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Our Adventurous Marriage

My wife Sarah and I are probably the last couple anyone would expect to find themselves in the kind of situation we’re in now.

From the outside, we look completely ordinary. Fifteen years of marriage, a nice house in the suburbs, solid careers, weekend barbecues, and the usual arguments about whose turn it is to unload the dishwasher. We’re the couple our friends invite over for dinner and never suspect has a secret wild side.

But behind closed doors, our sex life has always been passionate and playful. We never lost that spark. If anything, the longer we’ve been together, the more comfortable we’ve become exploring each other’s desires. We talk openly about fantasies, watch porn together, use toys, and role-play in the bedroom. There’s a deep trust between us that allows us to be completely honest about what turns us on.

What really brings out our adventurous side, though, is when we’re away from home and have a few drinks in us.

It started innocently enough on a beach vacation in Mexico two years ago. After a long night of cocktails and dancing, we walked along the dark shoreline. The beach was empty, the moon was bright, and the warm breeze felt incredible on our skin. Sarah suddenly pushed me against a palm tree, dropped to her knees in the sand, and pulled my cock out. She gave me one of the sloppiest, most enthusiastic blowjobs of my life while the waves crashed nearby. When I warned her I was close, she just looked up at me with those mischievous eyes, took me deeper, and swallowed every drop. We laughed like teenagers the whole way back to the hotel.

Then there was the train ride home from visiting her sister in New York. The business class car was half-empty and the lights were dimmed. Sarah had worn a loose sundress. Halfway through the journey, she draped her legs across mine, and I slipped my hand under her dress. I fingered her slowly and deliberately for nearly an hour — teasing her clit, sliding two fingers deep inside her, and bringing her to two powerful, trembling orgasms while she bit my shoulder to keep from moaning out loud. By the time we got home, she was soaked and desperate. We barely made it inside the house before tearing each other’s clothes off.

There have been other moments too — daring each other to fuck quietly in a hotel balcony hot tub, making out like horny teenagers in the back of a taxi, and once even letting her flash her tits to a trucker on the highway while I drove. Each time, the combination of alcohol, freedom, and that delicious rush of doing something a little risky made the sex afterward mind-blowing.

So when I brought up my latest fantasy one lazy Thursday evening, after a bottle of wine and some heavy flirting, Sarah didn’t look shocked at all.

We were fooling around on the couch, her hand slowly stroking my cock while I played with her nipples through her thin tank top.

“Hey honey,” I murmured, my voice low and rough with arousal, “I’ve got an idea for something different.”

Sarah gave my cock a slow, teasing squeeze. “Mmm, I like the sound of that. What are you thinking?”

I smiled against her neck. “What if we role-play like we’re strangers meeting at a bar? We pretend we don’t know each other… flirt, tease, see where the night takes us.”

Sarah pulled back slightly, her eyes sparkling with interest. “Oh really?” she said with a playful grin. “That actually sounds really hot. How would it work?”

I kept playing with her nipple as I explained. “I’d drop you off first. You go in, find a spot at the bar looking sexy as hell. I come in a few minutes later, sit nearby, and eventually come over and buy you a drink. Then we just… see what happens.”

She bit her lip, clearly turned on by the idea. I knew her exhibitionist side would love this.

“Ooooh, I like this plan a lot,” she purred, her voice dropping into that husky tone that always drives me crazy. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and started stroking me with purpose.

“Yeah?” I chuckled, pinching her nipple gently. “You like the idea of dressing up like a total slut and sitting there alone, knowing every guy in the place is staring at you… thinking about fucking you?”

Sarah let out a soft, needy moan and stroked me faster. “Mmm… fuck yes,” she whispered, her breath hot against my mouth. “That’s really turning me on.”

We were both breathing harder now. I kissed her deeply, hungry and passionate, before pulling back just enough to ask, “So… you want to do it? Next Friday?”

Sarah’s eyes were dark with lust. She gave my cock one long, firm stroke and grinned.

“Fuck yes. Let’s pick a place.”

We ended up having some of the hottest sex we’d had in weeks, frantically fucking on the couch while whispering dirty details about what might happen that night. By the time we collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, the plan was officially on.

Friday finally arrived, and the whole day felt charged with excitement.

We spent a good part of the afternoon going through Sarah’s closet together, laughing and teasing each other as we tried to pick the perfect outfit. She pulled out the sheer black top I’ve always loved — the one that clings to every curve and leaves almost nothing to the imagination.

“What about this one?” I asked hopefully.

Sarah smirked and shook her head. “Nice try, but it’s way too transparent for a bar. Let’s save that one for when we finally work up the courage to go to that swingers’ club.”

She said it so casually, so wickedly, that my cock twitched. I reluctantly agreed.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a confident little smile. “I know exactly what you like. I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”

While Sarah finished getting ready upstairs, I waited downstairs with a drink in hand, trying (and failing) to stay calm. My foot tapped restlessly as the anticipation built.

Then I heard the click of her heels on the stairs.

I looked up and my jaw literally dropped.

Sarah looked incredible.

She’d chosen a clingy, low-cut black top that hugged her breasts perfectly and showed off a generous amount of cleavage. Paired with it was a short, flared mid-thigh skirt that accentuated her toned ass and displayed her long, tanned legs. Black high-heeled wedge sandals completed the look, making her legs look even longer and sexier.

She was the perfect mix of classy and slutty — exactly what I’d fantasized about.

“Well?” Sarah asked playfully as she slowly twirled around, giving me a full 360-degree view. “What do you think?”

I took a moment just to drink her in, my eyes roaming over every curve.

“Fuck, Sarah…” I finally managed. “You look ridiculously hot. I want to bend you over the couch right now.”

She laughed, clearly pleased with my reaction. “Good. That’s exactly the reaction I was going for.” She took a few steps closer, hips swaying. “Think the other guys at the bar will like it?”

“They’re going to lose their minds,” I said, stepping forward and running my hands over her waist. “Every man in that place is going to be staring at your tits and legs, imagining what it would be like to fuck you.”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed and her eyes darkened with arousal. She pressed her body against mine and whispered, “Good. I want them looking.”

I groaned and kissed her hard, my hands sliding down to grab her ass. For a second I seriously considered saying screw the bar and just taking her right there.

But Sarah pulled back with a mischievous grin.

“Later,” she said, giving my cock a teasing squeeze through my pants. “We’ve got a whole night of role-playing ahead of us. Let’s go have some fun.”

As we walked to the car, I couldn’t stop staring at Sarah. The way her short skirt swayed around her thighs and her tits bounced slightly with each step had me completely mesmerized.

I opened the passenger door for her. She slid in slowly, deliberately letting her skirt ride up high on her thighs and giving me a long, teasing look at her toned legs. I stood there frozen, drinking in the view.

Sarah giggled. “So… are we actually going to leave, or do you just want to stand there staring at my legs all night?”

I snapped out of it with a laugh and shook my head. “You’re killing me, you know that?”

I finally walked around to the driver’s side, started the car, and pulled away. As we drove toward the bar, I kept glancing over at her. The combination of her deep cleavage and those long, tanned legs on full display was driving me crazy.

I reached over and rested my hand on her knee, then slowly slid it up her smooth thigh.

“Fuck, I’m so horny right now,” I growled. “We should just find a quiet parking lot, climb in the back seat, and fuck each other silly.”

Sarah laughed and grabbed my wandering hand just as my fingers slipped under the hem of her skirt.

“Later,” she said, squeezing my hand but not moving it away completely. “We’ve been planning this role-play for days. Let’s stick to the adventure… for now.”

I gave her thigh one last firm squeeze before reluctantly returning my hand to the wheel, but the smile on her face told me she was just as turned on as I was.

Sarah was right. As tempted as I was to find a dark parking lot and take her right there in the back seat, I knew she had a point. We’d been planning this for days, and I didn’t want to rush past the main event. I reluctantly slid my hand back to the steering wheel, though I kept stealing glances at her toned thighs and deep cleavage every chance I got.

The bar we had chosen was in a neighboring town about fifteen minutes away — close enough to be convenient, but far enough that we were very unlikely to run into anyone we knew. That was important to both of us. We wanted the freedom to let go without worrying about gossip or awkward Monday-morning encounters.

We’d visited this particular bar a handful of times over the years and always enjoyed it. It struck the perfect balance: a large, elegant central bar with soft lighting, intimate high-top tables scattered around the edges, and several cozy U-shaped booths that offered a bit more privacy. The crowd it attracted was exactly what we were looking for — well-dressed, attractive couples and confident single professionals. It wasn’t a sleazy meat market, but it definitely had an undercurrent of flirtation in the air. Single men came here looking to meet someone, and with how Sarah was dressed tonight, I knew she was going to turn plenty of heads.

As we got closer, the nervous energy in the car started to build. I cleared my throat and decided it was a good time to go over the plan one last time.

“Remember,” I said, a hint of nervous excitement in my voice, “I’ll drop you off first, then wait about five minutes before I come in. Try to find a seat at the bar with some open spots around you if you can. We can stay in touch by texting.”

Sarah nodded, looking both eager and a little nervous herself. “I will. The bar might be busy, so I’ll do my best. I’ll keep my phone out so I can see your texts right away — you do the same, okay?”

“Got it,” I replied.

I pulled up right in front of the bar and stopped. Sarah leaned over and gave me a quick, teasing kiss on the cheek before stepping out. I stayed put for a moment, watching her walk toward the entrance. Her short skirt swayed with every step, showing off her long legs and the perfect curve of her ass. A couple was just leaving as she approached, and the man did a double-take, his eyes lingering hungrily on her body. Sarah noticed and didn’t seem to mind one bit. In fact, I caught the subtle sway in her hips as she walked past him.

Damn, I thought, she’s already turning heads.

I drove a couple blocks down the street, found a parking spot, and killed the engine. The five-minute wait felt like forever. My heart was pounding with a mix of nerves and arousal. Finally, I got out and walked back to the bar.


Stepping Inside

As I stepped inside, I paused for a second to let my eyes adjust to the dim lighting. The place was packed and buzzing with energy. I scanned the room and quickly spotted Sarah. She hadn’t managed to get a seat at the main bar but had claimed a two-person high-top table along the side wall. It was a great spot — visible from almost everywhere in the room.

I spotted an open stool on the far side of the main bar that gave me a perfect angled view of her. I quickly made my way over and sat down.

The spot I found was perfect. I was seated at a slight angle to Sarah, giving me a clear view of her while we faced each other across the room. The high-top table she’d chosen was even better than I’d hoped — it put her long, sexy legs and generous cleavage on full display for anyone who cared to look. And plenty of people were looking.

I ordered a Manhattan from the bartender and, once it arrived, pulled out my phone and texted her:

Great spot you found. You look so fucking hot. How are you holding up?

Sarah’s phone lit up on the table. She glanced down, read the message, and a small smile crossed her lips as she typed back.

I’m good 😊 This was the only decent spot open when I walked in. I’m glad you found a seat where we can see each other.

A moment later, a waitress arrived with Sarah’s drink — a vodka cranberry. She took a large sip right away. I could tell she was a little nervous. That big gulp was a dead giveaway, even from across the room.

I sat at the bar sipping my Manhattan, but it was hard to focus on anything except Sarah. Eventually I forced myself to look around the room and noticed two older guys at the end of the bar openly staring at her. A younger man in his late twenties was also watching her closely, his eyes locked on her legs. After taking a big gulp of his beer for courage, he stood up and walked straight over to her table.

Well, that didn’t take long, I thought with a mix of amusement and arousal. Less than ten minutes in and Sarah was already getting her first “bite.”

The guy was in good shape with dirty blond hair, wearing a fitted shirt and jeans. He introduced himself and shook her hand, then gestured to the empty stool across from her. Sarah smiled warmly and nodded, letting him sit down.

I couldn’t help but grin. Our little role-play fantasy was actually happening. I felt a rush of nervous excitement coursing through me.

As they started talking, Sarah casually crossed and uncrossed her legs a couple of times. I watched the guy struggling not to stare every time she did it. His eyes kept drifting down to her toned thighs and then up to the generous cleavage spilling out of her low-cut top. He was doing his best to play it cool, but he was clearly hooked.

After a few minutes, I sent her a quick text:

Everything okay over there? Need me to come rescue you?

Her phone lit up. She read it and smiled before typing back.

Everything’s fine 😊 He’s actually really cute and can’t stop staring at my body. This is fun and EXCITING!

Even from across the room, I could see the big grin on her face. She was clearly enjoying the attention.

Just then the waitress came over, and they ordered another round of drinks.

More time passed, and this guy, Sam as I later found out, was clearly growing bolder. He leaned in closer as they talked, occasionally letting his hand rest on Sarah’s leg. She made no effort to move away or brush his hand off. Eventually, he left it there on her knee, his fingers gently stroking her skin while they continued flirting.

I was on my second drink by now, the whiskey warming my blood and heightening every sensation. When Sam finally stood up and headed toward the restroom, I saw my opportunity. I finished my drink, stood up, and casually walked over to Sarah’s table.

“Where did your friend go?” I asked with a smirk.

“He went to the restroom,” Sarah replied, smiling up at me. “But he made me promise I wouldn’t leave. He also wants to take me to another bar after this, but I already told him no thanks.”

Before I could respond, Sam came walking back. His face tightened with obvious annoyance the moment he saw me standing there. Sarah jumped in smoothly.

“Oh Sam, this is an old friend of mine — Mark.”

“Hi, nice to meet you,” I said, extending my hand.

Sam shook it, but I could tell he wasn’t happy. He quickly positioned himself between Sarah and me, clearly trying to block me out. As we made small talk, he even placed his hand back on Sarah’s knee possessively, as if marking his territory. It was obvious he was hoping I’d take the hint and disappear.

“Let me get everyone another round,” I suggested as the waitress approached. I pulled out the other chair and sat down, making it very clear I wasn’t going anywhere.

“We’re good,” Sam said quickly. “We were just about to head out.”

He looked at Sarah hopefully as he said it, clearly still trying to salvage the night.

“Actually,” Sarah replied with a sweet smile, “I think I’m going to stay and catch up with Mark. It’ll be fun to hear what he’s been up to all these years.” She gave me a little wink that sent a thrill through me.

Sam couldn’t completely hide his disappointment, but he handled it gracefully. “Well, it was great meeting you,” he said to Sarah. He pulled out his phone, gave her his number, and asked her to text him hers. Sarah thanked him for the drinks and promised she would. Then she leaned in, gave him a soft peck on the cheek, and — whether intentionally or not — offered him a perfect view down the front of her low-cut top.

After Sam walked away, Sarah turned to me with a slightly guilty expression.

“I feel kind of bad flirting with him like that and then shooting him down.”

I scoffed lightly and shook my head. “Don’t feel bad for even a second. That guy just got to flirt with a gorgeous, sexy woman, grope your legs, and stare at your tits all night… and all it cost him was a couple of drinks. Trust me, any guy would say he got way more than his money’s worth.”

Sarah laughed, the guilt melting away. We flagged down the waitress and ordered a third round of drinks. The alcohol was hitting us nicely now, mixing with the thrill of the game we were playing and loosening us both up.

Once our fresh drinks arrived, I leaned in slightly, openly letting my eyes drift down to her impressive cleavage.

“So… are you married?” I asked with a mischievous grin.

Sarah looked momentarily surprised, but she quickly caught on that I was stepping fully into our role-play. She recovered with a playful smile.

“I am, actually. I have a great husband, but he’s out of town for work, so I decided to get out of the house for a little while and have some fun.”

“Well, it’s my lucky night then,” I replied, letting my gaze drop obviously to her legs. “Your husband must be a leg man.”

Sarah laughed softly, then very slowly and deliberately uncrossed her legs before recrossing them the other way. The movement was smooth, sensual, and gave me — and half the bar — a long, teasing look at her toned thighs.

“He is,” she said with a playful smile. She leaned forward slightly and ran her hand slowly up her lower leg and over her thigh, stroking her own skin. “Why? Do you like my legs?”

“Very much,” I answered, my voice lower now.

We continued talking and flirting, the chemistry between us growing hotter by the minute. I told her I was also married to a beautiful, sexy woman who was out of town for the weekend — but that she’d given me a “hall pass.”

Sarah smirked, clearly enjoying the game. “She sounds very understanding. Does she get a hall pass too?”

“Only if she promises to tell me every dirty detail,” I said with a grin. “And I have to do the same for her.”

As we laughed and kept flirting, I noticed someone staring intently in our direction. I glanced over and saw a tall, well-built Black man sitting at the bar just behind Sarah’s left shoulder. He was openly drinking in her body — his eyes moving appreciatively over her cleavage and legs. Sarah hadn’t noticed him yet.

I leaned in closer and lowered my voice. “There’s a good-looking Black guy at the bar behind you. He’s blatantly checking you out. Like… really checking you out.” I paused, watching her reaction. “Are you interested?”

To be clear, one of my biggest fantasies for a long time had been watching Sarah with a well-endowed Black man. And it wasn’t just my fantasy — Sarah had always gotten very turned on by it too whenever we talked about it in bed. So the moment I noticed this guy, my mind started racing. Her flirting with him could take tonight’s adventure to a whole new level.

As I described him, Sarah casually glanced over her shoulder. The man caught her eye immediately and raised his glass toward her with a confident smile. Sarah turned back to me, her cheeks flushing.

“He’s very cute,” she gushed, a hint of excitement in her voice.

“I’m going to hit the men’s room,” I said, standing up and brushing past her. I leaned down and added quietly, “Let’s see what happens.”

Sarah didn’t protest or try to stop me. That alone told me she was very interested in seeing where this might go.

I took my time walking toward the restroom hallway, then paused and glanced back. Sure enough, the man was already talking to the waitress and pointing toward Sarah’s table. My pulse quickened.

After waiting a few minutes in the restroom, I stepped back into the hallway and looked toward our table. He was already standing there talking with Sarah. She was laughing at something he said and had her hand resting lightly on his arm. The chemistry looked instant.

As I walked back and approached the table, Sarah looked up and smiled.

“Mike, this is an old friend of mine — Mark.”

Mike and I shook hands firmly. Up close, I could size him up better. He was around six feet tall with a solid, athletic build and clearly in great shape. He wore a tight black t-shirt that showed off his broad chest and muscular arms, paired with dark dress jeans.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” Mike said politely.

“Not at all,” I replied, glancing over at Sarah. “Why don’t you join us?”

Sarah smiled warmly. “Yes, please sit with us.” She turned to me and added, “Mike was nice enough to buy us a round of drinks.” Right on cue, the waitress arrived with three fresh cocktails.

Mike grabbed a stool from nearby and pulled it over, positioning himself between us. As Sarah shifted to make room, she turned her body slightly toward him, giving him an excellent view of both her cleavage and her long legs.

It was clear Sarah knew exactly what she was doing — and she was loving every second of it. She casually ran her left hand up and down her thigh while leaning forward as she spoke, keeping Mike’s attention locked firmly on her body.

Mike turned out to be a funny, witty guy, and the three of us fell into easy conversation. I enjoyed watching Sarah flirt with both of us, but especially the way she teased Mike. She was in full seductress mode.

“So how do you two know each other?” Mike asked curiously.

“We’re old friends,” I answered.

“Oh, I thought you might be a couple,” Mike said, looking pleasantly surprised.

Sarah surprised me by jumping in. “Well… actually, we are married.”

Mike paused, looking a little uncertain. “Oh. In that case, I should probably get out of your way.”

“No, stay,” Sarah said quickly, glancing over at me for support. “You don’t have to leave.”

“Yes. We’re having a lot of fun,” I interjected, my pulse racing. “Besides… Sarah is really enjoying the way you’ve been staring at her body. And I can tell you’re enjoying yourself too.”

The words hung in the air for a moment. I’d said it casually, but the effect was immediate. Both Sarah and Mike froze, looking at me with wide-eyed surprise. A heavy, electric silence settled over the table.

It might have been the three drinks buzzing through my system, but I decided to throw caution completely to the wind. My heart was hammering, but the rush felt incredible.

“Oh, come on, you two,” I said with a half-smile, leaning back in my chair. “I’m just being honest. Are you really going to tell me I’m wrong?”

Sarah blushed deeply, dropping her gaze to the table for a second. Mike looked back and forth between us, clearly trying to read the situation. The tension was thick now, crackling between the three of us.

Finally, Mike let out a low chuckle and decided to match my honesty. He openly let his eyes roam over Sarah’s body again — her cleavage, her crossed legs, the curve of her hips — before looking straight at me.

“No… to be honest,” he said, his voice deep and smooth, “I sure as hell am enjoying the view your wife is giving me. She’s fucking stunning.”

A fresh wave of heat rushed through me at his bold words. Instead of feeling jealous, I felt a powerful surge of arousal. I looked at Sarah, who was still blushing but now had a small, nervous smile playing on her lips.

“Well, I’m enjoying you looking at her,” I admitted, surprising even myself with how easily the words came out. I turned to Sarah, my voice dropping slightly. “Do you like Mike looking at you, baby?”

Sarah’s cheeks burned even redder. She glanced at me, then at Mike, clearly flustered but undeniably turned on. After a couple of seconds, she bit her lower lip and answered softly, almost shyly.

“Yes…” she said, her voice quiet but warm. A small, sexy smile spread across her face as she added, “I do.”

The admission sent a visible shiver through all three of us. The sexual tension at the table had just jumped to another level. What had started as playful flirting was now something much more charged — and none of us seemed in any hurry to pull back.

The sexual tension at the table was rising fast, thick and undeniable. My heart was pounding with a potent mix of nerves and excitement. I wanted to see just how far this night could go. Glancing around the busy bar, I noticed one of the large, cozy U-shaped booths in a dimly lit corner had just opened up. It looked perfect — more comfortable and private than our current high-top.

“Why don’t we move over to that booth in the corner?” I suggested. “We’ll be more comfortable, and we can order some appetizers too.”

Sarah and Mike both agreed immediately. After letting the waitress know, the three of us got up and made our way across the room. I deliberately let Sarah slide into the booth first, then turned to Mike.

“Mike, why don’t you sit on that side,” I said, gesturing, “and I’ll slide in on the other side of Sarah.”

He didn’t hesitate. Within seconds, Sarah was nicely wedged between us in the curved booth. The seating arrangement felt intimate, almost possessive — exactly what I had in mind. Her body was now pressed close to both of us, with nowhere to hide.

We ordered another round of drinks along with a few appetizers to share. As we waited for the food, the conversation flowed easily. Mike told us he was forty-eight, worked in law enforcement, had been divorced for about five years, and had three grown kids. He was charming and easy to talk to, but I could tell his attention kept drifting back to Sarah.

As he spoke, I shifted closer to my wife, leaning in like I was hanging on his every word. At the same time, I casually placed my hand on her smooth thigh, slowly sliding it up and down, stroking her soft skin. The booth table didn’t offer much cover, so Mike had a clear view of exactly what I was doing. Instead of looking uncomfortable, he slid in a little closer to Sarah on his side, his eyes following the movement of my hand with obvious interest.

We were all having a genuinely good time. The drinks were flowing, the laughter was coming easier, and the sexual undercurrent between the three of us was growing stronger by the minute. Eventually, Mike leaned back slightly and asked the question that had probably been on his mind for a while.

“So… do you guys do this kind of role-playing thing in bars often?”

A little embarrassed, Sarah let out a soft laugh. “This is actually our first time doing something like this,” she admitted. “We wanted to try it out because it seemed like it could be a lot of fun.”

Mike smiled, his eyes flicking between us. “So… are you two having fun so far?”

“I know I am,” I answered quickly, my voice full of excitement.

“Me too,” Sarah added, her cheeks still slightly flushed.

I could feel the moment was right to push things further. I looked at Mike and said casually, “You know, Mike, I keep catching you glancing at Sarah’s legs. Do you like them?”

Mike didn’t hesitate. He let his gaze drop openly to her toned thighs before slowly moving back up her body. “What’s not to like?” he said with a deep chuckle. “They were the first thing I noticed about your wife when I sat down. I’m definitely a leg man, and hers are absolutely gorgeous.” His eyes continued traveling upward as he added, “Of course, the rest of her is sexy as hell too.”

The way he said it — bold, appreciative, and unapologetic — sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I loved hearing another man openly lust after my wife like this. Sarah shifted slightly in her seat, clearly affected by his words.

Emboldened by the growing tension and the alcohol, I decided to take the next step. Sarah still had her legs crossed. I slowly removed my hand from her thigh and looked at Mike.

“You should feel how smooth and toned they are,” I said, my voice low. “Go ahead and touch them. I’m sure Sarah won’t mind.” I turned to her. “Would you, honey?”

Sarah looked at me for a moment, her eyes wide with surprise at how direct I was being. For a split second I wondered if I’d gone too far. But then she turned back toward Mike, biting her lower lip. In a soft, slightly breathless voice she said, “I’m fine with it… if you want to feel them.”

Mike didn’t need to be told twice. His large, strong hand moved smoothly off the table and landed on Sarah’s upper thigh. His fingers were confident as he slowly stroked up and down the smooth, tanned skin of her leg, savoring the feel of her.

I watched intently, my cock already starting to throb in my pants. The sight of this well-built stranger’s hand caressing my wife’s thigh right in front of me was incredibly arousing.

I could see Sarah visibly shudder as Mike’s strong hand moved along her thigh. She instinctively pressed her legs together and rubbed them slowly against each other in a clear sign of pleasure. Her breathing had grown a little heavier.

Emboldened by the sight, I looked Mike straight in the eye and said brazenly, “I like watching you touch my wife.”

Mike looked momentarily surprised by my directness, but he didn’t pull his hand away. Instead, he smiled confidently and gave Sarah’s thigh a firm, possessive squeeze, his fingers digging gently into her soft flesh.

“I would be happy to help you two in any way you’d like,” he said, his deep voice smooth and eager. “It’s a lot of fun — and seriously fucking exciting — playing with your wife’s body like this.”

Sarah shuddered again at his words, clearly turned on by how openly we were talking about her. At this point I was four drinks deep and riding a powerful wave of arousal. I decided it was time to push things even further.

As I watched Mike continue to fondle my wife’s thigh right in front of me, I leaned toward Sarah but made sure to speak loud enough for Mike to hear every word.

“Honey,” I said, my voice low and commanding, “why don’t you excuse yourself and go to the ladies’ room? Take off your panties, put them in your purse, and then come back to us.”

Sarah’s eyes widened in surprise, and for a brief second she looked at me like I might be joking. But when I held her gaze steadily, she didn’t protest. She simply nodded, slid out of the booth, and stood up. She gave both of us one last lingering look before walking toward the restroom, her hips swaying seductively.


Are We Cool?

I couldn’t believe how smoothly this was unfolding — but I also wasn’t completely shocked. I could tell Sarah was just as turned on by the whole situation as I was.

Once she was out of earshot, I turned to Mike. “Are you cool with all this?”

Mike nodded without hesitation, though he still looked a little stunned by how fast things were progressing. “Hell yeah. What do you want to do?”

“I have an idea,” I said, lowering my voice. “When Sarah comes back, I want you to ask her to show us what’s inside her purse — so we can both see that she followed my instructions. Then just follow my lead after that. Sound good?”

“Sounds fucking great,” Mike replied, grinning. “Man, your wife is incredibly hot. I still can’t believe my luck tonight.”

I chuckled. “Well, I’ll tell you something that’ll help — she really likes being told what to do. She responds well to a dominant tone and dirty talk. If you want to get her really worked up, don’t be shy about taking charge. I plan on doing the same.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “You’re really okay with that?”

“Absolutely,” I said firmly. “If either of us goes too far, we’ll speak up — Sarah included. But I have a feeling we’re all going to enjoy where this is headed.”

Just as we were finishing our conversation, Sarah came walking back toward the booth. Both Mike and I turned to watch her, openly drinking in the sight. Her hips swayed seductively with every step, her full tits bounced gently in that tight low-cut top, and her long legs looked incredible in those heels. The knowing little smile on her face told me she could feel both of our hungry stares.

I started to slide out of the booth to let her back in, but Mike beat me to it. He quickly stood up and stepped aside, gesturing for Sarah to slide in from his side. As she moved past him, Mike boldly placed his large hand right on her ass, letting it linger there possessively as she lowered herself into the booth. He gave her a firm squeeze before finally letting go.

He’s catching on fast, I thought with an internal laugh.

Mike slid back in right beside her, pressing close. Sarah casually crossed her legs, giving both of us another teasing view of her smooth, toned thighs. Without missing a beat, Mike rested his hand back on her leg, his fingers slowly stroking her skin.

He looked across at me with a mischievous grin. “You know, Mark… I think we should make sure your wife did exactly as she was told.” Then he turned to Sarah, his voice dropping into a deeper, more commanding tone. “Sarah, show us what’s inside your purse. Let us see if you took your panties off like your husband asked.”

Sarah held his gaze for a moment, then smiled — a mix of nervousness and pure arousal. Without saying a word, she reached for her small purse, opened it, and tilted it toward us. There, clearly visible on top of her things, was her black lace thong.

“Satisfied?” she asked, her voice playful but slightly breathless.

Mike’s eyes darkened with lust. “Not even close,” he said, his hand sliding higher up her thigh until his fingers disappeared just under the hem of her short skirt.

My cock was throbbing painfully against my pants. I looked at Sarah and admitted, “I don’t know about Mike, but my dick is so fucking hard right now.”

Sarah turned toward Mike, a wicked, lust-filled look in her eyes. The sexual energy between the three of us was now crackling.

Sarah turned to Mike with a wicked, lust-filled look in her eyes. The shy, blushing woman from earlier had completely disappeared. In her place was a confident, aroused vixen who was clearly loving every second of this.

“Mike,” she asked in a low, sultry voice, “is your cock hard right now?” She paused for just a moment, then added with a naughty smile, “Your hand is so close to my exposed pussy… is it making your cock hard?”

Her bold, filthy words hit both Mike and me like a lightning bolt.

I looked down and watched as Mike’s hand slid even higher up Sarah’s thigh. The sight was so erotic that I couldn’t stay on the sidelines any longer. I placed my hand on her other knee and slowly uncrossed her legs.

“I want in on this too,” I said, my voice thick with arousal.

I spread her legs just slightly apart, giving both of us better access. Now I had my hand running up the silky smooth skin of her left thigh while Mike continued teasing her right. Our hands moved in tandem, slowly stroking higher and higher. I made eye contact with Sarah, holding her gaze as I boldly slid my hand all the way under her short skirt and brushed my fingers lightly over her bare, shaved pussy.

Sarah couldn’t hold back — a soft, needy moan escaped her lips and her head tilted back slightly. Her legs parted even wider on their own, inviting us in.

Mike stared with his mouth slightly open, clearly shocked and incredibly turned on as he watched me touch my wife’s pussy right there in the booth.

I looked at him, my heart racing. “Do you want to feel Sarah’s pussy?”

“More than anything,” he replied, his voice low and hungry as he stared at her.

“Well, I’m okay with it if she is,” I said, turning to Sarah.

Sarah was gripping the edge of the table with both hands, visibly trembling with excitement. She looked at Mike, her eyes dark with lust, and spoke in a breathy, desperate voice.

“I want you to touch my pussy,” she said lustily. “Please…”

Mike didn’t waste another second. His large, strong hand moved confidently up her thigh and disappeared under her skirt. I watched, mesmerized, as he began to play with my wife’s bare pussy right there in the middle of the busy bar. His fingers moved slowly at first, exploring her wetness, then more deliberately as he found her swollen clit.

Sarah let out another quiet moan and bit her lip hard, trying to stay quiet. I quickly glanced around the bar, my pulse pounding. Thankfully, no one seemed to be paying any real attention to us. The dim lighting and the noise level were working in our favor.

I turned back just in time to hear Sarah let out a sharp little yelp. Her leg pressed firmly against mine as she spread her thighs wider without thinking. Mike’s hand was moving more purposefully now, his fingers rubbing vigorously over her pussy and swollen clit.

“Do you like Mike playing with your pussy?” I asked, my voice low and husky.

“Oh yesssss…” Sarah moaned, the word stretching out into a desperate, breathy sound.

Mike leaned in closer to her, his deep voice turning into a growl. “You have such a sexy pussy,” he told her, his fingers never stopping their skilled movements. “So smooth and wet for me.”

He added with obvious satisfaction, “Your wife is so fucking wet… I can slide my fingers right into her pussy so easily.”

From the way Sarah’s body jerked and her mouth fell open in a silent gasp, I knew he had just pushed a thick finger deep inside her. This stranger we had met only a few hours ago was now finger-fucking my wife in a booth at a crowded bar — and it was one of the most intensely erotic things I had ever witnessed. My cock was rock hard and leaking in my pants as I watched the scene unfold.

Sarah gripped the edge of the table so tightly her knuckles turned white, clearly trying not to collapse forward. Her head fell back against the booth, eyes closed, lips parted as soft, needy whimpers escaped her. I could tell she was right on the edge, teetering dangerously close to orgasm.

I caught Mike’s eye across the table and gave him a clear nod of encouragement, silently telling him to keep going. Seeing that I was completely on board with everything happening, Mike turned his full attention back to Sarah. His voice dropped even lower, taking on a dominant, commanding tone.

“Do you want to cum while I play with your pussy?” Mike asked, his voice low and teasing. “If you do, then you need to ask me properly.”

With that, he slowly pulled his hand back from under her skirt and let it rest teasingly on her thigh, denying her any further stimulation.

Sarah was breathing hard, her face flushed with arousal and frustration. She looked at Mike with desperate, pleading eyes.

“Please make me cum,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need. “I want you to play with my pussy until I cum all over your hand.”

Mike smiled with satisfaction at her obedient response. Without another word, he slid his hand back under her skirt and returned to pleasuring her, his fingers moving with renewed purpose. He rubbed her swollen clit in firm circles before sliding two thick fingers deep inside her soaked pussy.

Then he got bolder. He reached down, took one of Sarah’s hands off the table, and placed it firmly on the large bulge in his jeans. Sarah didn’t hesitate. With their eyes locked in intense eye contact, she began rubbing his hard cock through the fabric, stroking him slowly but eagerly.

The sight of my wife stroking another man’s dick while he fingered her in public was almost too much. My own cock was painfully hard, straining against my jeans. I had to reach down and adjust myself for some relief.

Feeling mischievous and incredibly turned on, I leaned in close to Sarah’s ear and whispered, “Unzip his fly and pull his cock out, baby.”

As I said it, I glanced around the bar. My heart skipped a beat when I noticed a man sitting a few seats away at the main bar. He was watching us intently, his eyes fixed on our booth. There was no question he knew exactly what was happening under the table. A big, knowing grin spread across his face as our eyes met.

Sarah noticed him too. For a brief moment she froze, but instead of pulling away, she continued rubbing Mike’s bulge, even squeezing him a little harder. The presence of an audience seemed to excite her even more.

I wasn’t bothered by our new audience at all, and apparently neither was Sarah. She simply moved her hand with purpose, her fingers working quickly to unbutton Mike’s jeans. She slowly pulled down his zipper, the sound barely audible over the noise of the bar.

Mike gasped sharply the moment her hand slipped inside his pants and made direct contact with his cock. A second later, Sarah pulled his thick, rock-hard black cock out into the open.

Even in the dim lighting of the booth, I could see it clearly. Mike was hung. His cock was rock hard and stood proud — roughly seven inches long, just a little longer than mine, but significantly thicker. The impressive girth made Sarah’s hand look small as she wrapped her fingers around his heavy shaft. The contrast of her pale skin against his dark, veiny cock was incredibly erotic.

Sarah glanced down at it, her eyes widening slightly with obvious appreciation, before she began slowly stroking him. Her hand moved up and down his thick length with growing confidence.

Mike groaned deeply and responded by rubbing Sarah’s pussy with much more intensity, his fingers plunging in and out of her soaked folds. The motion of Sarah’s arm made it pretty obvious to anyone who might be looking what she was doing under the table, but she didn’t seem to care. She kept steadily jerking his big black cock while he fingered her.

“Do you like my dick?” Mike asked, his voice rough with pleasure.

“Yes,” Sarah answered breathlessly, looking over at me with a naughty smile before turning her gaze back to Mike. “I really like it.”

Mike smirked, clearly enjoying her enthusiasm. “Do you like playing with my big black cock?” he asked, his voice low and dirty. “I can tell your husband loves watching you stroke it.”

“Oh, I love it,” Sarah gushed, her voice full of genuine excitement. “I’ve never touched a black cock before… but I’m so wet stroking yours. It’s so hard and thick in my hand.”

She could barely wrap her fingers all the way around his impressive girth, but that didn’t stop her. Sarah continued stroking him with long, slow movements, pumping his thick black shaft up and down while staring at it with lust-filled eyes. The contrast between her small pale hand and his dark, veiny cock was mesmerizing.

Mike let out a deep, appreciative groan and kept teasing her with dirty talk. “Boy, Mark… your wife is one slutty little girl. She sure knows how to give a great hand job.”

I couldn’t help but smile, my own arousal spiking at how bold Sarah was being. “That’s nothing,” I said, looking straight at Mike. “She’s ten times better with her mouth.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with suggestion. Sarah’s hand momentarily tightened around Mike’s thick cock as she heard me speak, and a fresh shiver ran through her body. She looked back and forth between us, her cheeks flushed and her breathing shallow. The filthy compliment seemed to turn her on even more.

“Oh God…” Mike moaned, his eyes locked on Sarah’s face. “I would love to see those sexy lips wrapped around my dick.”

The filthy words sent a visible shiver through Sarah. I leaned in closer, my own voice thick with arousal. “Well, what do you think, Sarah? Do you want to suck on his big black cock? Because I would love to watch that.”

Mike’s fingers never stopped moving between her legs, rubbing her clit in firm, steady circles. The combination of his touch and our teasing words was clearly overwhelming her. Sarah’s breathing grew ragged, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she squirmed in the booth.

“You want to suck on my big black cock, slut?” Mike asked, his voice deep and commanding as he pushed two fingers deeper inside her. “You want to wrap those pretty lips around me?”

Sarah’s thighs suddenly clamped tightly around Mike’s hand. Her whole body tensed as a powerful orgasm crashed over her.

“Yesssss!” she moaned loudly, unable to hold back. Her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth fell open in ecstasy as the climax hit her hard.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” Mike growled encouragingly, his fingers still working her pussy through the orgasm. “Cum all over my hand like a good girl. That’s it… keep cumming for me.”

Sarah gripped the table desperately, her knuckles white as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. Her legs trembled and her hips bucked subtly against Mike’s hand. I watched in awe as my wife came right there in the booth — her face flushed, her breathing ragged, and her body shuddering between us.

Mike kept fingering her gently through the aftershocks, drawing out every last bit of her orgasm while wearing a satisfied grin. The sight of Sarah coming undone on another man’s fingers — especially while she was still slowly stroking his thick black cock — was almost overwhelming.

We gave Sarah a few minutes to recover, letting her catch her breath while she leaned back against the booth with her eyes half-closed. Her face was beautifully flushed, and her chest was still rising and falling rapidly. Mike and I both watched her with hungry eyes, enjoying the sight of her coming down from the intense orgasm we had just given her.

Once her breathing had steadied, Mike gently took her hand and placed it back onto his thick, hard cock. Sarah needed no further encouragement. She wrapped her fingers around his impressive girth again and began slowly stroking him, her hand moving up and down his veiny shaft with renewed enthusiasm.

Mike let out a low groan of pleasure before looking across at me. “So… what’s next?” he asked, his voice thick with lust. “That was incredible playing with your wife’s pussy, but I really don’t want this night to end here.”

I glanced at both of them, my heart racing. “Well,” I said, keeping my voice low, “we have an audience right now. That guy at the bar has been watching the whole time — he just saw you finger my wife under the table, and he’s still watching her jerk you off.”

Mike and Sarah both turned their heads slightly to look. The man was still staring intently at our booth. When he realized we had noticed him, he raised his drink in a silent salute and gave a small, appreciative clap, a big grin spread across his face.

I turned back to Sarah. “Do you want Mike to come with us, honey?”

Even with the stranger watching, Sarah didn’t stop stroking Mike’s thick black cock. She looked down at it for a moment, biting her lip, then shifted her gaze between Mike and me. A shy but excited smile crossed her face.

“Yes,” she said softly, a playful giggle escaping her as her cheeks flushed even deeper. “I think I owe Mike some payback for that amazing orgasm.”

The words sent another rush of heat through me. Hearing my wife openly agree to continue this with another man — especially while she was still slowly pumping his cock — made my own dick throb with anticipation.

Mike smiled widely, clearly thrilled with her answer. “Then let’s get out of here,” he said, his voice full of excitement.

I caught the waitress’s eye and signaled for the check. As she started walking toward us, Sarah smoothly removed her hand from Mike’s cock. He quickly zipped up and buttoned his jeans, though the sizable bulge in his pants was still clearly visible.

“This is on me,” Mike said as the waitress arrived. He handed her his credit card with a big smile. “I insist. You two have made this one of the most memorable nights I’ve had in a long time.”

While we waited for her to return with the receipt, I noticed Mike looked a little nervous for the first time. He shifted in his seat and asked, “So… where should we go from here?”

“Don’t worry,” I replied with a confident grin. “I’ve got an idea.”

After the waitress came back, Mike left her a very hefty tip — clearly still riding the high from everything that had just happened. We all stood up and made our way toward the exit. As we passed the man at the bar who had been watching us, he raised his glass in a toast and looked Sarah up and down slowly.

“That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen,” he muttered with a grin. “Thanks for the show.”

We all gave him a quick nod and kept walking, not wanting to invite him to join us. Once outside, the cool night air felt refreshing against our flushed skin. We walked to our large Suburban. I opened the front passenger door for Sarah and helped her in, then Mike climbed into the back seat while I got behind the wheel.

“Let’s go find someplace more private,” I said as I started the engine and pulled away from the curb.


A Place Nearby

It didn’t take long. About ten blocks down the road, I spotted a small parking lot with around twenty spaces. I drove toward the back corner, where a large tree provided excellent cover. The spot was perfect — dark enough under the tree’s shadow for privacy, but still bathed in a soft yellowish glow from the nearby lampposts. I backed the truck in smoothly and turned off the engine.

At first, the three of us sat in slightly nervous silence, the reality of what we were about to do sinking in. The soft glow from the parking lot lights filtered through the windows, casting intimate shadows inside the truck.

Mike finally broke the tension, rubbing his hand over the obvious bulge in his jeans. “Look… I don’t want to do anything you two aren’t comfortable with,” he said, his voice thick with arousal, “but I’m really fucking horny right now and I need some relief.”

I glanced over at Sarah, then back at him with a grin. “Well, we don’t want you in any pain on our account. Go ahead and pull it out if you need to.” I looked at Sarah. “You wouldn’t mind, would you, baby?”

Sarah shook her head slowly, her eyes dark with excitement. “No… I don’t mind at all.”

Mike didn’t need any more encouragement. He quickly unbuttoned his jeans again, reached in, and pulled out his thick black cock. It sprang free, already rock hard and heavy in his hand. He wrapped his fingers around the impressive girth and began slowly stroking himself right there in the back seat, only a couple feet away from us.

“Show me those tits of yours,” Mike grunted, his eyes fixed on Sarah as he pumped his shaft. “I’ve been dying to see them all night.”

Sarah looked at me for reassurance. When she saw the eager smile on my face, she turned back toward Mike, rose up onto her knees on the passenger seat, and faced him. With a naughty little smile, she hooked her fingers into the neckline of her low-cut top and pulled it down, hooking the fabric underneath her full breasts. Her beautiful tits spilled out into the open air, nipples already hard and begging for attention.

Mike let out a deep, appreciative moan as he took in the sight. “Fuck… they’re even better than I imagined.”

Sarah smiled at his reaction, clearly loving the hungry look on his face. She reached up with both hands and began teasing her own nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers while gently squeezing her soft, full breasts.

“Do you like my tits?” she asked Mike, her voice sweet but dripping with seduction.

“Oh baby, they’re gorgeous,” he stammered, stroking his thick cock a little faster. “So fucking perfect.”

Sarah’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She tilted her head slightly and asked, “Do you want to cum on them?” Her voice dropped lower as she added, “I love when guys cum all over my tits.”

Sarah’s filthy words were having a powerful effect on me too. Hearing my wife openly offer her tits for another man to cum on made my cock throb painfully. I couldn’t take it anymore — I quickly unzipped my pants and pulled my own hard dick out, wrapping my hand around it and starting to stroke slowly as I watched the scene in front of me.

Then a better idea hit me.

Our Suburban has two big captain’s chairs in the second row with a nice open space between them. Perfect for what I had in mind.

“Why don’t we move back here with Mike?” I suggested to Sarah, my voice rough with excitement.

Sarah gave me a sexy smile and quickly pulled her top back up to cover herself. I tucked my cock back into my pants as best I could. We both climbed out of the front seats and walked around to the rear passenger door. I glanced around the parking lot — no one in sight. I opened the door and helped Sarah climb inside.

Once we were all in the back, Sarah knelt on the carpeted floor between the two captain’s chairs, looking up at Mike and me with lust-filled eyes. The position put her perfectly between us, her face level with our laps.

Mike looked down at her with raw hunger. “Pull that top down again,” he ordered, his voice deep and commanding. “Show me those gorgeous fucking tits of yours.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate. She hooked her fingers into her neckline and slowly pulled her top down again, tucking it underneath her full breasts so they bounced free. Her nipples were rock hard, clearly showing how turned on she was.

Mike let out a deep groan of appreciation as he stared at her exposed chest. “That’s it… just like that. Fuck, you have perfect tits, Sarah.”

She smiled up at him, clearly loving the way both of us were devouring her with our eyes. She stayed on her knees between us, topless and waiting for what came next, the soft yellow light from the parking lot lamps casting a sexy glow across her skin.

I had my cock out now too, slowly stroking myself as I watched Sarah on her knees between us. Both Mike and I were pumping our hard dicks while she teased us, playing with her full tits and pinching her hard nipples. The sight of her topless, looking up at us with that naughty expression, was incredibly hot.

After a minute or so of enjoying the show, I gave her a new command.

“Get your hands on both of us,” I told her. “Jerk us off.”

Sarah’s eyes lit up with excitement. She was clearly deep into this submissive, playful role now.

“Yes, Master,” she replied obediently, her voice soft and sultry. She reached up with both hands, wrapping her fingers around my cock with her right hand and Mike’s thick black cock with her left. Then she began stroking us both at the same time, slowly and deliberately.

Mike growled deeply and rolled his eyes back for a second in pleasure. “Fuck… I’d love to be your Master,” he said, staring down at her as she pumped his heavy shaft.

I smiled at her obedience and kept my eyes on her pretty face. “You know what I’d really love for you to do right now, slut?”

“What, Master?” Sarah asked, her voice husky with arousal as she continued stroking us.

“I want to watch you titty fuck Mike’s big black cock,” I said, my own dick twitching in her hand. I glanced over at Mike. “Would you like Sarah to wrap those gorgeous tits around your cock?”

Mike’s eyes darkened with lust. “I’d love nothing more,” he replied immediately, his voice rough. “I’ve been thinking about those perfect tits around my dick since the moment I saw her.”

Sarah let out a soft, excited moan at our words. She kept slowly stroking both of us, clearly loving being the center of attention and hearing us talk about using her body.

The energy inside the truck was electric now. Sarah was on her knees between two men, topless, stroking two hard cocks, and the night was only getting started.

Sarah stopped stroking us and released our cocks. She took both of her full, soft tits in her hands, squeezing them together invitingly as she looked up at Mike with pure lust in her eyes.

“Can I wrap my tits around your big cock?” she asked sweetly, “and stroke you with them?”

Mike’s thick black cock twitched in his hand. He stared down at her with dark, hungry eyes.

“Do you want to titty fuck my big black cock?” he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

“Yes, Sir,” Sarah answered immediately, her voice breathy and submissive.

Mike slowly stroked his thick shaft as he looked down at her. “Tell me exactly what you want, slut. I want to hear it in detail.”

Sarah bit her lip, clearly getting more turned on by being made to say it out loud. She squeezed her breasts tighter together, presenting them to him.

“I want to wrap my tits around your big black dick,” she cooed, her voice dripping with desire, “and have you fuck them… while my husband watches.”

A low, primal growl escaped Mike’s throat. “Well, do it then, slut,” he ordered.

Sarah smiled with wicked excitement. She shifted forward on her knees, leaned in closer, and pressed her soft, warm tits around his thick black cock. She squeezed them tightly together, completely enveloping his impressive girth between her cleavage. Then she began to slowly slide her breasts up and down his shaft, giving him a perfect titty fuck right there in the back of our truck.

Mike let out a deep, satisfied groan as he watched his dark cock disappear between my wife’s pale tits. “Fuck, that feels incredible,” he moaned, reaching down to gently hold the back of her head.

I sat back in my captain’s chair, slowly stroking my own cock as I watched the filthy, beautiful sight unfold right in front of me. Sarah’s eyes flicked over to me several times, making sure I was enjoying the show as she worked her tits up and down Mike’s thick black cock.

Sarah looked over at me while she continued sliding her soft tits up and down Mike’s thick black cock. Our eyes met, and the connection was intense. I was completely mesmerized by the sight — my wife on her knees, topless, willingly fucking another man’s cock with her breasts. Sarah could clearly see how much I was loving it.

“Do you like watching his big black cock sliding between my tits?” she asked innocently, though her voice was laced with pure filth. “Am I pleasing my Master?”

“Yes… you sure as hell are,” I groaned, slowly stroking my own cock. “You look so fucking good like that.”

Sarah smiled and kept working her breasts up and down Mike’s shaft, occasionally glancing back and forth between me and his cock as it disappeared into her deep cleavage.

Suddenly, Mike pulled his dick out from between her tits, looking frustrated. “Hold on,” he muttered. He quickly kicked off his shoes, then shoved his pants and underwear all the way down his legs, tossing them aside. Now completely naked from the waist down, his thick black cock stood straight up, hard and glistening.

“There. That’s much better,” he said with a satisfied sigh. He spread his muscular legs wider and reached for Sarah, pulling her back between them.

“Now wrap those beautiful tits around my shaft again,” he ordered, his voice deep and dominant, “and fuck my dick properly.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate. She immediately pressed her soft, full breasts back around his thick cock and started sliding them up and down with more energy. Mike groaned loudly, clearly enjoying the increased freedom and the warm, tight pressure of her cleavage.

He was really getting into it now, his hips starting to thrust upward to meet her movements. He placed one hand on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm as she worked her tits along his entire length.

“Fuck yes,” Mike growled, his eyes locked on the erotic sight of his dark cock sliding between my wife’s pale tits. “Just like that, baby. Keep fucking me with those perfect tits.”

After a few minutes of Sarah working her tits up and down his thick shaft, Mike looked down at her with a mischievous smile.

“We need a little lubricant on my dick,” he said, his voice rough with lust.

He pulled his cock back from between her breasts and held the heavy shaft in one hand. With his other hand, he grabbed a fistful of Sarah’s hair and firmly pushed her head down toward his lap.

“Here, suck my dick now, slut,” he ordered. “Get it nice and wet and lubed up for those pretty tits of yours.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate for even a second. She was clearly lost in the moment, completely turned on by being used like this. She opened her mouth obediently and lowered her lips over the thick head of Mike’s black cock, taking him deeper into her warm mouth.

“Ohhh, that’s it, baby,” Mike moaned, keeping his strong hand on the back of her head. “Just like that.”

He looked over at me, his face filled with pleasure. “Man, Mark… you weren’t lying. She gives incredible head. Her mouth and lips feel fucking amazing.”

I was slowly stroking my own cock, completely mesmerized by the sight in front of me. Sarah’s head bobbed up and down as she took more and more of Mike’s thick black cock into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him eagerly.

“Hey, look at your husband while you suck my dick, baby,” Mike ordered, tightening his grip in her hair. “I know he wants to watch you being a good little slut for me.”

Sarah obeyed instantly. She turned her eyes toward me while keeping Mike’s cock buried between her lips. The eye contact was incredibly intense — my wife staring at me with another man’s thick black cock in her mouth. The sheer filthiness of it made me groan loudly with pleasure.

Mike grinned, clearly enjoying his control. “Now suck your husband’s cock, slut,” he commanded, pulling her mouth off his dick with a wet pop.

Sarah obediently shifted over toward me. While she moved, I quickly kicked off my shoes, shoved my pants and boxers down my legs, and tossed them aside. My hard cock sprang free, already leaking with excitement.

The moment she was in front of me, Sarah leaned forward and took me into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked me eagerly, swirling her tongue around the head before sliding deeper. At the same time, Mike reached down, took her left hand, and wrapped her fingers around his thick black cock, guiding her to stroke him.

“This is one of the best nights of my life,” Mike said enthusiastically, groaning as Sarah’s hand pumped his heavy shaft.

I was in heaven. Sarah’s mouth felt incredible — warm, wet, and skilled as she bobbed up and down on my cock. I was already getting dangerously close to the edge. Not wanting to cum too soon, I gently pulled her off me.

“Take turns pleasuring both of us,” I ordered.

Sarah nodded obediently. For the next several minutes, she went back and forth between us like the perfect little slut. She would suck my cock for a while, stroking Mike with her hand, then switch — taking Mike’s thick black cock deep into her mouth while stroking me. Her head moved from side to side as she knelt between the two captain’s chairs, completely focused on pleasing us both.

We were parked in the back corner of a public parking lot, and here was my wife on her knees, willingly sucking two cocks and jerking us off in between. The sight was filthy and incredibly hot.

“Are you enjoying pleasuring us, baby?” I asked, my voice thick with lust.

Sarah pulled off my cock with a wet pop, her lips shiny and swollen. She looked up at me with glazed, aroused eyes and moaned, “Yes…” Then she nodded eagerly and went right back to sucking me while continuing to stroke Mike’s thick shaft.

The energy in the truck was intense. I let her worship us like this for a little longer before I gave her the next command.

Sarah quickly rose up from her knees, her eyes dark with lust. She lifted her short skirt up around her waist, revealing her glistening, shaved pussy. Without hesitation, she straddled me in the captain’s chair and slowly lowered herself onto my hard cock.

The moment her tight, soaked pussy enveloped me, she let out a long, throaty moan, looking directly at Mike as she did it. Mike had turned fully in his seat, watching intently as my wife impaled herself on my dick.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and started thrusting up into her, pounding her wet pussy with deep, hard strokes.

“Oh fuck… you are so wet,” I groaned loudly, feeling her juices coating my cock.

Sarah’s tits bounced in front of my face as she rode me. I leaned forward and growled into her ear, “I bet you want to fuck that monster black cock, don’t you?”

“YESSSSSS!!” she moaned loudly, her voice breaking with pleasure.

“Tell me what you want,” I demanded, tightening my grip on her hips and fucking her harder.

“I want to lower myself onto Mike’s big black cock…” she panted, her words coming out between gasps, “and have him fuck me hard… while you watch, Master.”

Her filthy confession nearly pushed me over the edge. I kept driving into her and asked, “Do you want him to spray a big load of cum all over your tits?”

“Oh my God, yessssss…” Sarah gushed, her voice trembling. “I want him to cover my tits with his cum.”

“Tell him,” I ordered, my voice rough. “Tell Mike exactly what you want.”

Sarah turned her head toward Mike, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure as she continued riding me. “I want you to titty fuck me with your big black cock,” she panted desperately, “and cum all over my tits.”

That was all it took. Hearing my wife beg another man to cum on her tits while she was riding my cock sent me spiraling. Sarah’s pussy suddenly clenched hard around me as her own orgasm hit. She cried out, her body shaking as she came hard on my dick.

The feeling of her spasming around me was too much. I gripped her hips tightly and slammed up into her one final time, burying myself deep as I exploded. I shot load after load of hot cum into her slick, pulsing pussy, groaning loudly as I filled her.

We stayed locked together, both of us breathing hard as the intense orgasms slowly faded.

As we both came down from our intense orgasms, I held Sarah close for a moment, feeling her body tremble against mine. I knew Mike was still desperately in need of release — his thick cock was rock hard and throbbing — but I wasn’t ready to let him fuck my wife just yet.

“Go over to Mike,” I ordered Sarah softly but firmly. “Titty fuck him and do whatever he tells you to do.”

Sarah was clearly spent, her legs a little shaky, but her face glowed with satisfaction and lingering arousal. She gave me a loving, slightly dazed smile before sliding off my lap and kneeling once again in front of Mike.

“Suck it,” Mike ordered immediately, grabbing the base of his thick black cock and pushing her head down toward it.

Sarah responded with genuine enthusiasm. She eagerly took him back into her mouth, sucking and stroking his heavy shaft with renewed energy while looking up at both of us. The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth working his cock filled the truck.

“Man, I really want to fuck your wife,” Mike said, looking at me with raw, imploring hunger in his eyes.

“Not tonight,” I replied firmly, though my tone stayed friendly. “But you can cum on her tits or her ass — whichever you prefer. Just tell her exactly what you want her to do.”

Mike nodded, breathing heavily. He let Sarah continue sucking him for another minute, clearly enjoying her skilled mouth, before pulling her off his cock with a wet pop.

“Wrap those beautiful tits around my dick again,” he commanded.

Sarah immediately obeyed. She pressed her soft, full breasts together around his thick black shaft and began sliding them up and down. Mike groaned in pleasure as he watched his dark cock disappear into her pale cleavage.

“You want this black dick to cum all over your beautiful white titties?” he asked teasingly, his hips thrusting up to meet her movements.

“Yes…” Sarah whispered, her eyes fixed on the erotic sight of his cock sliding between her breasts.

“I’m going to mark this slut with my cum,” Mike grunted, his voice growing rougher, “so next time I get to fuck that hot little pussy of hers.”

The dirty promise sent a visible shiver through Sarah. She moaned loudly, clearly getting more turned on by his words.

“Cum all over my tits,” she begged, her voice breathy and desperate as she worked her breasts faster along his shaft. “Please… I want your cum.”

Mike grunted loudly, his hips bucking upward. With one final, powerful thrust between her tits, he started to cum hard.

Thick ropes of hot cum erupted from his cock, splashing across Sarah’s breasts. He unloaded a massive load — stream after stream coating her tits, running down over her hard nipples, and dripping down her cleavage. A few strong spurts even landed on her chin and lower lip.

“Oh my God… I came so fucking hard,” Mike gasped breathlessly, his chest heaving as he stared at the mess he’d made on my wife.

Sarah stayed on her knees, breathing heavily, her tits glistening with his cum. Mike looked down at her with satisfaction and gave his next command.

“Now rub my cum into your tits and clean off my dick.”

Without hesitation, Sarah took his still-hard cock in one hand and began rubbing the sensitive head across her cum-covered breasts, smearing his load all over her soft skin. With her other hand, she massaged his warm cum into her tits, spreading it across her nipples and squeezing her breasts together sensually.

She looked up at me with a wicked, satisfied grin as she did it, clearly enjoying being covered in another man’s cum while I watched.

“Did I please my two Masters?” she asked with playful innocence, batting her eyes.

“You sure as hell did,” I answered, my voice full of pride and lingering arousal.

Mike leaned forward, cupped Sarah’s cum-slick tits in his large hands, and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. When he finally pulled back, he looked at her with genuine admiration.

“Sarah… you were one of the best times I’ve ever had,” he said sincerely. “This was a dream come true for me.”

I moved out of my seat and, together with Mike, helped Sarah up. Her legs were still a little unsteady after everything she’d been through. We got her settled comfortably in one of the captain’s chairs. Mike and I quickly got dressed, the truck filled with the heavy, satisfied silence that comes after intense sex.

Once we were all put back together, I started the engine. “We’ll drop you off at your car,” I told Mike.

As we drove, the cab was quiet for a few minutes, all three of us lost in our own thoughts about what had just happened. When we pulled up next to Mike’s car, he spoke up.

“Hey guys… tonight was seriously incredible,” he said, his voice warm and genuine. “I’d really love for you two to come over to my house soon and meet my girlfriend.”

I nodded, already interested, but I knew Sarah and I needed to talk about it first. “That sounds great. Let Sarah and I discuss it and we’ll give you a call.”

Mike smiled and added, “To be honest, my girlfriend Kelly and I have talked about playing with another couple for a while now. I think you two would be perfect.”

He pulled out his phone and showed us a picture of him and a stunning, voluptuous woman with caramel skin and a confident smile. She was very attractive.

“Let me know if you’re interested,” he said as we exchanged numbers.

Mike shook my hand firmly, then leaned in and gave Sarah a soft kiss on the cheek. “Thank you again,” he said quietly to her. “You’re amazing.”

With that, he got out and into his car, giving us one last wave before driving off.

The drive home was much more relaxed. Sarah and I replayed the night, talking openly about what had happened. We both admitted it was one of the most exciting and satisfying sexual experiences we’d ever had.

Eventually, I asked the big question that had been on my mind.

“So… do you want to fuck Mike?”

Sarah turned to me with a playful smile. “Do you want to watch him fuck me?”

I laughed. “I asked you first. Besides, you already know what I’m going to say.”

Sarah giggled, then grew a little more serious. “Yeah… I was actually surprised you stopped him tonight.”

“Would you have fucked him?” I asked, genuinely surprised.

“Honestly?” She bit her lip. “Probably yes. I was so turned on, and his dick was so big and thick… I really wanted to feel him inside me.”

Her words sent a fresh surge of arousal through me. I grinned. “Well, here’s the deal — if we decide to play with Mike again and go to his place, if you can convince his girlfriend Kelly to fuck me… then I’ll let you fuck Mike.”

Sarah laughed loudly. “Oh, I like that deal. Mike will probably do anything to get another chance with me, so I bet he’ll work hard to make that happen.”

We drove in comfortable silence for a moment before I spoke again. “I’ll tell you this — I keep replaying tonight in my head and it’s already getting me horny again.”

“Oh really?” Sarah giggled. She reached over and rubbed my crotch, feeling me starting to harden again. “In that case, let’s get home fast. You can tell me all your favorite parts… while you fuck me again.”

I pressed down on the accelerator, eager to get home and continue our night.


The Message

It had been about a week since our wild night with Mike.

I was sitting at my desk when my phone buzzed with a new text. I smiled as soon as I saw his name.

Hey Mark — this is Mike. I don’t want to bother you, but I wanted to see if you and Sarah are interested in getting together with me and my girlfriend Kelly? To be honest, I haven’t stopped thinking about the other night. It was awesome. I keep dreaming about Sarah’s body.

I let out a quiet laugh as I read it, a rush of excitement hitting me instantly. I was genuinely glad he reached out. Sarah and I had spent the past week talking about that night constantly — in bed, in the shower, even over morning coffee. We’d replayed every filthy detail, and it had led to some of the hottest sex we’d had in years. Mike was exactly the kind of guy who checked every box in our shared fantasy: tall, athletic, confident, and very well-endowed. Being with a well-hung black man had been a longtime turn-on for both of us, and that night had exceeded every expectation.

The only reason I hadn’t contacted him yet was because I’d been traveling for work all week. I quickly typed back:

Hey Mike, great to hear from you. Definitely interested. Can I give you a call after work so we can talk?

His reply came back almost immediately.

Sure. Call me whenever.

Later that day, as I was driving home from the office, I finally called Mike using the hands-free system.

The phone barely rang once before he picked up.

“Hey Mark!” Mike answered, his voice warm and clearly excited. “Man, I’m really glad you called.”

“Hey Mike,” I replied with a smile. “Sorry I didn’t reach out sooner. It’s been a crazy busy week at work and I just haven’t had a free moment.”

“No problem at all,” Mike said quickly. “I know I was supposed to wait for you to contact me, but honestly… I couldn’t stop thinking about that night. I’ve been replaying it over and over. I hope you and Sarah haven’t decided it was just a one-time thing.”

I laughed softly. “Not at all. We had an amazing time with you. I loved watching Sarah with you — it was incredibly hot. And I can tell you we’ve been having some of the best sex we’ve had in years just reliving it. Sarah especially loves remembering your dick between her tits.”

Mike let out a deep, appreciative groan on the other end of the line. “Fuck… hearing that makes me happy. I can’t stop thinking about her either. The way she looked, the way she felt, how eager she was… it was one of the hottest nights of my life.”

There was a brief, comfortable pause before he continued, his tone turning hopeful.

“So… does that mean you two might be interested in meeting up again? I’d really love for you to meet my girlfriend Kelly.”

“Oh God… that was so hot,” Mike moaned, clearly reliving the memory. “So listen, the other night I finally told my girl Kelly everything that happened.”

“How did that go?” I asked, genuinely anxious to hear his answer.

“Really well, actually,” Mike replied, sounding relieved. “To be honest, I was surprised at how excited she got. I told her every detail — what Sarah did, how she looked on her knees, how she took my cock between her tits… the whole thing. By the time I finished, Kelly was soaked. We ended up having some of the hottest sex we’ve had in months. She’s definitely up for meeting you two.”

I smiled, my pulse picking up. “Well, I want to be honest with you, Mike. Can I ask you something straight up?”

“Of course. What’s on your mind?”

“Do you want to fuck Sarah?”

“Hell yeah,” Mike practically shouted into the phone. “I’ve been dying to fuck her since that night.”

I laughed at his enthusiasm. “Okay, good. So how do you feel about me fucking Kelly? If she’s into it, are you cool with that?”

Mike let out a big, easy laugh. “Mark, that won’t be a problem at all. I know Kelly is going to like you. She’s into everything — and I mean everything. I have zero issues with her hooking up with you. Honestly, the idea of watching you fuck her turns me on. The only real challenge we might have is keeping Kelly off of Sarah. She got really turned on when I described your wife.”

I grinned as I drove, already imagining the possibilities. “Sounds like we’re all on the same page then.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised but intrigued. “Kelly likes girls?”

“I haven’t been lucky enough to see her with another woman yet,” Mike replied, “but she loves watching girl-on-girl porn. When I was describing Sarah — her body, what she did with us, how she looked on her knees — Kelly got extremely turned on. She kept asking for more details. I could tell she was picturing herself with Sarah. So yeah… she’s definitely interested.”

I grinned as I drove. “Interesting. Sarah hasn’t actually been with a woman before, but she loves fantasizing about it. She gets really wet when we talk about her playing with another girl. This might be the perfect opportunity for all of us.”

Mike chuckled. “Who knows? Maybe Kelly and Sarah will hit it off and you and I will get to sit back and watch them play with each other.”

“Now that’s something I would love to watch,” Mike said, his voice dropping lower. “Although I’d eventually want to jump in.”

I laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. If Sarah and Kelly start hooking up, you and I are definitely jumping in. No way we’re sitting on the sidelines for that.”

“You know, Mike, after you texted me I was thinking about how we should play this next time,” I said. “How would you feel about meeting at the same bar again? That way the four of us can have some drinks, relax, and get to know each other a little better. Then maybe we can grab a bite to eat afterward at a place Sarah and I really like.”

“That sounds perfect,” Mike replied enthusiastically. “I think that’s a great way to break the ice.”

“By the way,” I added, “how is Kelly with strip clubs? There’s a really good one near us called Rachel’s. The food is excellent — great steaks — and the dancers are hot. Sarah and I have gone there a few times and always have fun.”

Mike laughed. “I know Rachel’s well. It’s a fun spot. I haven’t taken Kelly there yet, but I’m pretty sure she’ll be game. Like I said, she’s up for pretty much anything. She gets adventurous when she’s turned on.”

“Great,” I said, smiling as I drove. “How about we meet this Saturday around 6 at the bar?”

“Sounds good to me,” Mike confirmed. Then he paused for a second. “Hey, can I ask you for a favor though?”

“Of course. What’s up?”

Mike’s voice took on a slightly sheepish but eager tone. “Can you have Sarah wear something that really shows off those incredible legs again? I’m a total leg man, and hers are just perfect.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Don’t worry, I’ve already got an outfit in mind for her. I think you’re going to be very happy with what she wears.”

“Oh God! I really can’t wait for Saturday,” Mike groaned, the excitement clear in his voice. “And don’t you worry — my problem with Kelly is usually getting her to cover up enough. I think you’re going to love what she comes dressed in.”

“I’m sure I will,” I said with a laugh. “This is going to be a special night. See you Saturday, man.”

We hung up, and I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.

A few minutes later, as I pulled into our driveway, my phone buzzed again. It was another text from Mike. I opened it and felt a fresh surge of excitement. He had sent a photo of a stunning woman wearing a tiny red bikini on a beach. Beneath the picture he’d written: “Kelly in the Florida Keys last month.”

Damn, I thought. Mike was one lucky man — and hopefully I would be too this Saturday.

Kelly was gorgeous. She had beautiful caramel-colored skin, full lips, and an incredible curvaceous figure. She looked a lot like the actress Kelly Bassett — confident, sensual, and powerfully sexy. Her large, firm breasts strained against the bikini top, and her wide hips and round, toned ass made the bottoms look almost too small. Her legs were long and shapely. Everything about her screamed confidence and sex appeal.

Later that night, after dinner, I sat down with Sarah on the couch and told her all about my conversation with Mike. When I showed her the picture of Kelly, her eyes widened.

“Oh wow… she’s really pretty,” Sarah said, leaning in closer to get a better look. “And very sexy. I’m not surprised though — someone as hot as Mike would definitely have a beautiful girlfriend.” She gave me a playful sideways glance and snickered. “I can tell you’re happy after seeing her.”

“You better believe it,” I replied with a grin. “She looks like a lot of fun.”

I went on to tell Sarah about our plans to meet Mike and Kelly at the same bar this Saturday night. I deliberately left out the idea of going to Rachel’s strip club afterward. I wanted that to be a surprise. I had a strong feeling that once Sarah started flirting with Mike and the chemistry started flowing, she’d be more than open to taking things to the club.

Saturday finally rolled around, and the anticipation had been building all week.

That afternoon, while Sarah was at the gym, I took the opportunity to prepare her outfit for the night. I had secretly ordered a new dress specifically for this occasion, and I knew Mike was going to lose his mind when he saw her in it. My only real concern was whether Sarah would think it was too much — or in this case, too little. Still, I decided the best approach was confidence. When she got home and headed upstairs to shower, I told her I’d lay out what I wanted her to wear.

While she was getting ready, I changed into a pair of dark jeans and a casual untucked collared shirt. I was downstairs pouring myself a drink when I heard the sharp click of her heels on the hardwood floor.

I turned around… and my jaw dropped.

Sarah looked absolutely stunning.

She stood in the kitchen doorway with a knowing smile. At 5’6” with long, flowing dark brown hair, she was a vision. The black spandex/lycra dress I’d chosen hugged every curve of her body like a second skin. The plunging neckline dove daringly between her full, natural breasts, putting her ample cleavage on beautiful display. The back was equally bold — open and plunging almost to the top of her perfect ass. The hem was short, stopping just above mid-thigh, which showcased her long, toned, tanned legs to devastating effect. She’d finished the look with the pair of 4-inch black stilettos I’d bought her a few years ago.

She slowly spun around, giving me a full 360-degree view.

“What do you think?” Sarah asked with a playful smile.

I took my time looking her up and down, letting my eyes roam greedily over her body.

“Fuck, Sarah… you look absolutely gorgeous,” I growled, my voice thick with desire. “You’re going to break necks tonight.”

She giggled, clearly pleased with my reaction. “Is it sexy enough? Do you think Mike will like it?” she asked, eyeing me mischievously as she ran her hands down her sides.

“Oh, he’s going to lust it,” I said, laughing at my own pun. “He’s going to have a hard time keeping his eyes — and his hands — off you.”

Sarah stepped closer, hips swaying. “How do I feel in it?” she asked, turning slowly again.

“You look incredibly sexy and slutty,” I told her honestly. “In the best possible way. I love it.”

“I have to admit,” she said, biting her lip, “I feel really sexy and slutty wearing this. It’s already got me all hot and bothered knowing how much skin I’m showing. I love the idea of walking into that bar dressed like this.”

She gave me a teasing look. “Do you think I’ll get noticed?”

I stepped forward, pulled her against me, and ran my hands down her sides, squeezing her ass. “Baby… every man in that place is going to notice you. They’re going to be staring at your tits, your legs, and that perfect ass, imagining all the dirty things they’d like to do to you.”

Sarah shivered with excitement and pressed her body into mine. “Good,” she whispered. “That’s exactly what I want.”

“You are definitely going to get noticed,” I told her, my hands still roaming over her body. “And not just by the men. I’m sure you’ll get plenty of looks from the ladies too.”

Sarah laughed coyly, clearly enjoying the idea. “Well, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind that at all.” She paused, then added with a mischievous glint in her eye, “And you know what? I wouldn’t mind it either.”

A low moan escaped me as I pulled her closer, pressing my lips to her ear. “Ohhh baby… I would love to watch you with another woman.”

“I might love that too,” Sarah whispered back, giggling softly. She reached down and gave my hardening cock a firm squeeze through my pants.

The sexual tension between us was electric. She pulled back slightly, took my hand, and started leading me toward the garage door.

“Come on,” she said with a sexy smile. “Let’s go have some fun.”


Sneaking Glances

As we drove to the bar, I kept stealing glances at her. The tight black dress had ridden up high on her thighs, showing off an incredible amount of leg. She looked so fucking good it was distracting.

Suddenly, Sarah reached over, took my right hand, and placed it on her smooth thigh. She kept her hand over mine and slowly guided it higher, sliding it under the hem of her short dress until my fingertips brushed against her pussy through the thin fabric of her panties.

“Do you feel how wet I am already?” she asked, her voice low and breathy. She slowly parted her thighs, giving me better access.

“Fuck, baby… you’re soaked,” I groaned, running my fingers along the damp material. I could feel her grinding subtly against my hand. “You’re obviously really excited about what might happen tonight.”

“Mmmmm…” Sarah moaned, closing her eyes and tilting her head back against the headrest. Her hips moved gently, pressing herself against my touch.

I slipped my fingers under the edge of her panties and found her swollen clit, rubbing it in slow circles. “Are you thinking about Mike doing this to you?” I asked, my voice thick with arousal. “Imagining his big black cock while I play with your wet little pussy?”

Sarah’s moan grew louder as she pushed back against my hand, clearly lost in the fantasy.

“Or maybe,” I continued, my voice dropping lower, “you’re hoping that Mike’s girlfriend Kelly will do this to you? Maybe you want her fingers playing with your wet pussy instead?”

The question clearly hit a nerve. Sarah suddenly jolted, her thighs clamping tightly around my hand as a powerful shiver ran through her body. She moaned even louder, grinding desperately against my fingers.

“Do you like the idea of Kelly playing with your pussy?” I asked with a hungry snarl. “Do you want that sexy woman touching you, teasing you, maybe even tasting you?”

“Oh God yesssssss…” Sarah moaned, her voice breaking with arousal. “I want her to touch me… I want her to play with my pussy so bad.”

Her words and the way she was writhing against my hand made it incredibly difficult to focus on driving. I was rock hard and fighting the urge to pull over. Still, I wanted to keep her on the edge without letting her cum just yet.

I reluctantly pulled my hand back from between her thighs.

Sarah’s eyes flew open and she looked at me in frustration. “You are killing me!” she gasped.

I smiled, giving her thigh one last firm squeeze. “Hey, we have a long, fun night ahead of us. I don’t want you worn out before Mike and Kelly even get a chance to play with you. Besides… we’re almost there.”

We found a parking spot on the street a few blocks away from the bar. I quickly got out and walked around to open Sarah’s door. She stepped out carefully, then tugged at the hem of her short dress, trying (with limited success) to pull it down a little further. Even that small adjustment looked incredibly sexy.

As soon as we stepped into the bar, heads started turning. Many of the men around the main bar openly checked Sarah out, their eyes widening as they took in her stunning figure. I knew exactly what they were seeing — the tight black dress hugging her curves, her deep cleavage on full display, and those long, toned legs that seemed to go on forever.

Half the patrons in the place were leering in her direction. Several guys sitting at the bar actually spun around on their stools to get a better look, their gazes shamelessly roaming over her tits and legs. Sarah pretended not to notice the attention, but I could tell she was loving it. There was a subtle extra sway in her hips and a faint, satisfied smile on her lips as we stood there scanning the room.

Then I spotted Mike. He stood up from a high-top table in the back and waved us over with a big smile. As we made our way toward them, I was pleased to see he had secured a perfect four-person high-top. But what really caught my attention was Kelly.

She slid gracefully off her stool as we approached, and I got my first real look at her. She was stunning. Kelly had shoulder-length kinky brown hair that beautifully framed her face. She wore a sexy white wrap dress that clung to her voluptuous body, perfectly highlighting her glowing caramel skin, full chest, and curvy hips. A pair of white high-heeled wedges finished the look, making her legs look long and shapely.

Mike looked sharp as well, dressed in black jeans and a fitted white silk shirt that showed off his athletic build. I noticed Sarah’s appreciative glance at him. Meanwhile, Mike’s eyes locked onto Sarah the moment we got close. He slowly drank her in from head to toe, his gaze lingering on her cleavage and legs. He licked his lips unconsciously, clearly captivated.

He stepped forward and pulled Sarah into a big, lingering hug, holding her just a little longer than necessary. Then he shook my hand firmly before turning to introduce us.

“Honey,” Mike said excitedly, “this is Mark and Sarah.”

I leaned in and gave Kelly a gentle kiss on the cheek. She smelled incredible — a warm, sensual mix of vanilla and something slightly spicy that suited her perfectly.

“It’s great to finally meet you,” I said, a touch of nerves in my voice. “You’re even more stunning than I expected.”

Kelly laughed softly, a rich, confident sound, and gave my hand a warm squeeze while looking me directly in the eyes. “Well, thank you. You’re not hard to look at yourself.”

I smiled, feeling the chemistry already starting to spark. “Thank you. Should we sit down?”

I helped Kelly back onto her stool, taking the opportunity to appreciate her body up close. The white wrap dress hugged her curves beautifully, accentuating her full breasts and flared hips. She was every bit as sexy as the photo Mike had sent.

Meanwhile, Mike was already completely focused on Sarah. He stepped forward and pulled her into another lingering hug.

“You look absolutely gorgeous,” he said, his voice low and appreciative as he helped her onto her stool.

Sarah thanked him with a flirty smile and slowly crossed her legs right in front of him, giving Mike — and everyone nearby — a generous view of her long, toned thighs.

“You look great yourself,” Sarah teased, leaning in close and running her hand smoothly down his arm. The movement gave him a perfect view down the front of her plunging neckline. “I hope you like my dress? Mark picked it out especially for tonight… and for you.”

“I love it,” Mike practically growled, his eyes roaming over her body with obvious hunger. “You look even hotter than I could have hoped for.”

Kelly and I both laughed as we watched their immediate, flirtatious banter. I was relieved to see that Kelly seemed genuinely relaxed, easy-going, and fun. She wasn’t just beautiful — she had a warm, playful energy that made me instantly comfortable.

“Would you mind if I sit next to you?” I asked Kelly.

“I’d like that,” she replied with a smile, turning her body slightly toward me as I took the stool beside her.

Mike quickly moved to sit next to Sarah, and the four of us settled in. The waitress came over almost immediately, and we ordered a round of drinks to kick things off.

As we sat and talked, the conversation flowed easily, filled with laughter and plenty of flirtation. I was having a genuinely good time talking with Kelly. She was not only stunning but also bright, quick-witted, and funny. She sat close to me, her legs crossed, and as the minutes passed, her white wrap dress slowly fell open, revealing a generous amount of her smooth, caramel-colored thighs. She made no effort to close it.

Kelly knew exactly what she was doing. She caught me looking and gave me a knowing, sultry smile as my eyes drifted from her exposed legs up to her ample cleavage. The chemistry between us was immediate and strong.

On the other side of the table, Sarah was being equally bold. She had her hand resting openly on Mike’s thigh, leaning in close as they flirted. Mike’s hand was also on her leg, slowly stroking her skin. I glanced over and noticed Kelly watching them too. Instead of looking jealous or uncomfortable, she simply turned to me with a wicked, sultry look and smiled.

That was all the encouragement I needed.

I leaned in closer to Kelly and placed my hand on the top of her smooth, warm thigh, giving it a gentle but firm squeeze as I looked into her eyes.

“You’re a very sexy woman,” I said softly. “I hope you’re having fun so far?”

Kelly’s eyes sparkled. She shifted slightly, pressing her thigh against my hand. “I’m having a great time,” she replied, raising one eyebrow playfully. “I just hope we can all have even more fun as the night goes on.”

“I think that’s a certainty,” I said firmly, holding her gaze.

I looked around the table and raised my voice slightly. “Why don’t we get out of here and go get something to eat?”

“Where should we go?” Mike asked, still brazenly running his hand up and down Sarah’s thigh while staring at her with obvious hunger.

“There’s a great club that Sarah and I have been to before,” I answered. “We always have a lot of fun when we go there.”

“Is it a dance club?” Kelly asked curiously.

“Well… there is dancing,” I replied with a straight face. “But it’s done by the girls who work there.”

“Oh yes!” Sarah spoke up enthusiastically, her eyes lighting up. “Let’s go to Rachel’s. It will be so much fun.” As she said it, she leaned into Mike, deliberately pressing her full tits against his arm while guiding his hand higher up her thigh.

Mike looked completely entranced as he stared at her. “That sounds great to me,” he said, his voice husky.

“I’m up for that,” Kelly added with a sexy smile. “Especially with you two.” She slipped off her stool, leaned in, and gave me a quick but lingering kiss on the lips. “I’m going to freshen up real quick.”

Sarah immediately decided to join her. As the two women walked away together through the bar, every head turned. Men (and quite a few women) openly stared at them — Sarah in her tight black dress and Kelly in her sexy white wrap dress. The pair looked stunning walking side by side, drawing lustful attention with every step.

Mike and I stayed at the table and took care of the check.

“Man, we are the two luckiest bastards in here tonight,” Mike said, nudging me with a big grin.

I laughed and clinked my glass against his. “We’re the two luckiest guys in the world.”

Once the women returned, we all headed outside. Mike offered to drive, so we walked to his car. I took Sarah’s hand as Mike and Kelly walked a few steps ahead of us.

“Are you having fun so far?” I asked her quietly.

“God yes,” Sarah replied, squeezing my hand. “Mike is so much fun and even sexier than I remembered. And it looks like you and Kelly are getting along really well?”

“We are,” I said, watching Kelly’s incredible ass sway in front of us. “She’s driving me as crazy as Mike is driving you.”

Sarah giggled and leaned into me. “Well, I like watching you flirt with her. It’s actually really hot seeing you two together.”

Mike and Kelly were holding hands and whispering to each other. Suddenly, Kelly glanced back over her shoulder at us and gave a playful, knowing smile. It made me wonder what she was up to.

We soon found out.

Once we reached Mike’s car, Kelly turned to us with a mischievous glint in her eye and said…

“Why don’t we girls ride together in the back?” Kelly suggested, looking between Sarah and me with a playful smile. “That way we can talk and get to know each other a little better.”

“Sure, that sounds good,” I replied, glancing at Sarah. She didn’t object — in fact, she looked intrigued. I held the back door open for them, enjoying the view as both women slid into the backseat. Their long, sexy legs looked incredible as they settled in.

I climbed into the front passenger seat while Mike started the car and pulled away from the curb. I turned around in my seat to talk with the girls.

“So, should we stop somewhere for a proper dinner, or would you rather head straight to the club for drinks and appetizers?” I asked.

Before anyone could answer, Kelly slid right up against Sarah, closing the distance between them. She placed her hand boldly on Sarah’s smooth thigh and began slowly running her fingertips up and down her leg.

“I think we should go straight to the club,” Kelly said softly, turning to look at Sarah, “and start having fun right away.”

Sarah’s breath caught audibly. She shivered as Kelly’s fingers continued their teasing journey higher up her thigh. Kelly leaned in closer and began kissing Sarah’s neck and throat with soft, sensual lips. Sarah’s head fell back against the seat, her eyes closing in pleasure as Kelly’s hand disappeared further under the hem of her short dress.

I couldn’t look away. The sight of Kelly — this gorgeous woman — kissing and touching my wife in the back seat was incredibly hot. My cock hardened instantly, and I couldn’t stop myself from reaching down and rubbing it through my pants.

Sarah responded by slowly spreading her thighs wider, giving Kelly better access. Kelly smiled against Sarah’s neck and whispered, “Do you like what I’m doing?”

“Yeeeessssss…” Sarah moaned, her voice breathy and full of need as Kelly’s fingers played over the thin fabric of her panties, stroking her pussy.

Mike groaned from the driver’s seat. “Now I really wish I hadn’t volunteered to drive,” he complained, desperately trying to adjust the rear-view mirror to get a better view of what was happening behind him.

At this point, I wanted nothing more than to pull my cock out and stroke myself while watching Kelly play with my wife. The sight was incredibly hot.

“This is so fucking hot,” I growled to Sarah, knowing my dirty talk would push her even further. “I love watching Kelly rub your pussy, baby. Do you like having her play with you?”

“Yes!” Sarah shrieked, her hips suddenly bucking hard against Kelly’s hand.

“You are so sexy and hot,” Kelly murmured, her voice low and seductive. She lowered her lips to the tops of Sarah’s breasts, kissing and gently sucking on her soft skin while her fingers continued teasing between her legs.

Kelly was a master at building tension. She would bring Sarah right to the edge — rubbing her clit and sliding her fingers along her soaked pussy — only to pull her hand away at the last second and run it teasingly up her thigh. Each time Sarah started to come down, Kelly would turn up the heat again, sliding her hand back under the dress and touching her with light, lingering fingers.

This delicious game went on for several minutes. Sarah grew more desperate, at times grabbing Kelly’s wrist and trying to hold her hand in place as she got close to exploding.

“I hate to break this up,” Mike said with clear regret as he turned into the parking lot of Rachel’s, “but we’re here.”

At his words, Kelly slowly sat back with a satisfied smile. Sarah looked up at me, flushed and breathing hard, still clearly worked up.

“That was so much fun,” Kelly giggled, looking at me with sparkling eyes while Sarah tried to collect herself and straighten her dress.

“That was definitely amazing to watch,” I said, my voice thick with arousal. “And I know my wife enjoyed every second of it.”

Sarah gave me a shy but very satisfied smile, her cheeks still glowing pink.

“Let’s get inside,” Sarah said excitedly as she climbed out of the car. “I want to play some more.”

The moment she and Kelly stepped out, they naturally took each other’s hands and walked ahead of Mike and me toward the entrance. The two of them looked incredible together — Sarah in her tight black dress and Kelly in her sexy white wrap dress — turning heads with every step.

“Oh man, this is going to be a night to remember,” Mike laughed, nudging me as we followed behind them.

“You’re damn right about that,” I replied with a grin.

As soon as we entered Rachel’s, the manager recognized me and came over right away. I spoke to him quietly and slipped him a generous tip. He smiled and personally led us to the perfect table — close enough to the stage to enjoy the dancers, but tucked into a semi-private corner that offered some seclusion.

A waitress quickly appeared, and we ordered a round of drinks. We all settled back to watch the beautiful women performing on stage. Two dancers were currently up, both very attractive and skilled. When one of them moved closer to our side of the stage, Mike pulled out some cash and looked at Sarah.

“Want to tip her?” he asked with a grin.

Sarah didn’t hesitate. She smiled, took the money, and walked confidently up to the stage. The dancer was kneeling, and she turned around, presenting her perfect ass to Sarah. Sarah reached up and tucked the bills into the girl’s g-string, then gave her firm ass a playful squeeze. The dancer laughed and winked at her. Sarah returned to our table with a big, satisfied smile on her face.


A Smile On Her Face

As soon as Sarah sat down, Kelly leaned in close to her and said softly, “You know… I would love for you to play with my ass like that.”

Sarah blushed, but the alcohol and the charged atmosphere had clearly loosened her up. She looked Kelly in the eyes and replied, “I would love to do that too.”

I couldn’t help but smile at how quickly things were progressing. “Okay, okay,” I said, looking at Sarah with a mischievous grin. “Here’s what we should do. I brought a nice stack of twenties for lap dances. Why don’t you and Kelly check out all the girls on stage, pick out your favorites, and we’ll get you both some private dances?”

“I’m totally behind that idea,” Mike said enthusiastically, his eyes lighting up.

“Oh, I like that idea too!” Kelly shrieked with delight, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Sarah laughed at how eager Mike and I were, but I knew from experience she was just as into it as the rest of us. We settled back into our seats with our fresh drinks and spent the next hour or so enjoying the show. Dancers came and went on stage, each one beautiful and talented in her own way. At times, Sarah and Kelly would tip some of the performers for particularly impressive moves. A few dancers even approached our table to offer private lap dances. Both women were polite and flirty with them, but they turned every offer down — clearly waiting for the right girl.

Then a very attractive and exotic young woman stepped onto the stage, and the energy in the room shifted. She had a stunning body, smooth olive skin, and moved with a sensual, hypnotic grace that immediately captured everyone’s attention. I noticed both Sarah and Kelly sit up straighter, their eyes locked on her performance.

When Kelly leaned over and whispered something into Mike’s ear, I wasn’t surprised at all when he stood up, pulled out some cash, and walked over to the stage. I watched as he slipped her two twenties and leaned in to speak quietly in her ear. The dancer smiled, nodded, and continued her set.

Mike returned to the table rubbing his hands together with a big grin. “We’re all set,” he announced. “She’s going to join us after this song.”

“Great,” Sarah said quickly, clearly excited.

“Yes,” Kelly grinned, biting her lip. “She’s hot. I definitely want to play with her.”

We all laughed at her bold enthusiasm. I leaned over toward Sarah and whispered in her ear, “What do you think? Do you like her too?”

Sarah turned to me, her cheeks slightly flushed. “Yes… she’s very sexy. I’m in if you are.”

“Oh hell yes, I’m in,” I whispered back, kissing her neck lightly.

After her set, the dancer made her way over to our table. Introductions were made, and she told us her name was Clarissa. She sat down between Sarah and Kelly, and suddenly we had three incredibly gorgeous women surrounding us. The energy at our table felt electric.

I glanced around the club and noticed we were drawing plenty of envious stares from the other patrons — both men and women. It was no surprise. Having three beautiful, confident women laughing and flirting together was turning more than a few heads.

We ordered another round of drinks, and the conversation grew increasingly playful. The girls were laughing, teasing each other, and openly flirting with both Mike and me. Feeling bold, I leaned over and whispered something into Kelly’s ear. Mike and Sarah watched us curiously, but their questions were quickly answered when Kelly stood up with a sultry smile. I took her seat, and she smoothly slid onto my lap, settling her perfect ass right against my growing erection.

I wrapped one arm around her waist, resting my hand possessively on her sexy hip. Kelly leaned back comfortably against me and continued chatting with Clarissa as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Mike didn’t need any encouragement. He immediately took Sarah’s hand, helped her stand, and pulled her down onto his lap, wrapping his strong arms around her.

“Well, this looks like a very fun group,” Clarissa grinned, looking around at all of us with an amused, knowing smile.

“We’re definitely looking for some fun tonight,” I replied, my voice low. I could feel Kelly’s ass subtly pressing and grinding against my hard cock. She clearly felt it too, because she began to slowly gyrate her hips in small, teasing circles. She glanced back at me over her shoulder and gave me a playful wink.

“That feels really good,” she purred lustily, continuing her subtle movements. “Let’s go somewhere we can do something about it.”

I didn’t argue for a second. “No argument here.” I looked over at Mike and Sarah. “Why don’t you ask them if they want to go to the champagne room for some real privacy?”

Kelly smiled at my suggestion, her eyes full of mischief. As she stood up from my lap, she leaned down and gave me a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue slid sensually into my mouth while her hand boldly squeezed my aching, rock-hard cock through my pants. When she finally pulled back, she noticed me staring down the plunging neckline of her white dress.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered hotly against my ear, “so you can see all of it.” She smirked and gave my cock one last teasing squeeze before walking away.

Kelly then sauntered over to Sarah and Mike, leaning in to whisper our plan to them. I heard Mike let out an enthusiastic “Hell yes!” while Sarah caught my eye from across the table. She gave me a big, excited smile and nodded eagerly.

Not content to stop there, Kelly turned to Sarah, pulled her close, and gave her a long, deep kiss right in the middle of the club. It was slow, sensual, and full of promise. When they finally separated, Kelly took Sarah’s hand and started leading her away.

“We’re going to freshen up,” Kelly announced over her shoulder, flashing us a wicked grin. “In the meantime, why don’t you two make the necessary arrangements?”

For a long moment, both Mike and I sat there mesmerized, watching the two women walk away. Their hips swayed seductively, and their incredible asses and long legs drew stares from nearly every table they passed. They looked like pure sex walking through the club.

“Fuck…” Mike muttered under his breath.

I finally snapped out of my trance and moved over to Clarissa. Mike quickly joined me.

“So, Clarissa,” I said, pulling out my credit card and handing it to her, “we’d like to go somewhere more private. We’d love for you to join us. Can you make that happen?”

Clarissa gave us a knowing smile as she took the card. “I’d love to join you,” she replied. “Wait here — I’ll be right back.”

After a few minutes, Sarah and Kelly rejoined us, both wearing big, excited smiles and looking slightly flushed.

“What?” Mike asked with a curious grin.

“Nothing,” Sarah replied innocently, though her mischievous expression said otherwise. “Are we ready?”

“We’re just waiting on Clarissa,” I answered.

No sooner had I said her name than Clarissa reappeared with a confident smile. “We’re all set if you guys want to follow me.”

We all stood up and followed her toward a staircase near the back of the club. Mike and I made sure to walk behind the three women, enjoying the incredible view as they climbed the stairs ahead of us. Their hips swayed seductively — Sarah’s tight black dress and Kelly’s white wrap dress both riding up slightly with each step, revealing plenty of smooth thigh and toned legs.

At the top of the stairs, the champagne hostess greeted us warmly and led us into a spacious, luxurious private room. It featured a large, comfortable couch, plush seating, and a big picture window that overlooked the main floor of the club below. The lighting was soft and intimate, creating the perfect atmosphere.

We ordered bottle service, and while we waited for the drinks, Mike pulled out a thick wad of cash and handed a generous stack to both Sarah and Kelly. The two women sat side by side on the large couch, looking eager and playful. Clarissa moved to the center of the room and began dancing for all of us.

It quickly became clear that we were in for a treat. Clarissa was an excellent performer. She danced sensually, first grinding against Mike, then moving over to me, pressing her body against ours in a teasing, intimate way. Then she turned her attention to the girls.

She was quick to strip out of her top, revealing perfect, perky breasts, and continued dancing down to just a tiny thong. Clarissa moved between Sarah and Kelly, rubbing her body against them, sliding her hips and ass across their laps. Kelly was especially bold — she ran her hands freely over Clarissa’s body, caressing her waist, hips, and thighs without any hesitation, even as the waitress brought in our bottle service and poured the drinks.

The energy in the room was electric. Three gorgeous women were now fully in play mode, and Mike and I were loving every second of it.

Once the waitress left and we were finally alone again, Clarissa moved back over to Sarah with a seductive smile. She took Sarah’s hands and boldly placed them on her firm, perky breasts. Sarah was clearly very turned on by this point. Without hesitation, she began rubbing and gently pinching Clarissa’s nipples, causing the dancer to moan softly at her touch.

Kelly didn’t stay on the sidelines for long. She leaned over and started kissing Sarah’s neck while her hand slid slowly up Sarah’s thigh and disappeared under the hem of her short dress. Sarah jumped slightly, then let out a soft gasp as Kelly’s fingers found her pussy.

“Oh man, this is too much,” Mike groaned from beside me, his eyes glued to the scene. “Is that door locked?”

Clarissa looked back at him, breathing heavily. “Hold on,” she panted. “I’ll go make sure we won’t be bothered for the next hour.”

She stood up, still topless in just her tiny thong, and walked over to the door. After stepping outside for a moment, she returned and locked it behind her.

The second Clarissa was gone, Sarah and Kelly didn’t miss a beat. Kelly continued rubbing Sarah’s pussy while kissing her passionately, their tongues dancing together. Sarah moaned into Kelly’s mouth, her body starting to shake with pleasure. I could tell she was right on the edge of another orgasm.

Then Kelly suddenly stood up and began unwrapping her white dress, letting it fall open. “Take off your dress,” she growled to Sarah, her voice full of lust. “I want to eat your beautiful pussy while they watch.”

Sarah looked over at me, her eyes hazy with arousal, silently asking for permission.

“Do it,” I commanded, my voice thick with desire. “I want to watch you two together so badly.”

“YES. PLEASE!!” Mike practically shouted, leaning forward in his seat. “You can’t stop now.”

Just then Clarissa returned to the room. She stopped abruptly in the doorway, her eyes widening at the sight before her: Kelly standing there almost completely naked except for her tiny panties and heels, and Sarah sitting on the couch with her legs spread wide, clearly aroused and waiting.

Clarissa quickly turned, locked the door behind her, and gave us all a big, excited smile.

“We’re all set,” she announced breathlessly. “No one will bother us for a while.” Then she let out a delighted little squeal. “This is going to be one hell of a fun time!”

I stood up and motioned for Mike to help me. Together we approached Sarah, each taking one of her hands and gently pulling her to her feet. She stood between us, flushed and trembling with anticipation.

I looked at Mike. “Would you like to do the honors?”

Mike didn’t say a word. He simply glanced at me, then locked eyes with Sarah. With a hungry expression, he reached down, grabbed the hem of her tight black dress, and slowly peeled it upward, revealing her body inch by inch. Once he pulled it over her head, he tossed the dress aside.

Sarah now stood before us in nothing but her black thong and high heels. Her breathing grew heavier, and a deep flush spread across her chest and cheeks as all eyes in the room devoured her nearly naked body.

“I want to fuck you with my black dick right now,” Mike growled, stepping closer. He leaned down and roughly kissed her, his hands greedily squeezing and massaging her breasts before he lowered his mouth to suck hard on her nipples.

Sarah was starting to lose herself in his aggressive touch when Kelly suddenly stepped around him. With a dominant energy, she firmly pushed Sarah back onto the couch.

“Before you fuck her, Mike,” Kelly said, her voice husky, “I want to lick her beautiful pussy.”

Kelly dropped gracefully to her knees, grabbed the waistband of Sarah’s thong, and slowly pulled it down her legs. Sarah lifted her hips to help, eagerly cooperating. Once the thong was off, Kelly spread Sarah’s thighs wide and dove in.

The moment Kelly’s tongue made contact with her pussy, Sarah cried out loudly. “OHHHHH GODDDD…!” She lifted her legs and grabbed the back of Kelly’s head, pulling her tighter against her soaked pussy as Kelly licked and sucked on her clit with obvious skill.

“This is so hot!” Clarissa exclaimed, clearly turned on by the show. She quickly stripped off her own thong and climbed onto the couch. Kneeling beside Sarah, she leaned over and began sucking on my wife’s hard nipples, alternating between them while Kelly continued eating her pussy.

So now here we were — living out an incredible fantasy right in the middle of the private champagne room.

Sarah was sitting back on the large couch with her legs spread wide, lost in pleasure. Kelly was on her knees between her thighs, eagerly licking and sucking on my wife’s pussy. At the same time, Clarissa had positioned herself on the couch beside Sarah, leaning over and sucking hungrily on her nipples. Clarissa’s perfect ass was facing Mike and me, and she had one hand between her own legs, openly playing with her pussy while she pleasured Sarah.

Mike and I exchanged a heated look, then started stripping off our clothes without a word. As I pushed my underwear down, my hard cock sprang free. I wrapped my hand around it and began slowly stroking, completely captivated by the obscene and beautiful scene playing out in front of me. Mike was doing the same, his thick black cock already rock hard again as he watched.

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open and locked onto us. She moaned loudly as she watched both her husband and Mike stroking our cocks while Kelly devoured her pussy and Clarissa sucked on her tits. The sight seemed to turn her on even more — she ground her hips harder against Kelly’s talented mouth.

My gaze shifted to Kelly’s beautiful, round ass swaying in the air as she ate my wife. I couldn’t resist any longer. Fuck watching, I thought. I need to be part of this.

I dropped to my knees behind Kelly. Reaching forward, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her tiny thong and slowly peeled it down over her perfect, peach-shaped ass, savoring every inch of the view. Once it was off, I ran my hand down the smooth curve of her ass and between her legs, gliding my fingers over her swollen, wet pussy lips.

I wasn’t sure how she would react to me joining in so suddenly, but I didn’t have to worry for long. Kelly lifted her head from between Sarah’s thighs, turned to look back at me over her shoulder, and gave me a lust-filled smile.

And with a big, lust-drunk smile on her face and her eyes glazed with desire, Kelly simply said, “Please lick my pussy.”

I grinned back at her, my heart pounding with excitement. Without wasting another second, I dropped down onto my stomach behind her, spread her beautiful round ass cheeks with both hands, and ran my tongue slowly up her soaked pussy. I licked her eagerly, savoring her sweet taste, before wrapping my lips around her swollen clit and sucking gently.

Kelly bucked hard against my face and let out a deep, throaty moan. “Oh yes… keep doing that,” she gasped, pushing her gorgeous ass back against my mouth. “It feels so fucking good!”

“You want me to keep licking your pussy?” I asked wickedly, my voice muffled against her wet folds.

“Oh God, yes,” she moaned desperately. “Lick my pussy… suck on my clit, please!”

I was incredibly turned on by this point. Feeling bold, I spread her ass cheeks wider and dragged my tongue higher, circling and then pressing into her tight little pink rosebud. The moment I started rimming her, Kelly went wild. She pushed back hard against my face, moaning loudly and shuddering with pleasure.

While I continued tonguing her asshole, I slid my thumb down to her clit and began rubbing it in firm circles. I then pushed two fingers deep into her soaked pussy, fucking her steadily as I licked her.

“Oh yes… I’m going to cum!” Kelly screeched. She dropped her head back down between Sarah’s thighs and attacked my wife’s pussy with renewed hunger, licking and sucking her clit frantically.

I kept pleasuring Kelly through her building orgasm, enjoying every moan and tremble. After a couple of intense minutes, I finally sat up on my knees to catch my breath.

That’s when I looked over and saw that Mike had moved onto the couch. He was now kneeling right beside Sarah’s face, stroking his thick black cock just inches from her lips, clearly ready for more.

“I want you to suck my big black cock while your husband watches,” Mike said, his voice deep and commanding, “and while my girl keeps licking your beautiful pussy.”


No Hesitation

At his words, Sarah didn’t hesitate or speak. She simply looked over at me with lust-filled eyes, wrapped her hand around Mike’s thick shaft, and slowly guided his cock to her mouth. She parted her lips and took him in, sliding the fat head across her tongue before sucking him deeper.

“Oh… fuck yessssss,” Mike moaned loudly as he pushed more of his thick black cock into her warm mouth. “That’s it.”

“Oh, suck my big black cock, you little slut,” he demanded, his hand resting on the back of her head.

Sarah responded eagerly, sucking him harder and faster, her head bobbing as she worked more of his impressive length into her mouth. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room.

“It looks like you really like sucking on my man’s big black cock, Sarah,” Kelly giggled from between Sarah’s legs, clearly enjoying the view of my wife giving her boyfriend a sloppy blowjob.

Kelly kept licking and sucking Sarah’s pussy while she watched. Then she pulled back just enough to speak. “Now I want your man to fuck me while I keep licking your pussy. Do you want to see that, baby?”

Sarah pulled her mouth off Mike’s cock with a wet pop, still stroking his thick, saliva-coated shaft with her hand. She looked at Kelly with glazed, desperate eyes and answered breathlessly, “Yes… I want to watch Mark fuck you. And I want you to keep licking my pussy until I cum in your mouth.”

The filthy request sent a surge of heat through all of us. I moved forward immediately, positioning myself behind Kelly. I took my hard cock in my hand and slowly ran the swollen head up and down the crack of her beautiful ass. I even pressed the tip teasingly against her tight little asshole for a moment, making her moan.

Kelly pushed back against me, clearly enjoying the tease, but she kept her focus on Sarah’s spread pussy, licking her with long, hungry strokes.

“Another time,” Kelly said, glancing back at me with a wicked, teasing grin.

I smiled and moved lower, pressing the head of my cock against her soaked pussy lips. I slowly pushed forward, sliding into her tight, wet heat inch by inch.

“Oh… yesssss… that feels so good,” Kelly groaned deeply, pushing her ass back against me until I was buried to the hilt. “I’ve wanted your dick inside me since the moment we met.”

While Sarah and I locked eyes, I gripped Kelly’s hips firmly and started fucking her hard and fast. The sound of my balls slapping against her ass filled the room with every deep thrust. At the same time, Sarah reached down, grabbed the back of Kelly’s head, and pushed her mouth back onto her pussy. Kelly moaned into Sarah’s folds and eagerly went back to licking and sucking her clit while I pounded into her from behind.

Mike wasn’t about to be left out. He moved closer, pulled Sarah’s mouth off his cock for just a second, then pushed it back on. “You and Kelly are such sluts tonight,” he growled as he started fucking my wife’s mouth. “I want to watch you cum all over her tongue.”

That was all it took. Sarah began bucking wildly against Kelly’s mouth as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her moans were muffled around Mike’s thick cock as she came hard, her body shaking between us. Mike kept thrusting into her mouth, clearly loving the way she trembled.

The whole scene was becoming too intense for me. I didn’t want to cum yet, so I reluctantly pulled out of Kelly’s tight pussy and went back to sliding my cock up and down the crack of her ass to calm myself down.

Once I had regained some control, I helped Kelly up. She moved to sit next to Clarissa on the couch. I noticed Clarissa was still there, legs spread, eagerly playing with her own pussy as she watched everything unfold.

“Do you want to join in?” I asked her hopefully.

Clarissa bit her lip, clearly tempted. “I better not… I could get in serious trouble if I do. But I’m so turned on watching you guys. Do you mind if I keep watching and touching myself?”

“Enjoy yourself,” Kelly said with a warm, breathless laugh.

Sarah was just starting to recover from her intense orgasm when Mike suddenly moved to the floor and dropped to his knees. He grabbed Sarah firmly, pulled her to the very edge of the couch, and spread her legs wide. He rubbed the thick head of his black cock up and down her soaked pussy lips.

“I’ve been waiting to fuck you since the first second I laid eyes on you,” he growled. “Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want this big black cock?”

“Yesssss…” Sarah panted desperately, staring down at his cock.

“Tell me what you want,” Mike demanded, teasing her entrance.

“Please fuck me with your big black cock,” Sarah begged, her voice shaking with need. “I need that black dick inside me.”

“Yes. Fuck her, baby,” Kelly exclaimed excitedly. “We want to watch you fuck this little slut.”

Mike didn’t waste another second. He lined up the thick head of his black cock with Sarah’s dripping pussy and shoved forward, burying himself deep inside her in one powerful thrust. He grabbed her legs and pushed them up over his shoulders, folding her in half as he began pounding into her hard and fast. The sound of his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against her ass filled the room.

Sarah’s eyes widened and she cried out in pure ecstasy as Mike fucked her. “Oh fuck yeah… ohhhhh don’t stoppppp!” she groaned loudly, her voice breaking with every deep thrust.

Kelly leaned over Sarah’s body, rubbing her clit in fast circles with her fingers while sucking hungrily on her nipples. Not wanting to be left out, I moved behind Kelly, pushed her legs apart, and dropped my mouth onto her soaked pussy. I licked her like a man possessed — long, hungry strokes followed by intense suction on her swollen clit.

Kelly must have been right on the edge because she started cumming almost immediately. “Oooohhhhh… God yesssssssss! Fuck I’m, I’m yes, yes I’m cumming!!” she roared, her thighs clamping tightly around my head. I didn’t let up for a second, continuing to lick and suck her through multiple powerful orgasms, drinking in her sweet juices as she shook and moaned.

When her orgasm finally subsided, I was aching to be inside her again. Without giving her time to catch her breath, I pulled Kelly up, switched places with her, and sat back on the couch. I grabbed her hips and guided her toward me. Kelly knew exactly what I wanted. She took my hard, throbbing cock in her hand, held it steady, and slowly lowered her tight, wet pussy down onto me.

“Oh yeah, baby. Ride my dick,” I groaned as Kelly braced her hands on my shoulders and began bouncing up and down on my hard shaft.

“Oh fuck… that feels so good,” she moaned loudly, her voice thick with pleasure as she worked herself on me.

As Kelly rode me, her large, sexy tits bounced hypnotically right in front of my face. They were slightly bigger than Sarah’s, with beautiful dark areolas and long, pointed nipples that begged to be sucked. I stared at them, completely transfixed.

“Hold those titties up for me,” I ordered.

Kelly smiled wickedly, clearly loving being told what to do. She grabbed both of her full breasts, squeezed them together, and lifted them toward my mouth. I leaned forward and eagerly licked and sucked on her nipples, alternating between them, biting gently and swirling my tongue around the sensitive buds. Kelly let out a long, deep moan and ground her pussy down harder on my cock as I devoured her tits.

When I finally pulled my mouth away from her breasts, I glanced over and saw that Sarah and Mike were now watching us intently, their eyes filled with lust. Mike was still slowly sliding his thick cock in and out of Sarah’s pussy, but they had slowed down significantly just to enjoy the show.

“I didn’t think I would like watching you fuck my girl this much,” Mike admitted, his voice rough. “Now I get it. Now I know why you love watching your wife get fucked. It’s really fucking hot.”

A wicked idea suddenly came to me. I wrapped my arms tightly around Kelly, stood up with her still impaled on my cock, and turned around. I gently laid her on her back on the couch, my dick still buried deep inside her.

I pulled out slowly, then knelt over her. Looking over at Sarah, I said, “Come over here.”

Sarah sat up immediately, moving closer. She knelt beside us, her eyes wide with excitement. She reached out, took my hard, glistening cock in her hand, and started stroking me slowly while looking at Kelly.

“Do you want to fuck my husband’s cock?” Sarah asked Kelly lewdly, her voice dripping with arousal as she rubbed my dick against Kelly’s wet pussy lips.

“Yeeessss…” Kelly replied with a wicked, lust-filled grin. “I want you to put your husband’s cock into my wet pussy.”

I could tell by the excited look on her face that Sarah was absolutely loving this new twist. She was fully embracing her role, her eyes gleaming with arousal as she took my throbbing cock in her hand and slowly slid the swollen head up and down Kelly’s soaked slit. The sensation was almost unbearable — the heat of Kelly’s pussy lips parting around my tip, combined with Sarah’s teasing grip, had me panting.

“Ohhhh God, that feels so fucking good,” I groaned, my hips twitching involuntarily as Sarah rubbed my cock against Kelly’s clit over and over.

Kelly was enjoying it just as much. She rotated her hips, pushing herself against my cock, trying to capture it. Her eyes were closed in pleasure, and she was squeezing and rubbing her own large tits, pinching her dark nipples as her breathing grew heavier and more desperate.

“I like teasing her with your cock,” Sarah said softly, looking up at me with a naughty smile. “You’re so hard… I can feel you throbbing in my hand. Do you want me to slide it into her?”

“Yes,” I growled, barely able to hold back. “Do it. Fuck her with my dick.”

At my command, Sarah angled my cock perfectly and pushed the thick head into Kelly’s tight, dripping pussy.

“Oh yessssss…” Kelly moaned deeply, her back arching off the couch as she felt me stretch her open.

Sarah kept her hand wrapped around the base of my shaft, guiding me as I slowly sank deeper into Kelly’s warm, velvety heat. The sight of my wife helping me enter another woman was one of the most intensely erotic things I had ever experienced.

Kelly’s eyes fluttered open and locked onto mine, her mouth open in pleasure. “Fuck… you feel so good inside me,” she breathed.

Sarah then slid her hand down to the base of my shaft and kept it there, slowly pushing and pulling my cock in and out of Kelly’s tight pussy. I looked at my wife and smiled at the expression on her face. Sarah looked like she was in a complete trance — her eyes were fixed on the sight of my cock sliding into Kelly, completely mesmerized by the way she was controlling the penetration.

“This is so hot!!” she murmured, almost to herself, as she continued guiding me deep into Kelly and then pulling me back out, rubbing my slick cock up and down her slit before pushing me back inside.

“It sure is,” Kelly agreed breathlessly. She was watching Sarah’s hand work my cock while frantically rubbing her own clit, her hips rolling to meet every thrust.

Mike had been watching the entire scene with hungry eyes. Suddenly, he moved up onto the couch, knelt beside Kelly’s head, and pushed his thick black cock into her mouth. Kelly didn’t hesitate for a second — she took him deep, sucking and deep-throating him with obvious skill while I continued fucking her pussy.

Sarah kept up her delicious teasing, pulling me almost all the way out of Kelly’s pussy, rubbing my cockhead over her clit, and then sliding me back in deep. The constant change in sensation was driving Kelly wild. She started bucking and shivering beneath me, her moans vibrating around Mike’s cock as her sucking became even more eager and sloppy.

Clarissa was still sitting in the corner of the couch, legs spread, watching the live sex show with wide eyes. Suddenly, she let out a loud moan, squeezed her thighs tightly around her hand, and came hard while staring at us.

“Oh yeah, baby… you’re going to make me cum soon in that mouth of yours,” Mike grunted, thrusting deeper between Kelly’s lips.

Kelly pulled her mouth off his cock with a wet gasp, still stroking his thick shaft with her hand. “You cum in my mouth all the time,” she said, her voice husky and teasing. “I have a better idea. I want to watch you blow your load all over Sarah’s gorgeous tits. I would love to see that.”

Wow, I thought. Kelly must have been reading my mind.

Mike looked over at Sarah with a wicked, hungry grin. “I would love that too. How about it, Sarah? Do you want me to cum all over your tits?”

I knew Sarah would love the idea, and she didn’t disappoint. She released my cock, turned toward Mike, and pushed her beautiful breasts together, presenting them to him like an offering.

“I want you to mark me with your cum,” Sarah whispered hoarsely, her voice thick with lust. “I want to be your cum slut.”

“Yeah, you little slut,” Kelly interjected with a wicked laugh. She reached over and started stroking Mike’s thick black cock, aiming it directly at Sarah’s waiting tits.

“No,” Mike barked suddenly, his voice dominant. “I want you to wrap those beautiful white titties around my black cock and titty fuck me until I cum.” As he spoke, he knelt closer to Sarah so she could envelop him.

“Oh, that is so fucking hot!” Kelly exclaimed, clearly excited by the sight.

I couldn’t agree more. I watched lustily as Sarah pressed her soft, full breasts together around Mike’s thick black shaft. She began sliding them up and down his length, working her tits along his veiny cock with eager, sensual movements. The contrast of her pale skin against his dark shaft was mesmerizing.

The filthy sight turned me on so much that I started pounding harder and faster into Kelly’s tight pussy, gripping her hips as I drove into her.

Mike suddenly groaned loudly, his hips bucking upward. “Fuck, here it comes!”

With a deep, guttural moan, he started to cum. Thick, powerful streams of hot cum erupted from his cock, shooting across Sarah’s chest. He unloaded rope after rope — at least six or seven heavy spurts — painting her tits, running down over her hard nipples, and dripping into her deep cleavage. A few stray shots even landed on her neck and chin.

Sarah held her breasts together, moaning softly as she felt his warm load covering her.

“Yeah, baby! Cum all over that slut,” Kelly cried happily, her voice full of wicked excitement as she watched her boyfriend unload on my wife.

As Mike started to orgasm, I felt my own climax rushing up fast. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. While he was still shooting the last few ropes across Sarah’s chest, I quickly pulled out of Kelly’s pussy and stood up over my wife.

“Turn toward me,” I told Sarah, my voice rough with urgency.

Sarah immediately obeyed, turning her upper body toward me. She squeezed her tits together, presenting them as Mike’s thick cum dripped down her cleavage and over her hard nipples. The sight of her covered in another man’s load pushed me over the edge.

I stroked my cock hard and fast, groaning loudly as I started to cum. Powerful streams of hot cum erupted from me, landing across Sarah’s breasts and mixing with Mike’s load. I loved the filthy sight — my wife’s tits now glistening and marked by both of us.

Then, to my pleasant surprise, Kelly sat up and moved over to Sarah. She locked eyes with her, leaned down, and began running her tongue and lips all over Sarah’s cum-covered breasts. She licked and sucked greedily, cleaning up every drop of our mixed loads.

“Mmmmm…” Sarah moaned, dropping her head back in pure pleasure as she reveled in the sensation of Kelly’s warm tongue sliding over her sensitive nipples and skin.

“Yummmmm… is more like it,” Kelly murmured wickedly, her voice muffled as she sucked on Sarah’s cum-slick nipples. She took her time, thoroughly licking and swallowing our combined cum, clearly enjoying every second of it.

The sight of Kelly cleaning my wife’s tits with her tongue while Sarah moaned in ecstasy was one of the hottest things I had ever witnessed. Mike and I both stood there stroking our softening cocks, mesmerized by the erotic cleanup show playing out in front of us.

Once Kelly had thoroughly licked every drop of cum from Sarah’s breasts and nipples, she sat back on the couch with a satisfied smile. I sat down beside her, and she immediately snuggled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder. At the same time, Mike helped Sarah to her feet and pulled her onto his lap, wrapping his strong arms around her possessively as she leaned back against his chest.

“Well… that was certainly a great way to get to know each other better,” Kelly said with a soft, breathless laugh.

“It sure was,” I agreed, still riding the high. “I can’t speak for Sarah, but this was easily one of the best nights I’ve ever had.”

Sarah let out a soft, contented laugh. She looked over at Kelly and me, her face glowing with satisfaction. “I had an amazing time,” she said warmly. “In fact… I really hope this is only the first of many nights like this.”

Her words surprised me in the best possible way. I smiled, and I could see Mike grinning widely behind her.

“I definitely want many more nights like this,” Mike enthused, gently stroking Sarah’s arm.

“I’m sure Mike and I can come up with some fun ideas for all of us,” I added.

Then, very surprisingly, Sarah interrupted with a playful but confident tone. “Actually… I think Kelly and I should get to plan the next adventure.” She looked over at Kelly with a mischievous smile. “Don’t you agree, Kelly?”

Kelly laughed, clearly delighted. “I certainly do,” she replied, her eyes sparkling. “The girls are taking charge next time.”

The four of us shared a warm, satisfied laugh, the air still thick with the scent of sex and the promise of more adventures to come.


Epilogue

Three months later…

The luxurious hotel suite was dimly lit, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. Soft music played in the background as Sarah and I sat on the large sectional sofa, drinks in hand, across from our new friends — Derek and Rachel.

Rachel was a stunning curvy redhead with porcelain skin, full breasts, and wide, feminine hips that strained against her tight emerald dress. Derek was a tall, muscular Black man who carried himself with quiet confidence. Even sitting down, the impressive bulge in his pants was impossible to ignore — thick and heavy, just as Rachel had teasingly described earlier.

We had met them through Mike and Kelly’s circle a few weeks ago, and after several flirty messages and a couple of video calls, we’d all agreed to meet in person tonight.

Sarah was already glowing with excitement. She looked incredible in a short silver dress that barely contained her cleavage. Her hand rested on my thigh, but her eyes kept drifting between Rachel’s full chest and the growing bulge in Derek’s pants.

“So,” Rachel said with a playful smile, crossing her legs and letting her dress ride up her thick thighs, “Mike told us you two have been having quite a bit of fun lately.”

Sarah laughed softly, squeezing my leg. “You could say that. We’ve definitely embraced the lifestyle.”

Derek’s deep voice rumbled as he looked directly at Sarah. “Good. Because I’ve been looking forward to this all week.” He didn’t hide the way his eyes roamed over her body. “And from what I’ve heard… you like thick black cock.”

Sarah bit her lip, a flush creeping up her neck, but she held his gaze. “I do,” she admitted, her voice husky. “A lot.”

I felt a familiar thrill run through me as I watched my wife openly flirt with the tall stranger. Rachel caught my eye and gave me a knowing smile, slowly running her tongue across her lower lip.

“Well then,” Rachel purred, reaching over to stroke Derek’s thick bulge through his pants, “I think it’s time we all got much more comfortable.”

Sarah looked over at me, her eyes bright with lust and affection. I smiled and gave her a small nod.

This was our new normal now — and we were loving every filthy, exciting second of it.

The End… for now.
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Taken in Costa Rica: A Husband Watches His Wife Submit to Her Surf Instructor

I never expected our vacation to turn into this.

Claire was always the steady one — sensible, loyal, the woman who kept our life on track. Until a young, hung Costa Rican surf instructor named Mateo changed everything.

Now I’m watching my wife on her knees in our hotel room, her lips stretched wide around Mateo’s thick cock, taking him deeper than she’s ever taken me. Her eyes are watering, her hands gripping his thighs, moaning like she’s starving for it. The same woman who used to blush at dirty talk is now sucking another man's cock with raw, hungry need — and I can’t look away.

What started as innocent surf lessons became stolen kisses on the beach… then her bending over, being taken in his hut… then nights where she’d come back to me dripping with his cum. Every time I told myself this had gone far enough, Claire would look at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile and whisper that she needed more.

I thought this trip was supposed to be about us. I thought I knew my wife. I thought I could control the fantasy.

Now we’re deep in Costa Rica, and the rules are gone. My beautiful, once-faithful wife has completely surrendered to another man — and the worst part is… I’m not sure I want her to stop.

She’s on her knees for him. I’m watching. And neither of us is ready to go back.

Opening Pandora's Box: A Husband's Fantasy Explodes Into Reality

As I sat alone in our bedroom, a cold sweat broke across my skin.

I’d just sent my wife Chloe downstairs to the guest room where my best friend Luke was staying. And I’d sent her there for one reason only — to give him a handjob.

It started as dirty talk. Just a filthy fantasy we whispered about during sex. But tonight I crossed the line. I told her to go. I watched her full hips sway as she left the room in her tight tank top and pink pajama pants, knowing exactly what she was about to do.

Now I’m frozen in place, heart hammering, cock throbbing in my hand, imagining her soft fingers wrapping around him… stroking him… making him cum.

I thought I could control this.

I was wrong.

Pandora’s box is open… and my wife is only getting started.

Taken by the Coach: A Husband and Wife Explore a Forbidden Fantasy

As I lay alone on the sofa, I heard it. The faint sound, quiet but unmistakable. The sound my wife makes when someone touches her. As soon as I heard it a cold sweat broke across my skin.

But then I’d just sent my wife Leah upstairs, to his bedroom while I ended up on the sofa. And yeah, I know we'd both said she was only going to sleep in the bed because she has a bad shoulder, but deep down I think I knew there was something else.

And then when I asked her what happened, when she told me all the details, she just smiled and said 'maybe you'd like to watch next time?'
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