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How It All Began

I’d known Chris and Michelle for a few years, but only in that distant, neighborly way where you wave when collecting the mail or nod as you pass each other in the grocery store. Chris was the tall guy with a handsome smile, the kind of man people naturally gravitated toward at neighborhood BBQs. Michelle was his slightly chubby but still undeniably attractive blonde wife, the one I’d see most mornings as she rushed off to work, her tops barely managing to hide her huge tits. There was something about her—maybe it was the way her hips swayed as she climbed into her car, or the soft curves that her clothes never quite concealed—that always made me look just a little too long. She was the kind of woman who looked good without trying, and I often caught myself wondering what Chris had done to deserve her.

That night, I was out at a bar with some friends, just a regular Friday night. The place was packed, the familiar hum of laughter and clinking glasses filling the air. We were winding down, ready to call it a night when I noticed Chris across the room, surrounded by his buddies. He looked like he was having a good time, his booming laugh cutting through the noise. I didn’t think much of it—we weren’t close, just casual acquaintances—but as we were leaving, I saw him again. Only this time, he was stumbling toward the parking lot, barely able to stand, keys in hand.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath, watching him fumble with the car door. He was clearly too far gone to drive, and given what I knew about his history, I couldn’t just walk away. Two DUIs already, one more, and he’d be in serious trouble.

I caught up with him as he was about to slide into the driver’s seat. “Hey, Chris,” I called out, trying to keep my tone light. “How about I drive you home, man?”

He looked up at me, eyes glassy, blinking like he was trying to remember who I was. After a few seconds, recognition dawned, and he gave me a sloppy grin. “Yeah... yeah, sure, man. Good idea.”

I helped him into the passenger seat, and as I slid behind the wheel, the smell of whiskey and beer hit me hard. The drive was quiet, except for the occasional grunt from Chris, who was half-passed out in the seat beside me. My mind wandered to Michelle. I wondered how she’d react to seeing him like this again. I’d heard the rumors—Chris’s drinking was becoming a problem, and Michelle wasn’t the type to suffer in silence.

When we pulled up to their house, the porch light was on, casting a soft glow over the yard. Michelle was standing in the doorway, arms crossed over her chest, waiting. The moment she saw Chris stumble out of the car, her face tightened with a mix of anger and disappointment.

“Thanks for bringing him home,” she said, her voice clipped, barely sparing me a glance before turning her focus on Chris. “You’re a real piece of work, you know that?” she hissed at him, stepping aside as he staggered past her and into the house. “I had plans for tonight, Chris. You knew that.”

I stood there awkwardly, unsure whether I should leave or stay. She was still standing in the doorway, watching him disappear inside, the tension radiating off her. Her frustration was palpable, and I could tell this wasn’t the first time she’d had to deal with this.

Finally, she turned back to me, her expression softening just a little. “I’m sorry you had to deal with him,” she said, her tone gentler now, a hint of exhaustion creeping into her voice. “He’s been... well, this is becoming a habit.”

“It’s no problem,” I replied, feeling a strange mix of sympathy and curiosity. Up close, she looked even more attractive than I’d remembered. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a messy bun, and despite the clear frustration, there was something about the way her curves filled out her casual clothes that caught my eye. The tightness of her top strained to contain her chest, and I couldn’t help but notice the way it shifted when she crossed her arms again, drawing attention to her ample cleavage.

She sighed, rubbing her temples. “I just wanted a quiet night with my husband. Is that too much to ask?”

Like a good friend, I stood there awkwardly, unsure of what to say as Michelle’s frustration simmered in the air. Chris, oblivious to the tension, gave a silly, drunken laugh before collapsing to the floor. He was out cold, slumped over like a dead weight. His legs sprawled awkwardly, and his head lolled to the side, snoring already starting to fill the room.

Lifting Chris’s 210 pounds of dead weight wasn’t easy, especially in his state, but with Michelle’s help, we managed to drag him up the stairs and into their bedroom. My arms burned from the effort, and I could see Michelle was just as strained, her face flushed with a mix of anger and exhaustion.

As soon as we dumped Chris onto the bed, he rolled onto his back, the snoring now louder, his mouth hanging open. I was about to suggest leaving when I noticed the unmistakable darkening on his pants.

“Shit,” I muttered, realizing what was happening. He was peeing, right there on the bed, completely oblivious. Embarrassment washed over me on his behalf, but before I could react, Michelle’s frustration exploded.

“Unbelievable!” she shouted, her face turning red with fury. Without a moment’s hesitation, she stormed over to the bed, grabbed his pants, and ripped them open, yanking them down in one swift motion. Chris was now lying on the bed, completely exposed from the waist down. I tried to avert my gaze, but something made me glance back.

I couldn’t help but notice: Chris had a small cock—not particularly short, but very thin. The long foreskin covered the head completely, giving it an odd appearance, and I felt an uncomfortable jolt of surprise. I hadn’t thought about it before, but seeing him like this made something click in my mind, a strange realization that stuck with me even as I looked away.

Michelle didn’t seem to care that I was still standing there, or maybe she was too angry to notice. She tossed his soaked pants to the side and glared down at him, muttering under her breath. “He’s driving me insane with his drinking. He doesn’t even care anymore.”

Her hands moved with quick efficiency, cleaning up the mess and handling the situation like someone who had dealt with it far too many times before. I stood there, feeling out of place, but unable to leave. The tension in the room hung thick, and Michelle’s anger filled the space, making it hard to breathe.

She finally looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion, anger, and something else—something vulnerable. “I’m sorry you had to see this,” she said, her voice softer now, but still laced with frustration. “This... this is my life.”

It was when I saw how small Chris’s dick was that something clicked. Not that it was something I’d ever thought about before, but in that moment, staring at his thin, foreskin-covered cock, I realized there was more going on between him and Michelle than I had initially thought. We weren’t the closest of friends, but I had noticed the signs—the way the bickering between them had escalated, the tension spilling over into their yard, into mine. The late-night arguments, the raised voices that traveled too easily across our driveways. And now, seeing Chris like this—pathetic, drunk, and exposed—I couldn’t help but feel that something deeper was unraveling between them.

After helping Michelle strip the soiled sheets from the bed and replace them with fresh ones, we found ourselves in her kitchen, sipping coffee in the quiet of the late night. The house was still except for the distant sound of Chris’s snoring drifting down the hallway.

Michelle sighed, leaning back in her chair, her eyes tired but alert. “Eddie, I can’t thank you enough for bringing Chris home,” she said, shaking her head slightly. “If he had been arrested again for drunk driving, they would have locked him up for sure.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. It was obvious that she wanted to talk, and I could sense there was more bubbling beneath the surface. “Things seem to be getting more intense between you two,” I offered, keeping my tone gentle. “The arguments... they’re getting louder.”

Michelle looked up at me, her gaze steady but laced with something I couldn’t quite place—maybe weariness, maybe frustration. She took a sip from her coffee, then set the cup down with a soft clink. Without a word, she reached for a bottle of Scotch on the counter, unscrewing the cap with practiced ease. The amber liquid splashed into her glass, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her hands trembled slightly as she poured.

“Something new?” I asked, nodding toward the Scotch as she raised the glass to her lips.

Michelle gave a small, almost self-deprecating smile before taking a long sip. “Frustration management,” she said dryly, setting the glass down with a soft thud. Her eyes met mine briefly, a hint of something unspoken flickering behind them.

I watched as she lifted the glass again, her lips parting slightly as she took another long sip, the tension in the room thickening with every moment. There was something about the way she held herself—tight, controlled, but with a palpable edge of vulnerability. As the Scotch slipped past her lips, her shoulders seemed to relax just a little, though the tightness in her expression remained.

Michelle took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling with the weight of it. The top she was wearing stretched slightly across her chest, drawing my eyes to the way the fabric clung to her curves. For a second, I found myself staring, quickly looking away as she caught my eye.

Between sips of the Scotch, she leaned back in her chair, resting the glass on her thigh. “Between this and my dildo, these are the only things that keep me sane anymore,” she said, her tone half-joking, half-deadly serious.

The words hung in the air, loaded with the kind of frustration that came from years of pent-up anger and disappointment. I didn’t know whether to laugh or offer some kind of sympathy, but the way she said it—so matter-of-fact—left me speechless. There was an honesty to it, a rawness that hit me hard. I wasn’t sure if she was confessing or just venting, but either way, it felt like I’d been let into a part of her world she didn’t share often.

I cleared my throat, trying to break the tension. “That sounds like... a lot to deal with,” I said softly, unsure of what else to say.

Michelle shrugged, taking another sip from her glass. “You have no idea,” she muttered, her voice quieter now, almost resigned. She stared down at the amber liquid in her glass, swirling it around slowly. “I’m running out of patience with Chris. His drinking, his behavior... he’s pushing me too far, and I don’t know how much longer I can keep putting up with it.”

Her voice cracked slightly, and I could see the exhaustion written across her face. She was holding it together, but barely. I wanted to say something to comfort her, to tell her it was going to be okay, but I wasn’t sure if that was what she needed. The air between us felt heavy, thick with unspoken words and emotions neither of us knew how to navigate.

Instead, I just sat there, watching her sip her Scotch, the silence between us speaking louder than anything I could say.

I must’ve looked surprised by her words, because Michelle paused, her eyes narrowing as she gauged my reaction. I hadn’t expected such a raw confession, and it must have shown on my face. She leaned back, her fingers drumming softly on the table before she sighed heavily.

“Fuck it,” she said, almost to herself. “You might as well know.”

Her tone shifted, and I could feel the weight of what was coming. I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear it, but I couldn’t pull away, not now.

“Chris doesn’t want anyone to know, but about four months ago, there was an office party. He had too much to drink—again—and one of the secretaries offered him a blowjob.” She said the words flatly, like she had rehearsed them in her mind a thousand times, trying to make sense of them.

My stomach tightened. I hadn’t expected this, but the way Michelle spoke told me there was more to the story. She wasn’t just angry about the cheating—there was something else.

Michelle leaned forward, her eyes hardening. “I don’t know if it was a setup or not, but the way it played out... it feels like it might’ve been. So, she gets him alone, right? He’s drunk and stupid, probably thinking with his dick. As soon as she gets him naked, she takes out her phone and snaps a picture of his cock.”

I blinked, taken aback by how blunt she was being, but Michelle wasn’t done.

“She laughed in his face,” she continued, her voice sharper now, as if the memory of it still stung her too. “Made fun of him right there, told him to go home and fuck his frustrated wife with his tiny dick. Then she just left him there, humiliated.”

I felt a sinking feeling in my gut. The whole thing was worse than I’d imagined, and Michelle’s anger was palpable. It wasn’t just about infidelity—it was about the cruel way Chris had been humiliated.

“The next day,” she went on, “the whole office knew. Everyone had seen the picture, heard the story. Chris can’t even look people in the eye anymore, but the money’s too good for him to quit. So he stays there, dealing with the whispers, the jokes, like he’s just trying to survive.”

Michelle’s fingers gripped the edge of her cup tightly, her knuckles white with tension. “He started drinking after that, trying to cope with the humiliation. He doesn’t talk about it much, but I can see it eating him alive. The funny thing is, I love the big jerk. His size never bothered me. Sure, I’ve had men that were bigger than he is, but I never strayed after we got married.”

Her words hung in the air for a moment, and I saw the frustration flash across her face as she tried to compose herself. She stood up, grabbing the coffee pot and refilling our cups, the steady stream of liquid filling the silence between us. When she sat back down, she looked calmer, like she was relieved to finally say it out loud.

“No matter how much I tell him that I love him, and that he’s always satisfied me, he doesn’t believe me anymore,” she admitted, her voice softening. “That night with the secretary broke something in him. Now he’s convinced that he’s... inadequate. Nothing I say gets through to him. And the drinking—it’s just making it worse.”

I sat there, still reeling from her confession, unsure of how to respond. It wasn’t just about Chris being unfaithful—it was about the way it had destroyed him. The secretary’s cruel joke had left a deeper scar than I had imagined, and now Michelle was left trying to hold everything together.

“I’m sorry,” I finally said, my voice quiet, unsure of what else I could offer. “That’s... that’s rough. I didn’t know things were this bad.”

Michelle hesitated, her fingers tracing the edge of her coffee cup as if she were trying to gather the strength to continue. The quiet between us seemed to stretch, thickening the air with unspoken tension. The kitchen felt smaller somehow, the weight of the conversation pressing down on both of us. Her gaze flickered to the Scotch bottle again, but she resisted. Instead, she let out a shaky breath and finally spoke, her voice barely above a whisper.

“To make matters worse... Chris caught me using my dildo,” she said, her eyes dropping to the table as though the words themselves were too heavy to meet my gaze. “He’s seen me use it before, but this time... it really hit him hard.”

I could see the struggle on her face as she tried to explain, her hands fidgeting nervously in her lap. She took another deep breath, this one more labored, like she was bracing herself for what was coming next.

“My dildo... it’s bigger than he is. Fatter. Longer.” She paused, glancing up at me, her lips tight with the weight of the confession. “He... he said I’ve been lying to him all these years. That I use it to get what he can’t give me.”

Her voice cracked, and she bit her lip, as though trying to keep her emotions in check. The words hung between us, heavy with their implication, and I could see the turmoil in her eyes as she replayed the moment.

I sat there, absorbing the rawness of her confession, unsure of how to respond. Michelle was always so put together, but now, she looked fragile—like someone whose carefully constructed world had begun to crumble. I watched her for a moment before asking, “Did you?”

She blinked, clearly caught off guard by my question. Her brow furrowed, and she looked at me with a mix of confusion and disbelief. “I’m sorry... what did you say?”

“Did you use your dildo because Chris... couldn’t satisfy you?” The question felt dangerous, hanging in the air like a live wire. But it was the question that needed to be asked, the one we both knew was at the heart of Chris’s insecurity.

Michelle’s expression tightened, her lips pressing together as though she couldn’t believe I’d asked her that. She shook her head slowly, her eyes brimming with frustration. “No... no,” she said, her voice firmer now. “I was always happy with his size. I never cared about that.”

She looked down at her hands again, her fingers tightening into a fist as she spoke. “It was the way he loved me that made me happy. Not... not the way he performed in bed.”

I nodded, sensing that there was more to the story. “Then why did you need the dildo?” I asked, my voice steady, trying to keep the conversation from feeling accusatory. “Was it because he didn’t last as long as you needed? Or... was it because you needed to feel more filled, something that he couldn’t give you?”

The question lingered, and Michelle’s silence stretched between us. She seemed to shrink under the weight of it, her shoulders slumping as she stared at the table.

Finally, she spoke, her voice soft, almost broken. “I just... I don’t know. I wasn’t trying to replace him. I was frustrated. He hadn’t touched me in over a month. I needed something.”

Michelle’s voice wavered as she began to recount the night Chris found her in the shower. Her eyes had taken on a distant look, as though she was somewhere else entirely, reliving the moment.

“When he threw back the shower curtain, I was standing there,” she said quietly, almost as if the memory itself was too painful to speak aloud. “Legs spread... the washcloth in my mouth to muffle my cries. I had the dildo in my hand, working it hard and deep... in and out of my cunt.”

I sat there, unable to look away, the intensity of her confession hitting me hard. She wasn’t holding anything back now, the rawness of her words filling the room. I could almost picture the scene in my mind—the vulnerability of that moment as Chris walked in on her.

“He called me a bitch,” she continued, her voice trembling slightly. “Told me I’d been lying to him all these years. That I needed a fake cock to please my pussy.”

She shook her head, her eyes glassy with unshed tears, and I could see the shame and anger that had built up inside her. “I tried to talk to him, to explain, but he went nuts. He ranted... he raved... calling me a ‘no-good slut,’ accusing me of needing more than he could give.”

There was a moment of silence between us, and I could feel the weight of what she had just shared. The room felt suffocating, the tension so thick it was almost unbearable. Michelle’s hands trembled slightly as she gripped her coffee cup, the tremors betraying the composure she was trying to hold onto.

“The next morning,” she continued, her voice quieter now, “I tried to talk to him when he was sober. I thought... maybe he’d apologize, maybe he’d regret what he said. But... he didn’t.” She shook her head, her voice thick with disbelief. “He just told me that from now on, I could use my ‘fake cock’ when I needed it. That he wouldn’t embarrass himself trying to fuck a woman who needed more than he could give.”

I could see her struggling to hold back the tears, but the hurt and frustration were so palpable that it seemed to spill out into every word she spoke. The shame Chris had heaped on her, the anger she felt, all of it was boiling over now.

I shifted in my seat, unsure of what to say, but knowing I had to say something. “Michelle,” I said softly, trying to keep my voice steady. “You didn’t deserve that. None of it.”

She gave me a sad, almost broken smile. “I know,” she whispered, but the way she said it made me wonder if she really believed it.

We sat in silence for a few moments longer, the only sound the quiet hum of the refrigerator and the soft ticking of a clock somewhere in the distance. I could tell she was exhausted, emotionally drained from everything she had just shared.

After a while, I stood up, trying to break the heaviness that had settled in the room. “You should get some rest,” I said gently. “You need a good night’s sleep.”

Michelle looked up at me, her eyes glassy but grateful. “Thank you,” she said quietly, her voice barely above a whisper. “For listening.”

The silence between us lingered as I stood to leave. The weight of everything Michelle had shared felt heavy in the air, almost suffocating. She walked me to the door, her eyes cast downward, as though she couldn’t bear to look me in the eye after everything she had revealed.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured, her voice small and laced with embarrassment. “I... I shouldn’t have dumped all that on you. It’s just... I’ve been holding it in for so long, and—” She paused, biting her lip before glancing up at me, her eyes filled with both shame and something else, something unspoken. “Everyone has needs, right?”

Her words hung in the air, and I could feel the tension between us shift—no longer just about what she had shared, but something deeper. Something raw.

I nodded, not trusting myself to say anything without letting the charged atmosphere get the better of me. As I moved to step past her toward the door, the small space between us seemed to shrink, and for a brief moment, my arm brushed against hers. My eyes flicked downward, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her nipples strained against her top, hard and prominent, almost as if her body had betrayed her in that charged moment.

Michelle shifted slightly, her breath catching, but she didn’t step back. The proximity was electric, and I quickly moved toward the door, trying to shake the feeling that had settled between us.

“Thanks again... for listening,” she whispered, her voice soft but tinged with something that lingered in the space between us.

I nodded again, my throat dry, as I opened the door and stepped outside. The cool night air hit me, but it did nothing to clear the heat that had risen in me. As I walked away from her house, my mind raced, unable to shake the image of her—the vulnerability in her voice, the curve of her hips, the way her nipples had pressed through the fabric of her top.

I tried to push the thoughts away, but they persisted, gnawing at the edges of my mind. The memory of her chubby ass, barely concealed by her clothes, flashed through my thoughts, and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would look like... naked. The thought sent a jolt of something through me, something I wasn’t sure I should be feeling, but couldn’t ignore.

By the time I reached my own house, the tension from Michelle’s confession still hung in the air, and I knew that tonight wasn’t something I’d forget easily. Not the way she had opened up, not the way she had looked at me... and definitely not the way I was starting to look at her.


The Next Day

The next day, I was puttering around in my garage, tinkering with some old tools when I heard footsteps behind me. I turned to see Chris standing at the entrance, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. He looked rough—pale, tired, and weighed down by something heavier than just a hangover. He cleared his throat awkwardly, avoiding eye contact for a moment.

“Hey,” he muttered, his voice hoarse. “I just wanted to say thanks... for the ride home last night.”

I gave him a nod. “No problem, man. It was a good thing I was there. You were in no state to drive.”

Chris’s shoulders slumped, and he glanced down at the floor, clearly uncomfortable. There was a long pause before he spoke again, his voice quiet, hesitant. “Were you... were you there when Michelle put me to bed?”

His question hung in the air, and I could see the embarrassment etched on his face. He already knew the answer, but asking seemed like a way for him to confront the reality of what had happened.

I sighed, wiping my hands on a rag. “Yeah, I was there,” I admitted, my voice gentle. “I saw what happened.”

Chris winced, his face flushing with shame. He rubbed the back of his neck, the weight of it all clearly pressing down on him. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath. “I... I wet the bed, didn’t I?”

I nodded slowly but quickly added, “Look, Chris, it happens. When I used to drink heavily, I woke up to a soaked bed more times than I care to admit. Your mind just... lets go when you’re that drunk.”

He swallowed hard, clearly trying to process the shame of the situation. His hands trembled slightly, and I could tell he was struggling to hold it together. I felt for him. I’d been there before—too drunk, too far gone, and then dealing with the aftermath of it all.

I opened the small fridge I kept in the garage, pulling out a couple of beers. I hesitated for a second before handing one to him. It felt a little like giving a pyromaniac a match, but I figured he could use something to steady himself, even if only for a moment.

Chris took the beer from me without a word, cracking it open and sitting down on the edge of the workbench. He took a long sip, staring blankly at the ground, his foot tapping lightly against the concrete floor. We sat there in silence for a while, the tension between us thick and heavy. Neither of us spoke; there wasn’t much to say.

After a few minutes, Chris let out a long breath, the sound shaky. His face was tight, and I could see the strain of last night etched into every line of his features. He took another sip of his beer, the silence stretching between us.

Chris had been quiet for a while, his eyes distant as he nursed his second beer. The silence between us was thick, like we were both standing on the edge of something we couldn’t see but could definitely feel. I took another sip of my own drink, trying to shake the strange sense of anticipation hanging in the air.

Then, without warning, Chris’s voice broke the silence, cutting through the stillness like a knife.

“Eddie... have you ever thought about fucking Michelle?”

I almost choked on my beer, the cold liquid catching in my throat as I tried to process what he had just said. My eyes shot to his, searching his face for any sign that this was a joke, but his expression was dead serious. My pulse quickened, my mind racing to catch up with the words that hung in the air between us.

“What?” I sputtered, my voice coming out more defensive than I intended. “Look, Chris! You and Michelle are my friends. I’m not going to sit here and pretend that I don’t find her attractive—she’s a good-looking woman, of course. But believe me, I’ve never given any thought to... to that. That would be stepping way over the line of friendship.”

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, the tension in the garage suddenly suffocating. I was trying to steady myself, trying to figure out where this conversation was headed, but Chris’s eyes stayed locked on mine, his expression unreadable.

For a moment, I thought that might be the end of it. Maybe he was drunk and rambling, maybe he regretted asking, but then he stood up, his movements deliberate. He drained the rest of his beer in one long swig before tossing the empty can into the trash with more force than necessary. The sound echoed through the garage, loud in the silence.

Chris walked over to the fridge, opening it and grabbing another beer without saying a word. He popped the top, took a long drink, and then... he looked at me. This time, there was something in his eyes I hadn’t seen before—a kind of intensity, like he was gathering the last bit of courage he had left.

“What if I told you,” he said slowly, his voice low, almost as if he was testing the waters. “What if I told you that I wanted you to fuck her?”

The words hung in the air, heavy and loaded with something I couldn’t quite place. My mind reeled, trying to process what I was hearing, but the seriousness in his tone cut through the confusion like a blade. He wasn’t joking. He wasn’t testing me. He was dead serious.

I stared at him, my beer forgotten in my hand, as the full weight of his words settled over me. This wasn’t just some drunken thought tossed out into the open. This was something deeper—something Chris had been holding onto for a long time, and now he was putting it out there like a challenge.

The tension in the room became unbearable, thick with unspoken implications. My heart raced as I tried to figure out how to respond, but Chris wasn’t giving me any time to think. He took another long swig of his beer, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Whoa! Let’s back up here,” I said, holding up my hands, trying to physically push the conversation away from the edge it was teetering on. “Chris! What the fuck has gotten into you? Michelle loves you.”

I could see Chris shift uncomfortably, his grip tightening around his beer can. The raw look on his face told me he wasn’t done, though.

“When she told me she’s never strayed in all the years of your marriage, I believed her,” I continued, my voice firm, trying to hold onto the last bit of normalcy. “She’s totally devoted to you.”

Chris took a long pull from his beer, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. He stared at the floor, then let out a slow, frustrated breath. “I know she loves me, Eddie,” he muttered, almost as if he was ashamed to say it out loud. “But... I don’t satisfy her.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but he held up his hand, silencing me. His eyes were tired, weighed down by something darker.

“She has to use a dildo to fuck herself because I’m too small to do the job,” he confessed, the words spilling out before he could stop them.

I blinked, stunned into silence. The air in the garage felt thick, too heavy to breathe properly. Chris took another long sip, his hand trembling slightly as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

“I love her, Eddie,” he said, his voice soft but insistent, like he needed to convince himself of it just as much as me. “Goddamnit, I love her too much to watch her go through this frustration.”

His words hit me hard. The vulnerability in his voice, the quiet desperation. It felt like the room had shrunk, closing in around us both.

I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t sure I should say anything at all. But Chris wasn’t done.

“I know she likes you,” he added, his voice barely above a whisper now, like he was confessing something he hadn’t even said out loud to himself before. He glanced up at me, pain flickering behind his eyes. “If she didn’t... she wouldn’t have opened up to you the way she did the other night.”

I shifted uncomfortably, gripping the beer can tighter than necessary. “Chris—” I started, but he cut me off.

“I can live with her needing someone bigger than me,” he continued, his words more hurried now, like he had to get them out before they suffocated him. “I’ve accepted that, okay? But I can’t live with her sneaking off to fuck some random guy. I can’t live with the idea that one day... one of them might make her feel like she has to leave me.”

The tension in the room felt unbearable, tightening like a noose. Chris took another gulp of beer, his hands shaking as he set the can down beside him.

“I’d rather it be someone I know,” he said, his voice steady but filled with a kind of desperation that made my skin crawl. “Someone who’d treat her right, who’d give her what she needs... and then send her back home to me.”

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with a mixture of shame and something rawer, something broken. “Someone like you.”

I stared at him, my mind reeling, my heart pounding against my ribs like it was trying to escape. “Chris... you’re talking about crossing a line that can’t be uncrossed,” I said, my voice barely steady. “Nothing good comes from this. Nothing.”

But he wasn’t backing down. If anything, his resolve seemed to harden. His jaw clenched, and he stood up abruptly, draining the rest of his beer before tossing the empty can into the trash with a loud clatter.

“Do you think I don’t know that?” he snapped, his voice raw, filled with a mix of anger and hopelessness. “I’ve thought about this more than you can imagine. Hell, I suggested it to Michelle, and she slapped the shit out of me.”

I froze. “She... what?”

He gave a bitter, half-hearted laugh, rubbing his face with his hands. “Yeah, she told me I’d lost my fucking mind. She slapped me hard enough to see stars, Eddie. But what am I supposed to do?”

I didn’t have an answer for him. I wasn’t sure there was one.

Chris leaned against the workbench, staring off into the distance as though he could find some kind of answer in the cluttered garage. “That time I walked in on her in the bathroom?” he began, his voice quieter now, as if the memory pained him. “That wasn’t the first time I’d seen her... you know... fucking herself. It used to turn me on.”

He paused, swallowing hard. His eyes darted to mine, and the guilt on his face was palpable. “But after a while, I started to hear her. I’d hear her moaning... and guess whose name she’d cry out when she came?”

My stomach dropped, the atmosphere in the garage thick with tension. “Chris, don’t...”

“It was your name, Eddie,” he said, his voice cracking. “It’s you she thinks about when she’s playing with herself.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I tried to process what he was saying, but it felt too surreal, too twisted to be real.

“Chris... I’ve never touched Michelle. Not once,” I said firmly, trying to keep my voice steady. “I don’t even joke with her about anything sexual. I don’t cross that line with my friends’ wives.”

Chris nodded, but the pain in his eyes didn’t lessen. “I know that,” he said quietly. “But ever since that day at the pool... she’s wondered about you. She’s curious.”

He laughed again, this time a bitter, empty sound. “Hell, after seeing the bulge you were carrying around in your trunks, I felt like a goddamn child. I know I can’t compete with that.”

I swallowed hard, the tension between us becoming almost unbearable. Chris’s voice lowered, his words softer but still desperate. “She fantasizes about you, Eddie. You’re the man she thinks about when she’s getting herself off. And I know... I know you’d never make a move on her.”

He paused, his eyes locking onto mine, pleading. “That’s why I want it to be you.”

I could barely breathe. The weight of what he was saying crushed down on me, the implications too big to process all at once. “Go home, Chris,” I said finally, setting my beer down and standing up. My voice was firm, but my heart was still racing. “Just... go home before we say something we can’t take back.”

Chris hesitated for a moment, his eyes searching mine as if he were waiting for me to change my mind. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

With a slow, resigned nod, he turned and headed for the door. The soft click of it closing behind him echoed in the silence of the garage, but the tension he left behind stayed with me, wrapping around me like a noose.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything for the rest of the day. My mind kept circling back to the conversation with Chris, his desperate words still ringing in my ears. And then there was Michelle—the image of her from the night before kept creeping back into my mind. I could still see her, standing in the doorway, her rock-hard nipples pressing against the fabric of her top. The memory clung to me, filling my thoughts in ways I didn’t want to admit. I knew it was wrong, but the idea of fucking Michelle just wouldn’t leave my mind. It gnawed at me, creeping into every thought, every quiet moment, until I couldn’t shake it.





The Evening

By the time the evening rolled around, I still hadn’t made sense of it all. Then, at around seven, the doorbell rang, pulling me out of my haze. When I opened the door, Chris and Michelle were standing there, side by side, but the tension between them was palpable. Michelle’s eyes were burning with anger, her lips pressed into a thin, furious line.

Without a word, she pushed past me and stormed into the house, her movements sharp and deliberate. I barely had time to react before she turned on her heel, glaring at Chris with fire in her eyes.

“Did this asshole come over here and ask you to fuck me?” she demanded, her voice loud and edged with fury.

I stood there, caught between them, my heart pounding in my chest. What the hell was I supposed to say? I looked from Michelle to Chris, who shifted awkwardly, his face tight with tension. I could see this was about to explode, and I needed to calm it down before it got any worse.

“Both of you, sit down,” I said, trying to steady my voice, gesturing toward the couch. Michelle looked like she was about to tear the room apart, her fists clenched at her sides, her anger barely contained. I wasn’t sure if she’d listen, but after a moment, she dropped onto the couch, her arms crossed over her chest. Chris followed, sitting beside her but keeping a bit of distance.

“Michelle,” I began carefully, trying to keep my tone calm and rational. “Your husband has been through a traumatic experience. He was humiliated by another woman, and... believe me when I say, men don’t take that kind of humiliation lightly.”

She didn’t respond, but her jaw clenched, and I could see she was still furious. I pressed on, trying to make her understand. “And on top of that... he found you in the shower, fucking yourself with a dildo that’s bigger than he is. How do you think that made him feel?”

Michelle’s eyes flashed, but she stayed silent, her gaze shifting to Chris, who was looking down at the floor.

“He came over here,” I continued, choosing my words carefully, “and yeah... he asked me to fuck you.”

At that, Michelle’s head snapped back toward Chris, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and rage. “You bastard!” she spat, her voice trembling with anger. “Chris, how could you?”

For a moment, Chris looked taken aback, as if the reality of what he’d done was hitting him all over again. But then, something shifted in him. His expression hardened, and he seemed to find his own courage. He looked up, meeting Michelle’s furious gaze head-on.

“I’ve heard you, Michelle,” he said, his voice firm now, no longer wavering. “I’ve heard you... masturbating. And I’ve heard you calling out Eddie’s name. What the fuck was I supposed to think? If he wasn’t such a good friend—if I didn’t know better—I’d have thought the two of you were already fucking behind my back!”

Michelle’s face paled at his words, her mouth falling open in shock. She blinked rapidly, as if trying to process what he’d just said. Her hand flew to her mouth, covering it as she gasped softly. “Oh, Chris... oh, baby...”

The anger seemed to drain from her all at once, replaced by something softer, something that looked almost like guilt. “I would never cheat on you,” she whispered, shaking her head. “And I would never fuck someone you knew, if I was going to cheat around. Especially not someone you see and talk to as often as you do with Eddie.”

Chris’s eyes bore into her, his voice rising with a mix of frustration and desperation. “But you do fantasize about him, don’t you? Admit it, Michelle! I’ve heard you calling out his name.”

Michelle froze, her face pale, as if his words had punched the air out of her. Slowly, her lip quivered, and her eyes brimmed with unshed tears. “It’s only a fantasy, Chris!” she pleaded, her voice cracking under the pressure. “I would never... never fuck Eddie. He’s our friend!”

Chris stared at her, unmoved by her tears. He took a slow breath, his expression hard, but behind it, I could see the hurt. “Okay, fine,” he said, his tone surprisingly calm. “So I’m saying you need to turn your fantasy into reality.”

Michelle blinked, caught off guard by his words.

“I don’t want you sneaking around behind my back, fucking someone because I don’t satisfy you,” Chris continued, his voice gaining momentum. “I’d rather have it out in the open. I’m not mad about it, Michelle. In fact, the idea that someone could make you so hot for them excites me. Especially knowing Eddie never did anything to entice you.”

His words hung in the air like a bomb that had just gone off. Michelle stared at him, her mouth slightly open, unable to believe what she was hearing.

“I would let Eddie fuck you,” Chris said, his voice steady. “To satisfy you.”

Michelle shot up from the couch so quickly that the air seemed to shift with her. “Chris!” she yelled, her voice trembling with anger. “I have no intention of fucking Eddie! Just because you’ve lost your mind doesn’t mean I have to lose mine!”

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her hands clenched at her sides, as if holding herself back from exploding. “So you and Eddie can fuck each other if you want, but leave me out of it.”

She turned sharply, as if to leave the room, but Chris moved quicker. He grabbed her arm, spinning her around to face him. The force of the movement seemed to startle her, and for a moment, the room went still.

“Tell me you don’t lay in bed, fucking yourself and calling out his name!” Chris shouted, his grip firm on her arm. “Tell me you don’t moan about how big his cock is and how much you want it stuffing your cunt! Go ahead, Michelle, deny it!”

Michelle’s eyes were wide, her face a mixture of shock and fear, as Chris continued his tirade.

“Tell me you don’t fantasize about sucking his cock and swallowing his cum!” he spat, his voice full of pain and anger. “I’ve heard you, Michelle. I’ve heard you on more than one occasion.”

He released her suddenly, pushing her back into the chair. The force of his words had drained the fight from her, and she slumped back, stunned, her hand pressed to her mouth.

Chris turned to me, his eyes pleading for some kind of understanding, as if I could somehow make this make sense. “Eddie, you’re my friend. Probably the best friend I’ve ever had,” he said, his voice softer now but no less intense. “I know it sounds fucked up that I want you to fuck my wife. But I love her, man. I love her, and I want to see her happy.”

He ran a hand through his hair, pacing the room as he spoke, his movements frantic, as though he was trying to outrun his own thoughts. “Ever since that night with the secretary, when she laughed in my face, I haven’t been able to get it up. I drink to forget, but every time I think about fucking Michelle, I hear her calling your name in my head.”

Chris stopped pacing, turning back to face me, his expression raw. “I want you to fuck her, Eddie. Get it out of her system. If you think I’m some kind of perverted bastard for wanting this, then so be it.”

His words were desperate, but they were honest. The vulnerability in his voice was unmistakable. “The idea of you fucking Michelle gets me hard, man. The thought of her coming home to me after being with you... it excites me. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

I was frozen, unable to respond. The weight of his confession, the sheer madness of what he was saying, was too much to process all at once.

Chris’s voice broke through my shock as he turned back to Michelle, who was sitting in the chair, still stunned, her eyes wide with disbelief.

“I’ve given you everything, Michelle,” Chris said, his voice softer now, full of emotion. “You’ve never wanted for anything that I couldn’t give you. And now... this is just one more thing I want to give you.”

Michelle’s tears finally spilled over, sliding down her cheeks as Chris looked at her with a sad, resigned expression. “I want to give you your fantasy lover,” he said quietly. “I want to do it because I love you.”

And with that, Chris turned on his heel and walked out the door. He didn’t slam it like I expected he might. Instead, he closed it quietly, the soft click of the latch echoing through the silence of the room.

I stood there, stunned, unable to move. Michelle looked up at me, her face wet with tears, and then she broke. The sobs that had been held back for so long finally escaped her, her shoulders shaking as she cried.

“Stay there!” I called back to Michelle as I stormed out of the house, chasing after Chris before he could make it back to his place. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the weight of the situation pressing down on me with every step. I caught up to him just as he was nearing his front yard and grabbed his arm.

“Come back to my house, Chris. We need to talk, the three of us.”

He yanked his arm free from my grip, turning on me with a snarl. “Fuck her, Eddie!” he spat, his voice loud and raw. “Fuck her, and then send her home to me.”

I could feel my blood boiling, and before I even realized it, I grabbed him by the shoulder, forcing him to turn and face me. My voice dropped low, quiet and deadly. “Chris, you outweigh me by forty pounds, but if you don’t walk back to my house right now, I will beat your big white ass right here in this street. For everyone to see.”

He stared at me, his eyes wide with surprise, like he hadn’t expected me to push back. For a moment, the air between us was electric with tension, and I half-expected him to take a swing. His eyes darted up and down, sizing me up, trying to figure out if I meant what I said.

Then... he laughed.

It wasn’t a joyful sound—it was more bitter, hollow, like a man who had nothing left to lose. Chris shook his head, his breath coming in short, shaky bursts as he tried to pull himself together. Without another word, he turned and started walking slowly back to my door.

I followed behind him, my mind still racing, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I couldn’t believe what was happening—none of this felt real.

When we stepped back into the house, Michelle was exactly where we’d left her, curled up on the couch, her body shaking with sobs. Her face was blotchy and red, her eyes puffy from crying, and she looked so lost sitting there, like she didn’t know what to do or say anymore.

Chris walked over to her, his movements slower now, almost hesitant. He sat down beside her and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. She didn’t resist, but she didn’t stop crying either. She just leaned into him, as though his presence was the only thing holding her together.

I stood there for a moment, looking at the two of them, trying to make sense of everything. The weight of the confession still hung heavy in the room, but we couldn’t just leave it like this. We had to face it.

“Chris,” I began, my voice steady but firm. “You found out that your wife fantasizes about me. Michelle, you’ve been fucking yourself while thinking about me having sex with you. Fine. It’s out in the open now.”

Chris glanced up at me, his eyes still hard, but I could see the exhaustion behind them.

“We’re all adults here,” I continued, my tone softer now. “There’s no reason to be embarrassed about what’s been said. But we can’t leave this hanging between us.”

I took a step closer, my eyes locking with Chris’s. “Were you telling the truth, Chris? About getting excited over the idea of me fucking your wife?”

Chris looked at Michelle, who gazed up at him through tear-filled eyes. The vulnerability in her expression tugged at something deep inside him, but then his gaze shifted to me. His face was tight with tension, the weight of everything that had been said hanging between us like a storm about to break. He nodded slowly, as if finding the strength to continue.

“And what do you think about when you think those things, Chris?” I asked, my voice calm but firm. “Put it out in the open. Let Michelle know exactly what’s on your mind and how it affects you.”

Chris hesitated, his eyes darting between Michelle and me, like he wanted to disappear. His hand tightened around the glass, trembling slightly. He looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock, embarrassed and overwhelmed by the rawness of the moment. It was clear he couldn’t find the words to start, so I took the lead.

I moved toward the small bar in the corner of the room, the soft clink of glass filling the thick silence. I poured three drinks, my movements slow and deliberate, trying to give Chris time to process. When I handed him the glass, I noticed how tightly he gripped it, like he needed something to hold onto, something to steady himself.

I set my own drink aside and crossed the room to stand in front of Michelle. She looked up at me, her eyes wide and uncertain, her body tense with anticipation. I placed my hand gently on her shoulder. She stiffened under my touch, and I could feel Chris’s eyes burning into me from across the room. I glanced at him, and he was visibly shaken, his face flushed, his jaw tight, yet something in his expression told me he wasn’t going to stop this.

“Do you think about me touching her?” I asked softly, my voice cutting through the silence like a blade.

Chris’s eyes locked on mine, his face filled with a mix of emotions—shame, confusion, and something darker, something that he couldn’t quite admit to himself. He swallowed hard, his mouth dry, and then he gave a slow nod.

I let my hand slide down from Michelle’s shoulder, feeling the tension in her body as I moved lower. The air in the room became thicker, heavier, with every inch. Chris flinched slightly, his hand tightening around his glass as he watched me touch his wife. I could see the war playing out on his face—part of him wanted to shout for me to stop, but the other part of him, the part buried deep inside, wanted to see this play out.

My hand slid down to Michelle’s tit, pausing for a moment as I waited for Chris’s reaction. I could hear his breathing quicken, see the flush spreading across his cheeks. For a brief moment, I thought he might say something, might put an end to this madness. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. His eyes flicked between my hand and Michelle’s face, and I could see the struggle within him—the urge to stop this and the pull to let it happen.

I gently rubbed Michelle’s tit through her shirt, feeling the warmth of her body beneath my fingers. She didn’t move. She didn’t pull away. Her breath hitched, but she stayed perfectly still, her eyes fixed on the floor as though she couldn’t bear to look at either of us. I could feel her body reacting, her nipples growing hard beneath the fabric.

Chris watched, his eyes wide, his knuckles white as he gripped his drink. His breathing became shallow, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to process what was happening. His face twisted with discomfort, but there was no denying the flicker of something else in his gaze—a dark curiosity, a reluctant desire.

“Do you think about me touching her like this?” I asked, my voice low and steady, pushing Chris further into his own conflict.

His gaze snapped to mine, and for a moment, his lips parted as though he might protest. But then he swallowed again, and slowly, painfully, nodded.

“No, Chris,” I said, my voice firmer now. “I mean really touching her. Touching her the way only you have, the way you used to before everything changed.”

I moved my hand more deliberately now, massaging her tit, feeling the fullness of it under my palm. Michelle’s breathing became quicker, and I could see her nipples stiffen beneath the fabric. The heat between us was unmistakable, and Chris couldn’t tear his eyes away. He looked trapped—trapped by his own feelings, by his conflicting emotions of jealousy, arousal, and shame.

Chris sat there, his body stiff, as though every muscle was locked in place, watching me touch his wife in a way that only he had been allowed to do before. His breath came in short bursts now, and I could see the flush on his face deepening. His hands gripped the armrest, his fingers digging into the fabric as he struggled to control himself.

“And this excites you?” I asked, my voice soft but pointed, testing the waters.

Chris didn’t respond right away. He stared at the floor, his eyes darting back and forth like he was wrestling with the question, with himself. Then, finally, with a trembling breath, he nodded again.

“Yes,” he whispered, barely audible. “Yes, it does.”

The words hung in the air, thick with unspoken tension, a confession that had been pulled from the darkest part of him. Michelle remained still, her body tense, her breath shallow as Chris’s admission settled between us all. She glanced up at him, her face wet with tears, but she didn’t pull away from my touch.

Chris’s chest rose and fell rapidly, his breathing uneven. “I think about it all the time,” he admitted, his voice strained, like the words were tearing him apart as he said them. “The idea of you fucking her... it gets me hard.”

Michelle looked up at me with wide, pleading eyes. “Eddie, please... don’t do this to me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion.

I paused for a moment, taking in the vulnerability in her gaze, but I ignored her plea. My hand moved deliberately, sliding beneath the fabric of her blouse, and pushed inside her bra. Her body stiffened for a moment, and I felt her nipple harden between my fingers. Michelle’s breath hitched, and she began breathing harder, her chest rising and falling more rapidly.

Across the room, I could see Chris watching, his face tight with a mixture of disbelief and something else—something raw and undeniable. His breathing had quickened too, his eyes locked on the sight of my hand inside his wife’s bra. He didn’t say a word, but the slight flush on his face told me everything I needed to know.

“You get hot when you hear her, don’t you, Chris?” I asked, my voice low and steady, cutting through the heavy silence. “You listen to your wife fucking herself, calling out my name, and it gets you hard, doesn’t it?”

Chris’s gaze shifted nervously, but he didn’t deny it. His chest rose and fell more quickly now, his face flushed as he continued to watch.

“Do you stroke your dick,” I continued, my voice dark, pushing him further, “thinking about me fucking her? Do you imagine me pushing my big Black cock into your wife’s cunt?”

I felt Michelle’s body tremble beneath my touch, her breathing becoming more ragged. I slid my other hand inside her blouse, playing with both of her tits now, my fingers teasing her nipples as her body reacted. A soft moan escaped her lips, and she leaned into me, pressing her tits harder into my hands, as though she couldn’t stop herself.

Michelle’s eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting as she gave in to the sensation. “Why are you getting so excited, Michelle?” I asked, my voice soft but filled with a knowing edge. “Your husband is sitting right beside you, watching me play with your tits, and you’re moaning for me.”

Her eyes opened, and she looked from me to Chris, her face a mixture of shame and raw desire. “I can’t help it, Eddie,” she breathed, her voice shaking. “I’ve been so frustrated... Chris won’t touch me. He won’t fuck me.”

Her admission hung in the air, heavy and thick with tension. Chris’s eyes were glued to the scene unfolding in front of him, his face flushed, his breathing quickening as he watched my hands continue to fondle his wife’s breasts. His knuckles were white, gripping the armrest of the chair, but his gaze never left us.

I looked over at Chris, catching his eye. “Is this what you want, Chris?” I asked, my hands still working over Michelle’s tits. “You want to watch this, don’t you?”

He looked up at me, his eyes dark with something he hadn’t fully admitted to himself, something that was taking over in the moment. He swallowed hard, his chest heaving as he watched. I could see it—the excitement building inside him, the way his body reacted despite the conflict in his mind.

Michelle moaned again, her body arching slightly as she pressed herself harder against me, and Chris’s eyes followed every movement, his breathing now as heavy as hers. His lips parted, and for a second, it seemed like he might say something, but instead, he simply nodded, his eyes flicking between me and his wife, the desire undeniable in his gaze.

“Maybe you’d like to play with her while I fuck her, Chris?” I asked, my voice low and deliberate, pushing him deeper into the moment. “Isn’t that your fantasy too? To be there, to watch as I fuck Michelle? To be able to touch her, to tell her how much you love her while she moans beneath me?”

Chris’s eyes flickered, his face flushed, torn between the intensity of the situation and the dark pull of his own desire. He swallowed hard, his chest rising and falling more rapidly as he glanced from me to his wife. I could see the conflict playing out in his expression—he wanted to stop, but at the same time, he was drawn in, unable to resist the lure of the moment.

“Kiss your wife, Chris,” I said softly, my hands still teasing Michelle’s tits. “Tell her you love her. That this is your present to her.”

For a second, Chris hesitated, his eyes searching mine as if looking for permission, or maybe reassurance. Then, as if making a decision, he leaned in toward Michelle. His lips met hers, tentatively at first, but then the kiss deepened, becoming more passionate, more urgent.

As Chris kissed her, I pinched Michelle’s nipples, pulling them away from her breasts with just enough pressure to make her body shudder. She gasped into Chris’s mouth, her moan muffled by the kiss. “Oh, Chris,” she breathed, her voice filled with a mix of pleasure and frustration as her body pressed back against me.

I could feel my own dick growing hard, throbbing against her head as she leaned into me. The tension in the room was electric, the air thick with the heat of the moment. I knew Michelle could feel it too, the way her body responded, the way her breathing quickened with each touch.

“Slide your hand up her thigh, Chris,” I whispered, my voice dark and encouraging. “Feel how wet she is.”

Chris’s hand trembled as he moved it toward Michelle’s thigh, his fingers brushing against the fabric of her skirt. His breath hitched as he hesitated, but then, slowly, he slid his hand higher, toward the heat of her body.

Michelle moaned again, her body arching slightly, and I could see the excitement building in Chris’s eyes as his hand moved closer, his fingers trembling with anticipation. He was caught in the moment now, unable to pull away, the pull of his fantasy overpowering the fear and hesitation.

Chris gasped, his eyes widening as he looked up at me, his voice barely a whisper. “She’s soaked... her pussy is dripping wet.”

I smiled, nodding, watching the realization wash over him. Michelle moaned softly, her body instinctively pushing down onto Chris’s fingers, seeking more of the pleasure he was now giving her. I could see the conflict in his eyes, but it was fading, replaced by the undeniable excitement of what was unfolding.

Chris looked back and forth between me and his wife, his voice trembling with emotion. “I love you, baby... I love you so much. I just want you to be happy. I want you to be satisfied.”

I could see the way his hand moved beneath her skirt, the subtle shifting of his arm as he began to finger her, his fingers sliding inside her wetness. Michelle’s body responded, her hips starting to rock in time with the rhythm of his hand, fucking herself against him, her breath coming out in soft, desperate gasps.

I leaned in, my hands still firmly on her breasts, tugging at her hard nipples, making her groan loudly. “Unzip his pants, Michelle,” I whispered in her ear, my voice low and commanding. “Take Chris’s hard cock out... and stroke it slowly.”

Michelle turned slightly, her eyes dark with lust as she reached for Chris’s waistband. I watched as she fumbled with the zipper, her hands trembling with excitement. The sound of it unzipping filled the air, and then her hand slid inside, finding him.

“Oh, Chris,” she moaned, her voice thick with desire. “Your cock is so hard.”

My plan was working perfectly. I could see the shift in both of them—the way Michelle was lost in the heat of the moment and the way Chris was beginning to accept, even relish, what was happening.

“Pull her panties off, Chris,” I instructed, my hands still teasing Michelle’s nipples, making her squirm beneath my touch.

Chris hesitated only for a second before he reached down, grabbing the waistband of her panties and tugging them down her legs. Michelle lifted her hips slightly to help, her body fully giving in to the situation. Her breath was coming faster now, her moans growing louder as Chris’s fingers returned to her wet pussy.

“Now, Chris,” I said, watching as he slid his fingers back inside her, “finger that cunt. And tell Michelle you love her.”

Chris’s hand began to move again, his fingers working back and forth, matching the rhythm of Michelle’s hips as she humped against him. She was gripping his head now, her fingers threading through his hair as she pulled his mouth to hers, kissing him deeply, desperately.

“I love you, baby,” Chris murmured between kisses, his voice filled with emotion. “I’ve always loved you.”

Michelle was moaning louder, her body rocking against him, her hips grinding down onto his hand. She was getting closer, I could tell by the way her breathing hitched, the way her body tensed. “I love you too, Chris,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “I don’t care about your size. I never cared about it.”

Her words hung in the air, thick with meaning, as she gave herself over to the moment, the tension between the three of us palpable.

I let go of Michelle’s nipples, feeling the heat of the moment settle between the three of us. “Take her home, Chris,” I said, my voice firm but low, pushing him to act. “Take your wife home and fuck her. Fuck her in every position you can think of. Don’t stop fucking her until both of you are satisfied. Do you hear me?”

Chris looked up at me, his face still flushed from the intensity of the moment. His eyes flicked from mine down to the obvious bulge in my pants, the hunger and conflict clear in his expression. He hesitated for a moment, and then, as if he couldn’t hold it in any longer, he spoke.

“Let me fuck her here,” Chris said, his voice raw, almost pleading. “I want to fuck her with you watching. That’s been my fantasy... I want you to be with her as I fuck her.”


The Request

The request hung in the air, heavy and charged. I could feel the shift in the room, the dark desire bubbling just beneath the surface, ready to spill over. I glanced down at Michelle. Her eyes were closed, her teeth biting down on her lower lip as she struggled to control her breathing. She was caught in the heat of it all, her body trembling slightly, as if the weight of Chris’s words was affecting her just as much as him.

I leaned closer, my voice a low growl as I challenged him. “You still want me to fuck your wife, don’t you, Chris? You want to watch me fuck Michelle in front of you.”

Chris’s hand was still between her legs, stroking her wet cunt, his fingers moving with practiced ease. His face was flushed, his breathing ragged, but he didn’t hesitate this time. His eyes locked onto mine, and with a trembling voice, he said, “Yes. I want you to fuck her... fuck her with your big Black cock.”

The words hung in the air, almost shocking in their intensity. I could see the raw emotion on his face, the way he struggled with his own desire but couldn’t push it away.

I reached out and stroked Michelle’s face, my fingers brushing over her soft skin. Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked up at me, her lips parting slightly as her breath came out in short, shaky bursts. There was a vulnerability in her gaze, but also something else—something darker, more primal.

“Do you want this too, Michelle?” I asked, my voice soft but insistent, as I traced my fingers along her cheek. “Do you want your husband to fuck you while I watch? Do you want me to fuck you too?”

Her eyes met mine, wide and filled with a mix of fear, lust, and something unspoken. She swallowed hard, her body trembling beneath both of us, caught between her desires and the overwhelming intensity of the moment.

Chris, breathing hard and clearly aroused, began to unbutton his shirt, his hands trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. Michelle lay back on the couch, her body still flushed from the tension of the moment. Her eyes darted between me and Chris, as if trying to gauge where this would all go, but the anticipation was undeniable.

I watched as Chris fumbled with his belt, the leather slipping through the loops before he finally unzipped his pants. His movements were quick, almost frantic, as if he was racing against the weight of his own desire. When his pants fell to the floor, his boxers quickly followed, revealing his small, slender penis. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen it, but in this moment, with everything out in the open, the difference between us was stark.

His cock was thin, the shaft barely filling out his palm as he gripped it, the long foreskin hanging loosely over the head. Even fully erect, it was noticeably small, a clear contrast to the bulge Michelle had pressed against her earlier. I could see him glance nervously at me, as though he was painfully aware of the comparison, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he moved toward his wife, his cock twitching slightly as he knelt down between her legs.

Michelle shifted beneath him, spreading her legs wide, allowing Chris to position himself. Her eyes were closed, her breath quickening in anticipation, but there was a flicker of uncertainty in her expression. She wasn’t fully lost in the moment—not yet. She needed more, but Chris’s arousal was palpable, overtaking any sense of patience he might have had.

He lined himself up, his small cock pressing against the entrance of her wet pussy. With a soft grunt, Chris pushed inside, his thin shaft barely stretching her as he slid into her with one quick thrust. The contrast was obvious—the way her body seemed to swallow him easily, as if it craved more than he could give.

Chris began moving, his hips thrusting quickly, almost desperately. The pace was fast, uncoordinated, and I could see the strain in his face as he tried to hold on, tried to maintain control. But the excitement, the intensity of finally living out his fantasy, was too much for him. His small cock slid in and out of Michelle’s pussy, but there wasn’t enough to fill her, not enough to push her toward the edge she so clearly needed.

I glanced down at Michelle. Her eyes were still closed, her body moving in rhythm with Chris’s thrusts, but there was something missing. Her breathing wasn’t as ragged as it had been before, her moans softer, less urgent. She wasn’t cumming—she wasn’t even close.

Chris’s pace quickened, his breathing becoming more erratic as he struggled to hold back. I could see the tension building in his face, his jaw clenching as he tried to maintain control, but it was slipping away from him. He thrust harder, his hips bucking against her, but the movements were shallow, and it was clear that he wasn’t going to last.

“Chris,” I said softly, watching him carefully. “Slow down.”

But it was too late. With one final thrust, Chris’s body stiffened, his small cock twitching inside Michelle as he let out a soft, breathless groan. His hips jerked forward, and I could see the moment his body gave in—his orgasm overtaking him far too quickly.

He barely lasted two minutes.

Chris collapsed onto Michelle, his cock still buried inside her, but it was clear from her expression that she wasn’t satisfied. Her eyes opened slowly, her lips parted as if she was waiting for more, but it wasn’t coming. She hadn’t cum. Not even close.

Chris’s face was flushed with embarrassment as he slowly pulled out of her, his small, softening cock slipping from her wetness. He sat back, looking at me for a moment, then down at the floor, his shame clear on his face. The contrast between the fantasy he had envisioned and the reality was stark—and it weighed heavily on him.

Michelle shifted on the couch, her body still tense with unfulfilled need. She glanced at Chris, but her eyes quickly flicked to me, and I could see it—the disappointment, the frustration. Her body still craved release, but Chris had been unable to give it to her.

The scene, even though brief, had gotten me hot. There was something undeniably erotic about watching other couples fuck for real. It was raw, authentic, far more visceral than any porn movie could ever be. And while part of me wanted to join them, to pull out my own cock and sink into Michelle’s wet pussy, I knew better. This moment wasn’t for me—not yet. I could feel my dick growing hard, but I held back, just watching.

Chris was still panting, his small, softening cock barely twitching as he sat back, his chest heaving. His foreskin had slipped back over the head, and I could see his cum still dripping slowly through it. The sight of him—limp, drained, and clearly embarrassed—was a sharp contrast to the unfulfilled need on Michelle’s face. She remained in her position, her body tense, as if she was waiting for more, for me to finally take her. But I had no intention of fucking her now. Not yet.

Chris’s cum was oozing down her thigh, a reminder of his brief, unsatisfying performance. I leaned in, scooping some of it up with my fingers, and then reached around to smear it across Michelle’s lips.

“Taste it, Michelle,” I commanded, my voice firm but low. “Taste your husband’s cum.”

Michelle’s eyes flickered with something dark, a mix of lust and submission, as she obediently parted her lips. Her tongue darted out, licking the cum from her lips before sucking it off my fingers, her mouth making soft, wet sounds as she cleaned them. Chris watched, his face a mixture of shame and arousal, his limp cock twitching slightly but still drooping between his legs.

But Michelle wasn’t satisfied. I could see it in the way her body tensed, the subtle way her hips moved, aching for more. I slid my fingers down, trailing over her stomach until they reached the wet heat between her legs. Slowly, deliberately, I pushed two fingers into her cunt, feeling the mixture of her own juices and Chris’s cum coating my fingers. I began to rub her clit with my thumb, making slow, circular motions as I fingered her deeply, working her body toward the edge.

Chris sat there, still breathing hard, watching helplessly as his wife’s hips began to jerk in time with my movements. Her moans grew louder, her body writhing as I pressed my thumb harder against her swollen clit, rubbing it faster, more urgently. She was close—I could feel it in the way her cunt clenched around my fingers, the way her breath hitched with every thrust of my hand.

And then, with a loud, desperate moan, Michelle came. Her body shook, her hips bucking against my hand as she rode out her orgasm in front of her husband, her face flushed with pleasure. Chris’s limp cock twitched again, still dripping cum through his foreskin, but he was powerless to do anything but watch.

I pulled my fingers from her wet pussy, now coated with a thick mixture of her own cum and Chris’s. I held my fingers up to her lips again. “Lick it off,” I said, my voice a soft command. “Taste yourself.”

Without hesitation, Michelle licked my fingers clean, her mouth closing around them as she sucked off every drop. The sound of her sucking filled the room, and I glanced over at Chris, who was still staring, his face a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. His cock had shrunk even smaller now, barely twitching as he sat there.

I turned to Chris, my voice firm but instructive. “Come here, Chris. Finger your wife.”

He hesitated for a moment, but the look in my eyes told him there was no room for debate. Slowly, he moved closer, his hand trembling slightly as he reached for Michelle’s cunt. He slid his fingers inside her, and Michelle moaned softly, her hips moving in rhythm with his hand. I watched closely, observing how he touched her, how she responded.

“Make her cum again,” I instructed, my voice low. “Use your fingers and make her cum.”

Chris’s fingers began to move faster, working her wet cunt with more urgency. Michelle moaned louder, her body reacting to his touch, though it was clear she needed more than what he could give. Still, the pleasure built, and within moments, she was moaning his name, her body jerking against his hand as she came once more.

As Michelle’s orgasm subsided, I leaned in toward Chris, my voice a quiet command. “Lick your fingers, Chris. Taste your own cum.”

His eyes widened for a moment, but there was no hesitation. Slowly, he brought his cum-coated fingers to his mouth, licking them clean just as Michelle had done moments before. I watched as his lips closed around his own fingers, his cock twitching faintly even in its softened state. He licked off every drop, his eyes flicking up to meet mine as he obeyed, his face red with a mix of shame and desire.

I watched the two of them, disheveled and flushed, their emotions raw from what had just transpired. They both looked uncertain, like they were teetering on the edge of something neither of them could fully grasp. I knew exactly what they needed—a push to take the next step.

“Now, the two of you go home,” I said, my voice firm but steady, carrying the weight of command. “I want you to clean each other with your mouths. Michelle, suck Chris’s dick slowly. Let him know how much you love him. Show him with your mouth that he’s still your husband. And Chris…” I paused for effect, watching his face carefully. “Use your tongue, your fingers—make her moan, make her beg for you to fuck her all over again.”

I saw the flicker of understanding in their eyes, the shift in the air as they realized this wasn’t over for them. Not even close.

“And if the two of you still feel the way you do about me tomorrow,” I added with a knowing smile, “we’ll talk about it then.”

Michelle glanced at Chris, her face still flushed, but now there was something else there—an unspoken hunger, a need that hadn’t been fulfilled yet. Slowly, they both stood, their bodies still humming from everything that had unfolded. Michelle laced her fingers through Chris’s hand, leaning into him slightly as they turned toward the door. Their laughter was soft, almost childlike, like they had been given something forbidden, something secret.

They left my house, hand in hand, looking like a couple who had been given an early recess, eager but uncertain of what they would do with it. But I knew what would happen once they got home. They’d try to do as I’d said, to please each other, to convince themselves that this was enough—but I knew better.

As the door clicked shut behind them, the silence of the room enveloped me. I stood there for a moment, letting the heat of everything wash over me. Slowly, I unbuckled my belt, feeling the pressure of my hard cock begging for release. The moment my hand wrapped around it, I let out a deep breath, stroking it slowly, savoring the images in my mind.

Chris’s pathetic attempt to satisfy his wife, Michelle’s moans as I worked her body the way she needed—it played back in my mind like a perfect movie. I knew Michelle wanted more. Her body had practically screamed it. She wasn’t satisfied, not by a long shot.

I stroked myself harder, knowing full well that the thought of me was already buried in her mind. Even as Chris touched her, kissed her, tried to make her cum, she would be thinking of me. Of how it felt when I touched her, how close she had come when I took control. And tomorrow, when they couldn’t get me out of their heads, we would have the real conversation.

My cock throbbed in my hand as I imagined what was to come—Michelle beneath me, moaning my name as Chris sat there watching, powerless to do anything but witness his wife’s pleasure. The image of her lips parting in ecstasy, her body writhing beneath mine—it was only a matter of time.

I could almost hear her moaning, begging for more, as I stroked myself to the edge. Yes, tomorrow, I would have my chance at Michelle.


Michelle's Revelation!

I woke up that morning with the vivid memory of the night before still fresh in my mind. The weight of it lingered, hanging over me like a fog that refused to lift. I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, replaying everything that had happened—Chris’s fumbling attempts, Michelle’s desperate moans, and the way they had both looked at me when it was over, hungry for something they couldn’t quite put into words.

I couldn’t help but feel a surge of satisfaction. It wasn’t just the thrill of the moment, but knowing that I had planted the seed of something that would stay with them long after they left. I could almost picture them now, still tangled in each other, thinking of me, of what might come next.

With a groan, I pushed myself out of bed and headed for the shower. The hot water felt good as it hit my skin, washing away the remnants of sleep, but not the memory of what had transpired. My thoughts drifted to Michelle, her body trembling beneath my fingers as I worked her clit, the way her eyes fluttered open, dark with lust, as she gazed up at me. Then Chris—so small, so inadequate, sitting there with his limp cock dripping through his foreskin, powerless to give his wife what she needed. And yet, he wanted me to be the one to do it. The thought sent a shiver of satisfaction through me.

After drying off, I threw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt before heading downstairs. The house was quiet, the kind of peaceful stillness that only comes in the early morning. I wandered into the kitchen and made a pot of coffee, the rich smell filling the air, adding to the sense of calm that had settled over me. It was a stark contrast to the intensity of the night before, but the energy still buzzed beneath the surface.

As I sat in the breakfast nook, sipping my coffee, I let my mind wander, thinking about what might happen next. I knew Michelle and Chris wouldn’t be able to forget about last night. There was no way they could go back to how things were before. Something had shifted between them—between all of us—and I had a feeling they’d be back sooner rather than later.

Just as I was finishing my first cup, the doorbell rang. It was unexpected, but a part of me wasn’t surprised. I knew who it was before I even opened the door.

When I pulled the door open, there was Michelle, standing on my doorstep with that same bright smile I’d seen the night before. Her hair was perfectly styled, and she wore just a touch of makeup, enough to accentuate her features. I’d always liked that about her—she never came outside without looking put together.

“Well,” I said with a laugh as I stepped back to let her in, “from the look on your face, I’d say you two had a VERY good night.”

Michelle laughed as she entered the house, her movements light and easy. “Eddie, it was perfect! Chris must’ve fucked and eaten me out at least a half dozen times! I swear, I never knew the man had it in him to be so insatiable!”

I watched as she took a seat, her body language relaxed in a way I hadn’t seen in a long time. I poured her a cup of coffee and set it in front of her, leaning back to enjoy the moment.

“I really want to thank you, Eddie,” she continued, taking a sip of the coffee and smiling at me over the rim of the cup. “When I thought about it last night after Chris finally passed out, I realized... I’m glad you didn’t fuck me. I think seeing your big cock would’ve hurt Chris’s feelings.”

Her words hung between us for a moment, and I could see a flicker of something else in her eyes as she stared at me, a hint of curiosity, maybe even regret.

I smiled slightly, leaning back in my chair. “Michelle, I didn’t really do anything. I just reminded Chris of what he already had at home. You two love each other—that’s always been clear. I just gave you both a little nudge in the right direction.”

Michelle set her cup down, her expression softening but her curiosity clearly growing. “You didn’t fuck me,” she said quietly, her voice thoughtful. “Even though you knew Chris wanted you to. Hell, I wanted you to.”

She leaned forward slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Why didn’t you?”

I picked up my cup and took a slow sip, letting the coffee warm me as I settled back into my chair. Michelle sat across from me, her sundress clinging to her in a way that made her hard nipples unmistakable beneath the light fabric. I couldn’t help but smile at the sight, but I kept my voice calm, focused, as I looked at her.

“Michelle,” I began, my tone even, “Chris was going through a hard time. He felt small, insignificant. It would’ve shattered him if I’d pulled out my dick and fucked you right there in front of him.”

Michelle’s eyes stayed on me, curious and thoughtful as I continued. I took another sip from my cup, choosing my words carefully. “Yes, he said he wanted to watch me fuck you. He said he wanted to see you satisfied with a big cock stuffing your pussy. But deep down, he needed to know that you still wanted him, that he still mattered.”

I leaned forward slightly, keeping my voice steady. “I wasn’t going to take that away from him. I like you both as friends, and I wouldn’t have felt good about embarrassing him like that, especially when he was so worked up over you.”

Michelle took a big sip from her cup, her eyes locked on me the whole time. There was something in her gaze, a quiet understanding, but also a lingering heat that hadn’t fully faded from the night before. She set her cup down, her lips curling into a small smile.

“You know,” she began, her voice low, “he talked about you the entire time he was fucking me.”

I raised an eyebrow, curious. Michelle leaned in slightly, her eyes never leaving mine as she continued. “He liked the way you told him what to do. He kept saying things like, ‘Eddie told me to fill your pussy,’ and ‘Eddie told me to eat your dripping pussy.’” She paused, her voice softening, her gaze growing more intense. “He went on and on about how big your cock looked, bulging in your pants. He said he really wanted to watch me take that big monster in my pussy.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken tension. I could see the flush in her cheeks deepen, her breathing a little quicker as she recalled the things Chris had said. There was no doubt about it—last night had stirred something in both of them, something they couldn’t shake.

I set my cup down, leaning back in my chair as I watched Michelle’s reaction, the atmosphere between us thickening. There was more to this than just gratitude. She was testing the waters, feeling out what might happen next.

I laughed softly, leaning back in my chair as I watched her. “And what were you doing and saying while he was fucking and eating you?”

Michelle’s face flushed a pale pink, her eyes flicking down for a moment before meeting mine again. There was a certain hesitance in her at first, but as she spoke, her words grew bolder, her breathing more deliberate. “It was so hot... I couldn’t help myself. I was egging him on, telling him things.”

I raised an eyebrow, curious. “Like what?”

She took a slow breath, her voice lowering. “I told him how you would stretch my pussy with your big Black cock, how you’d force me to take it deep in my throat until I gagged on it. And... I said you might even make me take it up my ass.”

I noticed her face becoming more flushed as she continued, the heat of the confession building within her. Her breath hitched slightly as she went on, her eyes flicking between mine, almost daring me to react.

“I told him,” she added, her voice soft but charged, “that while you were fucking his wife, he wouldn’t be able to do anything but watch. That you’d make him stroke his dick, but he couldn’t cum... not until you told him he could.”

Her face was fully flushed now, the tension unmistakable as her words hung between us. I could see the way her body reacted, her breath shallow, her chest rising and falling a little faster. The power dynamic was shifting again, but this time, Michelle wasn’t just relaying the events of the night before—she was testing something, something deeper.

I leaned in closer, my voice dropping lower as I looked her dead in the eyes. “And what did Chris do when you told him that?”

Michelle’s lips parted slightly, her eyes darkening with the memory. I could see the flicker of something raw and unrestrained in her expression, as if recalling the moment had reignited the same fire within her. She didn’t answer right away, but I could feel it—the unspoken tension crackling between us, begging to be explored.

Michelle closed her eyes, her breath deepening as she recounted the night. “He fucked me harder,” she whispered, her voice trembling with the memory. “He kept saying yes! That he wouldn’t cum until you gave him permission. He even said you’d wouldn’t let him cum until he had cleaned my pussy properly, after you stretched it all out and shot your hot, thick cum into me.”

Her face flushed as she spoke, and I could see the vividness of her memory painting every word. “Oh, Eddie, it was like something came over me. Suddenly, I had this picture in my mind—Chris, sitting in a chair, stroking his small dick while I thrashed and cried as you fucked me with your big Black cock!”

Michelle’s breath quickened as she continued, her voice more urgent. “I could feel his little dick slamming into me, but it wasn’t going in as deep as I knew your big cock would go. It wasn’t enough.”

Her words became more frantic as the fantasy consumed her. “Suddenly, I wanted it so fucking bad! I told him... I told him I’d make him lick my pussy after you filled it with your hot, thick cum, that he’d have to eat it out of me while you kept fucking me. I said he wouldn’t be able to touch me until you were done.”

The air between us was charged, thick with the tension of her confession. I could feel my own dick stiffening beneath the table as she painted the vivid image of her fantasy. “What did Chris do or say?”

Michelle squirmed in her chair, her body reacting to the memory. “He started fucking me like a madman,” she breathed, her voice strained with excitement. “Every time he rammed his dick into me, he was almost frantic, like he was trying to prove something. He had me on the edge of the bed with my legs pushed back, crying out ‘Yes!’ with every thrust.”

Her voice dropped lower, her eyes locking onto mine as she whispered, “I think he would do anything if you told him to. But what he really wants... what he’s desperate for, is to watch you fuck me. He wants to watch you stretch me with your big cock, while he’s down there licking my pussy clean after you’ve filled me with cum.”

I leaned forward, my eyes locked on hers, and I could see the raw desire in her gaze. The fantasy had consumed her, and now it was as if the boundary between imagination and reality was blurring.

I got up from the table, poured myself a fresh cup of coffee, and stood there, sipping slowly as I watched Michelle. Her silence spoke volumes, but I wanted to hear her say it. I could see the way her chest rose and fell, the way her breathing had quickened, betraying her excitement.

“And what do you want, Michelle?” I asked, my voice calm but probing. “Do you still want me to fuck you? Do you want me to take charge and make your husband do all the things he fantasized about?”

Michelle’s eyes flickered, but she remained quiet, her lips parting slightly as though she wanted to answer but couldn’t find the words. I didn’t need her to speak to know what was going through her mind—the way her body responded said it all. Her tits, rising and falling with each breath, her flushed cheeks—it was obvious the thought of it thrilled her.

“You got just as turned on as Chris did, didn’t you?” I continued, my voice lower, more insistent. “The thought of me making both of you do what I say excites you just as much as it excites him, doesn’t it? Admit it.”

Michelle took a deep breath, her shoulders rising as if she was gathering the strength to say what she had been holding back. She glanced down at her coffee cup, avoiding my gaze for a moment, before she finally whispered, “Yes, Eddie... it does excite me.”

Her confession hung in the air, and she continued, her voice shaking slightly. “I had to finger my pussy last night after Chris fell asleep. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I could see all the things he talked about... in my mind, the two of us doing whatever you told us to do.”

She paused, her voice dropping even lower as she confessed, “I could see my husband... licking my pussy while your big Black cock fucked me.”

I watched her for a moment, letting the weight of her words settle between us. She was trembling now, her excitement and fear intertwined, her body betraying the desire she had kept hidden for so long. I didn’t respond right away, letting the tension build between us, then I smiled, slow and deliberate.

“Come here, Michelle,” I said softly, my voice commanding but calm.

She didn’t hesitate. Like a robot, she placed her cup down on the sideboard and rose from her chair. Her movements were almost mechanical, her eyes locked on mine as she walked over to me. When she stood directly in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body, I set my cup down on the counter beside me.

Without saying a word, I slid my hands along her sides, feeling the smooth curve of her body as my fingers trailed upward. I cupped her tits, the soft warmth of them filling my hands. They weren’t huge, but they were just the right size—perfectly filling my palms as I gently squeezed.

Michelle’s breath hitched, her body responding to my touch without a word, her eyes closing as she leaned slightly into me. The atmosphere between us thickened, the unspoken desires now hanging in the air, waiting for whatever would come next.

Michelle closed her eyes, leaning into my hands as I cupped her tits, pressing them harder into my palms. Her breath hitched, and then, in a soft, almost trembling voice, she whispered, “Unzip my pants.”

Her eyes fluttered open as her hands moved down to my crotch, her fingers trembling as she slid the zipper down with a slow, deliberate motion. I kept my voice calm, gentle, not wanting to scare her. “Take out my cock,” I said softly, watching as her hand reached in.

When her fingers finally wrapped around my hard dick, I saw her eyes widen, her breath catching in her throat. “It feels huge!” she gasped, her voice filled with awe. “How fucking big are you?”

She pulled it free, her eyes dropping down to stare at it, her expression a mix of disbelief and excitement. “I won’t even feel Chris’s little dick after you fuck me with this monster,” she whispered, almost to herself. Then, her eyes flicked back up to meet mine, pleading. “May I suck it? Please?”

I placed my hands on her shoulders, gently pushing her down to her knees. Michelle didn’t resist—if anything, she seemed eager, her lips parting as she looked up at me with hunger in her eyes. As soon as her mouth wrapped around my cock, she moaned, the sound vibrating through me.

She was a hungry cock sucker, no doubt about it. Her moans turned into soft whimpers as she worked her mouth back and forth, sliding her lips over my length with a growing desperation. Every now and then, she’d gag slightly, my dick pushing too far back into her throat, and she’d have to pull away for a second, catching her breath before diving back in.

Her eyes never left mine, her mouth wet and eager as she devoured me, her hands gripping my thighs for balance as she took me deeper. She was completely lost in the moment, her mouth warm and slick around my cock, the wet sounds of her sucking filling the room.

After a few minutes, she pulled her mouth free, panting slightly, her lips glistening. “Fuck me, Eddie,” she breathed, her voice shaking with need. “Stretch my pussy with this big cock.”

I grabbed her head, running my fingers through her hair as I began to guide her back to my dick. “Oh, I’m going to fuck you alright,” I whispered, slowly pushing my cock back into her mouth. “But when I do, it’ll be with Chris watching. I want him to hear you cry out as I stretch your pussy.”

Michelle’s eyes widened, her mouth still working my dick as I continued. “I want him to watch you licking and sucking me. But before I fuck you... he’s going to get you ready for me. He’ll eat your pussy, and then fuck you, while I watch.”

Her moans grew louder as I began to fuck her mouth slowly, her lips tight around my cock. “And when I’m through with your pussy,” I said, my voice a low growl, “he’s going to clean it. From what you told me... I think he really wants to lick my cum out of you.”

I felt Michelle stiffen beneath me, her body trembling with need. Her lips moved frantically along my shaft, sucking with a hunger that was palpable. I wanted to cum right there, the temptation so strong, but I held back. When I finally came, it would be with her husband watching us.

Michelle gripped my dick tighter, her hand pumping in time with the eager movements of her mouth. She twisted her head this way and that, trying to take me deeper, her desperation growing with every passing second. But just when I could feel her getting close to the edge, I pulled my dick from her mouth.

She groaned in frustration, her breath coming out in ragged gasps as she looked up at me, her eyes wide with disbelief. I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Ok,” I said, amusement dancing in my voice. “You’ve had a taste of what’s to come. Now, I want you to go home. Call Chris and tell him what you just did. Tell him how much you liked it. Make him hot thinking about it.”

Michelle’s expression shifted, a mix of excitement and disappointment. She was so close, so worked up, and yet I was holding her back. “But,” I added, leaning in closer, “you are not allowed to touch your pussy, no matter how hot you get. When you finish talking to him, get your dildo out and call me back. But don’t you dare play with yourself until I tell you to.”

I helped Michelle to her feet, her legs unsteady as she stood. But instead of letting go of my dick, she kept her hand on it, stroking me slowly, teasingly. Her eyes darkened with lust as she whispered, “I’m so wet... I came, just from sucking your big Black cock.”

She paused, her gaze flicking up to meet mine, her expression suddenly more serious. “Eddie... does it bother you that we keep saying Black?”

I couldn’t help but laugh, the sound coming out low and amused. “No, Michelle. I know you don’t mean it in a malicious way. It’s clear that it excites both of you—that I’m Black. That a Black man is going to fuck your white pussy while your husband watches. I think it turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, biting her lip, the tension in the air thick as she let go of my dick, finally pulling away. “It does,” she whispered, her voice soft but full of desire.

I grinned at her, the anticipation building in both of us. “Good,” I said. “Now go home. Do what I told you.”

Michelle hesitated for a moment, her body still humming with the heat of what had just happened, but she eventually turned and left. As the door clicked shut behind her, I stood there for a moment, the silence of the kitchen wrapping around me. But the images in my head—the memory of her mouth on me, the thought of what was to come later—was too much to ignore.

With a slow, deliberate motion, I began stroking my dick, my hand moving faster as the memories played out in my mind. The tension in my body built quickly, and within moments, I shot my load all over the kitchen floor, the release intense and satisfying.

I smiled to myself as I cleaned up the mess, the anticipation of what the night would bring already setting my mind ablaze.


Chris's Confession!

The late afternoon sun filtered through my window, casting long shadows across the floor as I sat back in my chair, sipping coffee. The quiet hum of the house was interrupted by the ringing of my phone. I already had an idea of who it might be, and sure enough, when I glanced at the screen, Michelle’s name lit up.

Two hours had passed since our last encounter, and I could feel the lingering tension of what had happened between us still in the air. I’d been thinking about her all afternoon, wondering what was going through her mind after leaving my house, and how she might have played it with Chris.

I picked up the call, and the moment I heard her voice, I could tell she was almost out of breath. “Eddie,” she gasped, her words coming quickly. “I called Chris at work. He made me stop talking long enough for him to close his office door. I heard him tell his secretary he had an important call and didn’t want to be disturbed.”

Her excitement was palpable, each word spilling out faster than the last. I leaned back, letting her continue, sensing that this conversation had been just as intense for Chris as it had been for her.

“He made me describe everything we did,” Michelle continued, her voice dropping a little as if the memory alone was enough to get her worked up again. “He got so hot! He kept saying that he wished he’d been there to see it. He made me describe your cock and how far you pushed it into my mouth.”

I smiled to myself, listening as she detailed how Chris had responded to her story. She was painting the picture perfectly, reliving the scene with the same intensity as when it had happened. “I told him how I came just from sucking your big Black cock,” she added, her voice breathy. “I swear, I could hear him jerking off as I talked to him. Then, just before he hung up, he told me he had to go. I think he didn’t want me to hear him cum.”

There was a silence between us for a moment as I processed what she’d told me. The dynamic between Michelle and Chris was growing more intense by the hour, their fantasies intertwining with the reality of what had already transpired. I could feel the control I had over the situation deepening, and I knew exactly how to play it.

I spoke softly, instructing her to play with her pussy as she talked to me. I guided her, telling her how to use her dildo, and it didn’t take long before she was begging me to let her cum. The way her voice broke as she pleaded was intoxicating. I let her build up to the moment, teasing her until she couldn’t hold back anymore, and when she came, it was with a scream of my name.

After we hung up, I sat back for a moment, letting the lingering heat of the moment settle. But I wasn’t done. There was one more conversation I needed to have.

Picking up the phone again, I called Chris’s office. His secretary answered, cheerful but professional, and after a moment, she put me through.

“Chris,” I said, my voice calm but direct, “do you have a few minutes to talk privately?”

He assured me that he did, his voice carrying a hint of excitement, just like Michelle had described. I questioned him about the conversation he’d had with her, and it was clear from the way he spoke that he was just as turned on as she’d said. He wasn’t hiding it, the excitement in his voice almost bubbling over.

“I need to talk to you before you go home,” I told him, making sure my tone was serious. “But I don’t want Michelle to know.”

There was a pause, then Chris agreed. “Meet me at the bar near my office,” he said, his voice more hushed now. “I’ll get out early and meet you there.”

When I arrived at the bar, the lighting was low, casting the place in a warm, almost secretive glow. The crowd was thin, just a few patrons scattered throughout, but in the back booth, I saw Chris. He was sitting alone, sipping coffee, looking more nervous than I had ever seen him.

As I approached the booth, I could feel the weight of the conversation that was about to take place. Chris glanced up, his eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, there was silence. I slid into the seat across from him, the tension thick between us.

I settled into the booth across from Chris and motioned to the waitress as she approached. “I’ll take a drink,” I said, then gestured toward Chris’s nearly empty cup. “And bring him a fresh coffee.”

The waitress gave me a nod before heading off, and I turned my attention back to Chris. His fingers were wrapped tightly around the handle of his cup, his knuckles almost white. He looked nervous, more so than I’d expected.

“Chris,” I started, my voice calm, measured, “I’ve been around other men who’ve wanted to watch their wives get fucked. So, I don’t want you to think that you’re some kind of pervert.” I paused, watching him closely. His eyes flicked up to meet mine, a hint of uncertainty behind them. “But some of the things you’ve said... the way you’ve talked about this, it has me thinking.”

I leaned in slightly, keeping my voice low, but direct. “This isn’t the first time you’ve shared a woman with a man, is it?” I let the question hang between us for a moment before continuing. “And I think... it wasn’t just any man. It was a Black man, wasn’t it?”

Chris’s face flushed, and for a moment, he looked like he wanted to shrink into the booth. His eyes dropped down to his cup, and he fidgeted with the handle, clearly uncomfortable. The waitress returned with my drink and his coffee, and Chris stayed silent until she was gone, glancing around the bar to make sure no one was close enough to overhear.

He shifted in his seat before finally speaking, his voice quiet. “When I was in college... I had this girlfriend,” he began, almost hesitantly. “She was pretty as hell, but a big freak. She had this... wish, this fantasy, to get fucked by a Black guy. She’d heard all the rumors, you know? About how they were really built.”

Chris glanced up at me briefly, then back down into his coffee. “At first, I didn’t know how to feel about it, but she kept bringing it up. She wanted it bad. So, I ended up talking to a friend of mine—one of the guys from my dorm. He said he’d do it.”

I stayed quiet, letting him talk, the tension between us thickening as he continued. His voice dropped lower, more serious.

“We were all at his apartment one night, drinking. It started off innocent enough, but... you know how things go. They started dancing, and before I knew it, he was feeling her up, right there in front of me. She was into it—so into it. And, well...” He hesitated, his fingers tightening around his cup again. “The next thing I knew, all three of us were on the couch together. She was in the middle, and both of us were making out with her.”

Chris’s face flushed again as he recounted the memory, his eyes still avoiding mine. There was something vulnerable about him in that moment, as if this confession was dredging up emotions he hadn’t dealt with in a long time. But beneath the embarrassment, I could see something else—something darker, deeper.

Chris’s voice dropped even lower as he continued, the weight of the memory pressing down on him. “At one point, we were both fingering her, sucking on her tits... and she was going nuts with it. She was moaning, writhing between us, like she couldn’t get enough.”

His grip on his cup tightened as he spoke, his face flushing with a mix of shame and excitement. “Then he stood up, unzipped his pants, and pulled it out. I’d seen Black guys' dicks before—in the gym, locker rooms, that kind of thing. But I’d never seen one hard like that. It was twice the size of mine, both in length and width.”

Chris’s eyes flicked up to meet mine for just a second, as if gauging my reaction, before he looked back down into his coffee. “And then... he just shoved it into her mouth. No hesitation. She was moaning and sucking, twisting her head, trying to take as much of it as she could. She looked like she couldn’t get enough, like she was starving for it.”

He swallowed hard, clearly struggling with the memory but also unable to stop talking. “I was right there, pinching her nipples, sucking on them while she moaned around his dick. Then he looked at me and told me... he told me to get down and eat her pussy.”

Chris paused, as if that moment still haunted him. “It was the way he said it... like he expected me to do it. And... I don’t know why, but I felt like I had to. So, I did. I got down and started eating her while he fucked her face.”

His eyes were wide now, reliving the moment. “Then, he told me to undress her, to take her clothes off and lead her to the bed. He said that since I wanted her to get fucked so bad, it was my job to put his dick in her.”

Chris’s hands shook slightly, and he shifted in his seat. “I’d never touched another man like that before. I’m not... I’m not gay. But she wanted it. She wanted me to do it too. So I did. I held his dick in my hand... and it felt so alive, like it was throbbing.”

His voice trailed off for a moment, as if he could still feel the weight of it in his hand. “I lined it up with her pussy, and he slowly pushed it in. I swear, it was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen in my life. I didn’t take my hand off right away. I just... I couldn’t.”

Chris’s face was bright red now, but he kept going. “He just smiled at me, told me to stroke it while he fucked her. And I did. I stroked his dick while he pushed deeper inside her. She was going crazy, moaning about how big he was, how deep he was fucking her, how much he was stretching her pussy.”

The shame and excitement in his voice were palpable. “He fucked her for what felt like forever, and the whole time, I was rock hard. I couldn’t stop stroking my own little dick, just watching them. It was... it was insane.”

He shifted again, his voice dropping to almost a whisper. “At one point, he had her on top, riding him. Her tits were bouncing, and she was moaning so loud. He told me to lick her asshole while he fucked her... and I did. I got down there and licked her ass while she rode his big dick. And she loved every second of it.”

Chris fell silent after that, his breath shaky, his face still flushed with the memory. He wouldn’t look at me, his hands trembling slightly as he gripped his coffee cup like it was the only thing grounding him.

Chris’s voice became shaky as he continued, the weight of the memory pressing down on him. “He told me... to shove my little dick in her ass, to get her ready to take his massive dick.” He swallowed hard, his eyes flicking away, his grip on his coffee cup tightening. “I was... I was beside myself with lust. She had never let me fuck her in the ass before, but there she was, doing whatever he told her to do. And so was I.”

His voice cracked slightly as he spoke, the memory clearly overwhelming him. “He told her to turn around, straddle his dick. She was lying with her back on his stomach while he kept fucking her pussy. Then he told me to lick her clit while he fucked her.” Chris’s face flushed deeper. “I did it. She started cumming, jerking around... and then he started to cum inside her.”

Chris’s breath hitched as he continued. “I was down there, licking her pussy, just like he told me to. And while he kept fucking her, cum started oozing out. I didn’t stop. He just kept thrusting, and it was all over my face... my mouth... everywhere.”

He looked down at the table, visibly shaken by the memory, but unable to stop talking. “I could feel her shaking, moaning, and he didn’t stop. He kept pushing into her, and his cum was leaking out, covering my face, getting into my mouth.”

The shame and excitement in his voice were palpable. “He fucked her for what felt like forever, and the whole time, I was rock hard. I couldn’t stop stroking my own little dick, just watching them.”

He shifted again, his voice dropping to almost a whisper. “At one point, he had her on top, riding him. Her tits were bouncing, and she was moaning so loud. He told me to keep licking her while she rode him... and I did.”

Chris fell silent after that, his breath shaky, his face still flushed with the memory. He wouldn’t look at me, his hands trembling slightly as he gripped his coffee cup like it was the only thing grounding him.

“I guess you know the rest,” he muttered, his voice barely audible. “I lost the girlfriend to him. But at least... they never told anyone what happened.”

I watched as Chris drained his cup and set it down on the table between us, his fingers trembling slightly. “Did the three of you ever get together again?” I asked, keeping my voice even.

Chris nodded, his gaze still cast downward. “A few times,” he admitted, his voice thick with embarrassment. “And yeah... I obeyed his instructions each time. I don’t know why, but it turned me on to do it. I didn’t think about it for years, pushed it out of my mind. But then... when that thing with the secretary happened... and I started hearing Michelle calling out your name when she was fucking herself... it all came flooding back.”

I let his words sink in for a moment before asking, “Does Michelle know about this?”

Chris’s head shot up, his eyes wide with fear. “No!” he almost shouted, his voice tinged with desperation. “Please, Eddie! I beg you, don’t tell her. She thinks this is just some... some kinky sex play to spice up our love life. If she knew the truth... she’d leave me. I know she would.”

I could see the panic in his eyes, the way his body seemed to tremble with the weight of keeping this secret. He was terrified, and the vulnerability of that fear was all over him.

I gave him a reassuring nod. “Your secret is safe with me, Chris,” I said firmly, watching as relief washed over his face. “But here’s what I want you to do. Tonight, I want you and Michelle to come over for drinks. Around eight.”

Chris blinked, his fear momentarily giving way to confusion. “Drinks?” he asked, his voice still shaky.

I nodded. “It’s the weekend. Doesn’t matter how late you stay, and you can leave through the backyard so no one will see you coming or going. We’ll talk... and see where things go.”

Chris nodded, slowly processing what I’d said. He looked a little calmer, but the tension still lingered in his posture. As he stood up, he gave me a long, hard look, his face filled with uncertainty, but he nodded again before turning to leave.


More Of What They Need!

I heard the knock on my back door around 8, sharp and deliberate. When I opened it, I couldn’t help but smile. Chris and Michelle stood there, faces lit up like kids arriving at their own surprise party. There was an unmistakable air of excitement between them, nervous energy mixing with anticipation.

We’d settled into our second round of drinks when I stood, the weight of my decision heavy in the room. Walking over to Michelle, I gently took her hand, guiding her to her feet. Her eyes flickered with uncertainty, a nervous flutter of her lashes, but she didn’t resist. When I pulled her close, she hesitated, her lips barely brushing mine, testing the waters. But as I deepened the kiss, she softened in my arms, surrendering to it. My hands moved to her hips, gliding down to her ass, squeezing it firmly. Her body responded, pressing into mine, while I knew Chris was watching every moment, his gaze hungry.

I stepped back to admire her, my breath catching as Michelle stood there, her chest rising and falling, each exhale louder than the last. “Wow…” she whispered, her voice shaky. “That was… unexpected.”

I smiled, slow and deliberate. “I’ve wanted to kiss your wife for a long time, Chris.” My eyes flicked to him, then back to Michelle. “I’ve also wanted to see her naked. Why don’t you help me with that?”

Chris moved instantly, eager, his hands finding her shoulders as he pressed his lips to the curve of her neck. His fingers slid down, unbuttoning her dress with a practiced ease. Michelle held my gaze, her eyes wide, her lips parted as if words had escaped her entirely. The dress fell to the floor in a whisper of fabric, and there she stood, her lace lingerie clinging to her curves. The soft, delicate fabric contrasted with the raw desire in her eyes, and already, a damp patch was forming at the center of her panties.

I could feel the tension coil tighter in the air between us.

“Did you like sucking my cock this morning, Michelle?” I asked, my voice low and controlled, testing the boundary between control and indulgence. Chris’s hands moved to her breasts, massaging them through the lace as she nodded, her lips trembling.

“It was bigger,” she gasped as Chris pinched her nipples, her back arching slightly into his touch. “Fuck, it was huge.”

I stepped closer, my voice darkening with intensity. “Did you tell Chris that you begged me to fuck you?”

Chris’s hand slipped down the front of her panties, his fingers disappearing into the soft fabric. Michelle’s hips jerked, an involuntary moan escaping her as he began rubbing her clit, his other hand pulling her tighter against him.

“Damn, Eddie,” Chris said, his voice thick with lust. “Her pussy is so fucking wet.”

Michelle leaned back against her husband, her voice trembling with need. “I begged him, Chris. I begged Eddie to fuck me with his big, Black cock. I wanted him to fill me, to stuff it deep inside my cunt.” Her breath hitched, the words coming out in ragged gasps. “But he told me he’d only fuck me in front of you.” Her hips bucked involuntarily, pressing against Chris’s hand. “Oh, Chris! Rub my clit—God, I’m gonna cum!”

I stepped in, taking control, grabbing Chris’s wrist and pulling his hand away from her panties. “No, you’re not,” I murmured, my tone firm yet calm, the authority undeniable. Michelle’s eyes widened, her lips parted in shock. “You don’t cum until I say you can.”

I moved closer, my body towering over them both. “Chris,” I said softly, but with an edge of command, “unzip my pants and take my cock out.” His eyes flicked up to mine, wide and unsure, but he didn’t hesitate. His fingers trembled as they fumbled with the zipper, his movements shaky, and I could feel the weight of his anticipation hanging in the air.

Michelle watched in silence, her breath coming quicker as my cock sprang free, her gaze dark with lust. The moment my cock was exposed, I saw the way her eyes glazed over, desire thickening between us. “Damn… he’s huge, baby,” Chris murmured into her ear, his voice filled with awe. “I can’t wait to see him stretch your cunt with this.”

Even as he spoke, Michelle’s hand moved first, wrapping around the base of my cock, stroking it slowly. Her touch was tentative at first but quickly grew confident, her fingers gliding over my length, testing its weight and size. I could feel the heat radiating off her as she leaned in closer.

“Do you still want me to fuck you, Michelle?” I asked, my voice deep and smooth, each word pulling her deeper into the moment. “Do you want your husband to watch as I give your hungry white pussy what it needs?”

Her breath caught in her throat, her hips shifting slightly, desperate for friction. She didn’t answer with words at first, just a needy whimper as her fingers traced over the tip of my cock, collecting my pre-cum. She lifted her hand to her lips, her tongue darting out to taste me. Her eyes fluttered closed, savoring the taste, but what she did next surprised me.

She dipped her fingers in again, coating them in the slickness before turning to offer them to Chris. His eyes stayed locked on mine as he took her fingers into his mouth, sucking them clean. There was something possessive in the way he licked her hand, a silent acknowledgment of the dynamic unfolding between the three of us.

Chris’s lips grazed Michelle’s neck as he spoke, his voice low and coaxing. “Tell him, Michelle,” he whispered. “Tell Eddie what you call yourself when you think about him. Tell him the names you want him to call you.”

Michelle’s moan was soft, but her hesitation was clear. “Please, Chris… don’t make me say it,” she whimpered, her body trembling with both excitement and fear. “Not in front of him…”

Chris’s eyes met mine, and his expression turned serious. “I won’t let him fuck you if you don’t,” he said, his voice firm but patient. “I want Eddie to know exactly how you think of him. I want him to hear the things you whisper when you think I’m asleep.”

He pinched her nipple hard, twisting it just enough to make Michelle gasp. Her head fell back onto his shoulder, her lips parting in a desperate moan. Finally, she looked up at me, her eyes glistening with desire and shame, and when she spoke, her voice was barely above a whisper.

“I’m your slut,” she confessed, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. “Your white whore… a hungry bitch who needs a big, Black cock. Your big, Black cock.”

The rawness of her words hung in the air, her body practically vibrating with need as she spoke them. Her confession thickened the tension that had already filled the room, her desire palpable as her hand continued stroking me, her lips trembling with anticipation.

Michelle dropped to her knees with a slow, deliberate grace, her eyes never leaving mine as she settled in front of me. The room seemed to tighten around us, the air thick with anticipation. The soft rustle of fabric against her skin, the quiet creak of the floor beneath her, all these small sounds amplified the growing tension. Her breathing had deepened, and I could see her chest rising and falling more rapidly now, her lips slightly parted as her gaze flicked from my face down to my cock. There was a hunger there, a desperation she could barely contain, and yet, she took her time—teasing me, teasing Chris, who sat behind her, helpless, watching.

Her hands came up, smooth and soft against my thighs, tracing small, lingering circles, feeling the heat of my skin through the fabric. Slowly, she slid them higher, the anticipation building with each inch, until her fingers finally wrapped around the base of my cock, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she felt its weight. Her eyes widened a fraction, as if she were reminding herself just how much more I was compared to her husband. She gripped me with both hands, her thumbs gently rubbing the underside, testing my size before she leaned in, her lips hovering just above the head, breath warm against my sensitive skin.

She paused there, purposefully dragging out the moment, letting the anticipation between us swell to its breaking point. Chris shifted on the couch behind her, his gaze locked on her every movement, his breathing shallow. I glanced at him briefly, noting the strain in his posture, the way his hands gripped his knees tightly. His cock was rock hard, painfully so, the tip already leaking precum, shining under the dim light. His foreskin barely covered the swollen head, and it seemed almost absurd, how small it was in comparison to the throbbing cock Michelle held in her hands.

A soft, breathy moan slipped from her lips as she leaned forward and pressed a tentative kiss to the tip of my cock. Her lips, warm and wet, parted as her tongue darted out, swirling slowly around the head, savoring the taste of my pre-cum. She looked up at me, her eyes full of mischief and lust, before sliding her tongue down the length of my shaft, licking every inch with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her voice barely more than a breath, the words rolling off her tongue as though they were too heavy to hold inside. “So much bigger… I can barely fit you in my mouth.” She said it with a sigh, like it was the most natural thing in the world, but the edge of cruelty in her voice was unmistakable. Her words were meant for Chris, each one a dagger aimed at his pride.

As her lips wrapped around the head of my cock, she moaned again, louder this time, as if she were feeding on the power she had over both of us. She took me deeper, her mouth stretching wide, barely able to accommodate my girth, and I could feel her tongue pressed against the underside, her throat tightening as she fought to take more. “Mmm…” she hummed around me, her eyes flicking up to mine for just a second before they darted over to Chris, gauging his reaction.

Chris sat frozen, his gaze locked on the scene before him. His cock, hard and twitching, was now slick with precum that dripped steadily from the head, pooling on his thighs. The sheer size difference between us was undeniable—his cock, though rigid with need, looked almost laughable in comparison to the thick, veiny shaft Michelle had now halfway in her mouth. It was as if she were making a point with every inch she swallowed, a silent reminder to him of just how little he could satisfy her.

“He could never fill me like this,” Michelle murmured, pulling back for air, her lips swollen and slick from the effort. She stroked me slowly with both hands now, one at the base and the other sliding up and down the length. “Not even close,” she added with a wicked smile, her gaze darting toward Chris once more. His face burned with humiliation, and his cock twitched visibly, precum oozing from the tip in response to her taunts.

I could see the way Chris squirmed in his seat, his erection throbbing, desperate for release, yet completely ignored by the woman he worshiped. The contrast between his small, dripping cock and the massive one Michelle was worshiping couldn’t have been more stark. His precum was smeared across his thighs, his foreskin barely covering the swollen tip, which now glistened with arousal.

Michelle’s gaze was all confidence now, her body vibrating with excitement as she wrapped her lips around my cock once again, taking me deeper this time, moaning as she did. She worked her mouth up and down, her hands stroking the length she couldn’t fit inside, saliva dripping from her chin as she gagged slightly, the sound only heightening the moment. She was relentless, her pace quickening as she devoured me, her moans turning into whimpers of pleasure.

Finally, I tugged her back by her hair, pulling her lips from my cock with a wet pop. Her eyes were glazed with lust, her breath coming in ragged gasps, and a thin string of saliva still connected her lips to the tip of my cock. She looked utterly ravished, yet hungry for more, her body trembling with anticipation.

I spun her around and bent her over the bed, her ass sticking out in the air, cheeks round and plump, jiggling as I spread her legs wide. Her panties were already soaked through, and I wasted no time pulling them down, revealing her swollen, dripping pussy. Her hips wiggled impatiently as I positioned myself behind her, my cock pressing against her wet folds. I teased her at first, rubbing the head of my cock along her slit, feeling her shudder beneath me, her breath hitching as she waited for the inevitable.

“Oh fuck, yes!” she cried out as I thrust into her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Her back arched, her tits bouncing as I filled her completely. “God, you’re so fucking big! Chris could never fuck me like this.”

Her voice was shaky with pleasure, and every word seemed to slice deeper into Chris, who sat watching, his eyes glued to the sight of his wife being stretched and filled by another man. His cock, hard and leaking, was nothing more than a pitiful imitation of what Michelle was getting now. I grabbed her by the hips, pulling her back onto my cock with every thrust, her chubby ass slapping against me as I fucked her hard and fast.

“Look at him, Michelle,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “Look at his tiny cock while I fuck you.”

Her eyes darted toward her husband, her face a mixture of pleasure and mockery. “Oh my God… look at it, Chris,” she moaned, her voice dripping with disdain. “You’ll never fill me like this. Never make me cum this hard.”

Her words seemed to push her even closer to the edge. The room filled with the sound of her desperate moans, each one louder than the last, echoing off the walls. Her hips began to buck wildly, almost involuntarily, as her body betrayed her growing need for release. Her hands gripped the bedsheets, knuckles white as she braced herself, her entire body trembling under the onslaught of pleasure. Every thrust sent another ripple of ecstasy through her, and I could feel the way her pussy clenched tighter around my cock, her slick walls spasming, her body on the verge of collapse.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried, her voice trembling, barely able to contain the pleasure ripping through her. “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna fucking cum!”

Her entire body shook violently as her orgasm tore through her, her muscles seizing up as wave after wave of pleasure overtook her. Her pussy clamped down around me with such intensity that it was almost painful, her wetness flooding over my cock, coating me in her juices. I watched as her face pressed into the mattress, her mouth open in a silent scream, her back arching impossibly high. She was completely lost in the moment, her body giving in fully to the release that had been building.

I held her hips firmly, letting her ride out the climax as I continued to thrust into her, feeling every shudder, every tremor of her pussy as she came hard. Her moans had turned to gasps, each one filled with raw, unbridled lust. I could feel her thighs quivering beneath me, her legs barely able to hold her up as she fought to catch her breath.

Her skin glistened with sweat, her tits swinging wildly beneath her with every thrust. I reached around, cupping them in my hands, feeling their weight as they bounced with the force of my movements. Her nipples were hard, straining against my palms, and each time I pinched or tugged them, she let out another desperate whimper.

But I wasn’t done with her yet. As much as she had cum, her body wasn’t finished, and neither was I. I felt the familiar tightening in my balls, the heat building inside me, but I wasn’t ready to let go yet. I pulled out of her suddenly, and she whimpered at the loss, her body sagging against the bed, still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. I flipped her onto her back, pulling her to the edge of the bed before climbing up behind her.

Michelle’s breathing was ragged, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. She looked up at me, her eyes hazy with lust, and I positioned her in reverse cowgirl, her plump ass pressing against my thighs as she straddled me. Slowly, deliberately, she sank down onto my cock again, her pussy still quivering and sensitive from the last orgasm. I could feel the way she stretched around me, and she let out a long, low moan as she bottomed out, my cock filling her completely.

She began to move, grinding her hips in slow circles, her ass bouncing against me as she rode me. I reached up, grabbing her hips and guiding her movements, feeling the slickness of her skin beneath my fingers. Her tits bounced with every motion, and she let out a gasp each time she lifted herself and sank back down, the friction sending shocks of pleasure through her body.

Behind her, I could see Chris watching with wide eyes, his cock still rock hard, precum now dripping steadily from the swollen head. His face was a mask of helpless arousal, and I could see the way his chest heaved with each breath, his hands clenching and unclenching as if he didn’t know what to do with himself. His cock, though fully erect, looked almost comically small compared to the thick shaft disappearing into his wife’s dripping pussy.

I looked at him, my voice low and commanding. “Get over here. Lick her pussy while she rides me.”

Chris’s face flushed, his humiliation evident, but he obeyed. Slowly, almost nervously, he crawled forward until he was positioned between Michelle’s spread legs, his face just inches from where my cock stretched her pussy. He hesitated for a moment, and I could see the conflict in his eyes—the disgust at what he was about to do, mixed with the overwhelming need to please her.

Michelle turned her head slightly, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Come on, baby,” she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “Lick me while I take this big cock. Make me cum again.”

Chris leaned forward, his tongue tentatively flicking out to taste her. His face twisted in discomfort as he licked her swollen clit, tasting the mixture of her juices and my cum. But despite the disgust clear on his face, there was also a strange, undeniable lust in his expression, a desperate need to make her happy no matter the cost.

Michelle moaned loudly, her hips grinding harder against me as Chris’s tongue worked faster, lapping at her clit with newfound passion. Her tits bounced wildly, her hands gripping my chest for support as she rode me harder, her body trembling with pleasure. “Oh, fuck yes,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “He’s licking me while I ride your big cock. This is so fucking hot!”

Her body convulsed, another orgasm building rapidly as Chris’s tongue circled her clit. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, tighter and tighter with each thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate. “Fuck! I’m gonna cum again!” she screamed, her body shaking violently as she came hard, her juices flooding over my cock, soaking both of us.

Chris’s tongue didn’t stop, even as her orgasm wracked her body. He continued licking, his face pressed against her dripping pussy, his tongue working furiously as if he was trying to drown out the humiliation with pure devotion to her pleasure. Michelle’s body trembled, her legs shaking as she came again, her back arching, pressing her tits into the air.

I felt myself on the verge, my cock throbbing inside her as I pounded up into her, her pussy squeezing me tighter and tighter. “I’m gonna cum,” I growled through gritted teeth, my grip on her hips tightening as I thrust up one final time, filling her to the brim as I exploded inside her. Michelle cried out, her voice hoarse, as she felt me cum, her pussy clenching around me, milking every drop.

But even then, we weren’t finished. As I pulled out, my cock still throbbing, Michelle wasted no time. She reached behind her, grabbing Chris by the hair and yanking him toward her dripping pussy. “Lick it clean,” she ordered, her voice breathless but commanding.

Chris hesitated, his eyes wide with shock, but the look on Michelle’s face left no room for argument. He leaned in, his tongue hesitantly flicking out to taste the cum leaking from her pussy. His expression twisted with disgust, but he obeyed, licking up every drop of my cum as Michelle moaned softly, watching him with a satisfied smirk.

The taste of another man’s seed was clearly repulsive to him, but the lust to please his wife overpowered his shame. His tongue moved faster, his face pressed against her folds, his hands trembling as they gripped her thighs. Every taste of my cum seemed to send a shudder through him, but he kept going, desperate to please her.

Finally, when he pulled away, panting heavily, his face was slick with cum and sweat. But something else caught my eye—his cock. It had gone completely soft, hanging limp between his legs, and yet there was a trickle of cum slowly leaking from his foreskin. He had cum without even touching himself, purely from the act of licking her.

Michelle saw it too, and she burst out laughing, pointing at his pathetic, shriveled cock. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her voice full of disbelief and mockery. “Did you really just cum from licking my pussy full of his cum?”

Chris’s face flushed red with humiliation, but he didn’t say a word. He just sat there, his tiny cock dripping, while Michelle collapsed onto the bed next to me, still giggling.

After a few moments of lingering in the afterglow, Michelle stood up, her body still flushed and glowing from the intensity of everything that had just unfolded. She ran a hand through her tousled hair and turned to face Chris, who was still kneeling on the floor, his face a mix of shame and submission. She beckoned me to stand beside her, and with a smirk, she reached out, gripping my cock and giving it a light stroke before glancing down at Chris's now soft, dripping cock.

“Come here, baby,” she said with a teasing lilt, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Chris, still kneeling, shuffled closer, his tiny, limp cock swaying slightly as he moved. Michelle's gaze flicked back and forth between us, her smile growing wider.

“Look at the difference,” she said, her voice dripping with both amusement and cruelty. She gripped both of us—my cock still thick, glistening from her juices and my cum, while Chris’s cock was small, soft, and leaking the last remnants of his shameful orgasm. She held them side by side, the contrast almost laughable. Chris’s cock was barely a shadow of what she had just been filled with, and her fingers barely had to close to wrap fully around his.

“You’ll never measure up to this, will you?” Michelle said softly, almost sweetly, but the words stung with mockery. She gave my cock one final stroke before letting it go, her hand trailing over my chest as she leaned toward Chris.

“Get dressed,” she said simply, her tone commanding, and Chris obeyed without hesitation, fumbling with his clothes as his face burned with humiliation.

Michelle glanced at me one more time, that playful smile still on her lips. “I think it’s time to head home,” she purred, her voice low and sultry. Chris finished dressing quickly, and I couldn’t help but watch the dynamic between them shift again—she was completely in control, and he was hers to command.

As they walked toward the door, I sat down on the edge of the bed, watching them leave, my cock still throbbing with the aftermath of everything that had happened. Chris held the door open for her, and Michelle glanced over her shoulder, her eyes meeting mine with a lingering look before she stepped outside.

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and headed out onto the deck. The evening air was cool against my skin, but my body still hummed with heat from the scene that had just played out. I sank into one of the deck chairs, the wood creaking beneath me as I took a long pull from the bottle, savoring the moment.

The night was quiet, except for the faint sounds drifting over from the house next door—Michelle’s voice, low and breathy, mingling with Chris’s muffled groans. It wasn’t hard to figure out what was happening. I could just imagine her, sprawled out, legs open, Chris between them, desperately licking her pussy as he tried to redeem himself from the humiliation of earlier.

I chuckled softly to myself, taking another sip of my beer, the bitterness of it sharp against my tongue. She had him wrapped around her finger, and he’d never be able to satisfy her the way I did, no matter how many times he tried.

The muffled sounds grew a little louder, Michelle’s moans carrying on the breeze. I leaned back in the chair, my grin widening. She was enjoying herself, making sure Chris knew exactly where he stood.

As the last of my beer disappeared, I pulled my phone from my pocket, the glow from the screen lighting up the darkened deck. I couldn’t resist. I opened a new message and typed quickly.

"So, when do you want to come over again?"

I hit send, my grin still plastered across my face as I sat there in the darkness, the night air cool and the sound of Michelle’s pleasure drifting faintly from next door.
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Once You Go Black: A White Wife Discovers She Can't Go Back

How did I feel as I watched for the very first time? If I'm honest, it's a question I still can't answer. I know what I'm meant to say. I know the answer 99% of husbands would give.

The first time I saw my wife sucking a big black cock, I felt angry, disgusted, rage, hatred, etc. Any of those things. That's how I should have felt. But I didn't, well, not exactly.

I did feel angry, but there was something else. A massive serving of humiliation, too. But it was weird because the angrier I felt, the harder I got. The more humiliated I felt, the hornier I got.

Until I came, right then and there, without even touching myself. And then the arousal was gone, and I was left with pure embarrassment.

But she's done it now; she's had a big black cock, and we all know what they say. Once she goes black, she'll never go back!

Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes

“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."

Taken On Vacation: A White Wife Surrenders to Her Big Black Urge

Day one of our vacation couldn't have been any better. Beautiful resort, beautiful suite, amazing beaches, and my pretty wife, letting go and relaxing with a few cocktails.

Actually, it could. Day two and she woke me up by giving me head. I couldn't even guess at the last time she did that.

But somehow we've ended up here. It's day seven, and now it isn't my cock she's sucking anymore, it's Carter's big black cock.

Is this the perfect ending to our vacation or the start of a brutal nightmare
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