, even then…

There was no going back.

After that night, everything felt different.
The way we touched. The way we talked.
It was like we’d unlocked something — and now neither of us could stop thinking about it.

It started slow.
Just browsing.
Late at night, lying side by side in bed, my head on his chest, his phone in his hand.
We scrolled through profiles. Not porn — real people.
Married women. Bulls. Subreddits, threads, confession sites.
Some stories were messy. Some were wild. But some…
Some made my thighs press together under the sheets.

He noticed.

“You’re wet,” he whispered once, his hand sliding down my stomach, fingers finding me soaked.

I didn’t deny it.
I couldn’t.

That night, I came on his fingers while he read me a story out loud.
A woman bent over her kitchen table while her husband stood by and watched, hard, silent, waiting his turn.
I came before the story even finished.

After that, the fantasy wasn’t just something we talked about.

It became something we fed.

We created a shared folder.
Screenshots. Videos. Men.
I started saving pictures I liked — and not just of women.
I’d mark photos of men I found hot. Cock bulges through gray sweatpants. Shirtless selfies.
Sometimes just the way a man looked at the camera — like he knew he’d wreck you.

And when I showed them to my husband…
He didn’t get jealous.
He got hard.

He’d ask me questions.

“What would you do if this guy showed up at our door right now?”

“Would you let him kiss you? Undress you?”

“Would you look at me while he was fucking you?”

Every answer I gave made his cock twitch in my hand.

But it was more than just sex.

There was this energy between us now.
Charged. Buzzing.
We’d be at a cafe and I’d glance up from my coffee and say quietly,
“The guy behind the counter has strong hands. I wonder what they'd feel like around my waist.”

My husband’s eyes would darken instantly.

At the gym, he’d nudge me and say,
“See the guy in the blue shorts? Bet you’d ride him and forget your name.”

I’d blush. Pretend not to care.
But later in the shower, I’d admit how wet it made me.

That summer, I started dressing differently.
Shorter skirts.
No panties some days.
Loose tops that clung when it was humid.
And I noticed how often I caught men looking at me — in elevators, in checkout lines, sometimes even in traffic.

I’d tell him everything.
How long they looked.
What they said.
Whether they tried to flirt.

And he’d ask, always with that same tone — low, thick with lust,

“Did it turn you on?”

And every time, I’d whisper, “Yes.”

But we still hadn’t chosen him.
The man.

We were careful. Selective.

Some were too aggressive.
Some were creepy.
Some just didn’t feel right.

And then…

One night, lying on my stomach in bed, bare legs tangled in the sheets, I was scrolling through messages.

And there he was.

V.

He didn’t send a dick pic.
He didn’t say anything crude.

He just messaged,
“Your confidence is sexier than anything you could wear.”

I showed my husband.

He read the message once. Then again.

Then he looked at me and said,

“He’s different.”

I nodded.
I felt it too.

We started talking.
Slow.
No pressure.

He was respectful. Direct. Honest.

He said,
“I won’t chase you. But if you choose me, I’ll ruin you in the best way.”

I sent him a picture.
Not nude. Not even lingerie.
Just me — in bed. Lips parted. Nipples visible through a thin tank.
My husband helped me take it.

V responded with one word:
“Perfect.”

The next night, I touched myself to the thought of him.
And my husband watched.

I didn’t even try to hide it.
I lay there, legs spread, fingers soaked, whispering V’s name as I came.

Afterward, I turned to my husband and said,

“I think he’s the one.”

And he said, without hesitation,

“Then it’s time.”

There was no rush.
No set date.
Just a feeling — growing hotter, deeper, more intense every night.

The fantasy was no longer a fantasy.

It was starting to take shape.

And I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would feel like the moment V finally touched me.
How my husband would look at me.
How I’d look back… with another man inside me.

But that night hadn’t come yet.

Not quite.

This…
This was the edge.

And I was ready to fall over it.


Chapter 2-  The Meeting

We chose a hotel.
Neutral. Clean. Anonymous.
A place that didn’t carry the weight of our bed, or our shared life — but still felt safe.
I liked that.
Something about it felt… ceremonial. Like we were stepping into a space meant just for this.

I prepped slowly.
Deliberately.
Alone.

He gave me the space — my husband.
Kissed me softly on the forehead before I went into the bathroom and said,
“Take your time. I want you feeling exactly how you want to feel.”

And I did.

I ran a bath first. Let the water be almost too hot.
I shaved. Everywhere. Slowly. Carefully.
I moisturized. Let my skin drink it in until I was soft all over.

Then came the scent.
Not the perfume I wore around family.
Not the sweet everyday one.
This one was darker. Smoky. A little spicy.
It settled behind my ears, in the hollow between my breasts, along my thighs.

I picked the set days before.
A black lace thong — nothing frilly, just elegant. Bold.
And the matching bra barely held me in. Sheer lace, the kind that showed everything but still teased like it didn’t.

Over that, I wore a silk slip dress.
Deep wine red. Thin straps. Clung to my body like it had been poured on.
It kissed my hips and curved under the swell of my ass when I walked.
No shapewear. No padding.
Just me.

Just enough.

When I stepped out, my husband looked at me like I was a stranger.
Like he’d never seen me like this.

“You look…” he started.
But couldn’t finish.

He just swallowed and reached for his phone — I let him take a picture.

I touched his wrist.

“No saving this one,” I said. “It’s for your memory only.”

We drove in silence.
Not cold — just charged.

My thighs were pressed together the whole ride.
I could feel the lace dragging slightly as I shifted.
Every bump in the road made me more aware of how wet I already was.

The hotel lobby was sleek. Glass and metal and soft, expensive lighting.
And when we stepped inside, I felt it for the first time — the nerves.

Real ones.

My stomach twisted. My chest tightened.
What the fuck was I doing?

I leaned into him. My husband.
My arm looped through his.

He squeezed my hand. Hard.
And whispered, “You’re in control.”

And just like that, I felt it again — not fear.
Power.

I smiled.
Even with my heart racing, I smiled.

He was already there.

V.

I saw him before he saw me.

Tall.
Bearded.
Leaning casually against the far wall near the elevators. Black shirt. Dark jeans. Confident posture, but not cocky.

And god — he was hot.

The kind of hot that sneaks up on you.
Not overdone. Just undeniably male.
You felt it before you even processed it. The weight of him. The way the room seemed to shift around where he stood.

He turned his head.
Saw me.

And I swear — the way his eyes landed on me?

I felt it between my legs.

Like he’d unwrapped me with just one look.

I didn’t move at first.

I just stood there.

Letting myself be looked at.
Really looked at.
By a man who didn’t know the years behind me. The daily routines. The wife, the friend, the woman who made grocery lists.

He saw the woman in red.
The one he was about to touch.
The one he’d imagined spreading her thighs open just for him.

I walked toward him.
Slow. Steady.

My husband followed a step behind.

V smiled when I got close. Not a big smile. Just a knowing one.

“You came,” he said. Voice low. Smooth.
And I could already tell he knew how to use it.

I nodded.

He didn’t reach for me.
Didn’t invade my space.
But he stepped just close enough that I could smell him.

Clean. Masculine. Something woodsy — not cologne-y, just him.

My body responded before my brain caught up.

He looked at my dress.
At the slope of my chest.
The hem barely grazing the tops of my thighs.

“I wasn’t sure what you’d wear,” he said, “but this… this is exactly what I hoped for.”

I blushed.

And he leaned in, just slightly.

His voice even lower now.

“You look like a gift I get to unwrap.”

That did it.

I felt the pulse between my legs, sharp and hungry.
My nipples tightened under the lace.
And suddenly, I couldn’t remember the last time someone made me feel this seen… this desired… this unraveled just by standing still.

I glanced back at my husband.
He met my eyes.

And nodded.

My fingers were shaking slightly.

But I didn’t back away.

V reached up. Not to touch me — but to brush a single fingertip against the strap of my dress.
Not even enough to move it.
Just a whisper of contact.

But I felt it everywhere.

He smiled again.
Softer this time.

“Come,” he said. “Let’s go up.”

And we turned toward the elevator.

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime.

It was quiet inside — cool, with that subtle hotel-clean scent, hints of fabric softener and some anonymous air freshener that clung to the space like a secret.

V gestured for me to step in first.

I walked in slowly, feeling the brush of silk against my thighs, the slight sway of my hips that I wasn’t exaggerating but couldn’t help.
I knew he was watching.

I could feel it — the heat of his eyes on my back, the way silence stretched between the three of us like a live wire.

My husband stepped in behind me.
Then V.
The doors slid closed.

We were enclosed now.

Nowhere to go.
Nothing to distract us.

Just breath.
Just presence.
Just us.

I could hear the soft hum of the elevator.
And underneath it… nothing.

Just tension.
Delicious, unbearable, pulsing tension.

V was standing to my right. Not too close. Not inappropriate. But I could feel him.

His body gave off heat — something primal and heavy, like standing near a bonfire you’re not supposed to touch.

I turned my head just slightly.

And I looked down.

That’s when I saw it.

The tent in his jeans.
Thick. Pressed tight against the front of his zipper.
No hiding it. No adjusting.
He wasn’t trying to make it discreet.

He was hard.
For me.

I felt my cheeks flush — but not from embarrassment.

From the raw, aching thrill of it.

The reality.

This wasn’t a message.
This wasn’t a fantasy.
This was a real man, rock hard in front of me, ready to fuck me with my husband standing just a few feet away.

I let my eyes linger there a moment longer.
And when I finally looked up, he was already watching me.

Not smiling.
Not smirking.

Just watching.
Like he could already feel my cunt wrapped around him.
Like he was picturing exactly how my mouth would open when he slid inside me for the first time.

My breath hitched.
I could feel the lace of my thong already damp — clinging now where I’d soaked through.
And I squeezed my thighs together, trying to ease the ache building between them.

I felt his voice before I heard it.

Low.
Velvet.
Controlled.

“You’re even more beautiful up close.”

I didn’t know what to say.
My lips parted slightly, but no sound came out.

Instead, I did something I didn’t plan.

I stepped just slightly closer to him.

It wasn’t bold.
It wasn’t even a full step.
Just enough that the tips of my breasts brushed his arm as the elevator shifted floors.

I felt the heat of him — the tension in his body.

And I liked knowing that I did that.

I bit my bottom lip.
Looked straight ahead.

His voice came again, quieter this time. Only for me.

“Are you nervous?”

I nodded once.

He waited. Then asked,
“Do you want to stop?”

I turned to look at him.
And I whispered — barely louder than the air itself:

“No.”

And that’s when I felt it.

His fingers. Lightly brushing the side of my hand.
Just a touch. No pressure. No grab.

But it was enough to make my whole body hum.

It was gentle.
Intentional.
An invitation.

I didn’t move my hand away.

He didn’t push.

We stood like that for another few floors — heat radiating between us, hearts pounding, bodies inches apart, breath shallow.

I could feel my pulse in my throat.
In my wrists.
In the place where I wanted him most.

And just before the elevator slowed, just before that soft bell chimed again —
He leaned in. Just a breath against my ear.

His words melted over me:

“I can already tell… I’m going to enjoy unwrapping you.”

The doors opened.

And we stepped into the hallway.


Chapter 3 – The Unwrapping

The hallway was quiet. Carpeted. Dimly lit.

Soft lighting glowed from sconces along the walls, casting warm shadows over the thick carpet beneath our feet. It muffled the sound of our footsteps — made the world outside feel far away, like we were walking deeper into something secret. Forbidden. Intimate.

V walked ahead, just slightly, not rushing.
My husband stayed behind me, close enough that I could feel his presence at my back — steady, grounding.
But all my focus was forward.

V’s broad shoulders.
His slow, confident stride.
The sway of his hands. Relaxed, but aware.

He stopped in front of the door.

Room 908.

He turned the keycard over in his fingers before sliding it in.
The green light flashed.
He looked at me — just briefly — and opened the door.

The room was simple. Elegant. Spacious enough not to feel cramped.
Muted greys and golds. A king bed. A full-length mirror angled toward the corner.

But I didn’t really see any of that at first.

All I could focus on was the way V stepped aside… holding the door open for me.

Waiting.

Letting me cross the threshold first.

I took a breath.

And I stepped inside.

The door shut behind us with a soft, solid click.

Silence.

That full, anticipatory silence.
The kind that comes before thunder.
Before skin on skin.
Before moans fill a room.

V moved slowly — never rushing, never too close.
He set his wallet and phone down on the dresser, then leaned against the wall, arms crossed, just looking at me.

Taking me in.

And that… was almost the most arousing part.

He didn’t lunge.
Didn’t undress me.
Didn’t even touch me yet.

He just watched.
And let the moment stretch.

“I knew you’d be sexy,” he said finally.
“But this…?”

His eyes slid from my heels, up my bare legs, over the dip of my waist beneath the clinging red silk.
Lingering at the outline of my nipples pressing through the sheer lace bra under the thin fabric.
Then settling back on my face.

“You look like something men fight over.”

I felt my knees weaken.

Behind me, I felt my husband. Silent. Watching.
But I didn’t turn.
Not yet.

V stepped forward. One step.
Two.

Now just inches from me.
So close I could feel the warmth of his chest, the scent of his skin — that clean, masculine spice that made my breath catch.

“I’m not going to rush you,” he said, his voice low, deep, almost soft.
“I want to feel every inch of this. Every moment.”

I nodded.

But my throat was dry.
So I whispered, “Okay.”

His eyes didn’t leave mine.
But his hand rose — slow, sure — and touched the strap of my dress.

Just a finger.
Tracing it.
Feeling the tension in it.

“I want to unwrap you,” he said.
“Slow. Like I’m opening a gift I’ve waited years to touch.”

My breath shuddered out.

His fingers slid under the strap.
Not pulling. Just lifting.
Teasing.

Then he moved behind me.
His hands touched both straps now, grazing my shoulders.

He didn’t pull them down yet.

He leaned in.

His mouth right by my ear.

“You’re shaking.”

I was.

He kissed the side of my neck.

Soft. Lingering.
The kind of kiss that doesn’t ask permission — it simply belongs.

I gasped. Quiet.
My head tilted, giving him more.

“Don’t be nervous,” he whispered.

Then his fingers eased the straps down.

First one.
Then the other.

The silk slipped lower.
Over my breasts.
My bra — black, sheer lace — was now fully exposed.

He stepped back.

Letting the dress cling around my waist, still covering my hips.

“God,” he exhaled.
“You’re so fucking beautiful.”

My nipples were hard, straining against the lace.
My chest rose and fell as I tried to steady myself.
But I liked being seen like this.
Unwrapped but not undone.
Not yet.

He walked around me again, slow.
Each step deliberate.

His fingers slid along the edge of the dress at my waist.
He looked up at me.

“Can I take it off?”

I nodded.

But that wasn’t enough.

“Say it,” he said, voice thick with want.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Take it off.”

He slipped his fingers under the fabric and drew it down.
Past my hips.
Over the curve of my ass.
Down my thighs — until it slid into a puddle around my ankles.

And I stood there in black lace.
Thong tight against my hips.
Bra barely containing my breasts.

High heels.
Nothing else.

His eyes drank me in.
My body.
My flushed skin.
My parted lips, my pulse fluttering in my neck.

“I want to take my time,” he said.
“And I want you to feel everything.”

I nodded again.

His hands rested on my hips.

Firm. Warm.

“Your husband’s watching,” he whispered.

I turned my head just slightly — caught his eyes.

He was standing by the wall. Still clothed. Hard.

I saw the bulge in his pants.
Thick. Tent-like.
He was stroking himself, slowly, over the fabric.

He didn’t say a word.

Just nodded.

Giving permission.
Giving me away.

I turned back to V.

And I let my arms fall to my sides.

Open.
Available.
His.

He leaned in again, kissed the hollow of my throat.

“You ready?” he asked.

I barely managed to breathe out the word:

“Yes.”

But we hadn’t even made it to the bed yet.
Not even to the touch that mattered.

This… this was still just the beginning.

He kissed me.

Not the rushed kind. Not greedy.

It was slow — intentional — like he wanted to learn the exact way my lips moved. The way I tasted.
His mouth met mine with softness first, lips parted just enough to let the heat spill between us.
His tongue traced the edge of mine, coaxing, teasing. Like he was asking a question with every stroke.

I kissed him back.

At first hesitant, but quickly deeper.
Hungrier.
I could feel it blooming in my chest, down my spine, low between my thighs.
The kind of heat that doesn't ask for permission — it claims you.

His hands moved to my lower back, pulling me closer, my lace-covered breasts pressing against his chest.
I could feel the firmness of his body, the tension under his clothes — all hard lines and heat.

And then I felt it.
That thick, hot bulge in his jeans pressing against my belly.
Even through layers, it made my breath catch.

He pulled back just enough to look at me.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You're trembling.”

I was.
My legs weren’t quite steady.
My pulse was out of control.

But it wasn’t fear.
It was the weight of everything. The want. The anticipation.
The reality of standing nearly naked in front of another man — with my husband watching it all from the edge of the room.

“You’re doing so good,” V whispered.
His hand slid up, brushing a stray strand of hair from my cheek, tucking it gently behind my ear.
“You look like a fucking dream.”

Then he kissed down.
To my jaw.
My neck.
Each touch of his lips lit up my skin like a fuse.

I tilted my head, let him explore.
His hands moved with him — tracing down my spine, then curving around to the front.
Palming the swell of my breasts, still wrapped in black lace.

His thumbs brushed over my nipples — stiff under the sheer fabric.

“You wore this for me?”

I nodded.

He reached around, slowly unhooking the clasp of my bra.
One hand. Effortless.
The straps slid down my arms.

And then I stood bare.
Completely bare from the waist up.

He stared.

He didn’t even try to hide it.

“You have no idea what it does to me… seeing you like this,” he said, his voice almost a growl.

I felt like I was vibrating — skin flushed, nipples tight, pussy soaking through the lace of my thong.
I couldn’t look away from him.
And when I finally dared to glance to the side — my husband was watching.

One hand on his cock now.
Not over his pants anymore.
He’d unzipped.

His eyes never left me.

I was his wife.

But in this moment… I was someone else’s.

V kissed lower.
Down my chest.
He didn’t rush.

He kissed the side of my breast first.
Then the soft flesh underneath.
Then — finally — his tongue flicked over my nipple, warm and wet.

I gasped. My knees almost gave.

His mouth closed over it.
He sucked gently, his tongue circling while his hand cradled the other breast.
Then switched sides.

I whimpered — breathy, helpless.

My hands found his shoulders. Broad. Solid.
I held on, not for balance — but because I needed the connection.

He pulled back and looked up at me.

“You’re so sensitive. So responsive.”

Then he knelt.

In front of me.
Slowly.
Like he was worshiping something sacred.

His hands slid down my hips.
Over my thighs.
He kissed the inside of one knee.

Then up.

And up.

The softest brush of lips at the top of my thigh.

I swayed.

He pressed his face against me — breathing in the scent of my arousal through the lace.

“God, you’re soaked.”

I moaned. Quiet. Raw.

He looked up at me again.
Thumb hooked in the band of my thong.

“Can I?”

I nodded.
Barely able to breathe.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “Take it off.”

He peeled it down, slowly.
Dragging the wet lace between my thighs, over the curves of my ass.
He let it fall to the floor.

And I stood there.
Completely naked.
Heels still on.
Skin flushed.
Pussy glistening.

His hands slid up my calves, over my thighs, and he kissed the crease of my hip.

“Fuck. Look at you.”

I looked at my husband.
He was breathing hard now. His cock in hand, stroking slowly, eyes locked on me like he’d never seen me before.

And maybe he hadn’t.
Not like this.
Not undone.
Not claimed.

V stood again.

His hands cradled my face.
His forehead rested against mine.

“I’m going to make you feel everything,” he said.

“I’m going to touch every inch of you until you forget who you belong to.”

And I didn’t answer.

Because I already had.
With every part of my body.
With every tremble, every gasp, every inch I’d given him.

He kissed me again.
Harder this time.

And when he pulled away, he whispered:

“Let’s move to the bed.”

And I followed.

The room felt warmer now.

Or maybe it was just me.
My blood humming. My skin flushed.
Every nerve awake.

The air felt thicker — charged, sensual — like it was saturated with all the things we weren’t saying out loud.
But we all knew.

V led me to the bed.
He sat on the edge first, legs spread slightly, hands resting casually on his thighs.
His eyes roamed my body — bare, open, pulsing in front of him — and he looked like he was restraining himself with every breath.

I stood there, naked except for heels, trembling slightly, but not from fear.

It was the weight of it. The reality.
The finality of the choice.

And god, I wanted it.
I wanted to know what it felt like.
To give myself — fully, shamelessly — while the man I married watched every second.

“Come here,” V said.
His voice like gravel wrapped in velvet.

I stepped forward, knees barely steady, until I was between his legs.

He ran his hands up my thighs again, then along my hips, pulling me in.
I could feel the heat of his breath against my stomach as he looked up at me.

And then — without warning — he leaned in and kissed just above my mound.
Slow. Soft.

I inhaled sharply.

“I could taste you right now,” he said, “but I want to make this last.”

Then he leaned back and reached for the hem of his shirt.
In one smooth motion, he pulled it off.

His chest was solid — toned but not polished — real muscle, real heat. A smattering of hair across his pecs, down the center of his chest, trailing toward his waistband.

And that trail made my breath catch.

He held my gaze as he undid his jeans.
First the button.
Then the slow pull of the zipper.

And there was no mistaking it.

He was big.

I saw it, straining the fabric of his briefs — thick, long, curving slightly toward his hip. The outline made my mouth dry.
It was bigger than my husband’s.

Noticeably.

My eyes flicked toward him — toward my husband.
He was watching.

He saw me notice.

And instead of shrinking, he stroked his cock once — slow, from base to tip — and nodded.

It was permission.
And it was pride.

He wanted me to see it.
To feel the difference.
To know what I was choosing.

V pushed his jeans down. Then his briefs.

And his cock sprang free — heavy, thick, flushed dark with arousal.

It curved up toward his stomach, veiny and hard, the tip slick with precum.

I gasped.
Actually gasped.

He was… more than I’d expected.
More than I’d prepared for.

“You okay?” he asked, eyes scanning my face.

I nodded.
But I was biting my lip.
My thighs clenched.
My nipples peaked tighter, just from looking at him.

“Bigger than you thought?” he asked, almost teasing.

I gave a breathy laugh. “Yes.”

He reached out, took my hand, and guided it to him.

“Feel it.”

My fingers wrapped around the base.

Hot.
Heavy.
Pulsing.

It didn’t even fit fully in one hand — I needed both to take it all in.

I stroked once, slowly.

He groaned. Low. Deep in his chest.
His cock twitched in my grip.

I looked down at it, then up into his eyes.

And I whispered, “I’ve never held anything like this.”

His jaw tightened.
I saw restraint in his shoulders.

“I’m going to stretch you,” he said, voice gravel now.

“And you’re going to take it.”

My pussy clenched.
I felt a bead of wetness drip down my inner thigh.
I was dripping for him — already.

He leaned back, resting on his elbows now, letting me look.
Letting me take my time.

“Climb up,” he said. “I want you to ride it first.”

I froze.

Not out of fear — out of sheer want.
Because I knew what that meant.

I’d feel every inch.
I’d sink down slow.
I’d be opened, filled, claimed right there with my husband watching.

But I wanted it.

God, I wanted it more than anything.

So I crawled onto the bed.

Knees on either side of his hips.

His cock standing tall between us, thick and throbbing.

I hovered, hands braced on his chest, hips just above him.

He looked up at me.

“Go slow,” he said. “Feel every part of me.”

And as I lowered myself — inch by inch —
I felt the stretch.

The tight, aching stretch as the thick head of his cock parted me.

My mouth fell open.
I moaned — loud, involuntary, shameless.

“Fuuuck…” I gasped.

“Yeah,” V growled. “You feel that difference, don’t you?”

I nodded, eyes squeezed shut, already overwhelmed.

He was barely halfway in.

And I was already shaking.

Behind me, I heard a low groan.
I didn’t have to look.

My husband was watching his wife being opened by another man.

And I had never felt more powerful in my life.


Chapter 4- The Ravishing

He led me to the edge of the bed with a firm hand at the small of my back.

It was subtle — but commanding.
Like he was guiding me… not forcing.
Like he knew I would follow.

I sat on the mattress, heart pounding. My thighs were already slick, the cool air teasing my bare skin, making my nipples harden again.

V stood in front of me. His eyes scanned down my body slowly, like he was committing it to memory.
Then he reached for the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head.

God.

His body — broad chest, a line of dark hair trailing down between firm abs.
Not gym-obsessed. Not fake. Just real. Strong. Solid. The kind of body that made you want to be pinned beneath it.

I looked lower.

And there it was again.

The thick, obvious bulge pressing against the front of his jeans.

Still hard. Still straining.

I couldn't help it — I stared.

He unbuttoned his pants with slow precision.
Then slid them down.

And when I saw what was underneath… I couldn’t hide my reaction.

He wore black boxer-briefs — snug, and stretched tight across the thick length underneath.
And even through the fabric, I could see the shape of it. The weight. The size.

I swallowed.

Because it was… bigger.
Thicker.
Longer.

Than I’d ever had.

Bigger than my husband.

Not cartoonish. Not fake.
Just more.

And the moment that realization landed in my chest… I felt my pussy clench.

V saw it in my face.
The way I shifted.
The way my thighs pressed together like I could somehow contain the heat building between them.

He smirked — but not arrogant.

Confident.

Like a man who knew exactly what he was working with.

“Too much?” he asked quietly.

I looked up at him.
And shook my head.

“No,” I said softly. “Not even close.”

He stepped forward.
Placed one hand on my shoulder.
The other ran through my hair gently, letting it gather in his palm.

Then he guided me closer to him.

I could smell him — that clean, masculine skin. The faint scent of sweat and something darker.
I looked up at him, my face close to the front of his briefs.

And I saw his cock twitch under the fabric.

“Take them off,” he said.

I reached up with trembling fingers.
Slid my hands along the waistband.
Felt the heat of his cock against my knuckles.

Then pulled them down.

And fuck…

It sprang free.

Thick.
Hard.
Veins tracing the shaft. The head swollen, deep pink.

I gasped — not just from the size.
But from the reality of it.

This was about to happen.

I was going to be filled by him.

And my husband was watching.

V stroked himself once, slow, while looking down at me.

My lips parted without thinking.

He reached for something on the nightstand — a foil wrapper.

“Safe,” he said, tearing it open. “Always.”

And I nodded.
Grateful.
Turned on even more by how ready he was. How respectful.

He rolled the condom on — practiced, smooth.
And I couldn’t take my eyes off the way it hugged him, stretching around that thick, aching length.

He climbed onto the bed.
Crawled toward me.
His mouth found mine again — but hungrier now.

His body hovered over mine.
His cock rested hot and heavy against my thigh.

And when his hand slid between my legs, his fingers found me soaked.

He groaned.

“Fuck… you’re dripping for me.”

I whimpered — back arching as his fingers slipped between my folds.

He didn’t rush.

He teased.
Circling my clit.
Brushing the edge of my entrance.

I was panting now — hips lifting, seeking more.

He pressed two fingers inside me.
Slow. Deep.

I moaned — loud, desperate.

“You’re so ready,” he whispered.
“So fucking tight.”

He pulled his fingers out.
Brought them to his mouth.
Sucked them clean — slowly, eyes locked on mine.

Then he knelt between my legs.

Lined himself up.

One hand on my thigh.
The other guiding his cock to my slick entrance.

And just before he pushed in, he looked down at me.

“Last chance,” he said.
“I need to hear it.”

I met his eyes.

“Do it,” I said.
“I want it.”

And then…

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate.

Thick. Full. Deep.

My mouth fell open.
I gasped — overwhelmed by the sensation.

He didn’t bottom out right away.
He gave me inches. Let me adjust.

But even halfway in… I felt split open.

And I loved it.

He groaned — low, deep in his throat.

“Fuck.  you feel so good, so good.”

He rocked his hips, giving me more.
Another inch. Then another.

I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into his back.
And I pulled him in deeper.

Until he was buried inside me.

I was filled.
Stretched.
Owned.

And somewhere, in the haze of it all — I turned my head, and locked eyes with my husband.

He was standing at the foot of the bed.

Hand stroking slowly.

His lips parted.

His eyes wide.

Watching another man inside his wife.

And I didn’t look away.

I moaned — loud and raw — as V started to move.

And it had only just begun.

He started slow.
Deep, deliberate strokes — the kind that made me feel every inch of him.

And there was so much of him to feel.

He was big.

Not in some exaggerated, impossible way.
But thick… long… stretching me in ways I hadn’t felt in years — maybe ever.
The kind of fullness that made me forget how to breathe.
That made my body tense, then melt… over and over.

Every time his hips met mine, I gasped.

Not from pain — from pressure.
From how deep he reached.
From how my pussy tried to grip him, hold him, take him — even though he gave more than I thought I could handle.

He braced one hand beside my head.
The other slipped under my thigh, lifting it, opening me wider.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned.
“You feel like you were meant for this cock.”

My nails dug into his back.
I couldn’t help it — the sounds coming from my mouth weren’t even words anymore.
Moans, gasps, half-whimpers.

He pulled almost all the way out…
And then slammed back in — hard enough to knock a cry from my throat.

My breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples stiff, the headboard tapping against the wall in rhythm with our bodies.
The slap of skin echoed through the room, mixing with the wet sounds of my soaked cunt being taken by a man who wasn’t my husband.

A man who was thicker.
Heavier.
And who filled me to the brim.

Every thrust felt like I was being stretched open from the inside.
My pussy clung to him — greedy and throbbing.

And it hit me, in the middle of all that sensation —
That I was handling him.
That my body was taking him.

And it turned me on so much I nearly came right then.

I tilted my head to the side — breathless, flushed — and looked at my husband.

He was standing at the edge of the bed.
Shirt undone. Pants around his ankles.
His cock was out — rock hard — and he was stroking himself slowly, in sync with V’s rhythm.

His eyes met mine.

And I didn’t say a word.

I just moaned. Loud.

Letting him see the way my mouth opened, the way my eyes rolled back every time V slammed into me.
Letting him see what this other man was doing to his wife.

And he watched.
Every. Single. Second.

V leaned down, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear.

“Think he’s ever fucked you like this?”

I whimpered.

“Answer me,” he said, slowing his thrusts just enough to make me feel the loss.
“Has he ever made you this wet?”

“No,” I gasped.

He growled.
“Has he ever had you trembling like this? Begging for more?”

I shook my head.
But he wanted more.

“Say it.”

My voice broke.
“He’s never made me feel like this.”

V smiled against my neck.

And then he fucked me.

No more teasing.
No more slow.

He gripped my thighs and started pounding into me — deep, rhythmic, punishing strokes.
The kind that made the bed creak, the air leave my lungs, my orgasm build like a fucking freight train.

My legs wrapped tight around him.

His cock dragged along my walls with every thrust, hitting places inside me that hadn’t been touched in years — maybe ever.

The pressure was too much.
Too good.
And suddenly I was teetering, right on the edge.

I turned my head again.
Met my husband’s eyes.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned, voice raw.
“Oh my God, I’m gonna—”

And then it hit.

My body arched, every muscle locking tight as wave after wave of orgasm crashed through me.

My pussy clamped around V’s cock, spasming, milking him.

He groaned — deep and low — burying himself inside me as I came around him, soaking his length, thighs shaking.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it.

Kept thrusting, riding out my orgasm, keeping me on the edge.

And as the trembling started to ease, he pulled out slowly — glistening, thick, the condom stretched tight around his cock.

He looked down at me.
Hair messy. Lips swollen. Eyes wild.

“You took every inch,” he said.
“Like you were built for this.”

I was panting.
Naked.
Shaking.

But I nodded.

Because he was right.

And we weren’t done.
Not even close.

He stood there between my thighs, cock still thick and glistening, wrapped in the condom slick from my orgasm.

My legs were open, trembling, thighs sticky with heat and wetness.
I could still feel him inside me, even though he’d pulled out — the echo of that deep, relentless fullness still pulsing in my core.

He looked down at me.
At what he’d just done to me.

And he smiled.

Not cocky.
Not smug.
But satisfied.
Like a man who’d claimed something he’d wanted for a long time — and knew he’d done it right.

“You felt that, didn’t you?” he said quietly, voice thick with lust.

I couldn’t speak yet.
My breath was still coming in soft, shuddering waves.
But I nodded.

And he reached down — one hand cupping my cheek, his thumb brushing my lips.

“You took every inch of this cock,” he murmured, glancing down at himself.
“And you know I’m bigger than him.”

My pussy clenched again, unbidden.

Because he wasn’t wrong.

My husband is beautiful.
Strong. Loving. Passionate.

But V was more.

Longer.
Thicker.
Heavier in my hands… deeper in my body.

The kind of cock that doesn’t just fill — it stretches.
It presses against places inside you that make your eyes roll back.
That make you babble and grip the sheets like they’re the only thing anchoring you to the earth.

The kind that changes how you remember sex.

He noticed the way my thighs twitched again.
The subtle roll of my hips — like my body was still reaching for him.

He grinned.

“You liked the stretch,” he said.

I closed my eyes, ashamed of nothing.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Then his fingers moved down.
Between my legs.
Slid slowly along my slit — swollen and soaked.

He groaned.

“You’re still dripping.”

He slid two fingers inside.
Easily.
The slick sounds were obscene. Raw. Real.

“You’re still open for me,” he murmured. “Still warm. Still wanting.”

I moaned as he fucked me with his fingers — slow, deliberate strokes that curled just enough to hit that perfect spot.

My hips rocked against him again.

And he leaned down — mouth near my ear.

“I’m not done with you.”

His fingers withdrew.
He rolled the used condom off with a practiced flick of his wrist and tossed it in the bin by the bed.

Then he stood up straight.

I watched as he stroked his cock slowly — just enough to keep it firm, alive in his grip.
God, it was thick. Even when softening slightly, it still looked heavy.

“You want more?” he asked.

I looked up at him. My voice rasped.

“Yes. I want it.”

He smiled.

Then turned his head — toward my husband.

“Get her ready again,” he said.

My breath caught.

My husband stepped closer.

He had watched me get wrecked.
Seen my body taken.
But now… he was being brought in.
To touch what had just been filled by another man.

He knelt beside the bed.

His eyes scanned my body — flushed, marked, glistening.

Then his hands — familiar, loving — touched my thighs.
Pushed them gently apart again.

And his mouth found me.

Tongue soft. Careful. Worshipful.

He licked me clean.

Tasted the aftermath.

My moan was low, grateful, involuntary.

I felt V watching.
Felt the heat of his gaze as my husband made love to me with his mouth, licking and sucking the wetness from my folds — the evidence of what I had taken.

I tangled my fingers in his hair.
My thighs opened wider.
My body let go.

And I wanted him to taste it.

Because that was part of it.
The surrender.
The shared pleasure.

V stroked his cock slowly, watching as my husband kissed the lips of the woman who had just been filled by someone else.

It was primal. Intimate.
Twisted and beautiful.

I was his wife.
But I was V’s tonight.

And I wanted more.

I reached out — my hand brushing V’s hip.
Then wrapping gently around his cock.

He was already hardening again in my grip.

And I knew what was next.
What my body was ready for.

Because the stretch… the fullness… the way he owned me with every thrust — it hadn’t been enough.

I wanted to be bent over.

Taken from behind.

Fucked until my legs gave out.

But not yet.

This was just the breath between the next fall.

And I could already feel it building.

I held him in my hand — thick, heavy, hot — the weight of V’s cock resting against my palm like it belonged there.

He was still slick from my body, from the condom, from the rawness of what we’d just done.
But he was swelling again — fast — growing hard in my grip as my fingers curled around the base, then slowly slid up the length.

I felt every ridge.
Every vein.
The flared crown thickening under my touch.

My thumb brushed the underside — that tender spot just beneath the head — and he hissed through his teeth.

“You’re going to make me hard enough to split you open again,” he growled.

I looked up at him, lips parted, eyes wide.
But I didn’t stop.

I stroked him slowly, deliberately.
Letting myself feel all of him.

He was bigger than my husband.
That thought kept coming back, unshakable.
Not cruel. Not comparative.
Just true.

My husband’s cock was familiar.
Pleasurable. Loved.

But V?

V was a challenge.
A stretch.
A conquest — and I was the one being conquered.

And yet, even with how much he gave me… my body wanted more.

Craved it.

I slid down the bed a little, propping myself up on my elbows, bringing my face closer to his cock.

His eyes met mine.
Dark. Focused. Waiting.

I kissed the tip first — soft, teasing.
Let my lips barely touch the slick head.

Then my tongue flicked across it.
Tasting the mix of latex and me.

He groaned.
Low. Raw.

I wrapped my lips around the crown.
Slowly took him into my mouth.
Just the head at first.
Letting my tongue swirl around him, my cheeks hollow as I pulled back.

Then deeper.

My jaw stretched wider.
Wider still.
Until I had almost half of him in my mouth — more than I could usually take.

My throat tightened.
My eyes watered.

But I wanted it.
I wanted to feel what it meant to take this cock again.

My hand wrapped around the base, stroking the rest in rhythm with my mouth.

His fingers slipped into my hair — not forcing, just holding.

I moaned around him.
The vibration made him twitch inside me.

He pulled back gently — letting himself slip from my lips with a wet sound.

Then he looked down at me, stroking his cock once as he said,

“Turn over.”

My stomach flipped.

I crawled onto all fours.

Felt the cool air on my wet, open pussy.
Felt my heartbeat throb between my legs.

I arched my back slightly, letting my ass lift, presenting myself.
He stood behind me for a moment.

Silent.

Then I felt the head of his cock — thick and smooth — slide between my folds.

Not inside yet.

Just teasing.

Up and down.
Gathering my slickness.
Smearing it over his length.

My hips rocked backward, instinctively.

He pressed forward — just the tip entering me.

I gasped.

Even after everything, I was still so tight around him.

That first inch made me groan.

He paused, one hand gripping my waist.

“I love watching you take this cock,” he murmured.
“So fucking greedy. So fucking brave.”

Then he pushed deeper.

Slowly.
Thicker.
Deeper.

Until he was halfway in — and my elbows buckled.

I dropped my chest to the mattress, moaning into the sheets as he held still, letting me feel the stretch again.

Every inch of him.
Bigger than what I was used to.
Filling me like I was made to be opened by him.

“You good?” he asked, voice thick.

“Yes,” I breathed.
“Don’t stop.”

He pulled back — then slammed in.

My cry was sharp, broken, needy.

He held my hips, adjusting his stance.

And then he fucked me.

Not wild. Not messy.
Just… solid.
Deep, hard, focused strokes — filling me again and again until I couldn’t think straight.

His cock slammed into that sweet spot inside me — over and over.
The sound of skin on skin filled the room.
The wetness of my pussy making it all the more obscene.

I looked up, past my shoulder — and saw my husband.

Still watching.

Still stroking.

But now… his eyes were darker.
Not just turned on — changed.
Like he was witnessing something sacred. Devastating. Beautiful.

His wife, bent over.
Fucked by another man.

Not just fucked.

Owned.

And I was.
Right then, I was V’s.

And he knew it.
My body answered to him.
Every moan, every clench, every frantic shift of my hips.

He leaned forward — body pressed to my back.
One hand on my stomach.
The other slipping between my thighs.

His fingers found my clit.
Started circling in perfect rhythm.

My breath caught.

“Oh my god—”

“You’re gonna come again,” he said in my ear.

I nodded desperately.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.
“I’m gonna come all over your cock.”

And I did.

My body exploded — muscles locking, pussy clenching around that thick, buried length.

He held me through it — fucking me as I screamed into the mattress.

His fingers didn’t stop.

And just as the orgasm began to ease — he groaned.

“I’m close. Fuck— You want it?”

I nodded frantically.
Still trembling.

He pulled out.

Ripped off the condom.

Stroked himself fast, eyes locked on my pussy, still open and dripping.

And with a deep grunt, he came — thick ropes splashing across my ass, lower back, the curve of my hips.

Hot. Heavy.

He groaned again — a long, satisfied sound.

Then silence.

Just the sound of our breath.

And the wreckage of what we’d done.

And I… was wrecked.

Used.
Marked.
Satisfied in a way I never thought possible.

But it wasn’t over.
Not yet.

Not until my husband touched me again.

Not until I looked him in the eyes and told him what it felt like.

Because this wasn’t just about being taken.

This was about giving it to him — the gift of watching me fall apart under someone else.

And I still had more to give.

Chapter 5 -  The Celebration of Urges

I was still on all fours.

Breathing hard.
Body trembling.
The air thick with sex and sweat and the fading sting of orgasm still pulsing low in my belly.

My back…
coated.

I could feel the slow trickle of V’s cum cooling against my skin — thick and warm when it landed, now sticky as it dripped down the curve of my ass.
He had marked me.
Finished all over me.
And it felt… right.

There was something about the weight of it — not just physical, but emotional.
It was proof.
A statement.
That I’d taken him. Fully.
That I could.

That his cock — thicker, longer, heavier than my husband’s — had stretched me, filled me, made me come, and still left me aching for more.

I could feel it between my thighs.
The dull ache.
The throb.

The emptiness he left behind.

Behind me, V stood catching his breath, watching me — ruined, flushed, dripping, still kneeling on the bed like I was waiting for something more.

And I was.

Because I wasn't done.

I turned slowly, letting my body sink to the mattress, rolling onto my side.
The cool sheets kissed my skin.
My thighs were glossy with slick.
My nipples still hard, the flush still blooming down my chest.

And there — just at the foot of the bed — my husband stood.

His eyes moved over me like he couldn’t believe what he’d witnessed.

My body.
My skin.
The mess between my legs.
The cum across my lower back.

I reached out a hand to him.

And he came forward.

He knelt beside me — gently, reverently.
Like I was something sacred.
His fingers brushed my cheek.
His eyes searched mine.

And I nodded.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Touch me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between my legs.
I opened them for him. Slowly.
Letting him see what V had done.

My pussy — flushed and swollen.
My lips — parted and glistening.
His wife — freshly fucked, dripping with another man’s cum down her thighs.

And yet, still wanting him.

He groaned when he saw me.

His cock was hard again — full and twitching.

He leaned down and kissed me.

Not a gentle kiss.
Not this time.

It was deep. Hungry.
His mouth claimed mine like he was reclaiming me.
Like tasting me was the only thing keeping him grounded.

Then he moved lower.
His mouth on my neck, my collarbone.
He kissed across my breasts, down my stomach — then paused, mouth hovering just above my sex.

He looked up at me.

“You took him,” he whispered.

I nodded, breath shaky.

His fingers traced the inside of my thighs.

“He stretched you.”

“Yes.”

His thumb slid along my entrance, feeling how open I still was.
His eyes closed for a moment.

“God… he fucked you so deep.”

I moaned — just from hearing the words.

He leaned in.
His tongue found me.
Warm, slow, tender.
He licked me like he was savoring the flavor of my surrender — of what had been shared.

My back arched.
Another wave of heat curled through me.

His mouth stayed there, tongue circling my clit while his hands held my thighs apart.

And I knew what he was doing.

He was taking me in.
Claiming me in his own way.
Not to erase what V had done… but to honor it.

To own that I’d been taken… and he had watched every second.

When he finally pulled back, his chin was wet with me.

He kissed my inner thigh, then moved up, crawling over me.
His cock pressed at my entrance.

And I gasped.

It felt smaller now.
My husband — familiar, loving — his size had always filled me before.

But now… after V…

I could feel the difference.

His cock didn’t stretch me the same way.
Didn’t drag against every wall.

But it was his.

And I wanted him.

He pushed in slowly.

And I moaned — not from pain.
From contrast.

The way my body welcomed him.
But still echoed from the man before.

He fucked me gently.
Deep strokes.
His eyes locked on mine.

“You’re amazing, mine,” he whispered.

I nodded.

But then I said — softly, honestly — “And you let me be his.”

He moaned — sharp, guttural — and thrust harder.

We moved together.
Not just bodies.
But everything.
Trust. Lust. Love.

My hands held his back.
My legs wrapped around his hips.

And even with V’s cum still sticky on my skin…
Even with his cock still a phantom stretch inside me…

I came again.
Clenching around the man who loved me enough to share me.

And in his arms, I came undone again.
Body trembling.
Heart racing.

When he came inside me — it was slow, deep, pulsing — his mouth buried in my neck as he whispered my name.

And when he pulled out, he didn’t move away.

He just lay there with me.
One hand on my stomach.
One wrapped under my neck.

Breathing.
Still.
Full of everything we had just become.

In the silence that followed, there were no words.

Only touch.
Only the truth.

I had taken another man.
Bigger.
Harder.
Deeper.

And he had watched.

And I had never felt more wanted.

More owned.
More free.

And it wasn’t the end.

Not even close.

The room was quiet now.

But it wasn’t silence.

It was something thicker.

Weighted with breath, with sweat, with the lingering heat of everything we’d just done.
The air smelled of sex — raw, rich, unmistakable.
My body still hummed, still open, still echoing with every inch of V’s cock.
And now, layered with the warmth of my husband’s cum slowly leaking out of me, mixing inside the folds already made slick and swollen by another man.

I lay between them.

V was behind me now, propped on one elbow, casually stroking my hip. His skin still hot, still pulsing with energy.
My husband was in front of me, brushing hair from my face with a look I’d never seen in him before.

Worship.
Awe.
Something like possession, but shared.

And I let myself be still.

Let myself feel everything.

The ache between my thighs.
The weight of what I’d taken.
How big V had been inside me — not just in size, but in presence. In intensity. In the way he stretched me out until I didn’t know where I ended and he began.

I had never felt more full than I had with him.
That cock — so thick, so heavy — had forced my body to open in ways it never had before.
And now that it was gone, I could feel the absence like a ghost.

I shifted my hips.
I could still feel how wide he’d made me.
Still feel the slippery trace of my own cum… his… my husband’s.
Everything mixed together in a mess I didn’t want to wipe away yet.

I wasn’t clean.
And I didn’t want to be.

My husband leaned in and kissed me — slow, deep, tasting the moans I hadn’t even recovered from yet.

“You were incredible,” he whispered against my lips.

I touched his face, smiling softly.

Then V’s voice came, low and dark from behind me.

“She was perfect.”

I felt his hand slide down the curve of my waist again.
He palmed my ass gently — possessive but careful, like I was something rare and delicate even after everything.

“You took me so well,” he murmured.

His fingers moved between my thighs — just lightly, parting the sticky wetness.

“You’re still open,” he said, more to himself than to me.
“You’re still so fucking stretched.”

I gasped, the contact sending another sharp pang of arousal through me.

His fingertip teased my entrance.
And I felt it — that raw sensitivity.
How easy it would be for him to slide in again.
How my pussy, already used and pulsing, would welcome him back without hesitation.

“She’s still soft around it,” he said, glancing toward my husband.
“Still dripping from both of us.”

I shuddered.

The words weren’t dirty.
They were true.

My husband looked down between my legs, watching V's fingers smear the mixed slickness of our bodies across my folds.

He licked his lips.

And I felt myself throb again.

V leaned in closer.

“I could slide back in,” he whispered in my ear.
“You’d take it again, wouldn’t you? Even after being filled once. Even with your husband’s cum still inside you.”

My hips shifted.

A small moan escaped my throat.

He knew the answer.

I wanted to feel him again.
I wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked even deeper — stretched wider now that my body knew his shape.
To be pushed to the edge again, knowing I’d already come, already given, already been filled by two men…

And still needed more.

My husband leaned in close now, his voice a whisper against my other ear.

“Do it.”

V smiled.
He rolled me gently onto my stomach, kissing down my back — lips brushing the fading streaks of his own cum still clinging to my skin.

He spread my legs slowly.
Not forced — just patient.
My ass lifted slightly, hips tilting, body offering itself without question.

I was open.
I was ready.

And when he pushed the thick, bare head of his cock against my entrance again…

I moaned.

Not just from sensation.

But from the want of it.

The craving.

And as he started to push back inside — thick, unrelenting, stretching my slick, cum-stained pussy wide again — I knew this wasn’t just about fucking.

It was about taking.

Filling.

Owning.

And I was ready to be filled again.
To be fucked slow.
To be fucked deep.

To feel the difference again…
And never forget it.

He pressed the thick, flushed head of his cock against my opening — slow, deliberate — letting the swollen crown part my slick folds.

There was no resistance.

I was soaked.
Used.
Opened.

And my body welcomed him back with a low, helpless moan that spilled from my lips without thought.
Because even after everything — after taking him once, after my husband filling me too — I still wasn’t full until now.

I felt the stretch instantly.

That incredible, deep burn as my pussy was forced to accommodate the sheer width of him again.
It wasn’t pain — not exactly.

It was that overwhelming fullness.

That edge between “just enough” and “maybe too much,”
where you forget how to breathe and all you can do is feel.

And I did.

I felt every inch as he sank into me.

Slow.
Thick.
Unstoppable.

My mouth dropped open against the sheets.

My back arched.
My thighs tensed.

My hips pushed back, greedy for more.

He didn’t slam.
He didn’t thrust.

He invaded — inch by inch — until his hips pressed flush against my ass and I was completely filled again.

He stayed there for a moment.

Just letting me feel it.

The way my walls stretched to accommodate him.
The way I fluttered around the base of his cock, pulsing with aftershocks.

“Fuck,” he groaned, deep in his chest.
“You were already wrecked… and you're still so tight.”

I whimpered — soft and broken — because it was true.

My pussy clung to him like it didn’t want to let go.

My husband was kneeling beside the bed now, watching us.
I glanced at him.

His eyes were locked on where V was buried inside me.
I saw the way his jaw clenched.
The slow stroke of his hand along his cock.
He was entranced.

He was watching another man fill his wife again…
And he was harder than I’d ever seen him.

V pulled out an inch.
Then another.

I felt the thickest part of him drag along my soaked walls, scraping every nerve ending raw in the best way.

Then he pushed back in.

Deeper.

I cried out — my fingers gripping the sheets.

The rhythm started slow, but purposeful.
Each stroke calculated.
Precise.
Like he was measuring me all over again.

He fucked me from behind with long, grinding strokes — hips rolling into me, cock stretching me with every thrust.

And I took it.

Every inch.
Every inch that was bigger than what I was used to.
Bigger than my husband.
And I knew he felt it too.

He said it softly, his voice thick, dark:

“He doesn’t fill you like this, does he?”

I couldn’t lie.

I shook my head, voice ragged.

“No.”

He slid his hand along my back.
Down to my ass.
Gripped it hard as he sank even deeper.

“I can feel it,” he murmured.
“The way your pussy grabs for it… like it doesn’t want to let me go.”

I moaned into the pillow.
My body moved with him now — hips rolling, breath catching.

He pushed my knees wider apart.

Bent lower.

One hand slipped between my thighs.
His fingers found my clit — slick and swollen.

He rubbed slow circles as he thrust deeper — until I wasn’t just taking his cock, I was drenched around it.
Soaking the base of him.
The sheets beneath me sticky and hot.

“Tell me how it feels,” he said through gritted teeth.

I could barely breathe.

“It’s… too much,” I whispered.

But I didn’t mean it.

And he knew.

His voice dipped low.
“Too much for him… but not for me.”

That made my pussy spasm around him — a tight, involuntary clutch.

He growled.

And started to fuck me harder.

No more slow.

No more measured.

He pounded into me — deep, powerful thrusts that slapped skin against skin.

My ass bounced with every stroke.
My breasts rubbed against the sheets, nipples raw and aching.

I was being used.
Claimed.
Split open by a cock that knew it didn’t belong to me… but was taking me anyway.

And my husband was right there.

Watching it.
Stroking to it.
Loving it.

I turned my head toward him — our eyes locked.

“I’m gonna come,” I whispered.

He nodded.
“Do it. Come on his cock.”

V didn’t slow down.
His fingers worked my clit.
His cock slammed into me.

And my orgasm hit me like a goddamn explosion.

My whole body seized — a sob tearing from my throat as my pussy clamped down on him, shaking, pulsing, milking him.

He groaned, loud, raw — and pulled out just in time.

His cock throbbed in his hand.
Hot ropes of cum spilled across my ass and lower back again.
Even more this time.
Messy. Thick. Hot.

He collapsed beside me, breathless.

I was shaking.

Sweating.

Ruined.

But all I could think about was how full I still felt.

How my pussy still throbbed with the echo of his size.
How my husband would touch me later — slide into me slowly — and still feel how stretched I was from another man.

And I knew, even then…

I’d take him again.

Because I’d never forget how this felt.
To be opened.
To be used.
To be filled by something more.

The room was still.
The air thick.
Not with tension — but with satisfaction. With the raw, pulsing weight of what had just happened.

I lay there, face turned into the sheets, body open and spent.

My thighs were slick and trembling.
The inside of my pussy still fluttered around the emptiness where V’s cock had been.
He’d pulled out moments ago, his cum now cooling across my ass and lower back — warm, heavy streaks that made me feel owned.
Marked.
Ruined in the most perfect way.

V’s breath was still heavy beside me.
He lay on his side, propped up slightly, watching me. One hand lazily stroking the back of my thigh, like he wasn’t ready to stop touching me yet.
Like he didn’t want this to end.

But it wasn’t over.

Because just behind us, my husband stood at the edge of the bed.
His cock was still hard.
Leaking.
He’d watched it all.
Watched me take another man.
Watched me moan for someone else’s cock.
Watched me come so hard I screamed, stretched wider than he ever had.

And now, he needed to feel me.
To know what it was like.
To slide into the place where V had just been.

I turned onto my back slowly — legs still shaking.
My body heavy, my skin flushed.
My pussy… glistening.
Reddened. Used.

And when my husband looked down at me, he froze.

Because the moment he saw my pussy — wide open, swollen, still dripping with the aftermath of everything I’d taken — something changed in his face.

It wasn’t jealousy.
It wasn’t hurt.

It was awe.
Desire.
And something even deeper… hunger.

He climbed onto the bed between my legs.
His hands parted my thighs gently, reverently.
And then he lowered himself, face inches from my sex.

“God,” he whispered. “You’re still… open.”

I was.
I could feel it.
My pussy still relaxed, still soft and aching.
Still holding the memory of V’s cock deep inside me.

He leaned in.

And licked.

The first pass of his tongue was slow — long and flat, from the bottom of my entrance to the peak of my clit.

And the moan I let out was shattered.

Because I was so sensitive.
So raw.
Every nerve already pulled tight.

He licked me again.
And again.
Gathering everything — his own cum, V’s slick, my juices all mixed together.
Tasting it.

And loving it.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You taste like both of us.”

That should have made me blush.
But instead…

It made me clench.

Because he was right.
That was exactly what I was now.

A wife who had been fucked by another man.
Who had taken a bigger cock.
Who had been stretched, marked, filled — and was now dripping with it all.

And still begging for more.

He kept licking — gentle, slow.
Like he was savoring every drop.

And when he finally moved up, when he kissed me again — I could taste it on his lips.

All of it.

My legs parted wider.
My hands slid to his back.
And I pulled him on top of me.

His cock pressed against my entrance — hot and leaking.

He looked into my eyes.

“You’re still so wet,” he whispered.

I nodded.

He pushed inside.

And my whole body reacted.

It wasn’t the same as V.
No.

It was different.

Familiar.
Intimate.
His.

But I could feel the difference.
I was looser now.
Softer.
He slid in easier — deeper — like the path had already been carved out.

His cock, usually enough to make me gasp, now felt smaller.
Not in a cruel way.
Just in contrast.

He felt new in a space that had just been made larger.

And he felt it too.

His breath caught.

“Oh my god,” he groaned. “You’re so… open.”

I wrapped my arms around him.

“Do you like it?” I whispered.

He nodded, barely able to speak.
“I’ve never felt you like this. It’s like… you’ve been wrecked.”

And I had.

But I wanted him to love it.
To feel that he could still be inside me — even after someone else had been first.

He began to move — slow, deep strokes.
Letting his cock slide through the slick mess between my thighs.
He moaned with every thrust.

I clenched around him, what I could.
My body responding, loving him, loving this.

“It’s still you,” I said quietly.
“You’re still inside me.”

And his eyes closed.
His forehead pressed to mine.

“I needed this,” he whispered.
“I needed to feel what he left behind. And still be the one who holds you after.”

We moved like that for a long time.
No rush.
No pressure.

Just connection.
Friction.
Wet heat.

And when he finally came — deep inside me, pulsing, emptying himself into the same space V had just claimed — I felt a different kind of fullness.

Not just physical.
Emotional.
Real.

He collapsed onto me, chest to chest, breath to breath.

And I held him there.

We stayed tangled together.
His cock softening inside me.
Our bodies marked by both of them.

Two men.
One night.
One wife.

And we had become something new.
Something more.

And I knew…

It wouldn’t be the last time.

My body was humming.

My husband still lay over me — softening inside me, his cum slowly trickling out to join the mess already coating my thighs.
My skin was flushed, sticky, sated.
I could feel V’s cum on my back starting to dry in thin trails, cooling against my skin, but I didn’t want to wipe it away. Not yet.

Because every part of me… told a story now.
My pussy — still warm, still pulsing, still stretched from what I’d taken.
My lips — swollen from gasping, moaning, begging.
My thighs — open, slack, sore.

This was the after.
The part no one ever shows.
Not the explosion.
But the echo of being completely undone.

I felt my husband shift — kiss my shoulder.
He pulled back gently, and we both groaned at the sensation.
His cock sliding out of me, soft but still thick with release, and leaving behind a slow, sticky trail that made me whimper again.

I turned to the side, my body aching, legs still open.

And there was V.

Sitting at the edge of the bed, pulling his jeans on slowly, watching us like he’d just painted a masterpiece and didn’t want to turn away.

He looked at me, and smiled.
Not a smirk.
Not cocky.

Just… knowing.

“You were better than I imagined,” he said.

I felt my lips curve, lazy and wrecked.
“And you were… exactly what I needed.”

He leaned over me.
Brushed a kiss to my temple.
Then another to my lips — slow, soft, final.

And then he stood.
Grabbed his shirt.
Slipped his shoes on without a word.

He didn’t linger.
He didn’t overstay.

Because he didn’t need to.

He’d left his mark.

Not just on my skin.
But in my memory.
In the way my body would remember his size… his voice… the way he pushed deeper than I thought I could take.

And my husband had watched it all.
Had loved watching it all.

When the door closed softly behind V, I lay there with my husband.
We were silent for a while.

Then he whispered,

“Are you okay?”

I turned to him.
Ran my fingers along his jaw.
And nodded with a smile, which he said had an unmatchable post- fuck glow..

“I’ve never been better.”

And it was true.

Because it wasn’t just about the sex.
It was about what we opened between us.

A door.
A fantasy made real.
A part of me that had been waiting, aching, buried.

And now…
It was awake.

And I wasn’t alone.



If you’re still reading…

Thank you.

Thank you for being part of this.
For letting me share what really happened.
Not fantasy.
Not fiction.
But truth. My truth.

The night I crossed the line.
And came out on the other side… different.
Ravished
Changed.

Better.

But this isn’t the only story.

This was my first confession.
But since then… I’ve received dozens more.

Real women.
Real husbands.
Real stories — from hotel rooms, car rides, first touches, and wild, unexpected nights.

Some sweet.
Some filthy.
Some tender.
And some… absolutely unforgiving.

And I’m going to share them with you.

One by one.
Chapter by chapter.
From my lips to your ears.

Because now that I’ve said it aloud…

I can’t stop.
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