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Chapter 1

Chloe and I were headed back from Tampa to the East Coast when we pulled into an appealing roadside steakhouse to grab a bite and shake off the mileage. The place was cozy, with warm wooden decor and soft lighting, but the heavy rain had doubtless reduced the number of diners to a sparse few.

Another couple was soon seated across from us. They looked to be in their early twenties, with the sort of youthful exuberance that often manifests in public displays of affection. They had been exchanging googly eyes and sneaky touches under the table since they sat down.

Chloe and I found their antics somewhat entertaining. Ah, young love. The petite blonde had a fine, athletic body. She wore shorts that accentuated her toned legs and a tee shirt that read, "Tequila makes my clothes fall off." Her partner was about six feet tall, dressed in slinky, baggy jeans and a tee shirt that proclaimed, "Tell your boobs to stop looking at my eyes." They were not the classiest patrons, but they were having fun, and who cares?

About fifteen minutes into our delicious meal, Chloe nudged me under the table and gave me the "look over there" nod toward the younger couple. The blonde was using her toes to pull her guy's zipper down. I suppose her toes were quite articulate because she did manage to get his zipper undone.

Damn, if his cock didn't just spring out of its blue denim prison like an escaped convict who hadn't been laid in three to five. I tried not to stare, taking small glances at what must have been seven inches of purple-headed lust, which seemed either to be trying to get a piece of steak off his plate or toe-wrestle the blonde.

Chloe was straining not to get the uncontrollable giggles—the kind you just cannot reel back in once that dam breaks. So, I attempted some small talk to possibly ward off my own giggling fit as well.

"So, may I order you one of those for dessert?" I asked Chloe. She sat up and composed herself a tad.

"No, thank you, Thomas," she replied, stifling a laugh. "I've had one like that before and found it disagreed with my stomach."

"Really?" I asked. Chloe smiled a devilish grin and nodded.

"Yes, only slightly thicker and somewhat longer than the one thumping its head on the chewing gum underneath the table over there."

My interest was piqued. I can measure off about seven inches, properly motivated, and my thickness is pretty good—so I've been told by previous lovers and Chloe. Actually, I think I have a handsome cock.

Chloe and I have known each other for about four years, and we've been married for two. I hadn't really considered it before, but we actually know very little about each other's previous sex lives. We've just been enjoying our time together, and I thought things had been pretty damn great so far.

Our meal was fantastic; the steaks were cooked to perfection, tender and flavorful, and the waitress had impeccable timing, appearing at our table with the check just as we finished. In a playful mood, I handed her my card and mentioned to the waitress that the couple across from us might need some butter. Chloe almost lost it at that point. I explained to her that the poor girl's toes looked a bit dry for a good toe job, so I thought I'd help the guy out.

The waitress soon returned, handing us the receipt and dropping off some butter to the frisky couple in the booth across from us. They shifted quickly, both turning red with embarrassment. They thanked the waitress for the butter, but my little joke seemed to have been lost on them. At least Chloe got a good laugh out of it.

Chloe and I got back on the road, and since the rain had passed, we lowered the convertible top and headed east on I-4 with full stomachs. However, my curiosity was still piqued and getting the better of me. Thoughts of the slightly thicker and somewhat longer cock she'd alluded to during dinner were dominating my mind. I couldn't help but inquire further.

"So, you had a big cock, eh?" I asked my wife, unable to hide my curiosity any longer. Chloe grinned and looked over at me with a twinkle in her eye.

"You've known me for four years, and you're just now asking me about that sort of thing?" she replied teasingly.

"Yes," I admitted, "but in my defense, you've never mentioned anything about having a big cock before."

Chloe turned slightly away from me and leaned back against my right shoulder. Instinctively, I wrapped my arm around her, my hand finding a natural resting place on the upper portion of her left breast. Chloe had great tits—a handful and a half of firm, perky breast with nice, pink, eraser-sized nipples that poked out prominently. Even through a bra, they commanded attention. I had noticed countless guys sneaking glances at her chest as they passed by, but I had never really thought about it in any terms other than, "Yeah, men do that." As long as they were respectful, boys would be boys. I was proud to have a wife who turned heads.

Chloe's ass was a national treasure, or at least it should have been. It was almost perfectly round, smooth, and firm to the touch. Most of her pants hugged her ass cheeks snugly, making jeans look almost illegal on her. In spandex, well, damn, her ass was just... wow.

Chloe stood at 5'2  ", 38 years old, but looked like she was 25, with the sexiest belly button. She stayed fit because it made sense to her, and the benefits of having a body like hers were icing on the cake for me.

Chloe pulled her feet up onto the seat and relaxed. "Yes, I've had a big cock or two in my past," she replied. For some reason, her casual admission sent a jolt through me, making my cock stir in my pants. Curiosity was killing me.

I lowered my hand and gently cupped her cotton-covered breast. "Do tell," I said to my wife. She turned her head slightly towards me, and although I couldn't see her face, I sensed her curiosity about my own.

"You want details?" she asked.

"Sure, I have no reason to be jealous. We have about 50 miles to go, so tell me your dark secrets," I said.

"Okay," she responded, "but remember, you asked, and once you rub that magic lamp, the genie never goes back in."

"I'm good; it's your past, not your present," I assured her.

"What if I told you, in my previous marriage, we were... into the lifestyle?" Chloe asked with notable caution.

I asked her, "What is the lifestyle?" not understanding the terminology.

"Your naivety sometimes surprises me, but you're so damn cute," she laughed. "Swingers, of sorts," my wife clarified.

"Oh, swingers, wife swappers. Okay, that's interesting," I said. Over the next 30 miles, Chloe delved into her sexual past, enlightening me about things I'd never suspected of my dainty, precious wife. She spoke of a lifestyle where she had fucked and cum on the heads of perhaps a dozen cocks because her last husband enjoyed watching her with other men, and she'd found it fun.


Chapter 2

I must have just blanked out, so enthralled that I was oblivious to the fact I'd gotten a hard-on. I didn't even recall how I ended up with her bare flesh in my hand, but there I was, holding Chloe's naked breast, her nipple hard as a little diamond. I didn't remember driving to this point.

What I did know was that every word that came out of her mouth was chiseled into my mind like granite. She described how she'd sucked and fucked guys, all with bigger cocks than her ex-husband, right in front of him. Chloe spoke of swallowing guys' cum, letting it leak from her lips and run down their shafts so her husband could see evidence of her skills. It explained how she became so damn good at cock sucking. Tales of creampies and more poured out, all while she lay back against me, enjoying the ride home.

Chloe turned towards me slightly, perhaps concerned because I hadn't spoken for the last 30 miles, and asked how I was doing hearing all this. As she shifted, her hand moved up my leg and bumped against my dick. My cock had steeled up so firm that I doubted a pipe wrench could flex it. Yet, I was so captivated by the images in my mind from her descriptions that I hadn't even realized I'd gotten hard.

"Seems you are doing quite well," Chloe said, then squeezed my hard cock with a firm grasp. I told her I found everything she had spoken of to be highly erotic and almost unbelievable because she looked like a little angel instead of a hedonistic seductress from the land of porno. But damn, my cock was so hard.

"I need to take care of this," Chloe said, and before I knew it, she was digging my cock out of my slacks and began to suck me off as we sped down the highway. God bless cruise control.

For the first time in my life, while Chloe sucked my dick with the skills of a woman born to do this, my thoughts were of her sucking the cocks of the guys she'd just spoken of, not really of my own cock. Although, damn, she was making my dick feel like it was being sucked by an angel.

Her warm mouth sliding up and down my rock-hard shaft felt unbelievably good. I envisioned my wife sucking another man's fat cock and knew how good it felt to him. A sense of pride, I suppose, but I knew at that second my wife absolutely pleasured every cock she'd sucked, and now I was reaping the benefits of each of those dicks she'd had in her sweet mouth.

Chloe was getting me close, and in record time, too, when I noticed we were approaching a semi-truck. The top was down, and my wife was on her knees in the seat, sucking my cock like she got paid for it.

I don't know what overcame me, but as we neared the truck's cab, I reached down and pulled her skirt above her butt, and took a firm cheek in my hand. The second shocker to my brain came when Chloe spat my cock out and said, "Show it to him, show him my ass, baby," then took me fully back into her mouth. I glanced up and saw the trucker's huge smile as he nodded his head in approval.

I felt my cock swell in Chloe's mouth. I've never really been an exhibitionist, but I grabbed her little white thong and pulled it aside, showing my wife's pussy and ass to the trucker. I felt her moan on my cock and squeeze my balls softly, and I knew I was about to spew.

With the dusty truck driver looking on, I gently eased my middle finger into Chloe's warm, inviting pussy. What I discovered there was a liquid treasure, slick and welcoming. Damn, her pussy was so wet and slippery with her juices that my finger sank effortlessly into her tight warmth. Chloe gets hot recounting her sexual exploits, I mused, mentally filing away this information as her soft lips brought me back to the present.

The trucker's eyes were nearly bulging out of his head, and after a few more seconds of soaking my finger in her wetness, I reluctantly withdrew it from her pussy and sped off, leaving the trucker behind, no doubt with a painfully stiff cock straining against his jeans.

"Damn, I'm so close," I told Chloe, feeling the familiar build-up of pressure. She took me fully into her mouth, swirling her tongue around my cock with expert precision. Holy fucking shit, my dick exploded with such intensity it felt like my very soul was being pulled out through the head of my throbbing cock and into Chloe's eager throat. My body convulsed with uncontrollable jerks and spasms as she moaned softly, swallowing every last drop of my cum.

As my cock softened and my body relaxed, I felt a profound sense of exhaustion mixed with euphoria. Chloe sat up, licking her lips with a satisfied smile. "I so enjoy sucking you off," she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

"Wow, that was unexpected and unbelievably intense," I replied, still catching my breath. "You seemed very motivated," Chloe said with a knowing smile. She wasn't wrong; I had been incredibly motivated.

As we continued our journey, I reflected on the day's events. The revelation about Chloe's arousal from recounting her sexual experiences, the thrill of showing her beautiful ass to a trucker, and the mental images of her with other men all swirled in my mind, turning my thoughts into a chaotic mix of excitement and curiosity. Despite everything, I couldn't shake the semi-hardness that lingered.

Finally, we arrived home sweet home. After unpacking, we made ourselves a drink and snuggled on the sofa. The room was filled with the soothing sounds of killer blues, creating a perfect backdrop for our quiet reflection. "Big day for you, eh?" Chloe said, breaking the comfortable silence.

I nodded with a content smile. "It was a wonderful day. Eye-opening," I added, my mind still buzzing with the day's revelations. Chloe smiled back, and we settled into a peaceful, reflective silence, savoring our newfound intimacy and understanding.

I asked Chloe how long she and her ex had been involved in the lifestyle. She replied that it had been about three years. I felt the need to be honest, as we always were with each other, so I confessed that her stories had turned me on. I admitted that while I had never imagined her with another man before, the mental images of her with those guys had given me quite an erection.

Chloe laughed, saying, "I know, I took care of that erection on the way home." She seemed very understanding and thanked me for my honesty. It was a shared moment of openness that made the conversation feel right. Then she said that because of what had caused my erection, she had something she wanted to show me.

Chloe reached out for her laptop. I took a sip of my drink while she brought up a site called SLS. The homepage revealed it was a hookup site for swingers. I was surprised, as I had never seen Chloe as the type to use dating sites, let alone a site for casual sex.

She typed in a username and password, and the site opened. She pointed to the last login date, which was in 2015, six years ago. She explained that the profile was shared with her ex, who had moved to France, choosing his career over their marriage. The profile was for a lifetime membership, which they had chosen due to the cost efficiency at the time.

Chloe clicked on the profile, showing a tagline: "Taking a break, do not contact, no replies." She then pointed to the icon for albums and photos and asked if I was ready for this. Feeling like a kid in a candy store, I tried to appear casual but was inwardly excited, and my body reacted accordingly. "Sure," I said, "I'm good if you are."

Chloe tapped a couple of mouse clicks and suddenly, there it was—an explicit image of my wife. She was passionately sucking a man's long, fat cock while he gripped her breasts firmly with both hands. My eyes widened as I took in the sequence of twenty photos showing Chloe in various sexual positions: missionary, doggy style, reverse cowgirl, and more. In one particularly striking photo, she was captured with cum escaping her lips, trickling down the shaft of another man's thick cock, vividly mirroring the stories she had told earlier that day.

I was stunned into silence, my mind frozen in shock. Words failed me as I struggled to process what I was seeing. At the same time, I felt a surge of arousal that made my cock strain painfully against my pants, yearning to break free and engage with the explicit imagery on the screen. Chloe glanced down at my lap as I sat next to her and noticed the obvious tent pitched in my pants. She chuckled, clearly pleased with my reaction.

"I think your cock is doing all the talking for you," she laughed, her voice filled with amusement. I managed to stutter out that the photos were incredibly hot and confessed that I could probably jack off to this material for the rest of my life. Chloe smiled understandingly and suggested that if this site, once shared with her ex, made me uncomfortable, we could either redo the content or even delete it entirely.

Chloe explained that knowing how much I enjoyed her erotic stories, she thought I would appreciate a visual representation of the vivid scenes my mind had conjured up. She was right—I found the images incredibly stimulating and fascinating, to say the least.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard tonight," I had whispered to Chloe. She laughed and handed me the laptop, letting me sift through the explicit images. I had been truly dumbstruck seeing my wife engaged in all those acts. She reached over and squeezed my hard cock in her grasp, giggling, "Yeah, you're going to fuck me."


Chapter 3

We had sat for about an hour, poring over the pictures, asking questions, and rediscovering each other. Then, we heard a ding, and a message icon appeared on the screen like a flying bird. "Oh, you got a message," I had said with some excitement. "Click it," Chloe had responded, "I have nothing to hide from my husband."

I had clicked it, and she informed me that it was from one of the guys who had fucked her six years ago. Chloe had guided me back to a photo of the guy. He was lying on his back, and she was sucking his long, thick cock. The scenario had sent a wave of excitement to my loins. I had stared at the picture of my wife pleasuring another man, and now he had sent her a message.

"Read this," Chloe had said, pointing to a section called certs. I had seen that there were eight of them. I clicked on it, and she pointed to a certification left by the guy. It read, "C is the most beautiful, sexy goddess. Her body is perfect, and what she does with it is unbelievable. I've had the pleasure of having her several times. I still can't believe such a petite lady can take 9." T is a cool guy that loves to watch her orgasm, AAAA+."

"Nine inches! Holy fuck," I exclaimed, astonished.

"Yeah, he was big," Chloe responded with a casual shrug, "but he knew I was small, so he took his time."

"And you had been with this guy several times?" I asked, still trying to process the information.

"Yes, that was Chris," she confirmed. "He was a good guy, always played by the rules. We hooked up about six times, but then my marriage went to shit, and I just stopped using the site."

I was genuinely impressed. Not only did this guy have a huge cock, but he also seemed to have left a significant impression on my wife. Yet, she hadn't tried to reconnect with him. Chloe told me she met me, and I was all she wanted after that.

I traced my finger over to the message line on the screen, hovering for a moment.

"Go ahead, open it," Chloe encouraged with a smile.

I clicked the mouse, and the message popped up: "Hello, guys; nice to see you are back on here. As always, if you wish to play, please, please hit me up, and I will be there!"

"This guy wants to fuck my wife again," I said, my voice a mix of amazement and bewilderment.

"And how do you feel about that?" Chloe asked with a playful giggle.

"This is a lot to take in," I admitted, shaking my head slightly. "I've seen and done things today that I never imagined, and this," I gestured to my throbbing cock, "is one of them."

"What turns you on just is what it is," Chloe said with a knowing nod. "If both people share that turn-on, it can be really powerful."

I took a moment to think, then navigated back to the album page and brought up the photo of my wife sucking Chris's cock. The sight of it made my still-hard dick throb even more. Chloe took the computer from my lap and swung a leg over me, straddling me, her crotch pressing firmly into mine. I felt my cock pulse as her weight settled on top of it, the pressure and warmth driving me wild.

"I only say this for one reason," she said, her voice low and seductive. "Your cock is hard. We can be happy like this for the rest of our lives," she nodded towards the computer screen displaying a series of photos, "or we can take it further."

My eyes were drawn to the images. One showed Chris's massive cock buried in her mouth, while another depicted half a guy's cock pushed deep into my wife's pussy. The sight made my dick throb, and I knew she felt it pressing against her crotch.

"I need to check one thing," I murmured, my voice thick with desire. I wedged my hand between our bodies and slid it up her skirt. Chloe spread her legs and lifted her hips slightly, giving me better access. My fingers slipped into her panties, feeling the damp cotton against the back of my hand.

Her pussy lips were slick and soaked. My finger slid easily into her tight hole, and I could feel her juices running down my finger and onto my hand. That was all the confirmation I needed.

I looked into Chloe's eyes. She gazed back, and we shared a moment of intense, silent understanding.

"This turns me on," I confessed, my voice barely more than a whisper. "And your pussy... we both know it's wet for the same reason. I want to see you fuck his big cock, baby."

Chloe's eyes sparkled with excitement. "I'm going to fuck him so good," she promised.

We tore at each other's clothes, our kisses deep and hungry. Her fingers clawed at my shirt while mine fumbled with her blouse. She fell back onto the sofa, naked and eager, spreading her legs wide and trying to pull me on top of her.

"Fuck me, fuck me, baby," she cried out, her voice urgent and breathless. I positioned the head of my cock at her entrance and slid in, filling her completely. Chloe grabbed my ass cheeks, pulling me deeper with each thrust. Her pussy had never felt better than at that moment.

I didn't want this moment to end. We weren't making love; we were fucking, driven by a primal, animalistic urge. I fought back the instinct to cum, trying to stay inside her as long as possible. I slowed my pace, nearly to a stop.

"God, I'm so close to cumming inside you already," I confessed, my voice strained. "But I need to stay in you so bad." I knew I was edging, drops of my cum leaking out and into her pussy.

Chloe clenched her pussy tightly around my cock and slowly tilted her butt towards the sofa. The sensation was intense, her grip firm at the base of my cock, and when she slid forward to the head, it felt like she was milking me.

"God, you fuck so good," I moaned, my voice a mix of pleasure and desperation. Her hands held my ass as she ground against me. Without conscious thought, I asked, "Are you going to fuck him like this, baby?" I began to slowly fuck her again, feeling every inch of her pussy wrapped snugly around my cock.

"You want me to make his cock feel like yours does now, don't you, baby?" she almost whispered, her voice trembling. Our bodies quivered with sexual intensity.

I nodded, "Yes, baby, show him how good you are. Make me proud when you fuck his big cock, again."

Chloe pulled my face close, her tongue darting into my mouth like a snake before retreating. Her lips brushed against mine as she whispered, her breath hot and words electrifying, "I'm going to give him the best pussy he's ever had, baby."

I couldn't hold out any longer. I had to slam fuck Chloe with hard, relentless thrusts. Each time I drove into her, she chanted, "Yes, yes," her voice rising with every stroke. "Did he cum inside your pussy?" I asked, my voice ragged.

"Yes, yes," she gasped, "he filled my pussy so full of cum. Oh fuck, baby, I'm cumming on your hard cock," she moaned, her voice echoing through the room.

I pounded into her with a few more solid strokes, and then my orgasm exploded. I couldn't believe how incredible it felt, especially since it was my second climax in less than two hours. Chloe quivered beneath me, her ass hunching up like a sex-crazed animal.

Finally, we both collapsed onto the sofa, spent and satisfied. We had never experienced such an intense and dramatic release of sexual tension before. After a few minutes of lying on top of Chloe, I felt my spent cock slip out of her. We laughed, sitting up to catch our breath, and began talking about what had just transpired.

We both agreed: making love was amazing, but sometimes, you just needed to fuck.

"In case that was just your hard-on talking, it's cool to keep this a fantasy. I'm good with it," Chloe said, her voice calm and steady. "But now that you came and your head is clear if you still want it to happen, I'm good with it as well." She looked at me with a mix of sincerity and curiosity in her eyes.





Chapter 4

I glanced down at the computer screen again, my gaze lingering on the explicit images displayed: cocks in her mouth, cocks in her pussy. I took a deep breath and said, "I'm all in. I need to at least try it."

Chloe picked up the laptop, her fingers dancing across the keyboard as she typed a few lines. The bird icon flapped its wings within a minute, signaling an incoming message. "He says he doesn't live far from our new address and looks forward to meeting my new husband and especially seeing me again," she read aloud. "Tomorrow at nine pm."

To say anything other than the approach of nine pm occupied my mind would have been a lie. Throughout the day, I experienced waves of arousal, my thoughts consumed by anticipation. Chloe and I passed each other during our daily tasks, exchanging knowing grins that spoke volumes.

I couldn't keep my hands off her either. I found myself coming up behind her, wrapping her in a hug, taking liberties with her breasts, and caressing her butt. It was as if she were entirely new to me; her body felt like an unexplored territory, her scent intoxicating, everything about her exciting me anew.

I spent part of the day on SLS, immersing myself in its complexities. I learned a lot of things, like the plethora of rules and stipulations: disgruntled, jaded couples with profiles full of "No this" and "No that," threatening to delete anyone who didn't fit their criteria. "Bi guy wanted, no bi's wanted, kissing a must, no kissing"—the lists seemed endless, enough to fill a book.

What I took from the extensive profile viewing was that everyone is different. The only way anyone would ever find fulfillment was by letting their partner know what they truly wanted. Otherwise, they simply wouldn't get it.

Two hours before the critical moment, Chloe and I decided to get a drink and sit down for a moment of reflection. We ended up establishing one crucial rule for her: she would only do what she truly wanted. If she was going to have sex with another man, it needed to be something she genuinely desired. She needed the freedom to pursue her own pleasure without feeling pressured to do anything just because she thought I would like it. For me to enjoy it, she had to want it.

My personal rule was to have no rules. As a newbie in this lifestyle, I needed to experience it fully with Chloe before setting any boundaries for myself. Well, I knew I didn't want any man-on-man interactions, but beyond that, I was open to exploring and experiencing what Chloe already knew.

At eight-thirty, Chloe gave me a big kiss and said she was off to take a shower and get ready. She reached down and felt my cock, noticing that I was already sporting a good semi. "I think you have a few swinger genes in your bloodstream," Chloe laughed as she headed off to prepare.

At nine on the dot, the doorbell chimed. I opened the door and greeted Chris. He looked much like he did in his SLS picture, except his cock wasn't halfway down my wife's throat. He stood about 5'10", neatly dressed, fit, and toned without being overly muscular. His light brown hair seemed slightly damp from a fresh shower.

I got us a drink, and we spent a few minutes talking. Chris seemed really likable, and we hit it off well. I could see him being someone you'd enjoy hanging out with. We shared several interests aside from Chloe, and I found myself becoming quite relaxed in his company.

"That's quite a big cock you have there, Chris," I laughed, the absurdity of the situation hitting me. Never in my wildest dreams did I think I'd be saying that to another man, especially one about to have sex with my wife? Chris chuckled, a confident smile spreading across his face. "Yeah, I guess, but it always seems to fit nicely," he replied, nonchalant.

He thanked me for inviting him over. "Chloe is such a fun person, and you seem like a much nicer guy than her ex," he added, genuine appreciation in his tone.

At that moment, Chloe entered the room, and my pulse quickened. She looked stunning in a skimpy top that showed off the bottom of her breasts, the fabric hanging loosely and her nipples prominently tenting the thin cotton. She wore a very short plaid skirt, reminiscent of a Catholic schoolgirl's uniform, barely covering her butt cheeks.

"Wow, I never forgot how pretty you are, but damn, you look beautiful," Chris gasped, his eyes widening in admiration. He glanced at me, almost in disbelief. I nodded, a smirk on my face. "Never gets old," I said. He laughed heartily. "Hell no, it doesn't. You're a lucky man."

"Oh, you guys are so sweet," Chloe chimed in, her voice playful. My gaze was glued to her breasts as they bounced and jiggled with each step she took towards me. She bent down and kissed me, her lips warm and inviting. It was a deep kiss, lasting several seconds, and I couldn't help but wonder how much of her ass Chris could see.

When she finally pulled away, she turned to Chris with a warm smile. "Nice to see you again," she said, leaning in to kiss him as well. I never thought I'd see my wife kissing another man, but there she was, and my cock throbbed with arousal.

Their kiss deepened, becoming more passionate with each passing second. Chloe straddled his legs, still locked in a fervent embrace. I watched as Chris's hands traveled up her body, cupping her breasts with practiced ease. Their kiss never broke, Chloe's hands entangled in his hair, urging him on. His left hand, closest to me, slipped under her skirt and grasped her right ass cheek, eliciting a soft moan from her lips.

Her body moved with the fluid grace of a porn star, grinding on his crotch. She broke the kiss and sat upright in his lap. "I think that was the first time we ever kissed," Chris remarked, a hint of amazement in his voice.

"There's a lot of new things going on," she responded, her voice sultry. She cupped her right breast and guided it to Chris's mouth. He began sucking on her breast, and she turned her head slowly, locking eyes with me. "You good?" she asked softly, her eyes drifting down to my cock, straining against my zipper.

"I'm good, really good," I replied, grasping my cock over my pants to show her.

"Oh, that's in for such a big treat," Chloe purred. After a few seconds of Chris mauling her breast, Chloe climbed out of his lap and stepped back. I had never seen a more sexual creature; this was my wife, and I was captivated.

"Show it to me," Chloe ordered Chris. Wow, who is this lady?" he exclaimed, his surprise evident. I don't know what you've done to her, Tom, but I like the new Chloe."

Remaining seated, Chris unzipped his pants and unclasped his belt, pulling out the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person. Seeing a sizable cock in porn was one thing, and I'd seen his cock in the picture of Chloe sucking him off, but witnessing it just three feet away was a different story. His cock was hard—visibly and palpably hard, its thickness as impressive as its length. It looked almost ominous, and though I might have felt concerned for Chloe, I knew she'd handled it before.

"Been a while since I had that cock, hasn't it?" Chloe said, her voice tinged with anticipation.

"Way too long for me," Chris replied, nodding. His hand grasped the swollen beast, stroking it slowly. It was lewd, almost obscene, and I realized I was enjoying the progression far more than I expected.

As I watched, I never thought I was a voyeur, but seeing my wife like this, so confident and sexual, was a revelation. The entire scene was electrifying, pulling me deeper into a world of new experiences.

"That's a lot of cock," I said. Chloe stepped between his legs, got on her knees, and took his cock in her tiny hand. She looked up at me with a mischievous grin. "How about a photo recreation?" she suggested before swallowing about half of his cock into her mouth.

"Oh, fuck," Chris moaned, his voice trembling with pleasure. At that moment, I realized she was referring to the photo of her sucking his fat cock from the SLS album. Seeing it in person was an entirely different experience, a sight to behold.

Chloe sucked his cock with the expertise of a woman born to do just that. I could almost feel what he was feeling, the incredible sensation of her mouth and tongue working his shaft, her hands grasping and torturing his dick with pleasure. I felt a surge of pride watching her skillfully and passionately take him in.

"Holy shit, Tom, what have you been teaching this girl?" Chris moaned again, his voice laced with disbelief and ecstasy. Chloe released his cock, gasping for air, and flashed a big, satisfied smile.

"You guys haven't seen anything yet," she teased. Then, with renewed determination, she swallowed as much of his anaconda as she could fit into her mouth, working it over with a relentless, fervent rhythm.

I watched her hand glide up and down his thickly veined cock, her fingers unable to touch around its girth. My anticipation grew; I couldn't wait to see it inside her. Chloe stood up and then stepped between my legs.

"Take it out," she commanded.

I didn't hesitate, quickly unzipping my pants to free my hard cock. Usually, Chloe didn't assume such a dominant role during sex. We typically let things unfold naturally.

Chloe leaned over, her lips brushing softly against mine before finding my ear. "Are you good? Having fun?" she whispered faintly.

"Oh yeah," I replied, my voice thick with desire.

"Good," she murmured into my ear. "I want you to feel my pussy."

As she licked and kissed my ear and neck, I reached under her little skirt. The first thing I felt was her wetness, her soft, slick pussy lips. My finger delved into the swamp of her juices, exploring her hot, inviting tunnel. She whispered again, so softly I had to strain to hear, "His cock will be in there soon."


Chapter 5

Her hand found its way to my dick, grasping it firmly. "I'm going to fuck him so good, baby," she whispered. My cock pulsed in her grip, signaling my own arousal and agreement.

Chloe straightened up and pointed to the floor. "Down there, Chris," she instructed.

He obeyed, and for the first time in my life, I couldn't take my eyes off another man's cock. It swayed with his movements, almost as if it might unsteady him. He lay on the floor, his head positioned between my feet and Chloe's legs.

From his vantage point, he had a perfect view up her schoolgirl skirt, his eyes locked on my wife's wet pussy. Chris was out of my line of sight, blocked by Chloe, who smiled at me with the mischievous grin of a child about to break the rules. She lifted her plaid skirt, her hand briefly caressing her shaved pussy before letting the fabric fall back into place.

She knelt down, straddling Chris's head, and settled her body onto his face. She was upright on her knees, her back arched gracefully as he began to lick her from below. She looked at me with an intensely sexual gaze, her eyes filled with raw desire. Her hands moved sensually over her body, caressing her perfect breasts, pinching her hard nipples. Her stare never wavered from mine as Chris's tongue flicked against her sensitive clit.

Chloe reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking it slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. I watched her eyelids flutter as Chris's tongue worked magic on her. "Kiss me," she whispered, her voice husky with arousal. I leaned in, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss, her desire palpable. It was incredibly erotic to see her so turned on, making me wonder what sensations she was experiencing beneath her skirt.

Her breathing became more rapid, her grip on my cock firmer, pausing only to squeeze the shaft tightly. I cupped her breasts in my hands, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. Chloe moaned into my mouth, her lust and passion radiating from her body. She was completely immersed in the sexuality of the moment.

Our kiss broke, and she leaned in to whisper in my ear, her breath warm and tantalizing. This was something new, a hauntingly erotic whisper that sent shivers down my spine. Then I heard my wife's voice, quivering and desperate, "Can I cum? Can I cum on him?" Her body trembled on the edge of release. "Cum, baby. Cum hard for me," I urged her.

Her response was immediate and powerful, her voice loud and strong, "Ah, ah, I'm cumming, ah, ahhh!" She grabbed my head and kissed me fiercely before pushing me back onto the sofa and taking my cock into her mouth.

Her lips pressed against my zipper as she engulfed my throbbing cock, her body jerking and quivering with her orgasm. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, her mouth working magic on me. After a few seconds, she lifted her head, gasping for air, her chest heaving. I sat in awe, admiring her beauty, her breasts exposed, her lips wet, and her eyes shining with an angelic glow. I loved this woman.

Chloe stood up, quickly regaining her composure. "Up, guys. We're taking this to the bedroom," she announced, turning and heading towards the back. I couldn't help but glance at Chris's impressive length as he rose from the floor, his long, thick cock swaying as he moved.

He looked at me with the biggest smile a man could have, his face gleaming as if glazed over with my wife's arousal. "Damn, she's not the woman I remember," he exclaimed. "She's fucking awesome, man."

"I'm as shocked as you are," I responded, still trying to process everything. "This is all new territory for me—my first time with this sort of thing."

Chris's expression turned serious for a moment. "I just want to make sure you're still cool with everything."

"It's new," I admitted, "but in a way, because you had been with Chloe before, it seemed oddly natural to me." We shared a fist bump and headed to the bedroom.

Chloe was already naked, lying on the bed. Chris and I undressed faster than cats in a rocking chair store. As we approached the bed, Chloe asked Chris how he wanted her.

"Real bad," he laughed, then added, "I really love doggy style."

Chloe rolled over onto all fours and beckoned to me, "Tom, why don't you come up here where I can get to you too?" I settled somewhere between sitting and lying against the headboard as she crawled up between my legs and began to kiss me.

Her kisses were soft and tender, relaxed. I felt the bed shift as Chris positioned himself behind her. Her lips parted against mine, and I felt her body press forward slightly, her lips more insistent as his cock slid into her wetness.

An "Ahhh" escaped her lips into mine as he pressed deeper. Chloe adjusted slightly and found a position to whisper into my ear. The effect of her angelic whisper was titillating to my entire body—something I had been missing.

"His cock is in me, baby," she murmured, almost inaudibly, her lips lightly brushing my ear, her breath hot and in deep breaths. I grasped her breast, my cock pulsing between us. She bit my earlobe gently, and I heard her soft moans, feeling her body pressed firmly against mine. "His fat cock is so deep in my pussy, baby. Oh god, my pussy is so full of him."

I felt her body move away, knowing he had pulled back, and then she bumped into me again and again. Chloe whispered, faint and distant, "He's fucking me, baby." At that moment, Chris began thrusting with solid, deep strokes, pushing his cock further inside her. Each thrust bumped her into me harder.

Chloe's head dropped into my lap, and she took my cock into her mouth, engulfing it to the base. Chris continued his steady rhythm as she sucked me, her mouth warm and eager. "Fuck, you feel so good," Chris said, his voice filled with pleasure. I knew exactly what he was experiencing—the incredible sensation of her pussy wrapped tightly around him.

Chris's pace picked up as he began to thrust into my wife even harder. I started to worry, given the size of his cock, but then Chloe abandoned my dick and called out loudly, "That's it, fuck me, fuck that pussy!" My own erection hardened like steel. Over Chloe's back, I could see Chris, his hands gripping her perfect butt cheeks, slamming his cock into her with mechanical precision.

"Yes, yes!" Chloe cried out as Chris smacked her ass, feeding her his cock as if he owned it. He pounded her doggy style relentlessly for what seemed like fifteen minutes.

Chloe then straightened up, facing me, her eyes locked onto mine. We stared at each other as he fucked her with long, deep strokes, each ending with a resounding smack. Our eyes remained locked, neither of us willing to break the gaze.

Chris slowed to a steady, full-length stroke. Chloe broke our stare, bringing her lips to my ear with a haunting whisper. She grabbed my dick and stroked it as her lips barely brushed my ear. "See me fuck him, baby. Oh God, oh baby, he's fucking me so good." Chris picked up the pace again, thrusting into Chloe with more powerful strokes. He continued like this for about a minute, her mouth still at my ear, panting, licking, and kissing my ear and neck, taking his nine inches deep.

Then I heard her faint voice again, "Can I cum, baby? Can I cum on his big cock?" Her voice quivered, distant yet urgent. I grabbed her head and kissed her hard on the lips. "Cum on him, cum on his cock," I said loud enough for Chris to hear.


Chapter 6

He began to fuck Chloe with rapid, hard slams. I could hear her wet juices with each powerful thrust. Chloe's orgasm hit her hard. Her body jerked in a train wreck of muscle-locking spasms, and I felt her entire body shaking uncontrollably against mine as Chris pounded her viciously.

Chris called out, "That's it, cum on my cock," and shoved it as deep as it would go, holding her tightly as he felt her body convulse in orgasm around his fat prick. They remained in that position for a minute or so until Chloe could move again. She then rolled off to the side and onto her back.

Settling into the bed, Chloe motioned for me to come to her and put my cock in her mouth. I got on my knees and quickly slid my dick between her lips. She started sucking eagerly while spreading her legs for Chris.

I looked down at her body lying there, chest heaving for air, a sheen of sweat forming on her warm skin, her nipples hard, and wetness glistening on her inner thighs. Chris moved between her legs, and I could see his massive cock, coated in her cum and pussy juices, shining with her wetness.

He got in close and took hold of his hard beast. I watched as the swollen head of his cock found her entrance. "It can't fit," I thought. Chris lifted Chloe's legs back, and I reached out, grasping underneath her knee to help fold her back like a taco.

I watched as Chris's thick cock pushed deep inside Chloe's pussy in one smooth, deliberate stroke. Despite this, Chloe never stopped sucking my cock, her mouth working expertly. As Chris and I both reached for the same breast, it jiggled with each of his powerful thrusts.

"Oh, go ahead," he said almost apologetically.

"No, you go ahead," I replied. "I'll take the other one."

We each caressed one of her breasts as she pleasured both of us simultaneously. My eyes were glued to his monster cock moving between her legs, sliding into view, and then disappearing fully inside her, rocking her body back and forth with each thrust.

Chloe spat out my cock long enough to gasp, "Yes, fuck me, fuck me," before returning to give me her best head. Chris took in everything, watching her body, feeling her tits and skin, maintaining a steady, easy pace.

"God, she feels so good; she's killing me," Chris said to me. Chloe released my cock and reached up for me. I leaned down, keeping my hand on her breast. She pulled my head down and whispered into my ear, "I told you I'd make his cock feel good. I'm going to make him cum, baby."

Her body seemed small in contrast to his cock, and I heard Chris moan, "Goddamn, you feel so good." I straightened up, taking in the scene as Chloe resumed sucking my cock. I reached down and massaged her mound, feeling the heat of her arousal.

"Oh god," she cried out, "you're going to make me cum again, you bastard. Baby, he's going to make me cum on his cock again." Chris picked up his pace, fucking her with fast, hard strokes.

"Fuck, you're going to make me cum," Chris said, his voice filled with urgency. Chloe reached up, grabbed Chris by the back of the neck, and pulled him close, their faces nearly touching. Their eyes locked in an unblinking stare as he pounded into her with animalistic intensity, and she fucked him back just as fiercely.

"Cum," Chris commanded my wife.

"You cum," Chloe panted back, her arm rigid as she held his head close, their eyes still locked. He slammed into her harder, faster.

"Cum," he coaxed.

"You," she moaned, "cum." They continued to stare at each other, fucking with an intensity that seemed to fuse them into a single, passionate entity.

Each time he pulled back and thrust back into her, I could see her arousal coating his shaft. I imagined the sensation he felt inside her warm, snug depths, knowing she was giving him her best.

Chris reached out with one hand and pinched her nipple, their eyes locked in an intense stare. "Cum," he commanded. "You cum, cum inside me," she countered.

"Goddamn," Chris moaned, beginning to move slowly within her with long, deep strokes. As he struggled to hold back his climax, Chloe broke the stare, her voice rising, "You bastard," she squealed, her orgasm becoming unstoppable. "Ah, ah, ah, oh god, oh god, I'm cumming!"

Chris groaned loudly, shoving himself deep inside her. "Fuck, fuck, I'm cumming," he grunted. "Fuck yes, cum in me, shoot your cum in me," Chloe cried out.

Chris collapsed onto Chloe, and they kissed hard and passionately, grinding together with all nine inches still deep inside her. Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him as deep as possible. They continued their fervent grinding for a few moments longer before finally going limp in each other's arms.

After a minute or so, Chris rolled off Chloe, and she immediately turned to face me, saying, "Fuck me." I quickly positioned myself between her legs and thrust my cock inside her. The sensation of their combined juices coating my shaft as I pushed in was indescribable; her pussy felt like heaven around me.

Chloe pulled her legs up, urging me, "Fuck me, baby, fuck me." I began thrusting into her cum-filled pussy with fervor as if it were the last time I'd ever have sex. Chris sat up, holding one of Chloe's legs back with one hand while guiding his semi-hard cock into her mouth with the other.

As I slammed into Chloe, she licked drops of cum and her own juices from his thick shaft, sucking it with urgency. I tried to slow down, as I really wanted to savor this experience. This was the best pussy I had ever experienced, and the last thing I wanted to do was cum too soon.

Chloe worked diligently, taking all nine inches, making Chris hard again. Meanwhile, I was on the edge of climax and needed a break to avoid finishing too soon. "Trade," I said to Chris. "Hell yes," he responded eagerly. Within seconds, we swapped places, and Chris plunged his thick cock back into Chloe.

Needing a moment to regain my composure, I lay on the bed and whispered a few words to Chloe as Chris pounded into her. I cupped her breast and bit her earlobe gently, her body moving rhythmically with each of Chris's thrusts.

"I can feel you," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sounds of their passion. "I can feel where his cock is inside you." Her breathy responses filled the air, a mix of pleasure and anticipation. "I can feel where you came on his cock," I murmured into her ear. "Oh god, yes," she moaned louder, her voice trembling with ecstasy.

Their bodies moved together, the rhythmic smacking sounds growing more intense as Chris drove into her. They hadn't been going for long, but her climax was imminent. Leaning in, I whispered softly, trying to keep my voice calm and steady. "Cum on his cock for me, baby. Can you do that?"

"Yes, yes, I can, baby, fuck yes, I'm cumming," she cried out, her body jerking forward before slamming back down onto the mattress with force. She twisted and contorted, muscles taking over as she climaxed, her body writhing in the throes of pleasure.

"God, I love it when she cums," Chris moaned, his voice thick with pleasure. "Her pussy bites my dick and soaks it with her cum." His need was palpable, and I nodded to him, signaling it was my turn. Slowly, he withdrew his cock from Chloe's pussy, a few drops of her essence dripping onto the bed.

In a heartbeat, I was between her legs, thrusting into her like a man possessed. Chloe pulled Chris's cock back into her mouth, sucking it with fervor. We held this position for a few intense minutes, the room filled with the sounds of our shared ecstasy.

"Baby, I'm going to cum, don't stop, don't stop, fuck me," Chloe cried out, her voice trembling. Chris began to jerk off, and I could feel my own climax approaching, unstoppable. Chloe's body stiffened as she screamed out her release, her eyes locking onto Chris as another orgasm took control.

Chris's hand moved faster on his cock, and he leaned back, launching a massive load of cum across Chloe's tits. Another stream landed in her mouth, which she swallowed eagerly before sticking out her tongue to catch more. Instinctively, I reached out, rubbing Chris's cum over Chloe's breasts, smearing it like butter. I inserted my finger into her mouth, and her eyes widened in shock as she buckled again, a second orgasm ripping through her.

I was at my limit. My orgasm exploded, feeling as if it burst the head of my cock deep into her pussy, never to be retrieved. My cock pulsed and pulsed, unloading into Chloe's already cum-filled depths. Exhausted and sated, we all collapsed onto the mattress, breathing heavily in the aftermath of our shared passion.

A few minutes later, Chris had risen and begun to dress himself. I had pulled on my pajama bottoms as he walked over to where Chloe lay. There, in the soft glow of the morning light, she rested—her beauty undimmed, an intimate trace still visible. Chris bent down, gently kissed her forehead, and expressed his gratitude for an unparalleled night. "Thank you for the best time I've ever had in bed," he said earnestly.

As Chris and I walked towards the door, he turned back to me, a look of genuine appreciation in his eyes. "Tom, whatever magic you worked to bring her out of her shell, you're one lucky guy. Anytime I'm welcome, just say the word—I'm here." Pausing, he added, almost in disbelief, "I never thought I'd thank another man for being with my wife, but here we are—and it was incredible."

Returning to Chloe, I had slipped under the covers beside her. She snuggled close, warmth radiating between us. "How are you doing?" she inquired softly. "Damn, that was something else. Best weekend ever. Flawless victory," I had responded, the excitement audible in my voice. Curious, I asked, "And you? That was pretty intense tonight, wasn't it?"

She had beamed, a sparkle in her eye. "Oh, I'm more than great. I'm like, wow."

Reflecting on the night, I had mused aloud, "So, this was your usual back then?"

Laughing, she quickly corrected, "No, no, not at all. That was next level. My god, it was different. My ex was more about watching, nothing like this—this was the first time I felt truly... shared." She had paused, searching for the right words, "Whatever we call it, it was pretty damn good."

Moments later, Chloe's playful curiosity had resurfaced. "Now, what other new experiences can we explore together?" she had teased.

Thinking briefly, I had ventured, "Have you ever...?"

She leaned in close, her whisper tickling my ear, "I like where you're going with this."
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No Turning Back: A Young White Couple Cross The Line Into The Big Black Unknown

Nothing could have prepared Steve for what he saw when he opened the message. Sure, up until that point, he had loved the idea, the fantasy of it. He loved the idea of watching his pretty young wife with another man. He loved the dirty talk in bed about it.

But in a few chilling seconds, he realized this had all gone way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as he looked at the message from his wife. It was a selfie. Just like hundreds of others that she had sent him over the years. Do you like this dress? Should we come to this restaurant? All the usual stuff.

Except tonight the message simply read, 'Do I look good with his big black cock in my mouth?'

Sure, they'd talked about it, but nothing could ever have prepared Steve for the moment he received that message.

He felt sick. He felt like he'd been sucker punched in the guts. But the worst part was his little cock was so hard it was almost painful.

He knew that was it. That was the moment there was No Turning Back.

You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

A Husband's Surrender: His Fantasy Is Brutally Exposed

James and Rachael knocked on their new neighbor's door that evening with no idea where things were going to lead. It was the standard welcome to the neighborhood dinner.

But there's nothing standard about their new neighbors. In fact, Luke and Charlotte are so far from your normal neighbors that even now, James can't quite explain it. He knew from the first time he saw Charlotte he might struggle to resist her. When you're married to a conservative blonde school teacher, the naughty brunette with tattoos and the reputation as a swinger is bound to get you interested.

But his biggest concern isn't Charlotte's naughty side. In fact, by the end of that meal, his biggest concern was Rachael being left alone with Luke.

Well, it was until Charlotte walked into the room with the strap around her waist. But if James thought that would be the end of his humiliation, he couldn't have been more wrong!

For James, the worst was definitely yet to come.
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