
        
            
                
            
        

    
Size Queen Confessions Vol. 1

32 Dirty Stories from Women Who Needed More

Deep Inside

Written by the woman your husband watches you become — and the one who dares to whisper what you both secretly want.

Copyright © 2025 by Deep Inside. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

For feedback, ideas, or filthy thoughts:
?? deepinsidehub@gmail.com


?? A Quick Confession Before We Begin…

After launching my podcast Deep Inside and releasing Size Queens, something became very clear:
Women weren’t shocked by what I wrote.
They were relieved someone finally said it.

They wrote to me.
Not with shame — but with recognition.
“I’ve felt this.”
“I’ve wanted this.”
“I thought it was just me.”

These weren’t fantasies pulled out of thin air.
They were memories. Regrets. Cravings.
Desires they had lived, whispered, or still dream about.

Deep Inside was always about celebrating women’s sexual power — especially the bold, the unapologetic, the ones who want more.
And this book is just that:
32 filthy, honest, stretch-hungry stories from women who know that when it’s big enough, it’s never just physical.

This isn’t just erotica.
It’s a celebration of truth, depth, and desire — from women who feel it the deepest.

If you’re one of them?
You’re home.

?? Deep Inside – The Podcast
Sexual empowerment, hotwife energy, and raw, real talk.
Available now on Spotify, Apple, and YouTube.

Now turn the page.
She’s already spreading the truth.


1. Alina, 26 – Chicago, IL
"The Night His Friend Touched What My Boyfriend Couldn’t"

It started like nothing.

Matt—my boyfriend of three years—had two of his college friends over: DeShawn and Eli. They brought beer, wings, and the kind of loud, lived-in energy that comes from years of inside jokes and shared hangovers.

I wasn’t trying to impress anyone. I wore a loose tank top, no bra, and sleep shorts—comfortable, casual. But I caught Eli watching me more than once, slow and steady. His stare didn’t linger on what I was wearing. It looked past it. Like he was imagining me without anything on at all.

We sprawled across the couch and carpet, laughing at some dumb comedy, half-focused. Matt sat close, one arm around my waist, his fingers tracing slow patterns over my thigh. DeShawn kept the energy up. Eli mostly watched. Me.

By midnight, DeShawn had knocked out cold in the recliner.

Matt leaned in and murmured, “Let’s go lie down for a bit.”

I followed him into the bedroom.

We kissed lazily, mouths warm from whiskey. He slid his hand down my shorts and groaned when he felt how wet I was. He thought it was for him.

It wasn’t.

He pushed inside me without much ceremony—four inches, maybe less. Thin. Familiar. I moaned softly, because it felt like I should. But I stared at the ceiling while he moved inside me with soft, shallow thrusts. It didn’t hurt. It didn’t do much of anything.

Within a minute, he slowed. Sighed.

“Too much to drink,” he whispered, embarrassed.

“It’s okay,” I murmured, brushing his hair back.

He rolled away and drifted off, breathing slow and even.

But I couldn’t sleep. My body was warm. My core still pulsing. I felt empty in the worst way—like a need had been stirred and then abandoned.

I got up quietly, slipped on his shirt, and walked to the bathroom.

When I came out, the living room was still glowing. The TV was still playing on mute.

Eli was awake.

He was slouched deep into the couch now, hoodie off, just a fitted white T-shirt stretched across his chest and jeans slung low on his hips. One beer sat open beside him. His head tilted slightly when he saw me.

“You alright?” he asked, voice low and unreadable.

“Too warm,” I said.

He smirked faintly. “You looked it when you walked out of that room.”

I hesitated. Then padded over and sat at the far end of the couch.

He didn’t move. Just let silence fill the space between us.

Then:
“You and Matt okay?”

It was a soft question. No heat behind it.

I shrugged. “We’re fine.”

He glanced over, eyes narrowing just a little. “You don’t look finished.”

I should’ve said something. I didn’t.

Eli leaned forward, elbows on his knees, looking at the floor now. “I’m not trying to mess things up,” he said. “But you were dripping when you passed me earlier. I could smell it.”

That made my breath catch.

He sat back again, legs spread a little wider, eyes never leaving mine.

“You ever had a cock that made you forget where you were?” he asked, voice roughened slightly. “That filled you so deep you had to bite your own hand to stay quiet?”

I stared at him. My thighs pressed together.

Then I shifted. Not much. Just enough for my knee to brush his.

That was the only answer he needed.

He reached out, slow and steady, fingers grazing my thigh. His hand slid up, found the edge of my shorts. He paused—giving me a chance to stop him.

I didn’t.

He dipped under the waistband, past the damp fabric of my panties, and slid two fingers over my slit. I gasped. I was soaked—still. His fingers came back shining. He looked at them like they told him everything he needed.

“Still wet,” he said. “And he’s in there asleep.”

Eli unzipped, silent and unhurried. When he pulled it out, I felt my stomach tighten.

It wasn’t porn-sized. But it was thick, heavy, with a wide, blunt head already slick at the tip. Seven and a half inches, maybe, but the girth was what hit me. The kind of dick that makes your body nervous before it’s even inside you.

He slipped a condom on with one hand.

“You want it,” he said. “I can see it all over your face. Come get it.”

I climbed into his lap, trembling.

He leaned back. I lined him up.

As I sank down, I whimpered. Loud.

The head alone made me clench. My walls stretched around him slowly, adjusting, burning in the best way. Inch by inch, I filled. Until my thighs were flat against his.

He grabbed my hips. “That’s it. You take it.”

I couldn’t speak. My breath came out in gasps.

I moved—slow, controlled. Each roll of my hips sent pressure deep inside me. I rubbed against him, clit grinding where our bodies met.

I came before I knew it was happening—shuddering, jaw tight, my nails digging into his chest.

“Fuck,” Eli hissed. “You’re so tight.”

He held me down and thrust up once, deep. I felt him twitch inside the condom, cock pulsing as he came. His eyes didn’t close. He watched me the whole time.

When I finally stood, my thighs were soaked. My pussy throbbed, sore and open.

I didn’t say a word. Neither did he.

I walked back down the hall.

Matt stirred as I slipped into bed.

“You okay?” he murmured.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “Just hot.”

He kissed my cheek, already fading back into sleep.

“I love you,” he said.

I stared at the ceiling.

Because now I knew.

Four inches could make me pretend.
But seven thick inches made me remember what it meant to feel everything.


2. Priya, 31 – New Jersey
"The Married Woman Who Needed Something Bigger Than Her Vows"

My husband, Raj, is a good man. Solid job. Gentle. Thoughtful. The kind of man who makes tea when I have cramps and folds the laundry without being asked. We’ve been married six years. I love him.

But I haven’t come from penetration in over four of them.

He’s average—maybe five inches hard. Slim. Careful. Every time we’re intimate, he looks into my eyes like he’s asking for permission. He never grabs. Never pulls. Never loses control. And I think that’s the problem.

I’ve faked every orgasm for years. Smiled politely. Told myself the rest of the relationship made up for it.

But desire doesn’t care about vows.

It started the night we hosted a dinner for one of Raj’s coworkers, Damien. He was in town for a conference—tall, broad-shouldered, voice like smoke. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t need to. He carried himself like a man who had nothing to prove.

I caught him watching me more than once. Not obvious. Not sleazy. But direct. His gaze followed the curve of my hips when I reached for a wine glass. The way I crossed my legs. The subtle arch in my back.

After dessert, the men moved to the living room. I cleared the table.

Damien offered to help. We stood in the kitchen, close but not touching, the sound of the dishwasher humming low behind us.

Then he said it.

“You always move like that, or is it just because I’m watching?”

I turned to him. “Excuse me?”

His eyes didn’t drop. “Your husband doesn’t touch you like you want him to. I can tell.”

I should have left. I should’ve laughed it off. But my stomach flipped, and my thighs pressed together.

“You don’t know anything about me,” I whispered.

“I don’t need to,” he said. “I can feel it. The ache. The way you shift in your seat when I’m near. You want something deeper. He doesn’t give it to you.”

I stood there, plate in my hand, my heart pounding in my chest. I hadn’t admitted that truth out loud—not even to myself.

He leaned in, his breath warm on my cheek. “Let me give you something real. Once. You’ll understand.”

Then he walked down the hall. Quietly. Turned into the guest bathroom. Left the door open.

I stood there frozen.

My pulse throbbed between my legs. I was already wet. Not just aroused—but ready. Hungry in a way I hadn’t been in years.

I followed.

The bathroom was dim, just the vanity light on. He locked the door behind me. Turned me to face the mirror.

I looked at my reflection—my flushed cheeks, the doubt in my eyes—and then watched as he knelt behind me and slowly pulled my leggings down.

My panties followed. I was already glistening.

He stood behind me, pressing close. I felt it immediately—thick, hot, heavy against the small of my back. He rubbed it between my thighs, slowly. Let me feel the weight of it before I saw it.

When I looked down, I swallowed hard.

It wasn’t porn-star huge. But it was thick—thicker than anything I’d ever had. Long enough to make me nervous. The head was wide and flushed, veins running along a shaft that looked like it could split me open.

“You ready?” he asked.

I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

He slid in slowly.

My hands flew to the sink. My knees almost buckled. I gasped—loud. It felt like my pussy was stretching for the first time in years. My body welcomed it, clenched around it, thanked me for finally giving it what it needed.

He filled me completely.

“That’s it,” he murmured against my ear. “That’s how you’re supposed to be fucked.”

He moved slow, deliberate. Each thrust hit deep—places my husband never reached. I felt everything. I remembered everything. The tension in my belly. The tingling in my legs.

I came quickly. Then again. Quieter. My mouth open but no sound. My whole body shivered.

He didn’t say anything else. Just held my hips, pulled me in tight, and came with a groan—deep and low.

When it was over, he cleaned me up himself. Wiped between my thighs with a soft towel, kissed the back of my neck.

I pulled my leggings up. Fixed my lipstick.

We walked back into the living room like nothing had happened. Raj offered me the last slice of cake.

Damien never looked at me again.

But I still feel him every time my husband is inside me. I close my eyes and think of that stretch. That fullness. That first deep thrust that made me forget my name.

Some vows keep you loyal.
And some cocks make you forget you ever made them.


3. Claire, 29 – Chicago, IL
"The Day He Broke My Silence—and Split Me Open to Put Me Back Together"

When Josh left, he didn’t just break my heart—he left me feeling like I was small. Too soft. Too safe.

He was my boyfriend for two years. Polite. Sweet. But in bed? Awkward. Rushed. His cock was barely four inches. Thin. I spent our sex life moaning on cue and finishing myself off in the bathroom.

When he ended things, he said, “You’re amazing, Claire. But I need someone with more fire.”

Like I was bland tea. Like I hadn’t spent two years trying to shrink myself into something he could handle.

I didn’t cry that night. But I broke in quieter ways.

That Wednesday, I was in the copy room trying to fix a jammed tray. My hands were shaking. My chest was tight. My head felt like a balloon full of static. I didn’t even realize I was tearing up until I heard a voice behind me.

“You okay?”

I turned. Too fast.

Marcus stood in the doorway, holding coffee. He worked in logistics. Black, tall, strong-built. Quiet. Always polite. His voice was low and steady, like a warm blanket thrown over chaos.

“I’m fine,” I said quickly, blinking hard.

He didn’t believe me. Didn’t pretend to.

He walked over and gently moved me aside. “Let me get that.”

He fixed the jam in seconds.

Then he turned and looked at me. No smile. Just patience.

“Bad day?” he asked.

I nodded. Then I spoke without thinking. “He left me.”

Marcus was quiet for a moment. Then he said, “Then he’s an idiot.”

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

“He said I wasn’t exciting. That he needed someone… more.”

Marcus studied me. “Sounds like a man who never made you feel seen. Or full.”

That last word hit me like a slap between the legs. My thighs pressed together.

He stepped just a little closer. Close enough to lower his voice. “You want to feel something again, Claire? Something real?”

I didn’t answer out loud. But I didn’t back away.

His hand reached up—softly—just brushing a strand of hair from my cheek.

“I’m not here to play. And I’m not going to pretend this is casual,” he said. “But if you want to remember what it feels like to be touched like you matter… I’m right here.”

Still no rush. Just presence.

He turned me gently, bent me over the copier. Slowly lifted my skirt. My panties followed—carefully, giving me time to stop him.

I didn’t.

Then I felt it.

His cock pressed between my thighs—hot, heavy, thick.

He slid it between my lips, teasing, letting the slickness build. Letting me feel it.

And then I looked down.

And I froze.

Thick. Veined. Black. The shaft was darker than his skin, long and firm, with heavy veins and a wide, blunt head already glistening. It rested between my thighs like it belonged there. Like it had been waiting.

“I don’t know if I can take it,” I whispered.

He leaned in close. “You can. Let me help.”

And he pushed in.

Slow. Deliberate. Stretching me inch by inch.

The pressure built until I gasped. My pussy clenched around him, trying to pull him in and keep him out at the same time.

Every inch felt like it was opening something in me I didn’t even know had been closed.

When he bottomed out, I let out a sound—soft, stunned.

He filled me. Truly filled me.

“You feel that?” he murmured. “That’s what your body’s been waiting for.”

And then he moved.

Not fast. Not hard. Just deep. Steady. Claiming. My hands gripped the copier. My eyes rolled. My jaw dropped open.

I came fast. It tore out of me. My thighs shook. My pussy squeezed around him like I never wanted to let him go.

He groaned, pulled me tighter, and thrust one more time—deep, full.

I felt him twitch inside me. The hot spill of his orgasm pulsed through the condom, and I couldn’t stop shaking.

When it was over, he pulled out slowly. Wiped me down. Fixed my skirt.

I turned to face him, dazed.

“You okay?” he asked, still gentle.

I nodded. “You didn’t just fuck me.”

“No,” he said. “I didn’t.”

And I meant it when I whispered:

“You split me open… just to put me back together.”


4. Emily, 34 – San Diego, CA
"My Husband Booked the Room. The Other Man Blew Me Open."

I used to think I'd never be the kind of woman who cheats.

But it’s not cheating when your husband sets it up for you, is it?

Derek and I have been married for eight years. Safe. Happy. But behind closed doors, there was always a hunger I didn’t voice—because he already knew. Derek is five inches hard. Slim. Tender. And completely turned on by the idea of someone bigger, darker, and rougher taking what he can’t fully satisfy.

We started with fantasy. Then dirty talk. Then porn. Until one night, he looked at me and said, “I want to see you filled by a cock that makes mine look like a toy.”

He booked the hotel himself.

He picked the man.

His name was Darius.

6'4", Black, thick-built, and quiet. Not cocky. Just... assured. When I walked into the room, Derek was already in the armchair, flushed, watching. My dress clung to my thighs. No panties. My legs felt like air.

Darius stood. Walked to me. Looked me up and down like he was choosing a cut of meat. Then: “You sure?”

I just sat on the edge of the bed and opened my legs.

He unzipped. And when he pulled it out—I gasped. And so did Derek.

It was thick. Black. Veined. Heavy like it had weight in the world. The head was swollen and wide, already glistening. He wrapped his hand around it—and it looked small in his grip.

He didn’t speak. Just knelt between my legs. Rubbed the head against my pussy lips, teasing. My clit throbbed. I was dripping.

Then he said, “I’m going to stretch you so wide, you won’t remember his name.”

And he pushed in.

The head made me gasp. My walls stretched and squeezed, unready. Hungry.

Inch by inch, he filled me. My back arched. My mouth opened.

“F—fuck,” I moaned.

I didn’t look at Derek. I didn’t have to. I felt his eyes. I felt his breath.

But all I could feel was Darius.

He fucked me like I was his.

Long, deep strokes. Thick, punishing pressure. My pussy clung to him, greedy, shaking. I came. Then again. My thighs trembled. My jaw slack.

Then he flipped me over. Took me from behind.

This time, I screamed.

I screamed into the pillow as he drove into me, each thrust pounding a moan out of my throat. I was gaping. Wet. Owned.

When he came, it was deep. Slow. Hot. His cock twitched inside me, still hard.

He pulled out slowly.

And I felt empty in the worst, most perfect way.

Derek crawled beside me. Kissed my thigh. Whispered, “Thank you.”

But I didn’t speak.

Because I wasn’t just satisfied.

I was ruined.

And I’d let them do it again in a heartbeat.


5. Lauren, 27 – Austin, TX
"The Night I Took My Best Friend’s Brother—and Couldn't Give Him Back"

I used to joke that Ethan would grow up to break hearts.
I didn’t expect mine to be one of them.

He was my best friend’s little brother. Two years younger when we first met—just a lanky kid who hovered in doorways, always finding a reason to hang around when I visited. At 18, he was curious. Always looking. Always watching. I chalked it up to teenage hormones.

But boys grow up.

By 25, Ethan had filled out in every direction—tall, broad across the chest, with arms that looked cut from stone and a calm, steady gaze that felt too old for his age. His voice had dropped an octave. His walk had slowed. And his eyes? They never darted away anymore.

He looked at me like he was remembering every year he’d spent waiting.

The night it happened was my best friend’s birthday. Her house was loud, messy, full of laughter and wine. When she passed out upstairs, I stayed behind to help clean up.

Ethan walked into the kitchen behind me. It was quiet now. Just us.

“You looked good tonight,” he said.

I laughed without turning around. “Careful. You’re flirting with your sister’s friend.”

He didn’t move. “I’m not flirting.”

His voice was different. Flat. Sure. Like a man who knew exactly what he was offering.

“You don’t have to pretend anymore,” he said. “I see the way you look at me. Like you’re not supposed to want it—but you do.”

I turned. Slowly.

He was close—closer than I expected. My back touched the counter. His chest just inches from mine.

“You want to feel something again, Lauren. Something deep. Something you won’t forget tomorrow.”

My stomach flipped. My pulse thudded between my thighs.

I didn’t say yes.

But I didn’t say no either.

He stepped forward, and I let him press me back against the counter. His hands slid up my hips, under my dress, fingers brushing the edge of my panties.

“You want to be filled for real.”

Then he kissed me—firm, deep, nothing hesitant.

And when I didn’t stop him, he turned me around, bent me over the counter. My dress rucked up. My panties slipped down.

Then I heard the sound of his zipper.

And when he pulled it out, I went still.

It wasn’t the length that made me gasp.

It was the shape—broad and dense, with a tapered head so thick it looked swollen. The color was deep, dark bronze. The skin smooth, pulled tight over hard muscle. It hung heavy, curved slightly upward, already wet at the tip. The kind of cock that wasn’t made to impress. It was made to wreck.

He caught me looking.

“Don’t be scared,” he said softly. “You were made to take this.”

He guided it between my thighs, teasing me open, rubbing along my slick heat. And then, with the slowest pressure I’ve ever felt, he began to push in.

I wasn’t ready.

I was wet—dripping—but my body still resisted. The head stretched me wide. I clenched around it instinctively, gasped, tried to breathe.

“Let me in,” he whispered. “Just let go.”

Inch by inch, he filled me. It was more than pressure. It was invasion. Like he was occupying space no one had ever reached.

My body stopped being mine. I was open. Full. Owned.

When he bottomed out, my head dropped. My chest pressed to the cold counter. My hands trembled.

He stayed still. Let me feel every second of being filled to the limit.

Then he started to move.

Not fast. Not rough. Just deep—dragging that impossibly thick cock out of me and sliding back in until I whimpered, shaking from how much I needed it.

My first orgasm hit fast. My pussy clenched, slick, spasming around him. He held me tighter. Growled my name.

“You feel that?” he breathed. “That’s what it’s supposed to be.”

He lifted my leg. Changed the angle. Went deeper.

The second orgasm was longer. My moans turned to sobs.

When he finally came, I felt it all—the heat through the condom, the thick pulse, the pressure.

He pulled out slow.

And my pussy stayed open. Throbbing. Still trying to hold him.

I couldn’t stand up straight. I didn’t want to.

He looked at me, satisfied. Calm.

“That was overdue,” he said. “And it’s not the last time.”

And I knew—he was never meant to be mine.

But after that night?

I couldn’t give him back.


6. Rachel, 32 – Asheville, NC
"The Airbnb Host Wasn’t Supposed to Fuck Me Like That"

After the breakup, I didn’t want to be around anyone.

Jason and I had spent six years together. And in all that time, I’d convinced myself that emotional comfort was enough. That love without lust would last. That the sex didn’t matter—even if it was over in five minutes, even if he never went down on me, even if I was always the one left finishing alone.

But when he packed his things and said, “You’re amazing, but I need something... wilder,” I realized I’d been lying to myself for years.

I didn’t cry.

I packed a bag. Logged into Airbnb. And booked the first remote cabin I could find. Off-grid. Isolated. A firepit and wood stove. No Wi-Fi. Just trees, cold mountain air, and silence.

It was supposed to be my reset.

What the listing didn’t mention was the host lived on the property—in a loft above the detached garage, just a short walk from the cabin itself. I found out when I pulled up and he stepped out to greet me.

“Rachel?” he said, offering a hand.

His voice was low. Smooth. Calm.

He introduced himself as Malik. Former Navy. Now full-time host and property manager. 6’3”, solid as hell. Dark-skinned, broad-chested, with a close shave and sleeves of tattoos running down his forearms. He smelled like cedarwood and sweat. I tried not to stare at his hands—thick-knuckled, wide-palmed, slow-moving.

“Don’t worry,” he said, catching the flicker in my eyes. “I won’t be in your way. The cabin’s yours. Total privacy.”

He kept his word.

But I still saw him.

Splitting firewood out back, shirtless even in the cold, sweat glistening on his chest. Walking up the drive with bags of salt for the walkway, boots crunching. And once, when I stepped outside in just a long robe and no bra to get the morning air, I caught him glance. Just once. Just long enough to feel it in my belly.

Three nights in, I was curled on the couch under a blanket, half a bottle of red wine deep, fire cracking in the stove, when I heard a knock.

I pulled the door open.

“Didn’t mean to disturb you,” he said. “Thought you might be running low.” He held up an armful of split logs.

I nodded. Stepped aside. He walked in, quiet. Kneeling to stack them next to the fireplace. His shirt was damp from the cold, clinging to his back. I could smell him.

He turned to go. Then paused.

“You okay?”

I froze.

I hadn’t spoken to anyone in three days. I hadn’t planned to.

But the words spilled out.

“I wasted six years letting someone pretend four inches was enough.”

I don’t know why I said it. Maybe the wine. Maybe the fire. Maybe the way Malik didn’t blink—just stood there and held space for it.

He looked at me, calm. Unshaken.

“You ever had better?”

I didn’t answer.

He took a step forward.

“You want to?”

My throat tightened.

I didn’t speak. Just looked at him.

He walked forward slowly, stopped in front of me. His hands were warm as they cupped my face. His lips brushed mine—not a kiss. Just contact. A question.

I leaned in.

That was the answer.

He kissed me full, deep. His tongue moved slow, purposeful. He pulled back and undid the belt of my robe, easing it open. The fabric slid off my shoulders and fell to the floor.

He took his time looking.

He undressed in front of me—his shirt, his belt, the low sound of his zipper.

And when he pulled it out, I stopped breathing.

It was thick. But not just in a showy way—solid. Dense. Heavy. His shaft curved slightly upward, smooth and dark like polished onyx, with a wide, flushed head that already glistened. The veins weren’t raised so much as carved, running along the shaft like seams in armor. My body reacted instantly—heat blooming low in my stomach, my thighs twitching with want.

He stepped forward. Laid me back on the couch like I was something worth carrying. Spread my legs open with both hands, fingers splayed against my skin. His thumbs brushed my thighs.

He rubbed the head of his cock against me—up and down. I was already slick. Already aching.

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Then take a deep breath,” he said, pressing forward. “I’m not your ex.”

And he began to push in.

The head stretched me first. Thick. Unrelenting. I whimpered, grabbed his wrist, breathing sharp.

But he didn’t stop.

He went slow. Gentle. Devastating.

My pussy opened for him, reluctant and desperate at the same time, my body pulled between resistance and craving.

Every inch dragged over nerves I thought had gone quiet.

By the time he bottomed out, I was trembling.

He stayed still, just buried inside me, watching my chest rise and fall. Watching me try to catch up to the feeling of being completely filled.

Then he started to move.

Slow. Deep. Each stroke a stretch. My pussy clung to him like it never wanted him to leave. I gasped. Moaned. Came hard—my first real orgasm in months—legs shaking, lips parted.

He didn’t speed up. Just kept rolling into me, working deeper, letting me feel every part of him.

He fucked me until I lost track of time.

Until I stopped thinking about Jason.

Until I forgot I ever felt unwanted.

When he finally came, he stayed deep, cock twitching inside me, warm pulses flooding the condom. He kissed my collarbone. My shoulder. My inner thigh.

He pulled out slowly, gently. And my body stayed open, sore, stretched.

He picked up my robe. Draped it over me like a blanket. Brushed a finger down my cheek.

“You needed that,” he whispered.

And I nodded, because it was true.

I came to the woods to be alone.

But I left remembering—

Sometimes, peace doesn’t come from solitude.

Sometimes it comes when a man you never expected fucks you open and reminds you exactly what your body was made for.


7. Ivy, 30 – Philadelphia, PA
"Backseat Breakdown"

I was still crying when I got in the car.

He didn’t say anything right away. Just handed me a bottle of water, turned down the music, and pulled away from the curb like he didn’t just find me outside a bar, heels in my hand, mascara down my face.

Travis. My co-worker. The one I always kept at arm’s length. The one who watched me with quiet eyes while I laughed too loud at my ex’s stupid jokes in the breakroom. The one I never let close—until tonight.

After my boyfriend left me standing alone, humiliated after a fight loud enough to silence the patio, Travis was the only one who picked up my call.

“You okay?” he asked, a few blocks later.

I shook my head.

He nodded. Didn’t push.

I watched his hands on the wheel—dark skin over lean muscle, veins beneath the surface, knuckles scarred. Steady hands. Capable. I shouldn’t have been thinking about them. But I was.

When he pulled onto a quiet side street near my building, I didn’t want to move.

“You want me to walk you up?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Can we just… sit for a minute?”

He nodded.

We sat in silence. The windows began to fog. My hands stayed in my lap, then moved to my thighs. Restless. Needy. Lonely.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I said.

“Nothing,” he answered. “You’re just tired of not being seen. Not being touched the way you need.”

His voice didn’t rise. It didn’t ask.

It understood.

He turned, looked at me.

“You deserve to be wanted, Ivy.”

And I leaned across the console and kissed him.

He kissed me back. Slow. Warm. Certain.

His hand found my thigh, slid beneath my dress, fingers strong as they curled under the lace of my panties. He kissed deeper. Hungrier.

“If we keep going,” he murmured against my cheek, “I’m not going to hold back.”

“Good,” I breathed.

He unbuckled my seatbelt, guided me over. I climbed into his lap, knees on either side of his thighs. The car felt smaller suddenly—hotter.

My dress rode up as I straddled him. He lifted it, bunched it at my waist.

He unzipped.

And I felt it before I saw it.

His cock pressed against me, heavy and warm through the cotton of my panties. I reached down to push them aside and when I finally looked—I froze.

It wasn’t just big.

It was dense. Broad. Veins thick beneath taut, dark skin. The shaft arched upward with weight, and the head—round, smooth, and wide—looked like it wasn’t going to fit.

He rubbed it against my slick folds. My whole body responded. My hips rolled without thinking.

“You ready?” he asked.

I nodded, lips parted, breath shaky.

And he pushed in.

The head forced me open slowly—painfully sweet. My hand flew to the fogged window to brace myself as I sank down. My body stretched to accommodate him, inch by inch.

I gasped. He stilled.

“Keep going,” I whispered.

And he did.

He guided me lower until I was seated fully on him, his cock buried to the base. My pussy clenched hard. He filled me so completely I felt it in my chest.

He didn’t move yet. Just let me feel the stretch. The weight. The fullness.

Then he gripped my hips—and began to fuck up into me.

Slow at first. Deep.

Each thrust dragged across nerves my ex never touched. I moaned loud—no neighbors, no apartment walls, just the dark, the fog, and the sound of my wetness as I took him.

I came fast, surprised by it. My body buckled, thighs shaking, cunt squeezing around him like I couldn’t let him go.

He didn’t stop.

He shifted slightly, held me tighter, and fucked me harder—deep and rhythmically punishing, like he wanted me to remember this every time I sat down tomorrow.

When I came again, I was whimpering into his neck, fingers clawing his shoulder.

He held me still as he came, cock pulsing, thick heat filling the condom. I could feel the twitch of it, feel the way my body took every drop even through the latex.

When I climbed off, shaking, panties soaked and twisted at one thigh, I collapsed back into the passenger seat.

We didn’t speak.

He just reached over, tucked a curl behind my ear, and kissed the corner of my mouth.

I called him because I needed help.

But I stayed because he reminded me of something I’d forgotten.

I didn’t just need comfort.

I needed to be split open—and filled right.


8. Dana, 36 – Sacramento, CA
"Stretch Me Like My Ex Never Did"

I was married for eight years.

Eight years of gentle kisses, soft touches, and sex that never lasted more than ten minutes. He was kind, polite, and deeply average in every way. Including his dick. Five inches. Maybe five and a half if he was really worked up.

He thought foreplay was rubbing my clit for thirty seconds and asking, "You close?"

I faked it every time. He never knew.

When we divorced, I didn’t run wild. I didn’t make a dating profile. I didn’t even buy new lingerie.

I just spent six months quietly wondering if my body was broken. If I was asking for too much.

Then I met Shane.

He worked security at my office building. Tall, broad, Black. Always calm. Always watching. The kind of man who didn’t say much but made you straighten your spine when he looked at you.

We never really spoke. Just exchanged polite nods.

Until the night I worked late, and the elevator got stuck.

I was on my phone, panicked, pressing the button like it would make a difference. He came over, opened the panel, and called it in.

“You’re alright,” he said. “Just stuck between floors. They'll reset it.”

I nodded. Tried to breathe.

Then I noticed how close we were. The way his body filled the small space. How good he smelled. The warmth rolling off his skin.

He caught me looking.

"You're not used to stillness, huh?"

I shook my head. “No. I'm used to being disappointed.”

His eyes didn’t flinch.

“You ever let someone take their time with you?”

The elevator moved again. Just a jolt. Then still.

He smiled, slow. Then stepped closer.

“If we weren't stuck in here, I’d show you what it’s like to feel full for the first time.”

My breath caught.

“You ever been stretched, Dana?”

I swallowed. Shook my head.

He raised a brow. “You want to be?”

I should’ve said no.

But I nodded.

When the doors opened ten minutes later, he didn’t say goodbye. He just looked at me, then turned and walked to the stairwell.

I followed.

We ended up in the back office he used for overnight breaks. A small couch. A lock on the door.

He closed it behind me, then turned and kissed me.

Firm. Slow. Measured.

His hands didn’t grope. They gripped. Held. Moved with intent.

He peeled off my blouse. My bra. My skirt. Made me stand in front of him while he looked.

Then he undid his belt. Unzipped.

And pulled it out.

It was unlike anything I'd ever seen in real life.

Not just big. Wide. Heavy. The shaft smooth and dark, with a curve that made my knees tremble. The head was thick, round, flushed dark red. It looked like it would break me.

My breath hitched.

He stepped behind me. Bent me gently over the desk. One hand between my shoulders. The other guiding himself.

“You’re gonna feel this tomorrow,” he said.

He pressed the head to my entrance. Rubbed it through my slick.

And then he pushed in.

I gasped. My hands flattened against the wood. My mouth dropped open.

My pussy stretched, then stretched more. Then more.

It wasn’t just full. It was too much. And I loved it.

“That’s it,” he whispered. “Take every inch.”

When he bottomed out, I whimpered. My legs trembled. I felt wrecked already, and he hadn’t even moved.

Then he did.

Slow. Deep. Long strokes that made me bite my lip and moan into my arm. I could feel every ridge, every pulse of blood inside him.

He filled places I didn’t know existed.

I came quickly. Loud. Raw. He held me through it.

Then fucked me through it.

I came again. And again. And again.

By the time he came, I was sobbing. Shaking. My pussy stretched so wide it couldn’t close around him anymore.

He pulled out slow.

I felt ruined. And alive.

He helped me dress. Fixed my hair.

And whispered, “That was just the first time.”

And as I walked out of that building, my legs sore, my panties damp, and my thighs still open, I knew:

I was never going back to average.

Not after that.


9. Vanessa, 52 – Palm Springs, CA
"The Night I Let Two Men Ruin Me"

At 52, I’d stopped pretending small things satisfied me.

My husband Eric and I have been married nearly thirty years. We love each other. We’re comfortable. But sometime after forty, I stopped lying about the things I needed—deeper, darker things. He confessed his fantasy first: he wanted to see me with another man. Then, with two.

And I wanted it, too.

He planned everything. A suite in Palm Springs. Candles, soft jazz, fresh linen sheets. I wore a black silk dress with nothing underneath. He told me not to ask questions. To wait.

The knock came just after ten.

Terrance entered first. Mid-50s, tall and lean with graying temples and skin the color of honeyed bronze. His body moved with the stillness of control—ex-military, he said later. He wore dark slacks, a fitted button-down rolled to his forearms. His voice? Low. Measured. With a heat under it.

Then Malik followed.

Younger. Bigger. 6’4” and built like a weapon—wide shoulders, barrel chest, tree-trunk thighs. Smooth dark chocolate skin and a trimmed beard that framed his mouth just enough to make me imagine it between my legs. He didn’t smile. He just watched.

Eric poured drinks. My legs trembled. I was already wet when Terrance placed his hand on my thigh.

Malik leaned forward, still watching, and whispered, “You nervous, baby?”

I nodded.

“You should be,” he said. “You’re about to be stretched more than you’ve ever been in your life.”

Terrance pulled my dress up. Malik pulled it down. I was bare between them, exposed. The first to touch me fully was Terrance—his fingers sliding into my folds, slow and sure.

They took me to the bed. Eric sat back in the chair, stroking himself already.

Terrance stripped first.

His cock was long, maybe nine inches, smooth, a pale copper tone, curved slightly left with a thick ridge along the underside. The head was tapered, darker than the shaft, already glistening.

Then Malik undressed.

My breath caught.

His cock was thicker than my wrist, easily ten inches, nearly straight but with a subtle upward swell in the middle. The shaft was deeply veined, the skin a silky, dark coffee brown. The head was broad and flat, shaped like a fist ready to part me open.

“Take a breath,” Malik said. “This is going to change how you think about sex.”

Terrance knelt between my legs, lined up, and entered first. My pussy welcomed him, stretching wide, my hips tilting to meet him. He groaned low as he sank deeper.

He bottomed out. I moaned, eyes wide, clenching around him.

Then Malik came behind me, lifting my hips. I felt the heavy heat of his cock between my cheeks. His hands on my ass were steady, wide-palmed.

He rubbed the thick head against my hole, slow circles. I whimpered.

“More,” I said. “Please.”

He pressed in.

The stretch was instant. Sharp. Burning. Then melting. I gasped, my mouth open in shock.

“Just the tip,” he whispered.

He pushed deeper.

Each inch felt like a new limit being broken. I felt massive. Split. And when he bottomed out, my hands clenched the sheets.

They stayed still. Let me feel it. Let me realize I had two cocks inside me.

Then they moved.

Terrance stroked forward while Malik pulled back. They traded rhythm, careful and deep. My body rocked between them, every nerve ending lit up.

Terrance’s cock hit that sweet spot with every thrust, curved perfectly to stroke my inner wall. Malik’s cock stretched my ass so wide I couldn’t think, just moan and shake.

“Look at your wife,” Terrance growled to Eric. “She was made for this.”

Malik grunted behind me. “Tightest I’ve ever had. She’s not gonna forget this.”

I came hard. Screaming. My pussy clenched around Terrance’s thick shaft, my ass fluttering helplessly around Malik’s massive one. But they didn’t stop.

They moved faster. Deeper.

Terrance’s cock slammed into me, the ridge catching just right. Malik leaned over, his chest against my back, his cock battering my ass like he wanted to mark me from the inside.

I came again. And again. My body was liquid.

Malik came first. Groaned, slammed in hard, and pulsed deep inside the condom. I felt every twitch of it.

Then Terrance, gasping my name, cock throbbing as he emptied into me.

When they pulled out, I collapsed.

Used. Open. Sore.

Eric knelt beside the bed. “You okay?”

I smiled.

“That was more than okay.”

Because that night, I didn’t just get double-fucked.

I was ruined. Split. Stretched by two cocks built to ruin me.

And I’d let them do it again in a heartbeat.


10. Meera, 29 – Mumbai, India
"He Was Only 4'11… But Everything Changed That Night"

I used to think I knew what made a man desirable.

Height. Swagger. That deep, rumbling voice. Raghav, my husband, ticked every box. Six feet, broad-shouldered, clean-shaven but masculine in that old-money Bombay kind of way. He knew wines, quoted Rumi, and had abs at 39. We were the couple people whispered about at parties—successful, beautiful, enviable.

But behind our marble walls and perfect smiles, was a sex life as shallow as a showroom sink.

He tried, sure. But he was hesitant. Rushed. Emotionally guarded. His cock—average at best—never made me feel. Five, maybe five and a half inches. Slim. Hard, then soft. Quick, always.

I faked every orgasm for three years.

And then, somehow, Neil happened.

We met on a consulting project—he was an external UX specialist, flown in from Chennai. He walked into our office in Bandra wearing a hoodie two sizes too big, jeans that sagged a little, and wireframe glasses. His voice was soft. His shoulders narrow. His height—well...

He barely reached my chin.

“4'11,” he said, smiling when he caught me sizing him up. “Yes, I know. Shocking.”

I laughed politely. I wasn’t mean—just confused. Because there was nothing about him that screamed fuckable. Nothing obvious. But as the week went on, something about him… gripped me. The way he focused. The way he listened. The quiet confidence behind his shyness.

And those eyes. Dark. Hungry. Like he was studying me every time I turned away.

He came over one evening to finish a sprint presentation. We worked side-by-side until the sky turned dark and my AC started rattling from overuse.

I poured us both a glass of wine.

Somewhere between spreadsheets and silence, our hands brushed. I looked at him. He looked back.

And I kissed him.

His lips trembled against mine, unsure but intense. His hand cupped my cheek like I was delicate. But when I led him to the bedroom, something in him shifted.

He took off my shirt like it was sacred.

I pulled off his hoodie. Ran my hands over his lean chest. Then, heart pounding, I reached for his zipper.

And that’s when everything stopped.

Because when I pulled down his jeans, I saw it.

And my brain short-circuited.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “Everything has gone here.”

It shouldn’t have fit his body. But it did. Barely.

It was huge. Thick like a forearm, veiny and flushed dark with blood. The head was swollen, blushed deep red with a wide flare and a heavy drop of precum at the slit. It hung—weighty, obscene, curving slightly up at the base like a hook meant to wreck me.

I could barely wrap one hand around the shaft. It was hot. Heavy. Pulsing in my palm.

Neil looked nervous. “Still think I look like a schoolboy?”

I couldn’t speak.

He laid me back gently. Spread my thighs. Kissed down my body, slow and reverent, like he was worshipping—not seducing.

Then he pressed that massive cock against my pussy. Rubbed the head through my folds, teasing me open. I gasped.

When he pushed in, I cried out. My pussy stretched wide, shocked and pulsing. Just the head made me feel like I was being broken apart.

“Relax,” he whispered. “I’ve got you.”

He eased in—inch by thick, aching inch. My thighs trembled. My hands clawed the sheets. I could feel every ridge of him, every vein, dragging against my walls like he was reshaping me from the inside.

When he was fully inside me, I felt invaded. Split. Stuffed.

And then he moved.

Slow at first—so I could feel the stretch, the weight, the depth. Then harder, deeper, dragging loud, wet sounds from between my thighs. I moaned, screamed, begged.

“Neil… it’s… too much—”

“You can take it,” he growled, eyes dark.

He flipped me, bent me over the bed. Held my hips firm and slammed into me. I shrieked. My pussy clenched and gushed. I felt every brutal inch inside me, hitting places Raghav had never reached.

I came. Hard. Then again, legs shaking. My moans turned into helpless, breathless sobs.

He didn’t stop until I was gasping, limp, soaked.

When he finally finished—deep, grunting, his cock twitching as he emptied into the condom—I collapsed.

Ruined. Boneless. Grinning.

I stared at the ceiling, dazed.

Because for all of Raghav’s height and confidence—

It was the quiet, nerdy 4'11 guy from Chennai who had just wrecked my soul.

And I wanted him again


11. Aanya, 31 – London, UK
"I Invited Him Up for a Coffee… Then He Ruined My Body"

I’d been in London four years. Learned how to love oat milk flat whites, stopped flinching when strangers said “cheers,” and finally got used to men not looking at me the way they did back home.

In India, my curves were always seen. Here, I was invisible.

Until one Friday night at an underground techno bar near Hackney Wick.

I was there alone. Just needed music, some space. I wore a simple black dress—body-hugging, sleeveless, no bra. Not for anyone. Just for me.

That’s when I saw him.

He was leaning against the bar, drinking a pint of something dark. Mid-30s, white, rough around the edges. Thick beard, tight black t-shirt, forearms covered in tattoos. Not polished. Not posh. But solid. Like a rugby player who didn’t care if his jeans fit properly.

We made eye contact.

He didn’t smile.

Just held my gaze like he was already imagining me naked.

I walked past him once. Then again. The second time, he spoke.

“You keep walking by like you want me to do something about it.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Do what?”

“Take you home.”

No stammer. No hesitation.

And god help me—I said yes.

We got into a black cab. He didn’t ask questions. Didn’t compliment my perfume or try to be cute. Just kept his hand on my thigh, fingers pressing tighter the higher we went.

My flat was cold. I poured him a whisky.

He didn’t sit. Just watched me from the doorway, jaw tight. Like he was waiting for permission.

I gave it to him by pulling off my dress, slow, no words.

When I was naked, he walked up behind me. His hand slid down my spine, settled on my hip. He kissed my shoulder—soft—then bit it—hard.

“Get on the bed,” he said.

I obeyed.

He pulled off his shirt. Then his jeans.

And my heart stopped.

Because what dropped out of his boxers was the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life.

Thick. Brutal. Ridiculously long.

Not smooth—veiny, with a bulging shaft and a head that looked too big to go in anything without leaving damage.

It wasn’t porn-star pretty. It was raw. Masculine. Built for destruction.

I sat up instinctively. Reached out.

The thing twitched in my palm. Hot. Pulsing. Heavy as fuck.

I couldn’t close my fingers around it.

He looked down at me. Smirked.

“This too much for your posh Shoreditch life?”

“I—” My voice cracked. “Fuck.”

He climbed over me. Spread my legs wide. Rubbed the swollen head through my folds, getting me drenched.

“Gonna ruin this pretty little London pussy,” he said.

And then he started pushing in.

It was like being stabbed by pleasure. My cunt stretched, clenched, panicked. I gasped. My back arched.

He went slow. But he didn’t stop.

Every inch went deeper than the last.

When he finally bottomed out, I whimpered. I felt full in a way I never had. Like there was no room left inside me.

And then he moved.

Long, deep, devastating strokes.

The bed creaked. My body jostled. My moans turned ragged.

“Jesus fuck,” I breathed.

He gripped my waist. Held me steady. Slammed in harder.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take all this cock.”

I couldn’t answer. My eyes rolled back.

Every thrust was a shockwave. My clit throbbed. My nipples were so hard they hurt. My pussy made the filthiest sounds—wet, hungry, sloppy.

I came.

Explosively. Clenching, pulsing, crying out.

He didn’t stop.

He flipped me over like I weighed nothing. Fucked me from behind, hips slapping against ass, cock punching up into my guts.

I came again. And again.

My legs collapsed. My mouth couldn’t form words.

When he finally grunted and came—deep, jerking inside the condom—he let out a sound so primal I swear the neighbours heard.

Afterwards, I lay there, destroyed.

Legs open. Pussy aching. Body buzzing.

He lit a cigarette by the window. Looked at me with a grin.

“I knew you could take it.”

I couldn’t even reply.

Because I wasn’t just satisfied—

I was transformed. For a few days, for sure.


12. Rhea, 28 – Bangkok, Thailand
"He Cheated First. I Got Even… and Took Every Inch of the Better Man."

We were supposed to be “finding ourselves.” That’s what Vihaan said when he booked us on a two-month backpacking trip across Southeast Asia. Leave Mumbai behind. Get away from the noise. Reconnect.

What he really meant was: fuck around and hope I wouldn’t notice.

Bangkok was our first stop—sweaty, neon-lit, sleepless. And from the minute we got there, he changed. Checking his phone at dinner. Sneaking away to “walk the streets.” Acting cold when I touched him in bed.

I felt it in my gut. And then I saw it.

His phone lit up while he was sleeping, and I watched—hand over my mouth—as messages popped up. A Thai girl named “Minnie.” Voice notes. Nudes. A hotel address.
He’d already fucked her. Twice.

I didn’t scream. I didn’t cry.
I packed my toothbrush, put on a loose white tank top with no bra, and left the hostel barefoot in flip-flops.

I ended up at a bar down a crooked alley, pulsing with bass, packed with drunk tourists. I sat alone. Drank something too sweet. Let my rage boil under my skin.

And that’s when he sat beside me.

Blake.

Australian. Easily 6’4". Tank top soaked in sweat. Thick arms covered in faded ink. Blonde hair tied back, stubble like sandpaper, and a grin like he knew he could break something and make you say thank you.

He looked at me. Really looked. “Bad night?”

I nodded.

“You want to talk about it?”

“No,” I said. “I want to do something about it.”

He raised one eyebrow. “My place is two streets away.”

I finished my drink, grabbed his wrist, and said, “Lead the way.”

His room was small, hot, and dimly lit. The fan clattered overhead. He closed the door. I didn’t wait.

I pushed him onto the bed and climbed onto his lap, straddling him.

“I don’t want gentle,” I said. “I don’t want polite. I want to feel something.”

He looked up at me, his voice low. “Then you’re going to need to be brave.”

And then he pulled off his shorts.

And holy. fucking. shit.

I gasped. Literally gasped.

It was enormous.

Thick. Ungodly long. Not smooth or pretty—but primal. Covered in thick veins that pulsed under the skin. The uncut head peeked out like a challenge, already drooling. It curved upward with a slight hook, like it knew how to hit exactly where it needed to.

He caught me staring, smirking. “Changed your mind?”

My throat was dry. My pussy? Already soaked.

“No,” I said. “I’ve earned this.”

I undressed slowly. Let him see me—every inch. Brown skin, full breasts, hips that don’t lie. His gaze never left my body, like I was art he’d never been allowed to touch.

I lay back, pulled my knees apart. “Come ruin my night in the right way.”

He pressed the head to my slit, thick and heavy, and I almost moaned just from that. He rubbed it along my folds, teasing, spreading slick everywhere.

And then he pushed.

I choked on a gasp. My body fought it at first.

Every inch stretched me wide. My thighs shook. My nails dug into the sheets. My pussy clenched around the thickness, struggling, desperate.

And then—he sank in.

Not fast. Not gentle. Just steady. Relentless.

By the time he bottomed out, I was panting, clawing at him, so fucking full I felt dizzy.

He leaned over me, chest to mine, and whispered, “You feel like heaven.”

And then he started to fuck me.

Slow at first. Deep, measured thrusts that made my whole body react. My breasts bounced. My mouth hung open. I was loud—unapologetically so.

Each stroke dragged that cock across my most sensitive places. Every vein, every ridge, lit me up from the inside.

My clit throbbed. I could feel him in my stomach. My cunt clenched, gushed, begged.

“You were made for this,” he growled, gripping my waist.

He flipped me over—face down, ass up. Slammed back into me with one brutal thrust.

I cried out. Not in pain—in awe.

The sounds—wet, filthy, rhythmic—filled the room. I felt him everywhere. My toes curled. My eyes rolled back. I was undone.

He grabbed my hair, pulled me up to whisper in my ear: “Say it.”

“Say what?”

“That you’ve never been fucked like this.”

I moaned, trembling. “I’ve never been fucked like this.”

My orgasm hit me like a truck. I clenched around him, screamed into the pillow, shaking, overflowing. And still, he didn’t stop.

He took his time. Gave me everything. Until I begged. Until I was soaked, swollen, spent.

When he came—deep groans, cock twitching inside the condom—he held onto me like he wasn’t ready to let go.

Neither was I.

Afterwards, I sat on his balcony in just a towel, smoking a cigarette I didn’t want.

He came behind me. Kissed my shoulder. Said nothing.

He didn’t need to.

Because Vihaan cheated first. But I didn’t just get even.

I took the bigger cock. The better man. The better night.

And I did it for me.


13. Naina, 35 – Somewhere Over the Atlantic
"It Was Just a Flight… Until I Fucked a Stranger at 36,000 Feet"

I don’t usually fly business class. But I’d just closed a huge campaign deal in New York, and my boss said, “You’ve earned it.”

And fuck, had I.

I boarded the 11-hour flight from JFK to London in a sleek black blouse, no bra, loose satin pants, and the smug satisfaction of a woman who’d made her own money and didn’t need to smile unless she wanted to.

I was halfway through my glass of champagne when he sat down beside me.

Window seat. Crisp white shirt. Big hands. Crooked jawline like it had been broken once in a fight. He smelled like expensive cedar and trouble.

I didn’t say anything. Neither did he.

But the moment our thighs touched—accidentally, lightly—something passed between us.

The flight took off. Dinner was served. People slept.

And he finally leaned over.

"You’re going to pretend you haven’t been staring at my hands all night?"

I turned. Raised an eyebrow. "And you’re going to pretend you haven’t been adjusting your cock since we hit cruising altitude?"

He smiled. Wolfish. Confident. “Touché.”

Ten minutes later, we were in the bathroom.

We didn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

He locked the door. Pushed me against it.

And kissed me like he owned the sky.

Our hands were frantic—gripping, pulling, undoing buttons. I slid my hand down the front of his slacks.

And stopped breathing.

Jesus. Fucking. Christ.

He was huge.

Not "big." Not "impressive." Massive.

Hot. Veiny. Heavy. The kind of cock that made my pussy clench before it even got close. It was thick at the base, veined like marble, with a head flushed deep and swollen. It curved, slightly upward, like it was designed to hit everything.

I stared down. Touched it. It throbbed.

“How does a man walk around with this?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “Carefully.”

I dropped to my knees.

Pulled down his pants. Wrapped both hands around his shaft. Couldn’t cover him. Not even close. The head brushed my lips, and I opened wide, saliva already slicking my tongue.

I sucked. Deep, slow. Let myself feel the stretch, the weight, the raw power of it. He groaned. His hands tangled in my hair. He didn't force, didn’t rush.

Just let me take what I could.

And I wanted it all.

But eventually, I stood, breathless, panties soaked.

“I want it inside me,” I said. “Now.”

He didn’t hesitate.

Lifted me up like I weighed nothing.

Pressed me against the mirror.

And slid that monster inside me.

I moaned—sharp and shocked—because my pussy wasn’t just full, it was tested. Every inch of him stretched me wide. My walls clenched around him, fluttering in panic and lust.

“Holy—fuck,” I gasped.

He didn’t stop.

He filled me, every stroke deep and slow, cock dragging against every nerve ending I had. The mirror fogged. My breath came ragged. My legs trembled.

He whispered in my ear, voice ragged: “No man’s ever filled you like this, have they?”

“No,” I moaned, “they haven’t—fuck, don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He fucked me hard, slow, deliberate.

My nipples rubbed against the mirror with every thrust. My clit pulsed. My mouth fell open in wordless moans. I felt his cock pounding into me, deeper than anything I'd ever taken.

And I loved it.

I wanted more.

My orgasm slammed into me like turbulence—hard, sudden, overwhelming. I gasped. Cried out. My pussy gushed around him, soaking us both. And still he moved.

Relentless.

Finally, he pulled out, groaning into my neck, cock twitching as he came in his hand.

We both just stood there. Sweating. Panting. Shaking.

He tucked himself away. Kissed me, rough but soft.

We returned to our seats like nothing happened.

But I couldn’t sit right for hours.

And every time I glanced at him, I remembered the size of that cock, the stretch, the power, the look in his eyes when I came around him.

It wasn’t just a flight.

It was a fucking elevation.


14. Sanaya, 34 – Dubai, UAE
"My Husband Was in Abu Dhabi. I Was Bent Over by the Boy Next Door."

Dubai teaches you how to look perfect.

Hair sleek. Heels high. Makeup flawless. Silence kept.

My husband, Sameer, is a finance executive—always in suits, always flying. We live in a luxury apartment in Downtown, glass walls and quiet hallways, gym access and fake smiles in the elevator.

He’s gone most weeks. Abu Dhabi. Riyadh. Sometimes London.

I work from home. Host dinners. Keep up appearances. I’m the good wife. The polished one. The elegant one.

But I haven’t been touched in eight months.

And my body? My body hasn’t forgotten it needs to be touched.

Enter Zane.

Twenty-six. Mixed—Syrian-Australian. Lives alone two floors below. I first noticed him at the pool—wet curls, thick thighs, towel hanging too low, earbuds in. He didn’t flirt. Just nodded. But his eyes…

They lingered.

A week later, I bumped into him in the hallway wearing yoga pants and a tank top. No bra. No intention.

His gaze dropped to my chest and stayed there a second too long.

I smiled. Didn’t say a word.

The next day, he slid a note under my door.

"If you're ever lonely... I’m always around."

I should’ve been offended.

Instead, I was soaked.

That Friday, Sameer flew to Doha. I texted Zane one word: “Come.”

He was at my door in five minutes.

Loose linen pants, shirt half-unbuttoned, barefoot.

He stepped in, didn’t speak.

I stood in silk shorts and nothing else.

I walked to him. Touched his chest. Let my fingers trail down his abs, slow, like a dare.

Then I whispered, “Let’s not pretend this isn’t happening.”

He kissed me. Hard. No hesitation. No shame.

He lifted me—just lifted me like I weighed nothing—pressed me against the marble kitchen counter, and kissed down my neck, my collarbone, my breasts.

I unzipped him.

And I gasped.

It was unreal.

Thick. Thicker than any man I’d ever seen. The shaft was wide, tan, ribbed with veins like it had been carved. The head? Huge. Bold. Darker than the rest. Already slick with precum.

I wrapped my hand around it. Then a second. Still didn’t reach the base.

“God,” I whispered. “How the fuck are you hiding this?”

He leaned in, his voice low. “No one’s ever taken it all.”

My thighs trembled.

He pushed me gently onto the velvet couch. Kissed my thighs, slow and warm, spreading me wide with his hands.

When he pressed that cock to my entrance, I gasped again.

My pussy clenched just from the pressure.

And then—he pushed.

Slow.

Inch.
By
Impossible inch.

The stretch was overwhelming. My breath caught. My back arched. My pussy gripped and fluttered, trying to accommodate something unnatural.

He paused halfway in. “You good?”

“Don’t stop,” I begged. “I want to feel every inch.”

He smiled. Then buried himself inside me.

All the way.

I screamed.

It wasn’t pain. It was the most intense fullness I had ever felt. Like my body had never known real cock until now.

Then he moved.

Long, brutal strokes that dragged across every sweet spot inside me. He gripped my hips, his hands strong, his thrusts deep and commanding.

My body surrendered.

I moaned louder than I ever had in that apartment. My breasts bounced with each thrust. My pussy gushed. My legs trembled.

“You feel like you’ve been waiting for this,” he said through gritted teeth.

“I have,” I gasped. “Fucking years.”

He flipped me over. Bent me across the couch. Spanked my ass once—hard—then slammed into me again.

I cried out. My pussy made the filthiest sounds. Wet. Raw. Open. Taking every inch.

I came—hard, messy, shaking. My voice broke as I screamed his name.

And he didn’t stop.

Not until I came again. And again. And again.

When he finally groaned and came—cock twitching inside the condom, hands gripping my waist—I collapsed into the cushions.

We lay there in silence. My body pulsing. His chest against my back.

Eventually, he kissed my shoulder.

“You ever need more,” he said, “just knock.”

I didn’t reply.

But the next morning, I sent him another text.

“Tomorrow. Same time. I want it deeper.”


15. Rachel, 38 – Maasai Mara, Kenya
"I Came for the Safari. I Stayed to Get Split Open in the Wild."

I booked the trip on a whim.

Newly divorced, 38, living in Seattle with a job that drained me and a bed that stayed cold. My therapist said I needed “adventure.” My best friend said I needed “dick.”

So I gave myself both.

Kenya. Luxury eco-lodge. Solo safari package. I packed linen dresses, wide-brim hats, and zero expectations.

I wasn’t looking for a man.

But I found him.

Luka.
He was one of the local guides. Maasai-born. Towering. Broad. Muscles taut beneath his cotton shirt. Skin like polished onyx, eyes sharp, lips full. He moved with quiet strength, like the earth bent slightly to let him walk.

I noticed him immediately. He noticed me too—though he said nothing for days.

Until the third evening.

We were walking back from the river trail. I was breathless from the heat, flushed from the wine.

He looked at me and said, “You walk like you haven’t been touched properly in years.”

I stopped.

“Excuse me?”

He smiled. Not arrogant. Just sure.

“If I’m wrong,” he said, “I’ll leave it there.”

I didn’t answer.

That night, I found myself knocking on the private staff tent just outside the compound.

He opened the flap shirtless.

I walked in. Said nothing.

We kissed like it was the only language either of us spoke.

His hands were huge. Calloused. Reverent. They gripped my hips, slid under my dress, lifted it off. He cupped my breasts like they were sacred offerings.

Then I reached for his waistband. Pulled it down.

And froze.

Because what I saw made my mouth part in shock.

It was enormous.

Not just long. Not just thick. A fucking monster.

Dark, veined, girthy like a forearm, the uncut head wide and swollen. It hung heavy, swinging when he stepped toward me, already hard, already dripping.

I stared. Swallowed.

“That’s not a cock,” I whispered. “That’s a weapon.”

He smirked. “And you’re going to take it.”

He led me to the bed—just a simple cot and mosquito netting—and laid me down like something precious.

Kissed down my body. Thighs. Belly. Breasts.

Then he positioned himself between my legs.

Rubbed that beast along my pussy lips, teasing, pressing the head right against my entrance.

I gasped at the pressure.

Then he started to push.

Inch by devastating inch.

I moaned. Loud. Guttural. My hands clutched the sheets. My legs quaked. My pussy clenched, stretched to its limits. It felt like I was being filled by a tree trunk.

And still—he kept going.

By the time he bottomed out, I was light-headed. My belly ached from the fullness. My pussy was pulsing, wet, wide open around that monster cock.

Then he began to move.

Slow. Deep. Commanding.

Every stroke dragged across nerves I didn’t even know existed. My breasts bounced with each thrust. My clit throbbed. My breath came out in broken gasps.

I was being claimed.

And I loved it.

He flipped me over, his hand on the back of my neck, and slammed back inside me.

The sounds—my moans, the slick slap of his cock inside my soaked cunt—filled the tent. I didn’t care who heard. I wanted the entire savannah to know.

I came—explosive, electric, messy.

He didn’t stop.

He held me steady, fucking me hard, grunting, sweating, his cock splitting me open over and over until I begged him to finish.

When he finally groaned and came—cock twitching inside the condom, pressed deep—I collapsed forward, spent, my body still trembling.

Afterwards, I lay there. Bare. Marked. Glowing.

He leaned over, brushed my hair from my face.

“You needed this,” he said.

“I chose this,” I whispered.

And I meant it.

Because I didn’t come to Kenya looking for love.

But I found something better:

Freedom.
And the kind of cock you feel for days.


16. Devika, 33 – Gurgaon, India
"My Husband Watched as His Best Friend Fucked Me Better Than He Ever Did"

They say women lose their hunger after marriage. That once you’ve got the ring, the house, the man—your body quiets down.

They don’t know me.

My name’s Devika. I’m 33. I run my own design firm, I wear sarees that cling like second skin, and I’ve always had a thing for being looked at. But my husband, Krish, is sweet. Safe. Predictable.

He’s never once owned me in bed. Never grabbed my hips like they belonged to him. Never filled me like I needed to be filled.

But he listens. He watches. He learns.

And last month, he made me a proposal I didn’t expect.

“What if I let someone else fuck you?”
I raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”
“You always said you needed more. Maybe I want to see what that looks like.”

I stared at him for a long, hot minute.
“You want to watch me take another man’s cock?”
He nodded. “As long as it’s someone I trust.”

That someone turned out to be Aarav—his best friend since college.

Tall. Dark-skinned. Always had that silent alpha thing going. Hands like he worked with them. Voice like velvet poured over gravel. I used to catch him staring when I wore deep blouses.

Now he had permission.

He came over one Saturday night. We drank. Talked. The air between us was thick with the unspoken.

Krish kissed me on the cheek and whispered, “Show him who you really are.”

I turned to Aarav.

“Come here,” I said, voice low.

He obeyed.

We kissed—slow, hungry, intense. My hands slid up under his shirt, feeling every ridge of muscle. His fingers gripped my waist like he needed to hold me still.

I dropped to my knees.

Unbuckled him. Pulled down his jeans.

And my jaw actually dropped.

It was monstrous.

Thick as a soda can. Dark. Veiny. The head wide and flared. Already dripping. Beautiful in its brutality.

I looked over at Krish—already sitting in the corner, watching, hard.

“You knew he was packing like this?” I asked.

Krish swallowed. “I had a feeling.”

I turned back to Aarav.

“Get on the bed,” I said. “And don’t hold back.”

He stripped. I climbed on top. Aligned him to my dripping, desperate pussy. And then—I sank down.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, throwing my head back.

He stretched me wide. My cunt throbbed around him, struggling to take that fat cock. Every inch I lowered, I felt fuller. Deeper. Hungrier.

By the time I took it all, my belly ached—in the best way.

Krish groaned in the corner, watching me impaled on his friend.

And then Aarav started to move.

He gripped my hips and fucked up into me—hard, fast, brutal. His cock carved through me like he knew exactly what I needed. My breasts bounced. My moans got filthy.

“Jesus fuck,” I screamed. “This is what I’ve been waiting for.”

“You take cock like a whore,” Aarav growled. “You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Keep fucking me. Make him watch.”

I looked right at my husband as Aarav flipped me, bent me over, and slammed back inside.

My pussy gushed. My ass bounced. I screamed his name like a prayer.

And Krish? He didn’t stop watching.

His eyes were wide. Cock in hand. Face flushed.

He saw the way Aarav made me shake, the way my pussy dripped for a cock three times thicker than his.

He watched me cum, hard, screaming, broken open.

And he came too. Watching.

When Aarav finally groaned, emptying into the condom, I collapsed on the bed—soaked, stretched, shaking.

Krish walked over. Kissed my forehead.

“You were perfect,” he whispered.

And I was.

Because I didn’t cheat.

I shared.

And it was the best sex of my life.


Chapter 17 – Sofia, 42 – Barcelona, Spain

"I Came for the Art. I Left After Taking the Sculpture Home with Me."

I was supposed to be rediscovering myself.

Divorced two years. My son in college. My therapist said, travel, breathe, let Barcelona seduce you. So I did. Or at least I tried.

I wore long skirts with high slits. Loose shirts that showed just a hint of cleavage. I walked through Gothic alleys at night and tasted wines I couldn’t pronounce.

But it wasn’t the food, the language, or the Gaudí buildings that undid me.

It was him.

Matías.
Twenty-seven. Local sculptor. He worked part-time giving private gallery tours, and I booked one on a whim.

Skin like sun-warmed olive oil. Black curls, messy. Sleeves rolled up, fingers stained with clay. He spoke slowly, confidently—but there was a tension behind his eyes. Hunger, maybe. Or restraint.

He took me through a quiet private gallery—his studio upstairs. One sculpture caught my eye.

A tall, thick, marble figure. Broad chest. Hips like stone. And an absolutely indecent bulge.

I raised an eyebrow. “A bit exaggerated, no?”

Matías turned to me. His gaze lowered. Then lifted.

“Not if you’ve seen it in real life,” he said softly.

I felt my pussy clench on instinct.

“I’m curious,” I murmured.

“Are you?” His eyes didn’t flinch.

Upstairs, his studio was dim. Dusty. Warm. A cot in the corner, half-sculpted figures scattered across the room.

He offered me wine. I shook my head.

“Show me,” I said instead.

His jaw tensed. “You’re sure?”

“I haven’t been this sure in years.”

He stepped closer. Reached for his belt.

And when he dropped his pants, I gasped.

It was obscene.

Thick—girth like something carved by gods, not men. The head was wide, flushed deep with blood. The shaft veined, heavy, swaying with its own weight. It hung low, bold, already half-hard and huge.

I dropped to my knees like I’d been pulled by gravity.

“I don’t know if I can even fit this in my mouth,” I whispered.

“Then use your hands, too,” he said. His voice had changed—low, darker.

I wrapped both hands around the base. My fingers didn’t meet. I licked the head, tasted salt and need. He moaned—deep—and that sound soaked my panties instantly.

When I stood, he turned me around. Bent me over the workbench. Pulled my panties to the side.

And pressed in.

The head alone made me gasp. Stretch. Panic, just a little.

My pussy clenched tight—trying to keep it out—but he pushed slow. Patient. Letting me feel every cruel inch.

By the time he was halfway in, I was already moaning like I hadn’t in a decade.

“You were made for this,” he growled in my ear.

“No one’s ever filled me like this,” I gasped.

He slammed the rest in—and I screamed.

My thighs quivered. My fingers gripped the table. My pussy gushed, wet and pulsing, trying to adjust around the impossible cock stretching me open.

He fucked me slow at first—deep, controlled strokes that dragged along my walls. My breath stuttered. My clit throbbed. My body trembled.

And then he picked up the pace.

His hips slammed into me. My breasts bounced. The studio echoed with the slick, nasty sounds of cock and cunt in perfect rhythm.

I came.

Hard. Violently. Sobbing his name.

But he didn’t stop.

He flipped me onto my back, spread my legs wide, and shoved that thick cock back inside me. I felt every inch. Every vein. I came again. Then again. And again.

By the time he spilled inside the condom—grunting, sweaty, gripping my thighs—I couldn’t feel my legs.

When I stood an hour later, sore and dizzy, I smiled.

Because I hadn’t just taken the tour.

I’d been filled like art deserves to be.


Chapter 18 – Neelam, 47 – Goa, India

"I Was Supposed to Sip Cocktails by the Sea—Not Take a Waiter's Cock That Reached My Fucking Spine"

I hadn’t touched a man in four years.

Not since my ex walked out with his yoga instructor, claiming I’d become “cold.” No. I’d just stopped faking orgasms.

I was 47, twice divorced, with a career that paid well and a libido that hadn’t died—it had just gone quiet. Dormant. Hungry.

So when my girlfriends planned a beach week in Goa, I said yes.

I packed sheer kaftans, red bikinis, and a vibrator I never ended up using.

Because then I met Dev.

He worked at the beach resort we were staying at. Early thirties. Dark eyes. Soft-spoken. Always barefoot. He wasn’t flashy. He barely spoke. But he looked at me like I was the only woman on the sand.

Not the loud college girls. Not the influencers taking selfies. Me.

Forty-seven. Curved. Confident. And apparently, his type.

The third night in, I was tipsy on feni, barefoot on the beach, when I saw him again—clearing glasses under the string lights.

I walked up, hips swaying. “You look like you have a secret.”

He smiled. One of those slow, knowing smiles.

“Maybe I do.”

“Wanna share it?”

That’s all it took.

Ten minutes later, I had him pressed against the wall of a hidden shack behind the resort, his lips on my neck, his hands gripping my ass like he’d waited his whole life to touch a woman like me.

I slid my hand down.

And froze.

My entire pussy pulsed.

It was a weapon.

Thick. Stupidly thick. Heavy. Even soft, it felt massive. Like something carved from dark marble and wrapped in velvet. I looked down and saw the outline pressing against his linen pants, thick all the way down to his thigh.

“You’ve been walking around with this?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “I don’t show it to just anyone.”

I dropped to my knees right there in the sand.

Pulled his pants down.

And my breath hitched so hard I thought I might choke.

It was monstrous.

Uncut. Veined. Almost angry with how full it was. The head flared like a goddamn mushroom, slick with precum, glistening. It curved slightly left, girthy the whole way down. I couldn’t close one hand around the shaft.

“You’re going to break me,” I whispered.

“I’ll go slow,” he promised. But his voice was already shaking with need.

I didn’t want slow.

I lay back on the towel we’d stolen from the cabana. Opened my legs. My pussy already soaking, clenching, desperate.

He knelt between my thighs. Rubbed that monster cock up and down my slit. The weight of it sent chills through me.

When he pushed in—

I saw stars.

The head alone stretched me beyond anything I'd taken in years. My walls clamped around him, fluttering, panicked. I gasped, grabbing fistfuls of sand.

He went slow, yes—but he kept going.

And going.

And fucking going.

By the time he bottomed out, I was panting, shaking, whispering “fuckfuckfuck” like a mantra.

Then he moved.

Deep, rolling strokes that dragged across every nerve ending inside me. My clit pulsed. My breath caught. My body sang.

I came within minutes. Hard. Flooding around him. But he didn’t stop.

He flipped me over, pressed my cheek into the towel, and slammed back into me from behind.

The wet slaps of skin echoed in the dark. My breasts bounced. My ass smacked against his hips. I moaned like I hadn’t in years.

“Your cunt’s taking me so well,” he growled.

I came again. Louder. Dirtier.

He fucked me until my thighs gave out. Until my brain turned blank. Until my pussy was swollen, stretched, slick with our mess.

When he finally groaned and came—gripping my hips, cock throbbing inside the condom—I was undone.

We lay there, breathless, sweat-slicked, our bodies tangled under the stars.

“You needed that,” he said.

“No,” I whispered. “I fucking deserved that.”

And I did.

Because size isn’t just about cock.

It’s about being taken completely.


Chapter 19 – Camille, 45 – Paris, France

"The Elevator Stopped. I Dropped to My Knees. Then He Showed Me Something That Changed My Entire Fucking Life."

People think Paris is about romance.

They don’t know the Paris I live in. Mine is deadlines, manuscripts, noise-canceling headphones, black turtlenecks, and fuck-off stares.

I’m Camille. Forty-five. Senior editor at a publishing house that only prints people with awards. I live alone in a Marais apartment with stone walls and a walk-in wine rack. I wear silk blouses and red lipstick. I haven’t dated in almost two years.

Why?

Because men bore me. Especially the ones who think they can tame me.

But today—today—the elevator stopped between floors.

And I was not alone.

He was in there too.

Julien. The building’s maintenance contractor. Twenty-something. Quiet. Always in cargo pants and boots. Broad-shouldered. Always smelled like soap and heat.

I’d barely looked at him before today.

But being stuck in a steel box changes things.

“Sorry,” he said, tapping the control panel. “Looks like it jammed.”

“Lovely,” I muttered.

“Afraid of small spaces?” he asked.

I turned to answer—and then noticed.

He was looking down at me. Not with arrogance. Not with curiosity. Just calm, male attention. His eyes dropped for a second—to my lips, my chest.

And I felt my nipples tighten instantly under the silk.

Maybe it was the tension. Or the silence. Or the way I hadn’t been touched in months.

But I said it.

“You ever been blown in an elevator?”

His eyes widened. Just a little.

“No, madame,” he said. “But I wouldn’t say no.”

I dropped to my knees.

Pulled at the belt of his cargo pants. Unzipped. Pushed down the waistband.

And I gasped.

I actually gasped.

Because Jesus Christ.

This man wasn’t just hung.

He was a fucking monster.

Uncut. Thick. So thick. Veins like rope. A head that looked swollen, flushed red, already oozing. It hung heavy. Curved slightly downward. I couldn’t even pretend to wrap one hand around it.

“You’ve been walking around with this?” I said.

His voice was low. “Doesn’t fit anywhere else.”

I licked my lips. “Let’s see what my mouth can do.”

I wrapped my lips around the head—and struggled. My jaw stretched wide. My throat tightened.

But I didn’t stop.

He groaned, one hand against the steel wall, the other tangled in my hair.

I sucked slow. Deep. Let saliva drip down the shaft. My hand worked the base, stroking that massive length while I focused on the head. Tongue circling. Lips tight.

He hissed through his teeth.

I looked up. Locked eyes.

He was trying not to thrust.

“God,” I whispered, coming up for breath. “It’s disgusting how much I love this.”

He helped me to my feet. Pulled my skirt up. Panties off.

Pressed me to the elevator wall.

And shoved that cock inside me.

I screamed.

Loud. Filthy. Half in pain, half in ecstasy.

My pussy stretched, clenched, panicked.

He moved slowly. Let me feel every brutal inch. I gripped the handrail, moaning, my breath fogging the cold metal.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Hard.”

He did.

He fucked me.

Slammed into me with deep, thick thrusts. The sound of his hips smacking my ass echoed through the elevator. My breasts bounced. My clit pulsed. I came—screaming, sobbing, soaked.

But he didn’t stop.

He flipped me around. Bent me forward.

Drove into me from behind.

I could feel that massive cock hitting everything. My thighs quaked. My pussy gushed. My knees buckled.

I came again.

And again.

And again.

When he finally came—gripping my hips, cock jerking inside the condom—I felt it all the way in my gut.

Afterwards, we stood in silence. Breathing. Sweating.

The elevator dinged.

It had started again.

We pulled ourselves together like nothing had happened.

But my cunt?

Still throbbing.

And I knew—next time I got stuck between floors, I’d be hoping he was the one called to help.


Chapter 20 – Tanya, 37 – New York City, USA

"He Came to Deliver a Package. But I Was the One Who Got Handled."

In Midtown Manhattan, everything moves fast—especially men.

Quick to speak. Quick to promise. Quick to come.

I learned that the hard way.

I’m Tanya, 37. Corporate litigation. The kind of woman who wins her cases in six-inch heels and never fucks coworkers because I’m not here to play.

My nails are always sharp. My suits are tailored. My orgasms, lately, are battery-powered.

Until he started showing up.

Malik.
Bike courier. Jamaican. Always in black. Dreadlocks pulled back. Tall. Solid. Ink on his forearms that peeked out from his sleeves. Voice like thick molasses.

He started delivering to our firm a few weeks ago—usually contracts or confidential envelopes. Never said much. Just “Morning, Miss Tanya,” and a quick nod.

But every time, his eyes dipped to my hips. My mouth. Like he was undressing me in slow motion.

I ignored it at first.

Then I started wearing tighter skirts.

And that Friday, I asked him to step inside my office to “sign the manifest.”

He closed the door.

I didn’t waste time.

“You always stare like that?”

He raised an eyebrow. “You always walk like you want to be stared at?”

We locked eyes.

I walked around the desk. Stood toe to toe.

“You got something to deliver?”

He smiled. Slow. Confident. Dangerous.

“I’ve got exactly what you need.”

I grabbed his belt.

Unbuckled it. Pulled down the front of his sweatpants.

And my knees buckled.

This was not a regular man.

This was a fucking god.

Massive.
Uncut. Thick like a soda can. The head was smooth, dark, already swollen with blood. It pulsed in my palm, heavy, veiny, slightly curved. My fingers couldn’t wrap around it—not even with both hands.

“You walk around like this?” I whispered.

“Been waitin’ for the right woman to handle it,” he murmured.

I dropped to my knees on that expensive carpet. In full makeup. Power suit. Diamond studs.

And I worshipped that cock.

Licked it from the base to the tip. Swirled my tongue around the head. Took him in, slowly, my jaw stretching, throat opening, spit dripping.

He groaned. Deep. Guttural.

I pulled off. Looked up.

“Sit down.”

He did. In my chair.

I climbed on top. Pulled my panties to the side. Lined that monster up.

And sank down.

“Fuck—fuck—” I gasped.

He was too thick. My cunt stretched, clamped, throbbed.

I took him slowly. Inch by brutal inch. Every time I thought I was full, he gave me more.

By the time I was fully seated on him, I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.

He gripped my ass. Started fucking up into me.

Slow. Deep. Devastating strokes.

His cock dragged across my walls. Hit every spot like it knew me already.

I rode him—hard, my breasts bouncing, pussy gushing, moaning like a woman unchained.

He flipped me onto the desk.

Ripped open my blouse. Bent me over the case files.

And fucked me like he owned the building.

The sounds were filthy. Slapping skin. My wet cunt clapping around his cock. My moans loud, raw, real.

I came. Once. Twice. Clenching, shaking.

He grunted. Came deep inside the condom.

And we sat there. Sweaty. Breathless.

I fixed my shirt. Redid my lipstick.

He zipped up. Grinned.

“See you next Friday, counselor.”

“You better.”


Chapter 21 – Ayesha, 41 – Maldives

"He Looked Like a Lost Tourist—Until He Got in the Water. Then I Saw It. And I Had to Have It."

Couples' trips are just long, humid reminders of how little you fuck anymore.

My husband and I had been married thirteen years. Comfortable. Familiar. Like a couch that sinks a little too deep and stops feeling good after a while.

We booked an oceanfront villa in the Maldives with two other couples. Instagram perfect. White sand, turquoise water, champagne breakfasts.

But after three days of polite conversation and SPF 50, I was restless. Aching.

One night, after dinner, I slipped away for a swim. Just me, the moonlight, and my own body begging for something real.

And that’s when I saw him.

Jonas.

German. Late 20s. Burnt shoulders, goofy grin, too-tall frame. He’d been at the resort all week, always reading by the pool, always alone. Didn’t flirt. Barely spoke.

But now—he was waist-deep in the water, shirtless, hands skimming the surface.

And below the waterline?

Something was… there.

Swinging.

Thick. Long. Heavy.

I blinked.

Was that his—

It shifted again.

Fuck. Yes, it was.

And it was massive.

Like a shadow between his legs, moving with weight. The outline of a cock so thick it looked fake.

He saw me staring.

“Evening,” he said, voice quiet.

“You’re… big,” I blurted. I couldn’t help it.

He laughed. Shy. Embarrassed. “I get that sometimes.”

“You should.”

I swam closer. Touched his chest. Warm, firm, smooth.

Then, underwater, I found it with my hand.

And nearly gasped.

It was soft—but huge. Long, veiny, thick from base to tip. My hand wrapped around it and barely made a dent.

“Jesus,” I whispered. “That thing could break a marriage.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Is it already broken?”

I didn’t answer.

I just swam toward the shore, took his hand, and pulled him into the cabana shower beside my villa.

The water came on.

I dropped my bikini.

He stripped slowly.

And when I saw him hard for the first time—I actually took a step back.

It was a fucking hammer.

Veins popped along the shaft. The head was wide, flushed, swollen with blood. It bobbed upward with every pulse. Curved like a question mark sent from the devil.

“You think you can take it?” he asked, breathless.

“I need to,” I whispered.

I dropped to my knees, water running over both of us, and took him in my mouth.

My jaw strained. My lips stretched. I couldn’t get more than the head in, but I licked and sucked like I was starving.

His hand tangled in my hair. His groans echoed off the tiles.

Then he lifted me up.

Turned me around.

And slid the head of that cock to my soaked entrance.

“Please,” I begged.

He pushed in.

I screamed.

My pussy stretched violently. It burned. It fluttered. It fought.

But I took it. Inch by impossibly thick inch.

When he bottomed out, I had no breath left. No thoughts.

Then he fucked me.

Slow at first. Deep. The kind of thrusts that make your organs rearrange.

I moaned. I cried. I came hard, squirting all over his thighs.

He grabbed my tits. Bit my neck. Whispered in German. His cock dragged against my walls like it belonged there.

I came again.

And again.

My pussy begged for mercy.

When he finally came—deep, hard, filling the condom—I collapsed against the glass wall, legs shaking, tits heaving, cunt gaping.

He kissed my shoulder.

“You needed that,” he whispered.

I smiled.

“No. I earned that.”


22. Priyanka, 44 – Himachal Pradesh, India

"I Thought I Was Alone in the Mountains. Until the Quiet Man Who Carried My Bags Split Me Open."

When you leave a twenty-year marriage, the first thing you crave isn’t sex. It’s silence.

So I went to Himachal, alone. No itinerary. No signal. Just clean mountain air, wool shawls, and the sound of wind in the trees. I booked a remote stone cottage through an eco-lodge. Just a fireplace, a kettle, and snow outside the window.

I didn’t expect to feel lonely.

But I did.

Not the kind you fix with friends or a good book.

The kind that lives in your body—low, hungry, aching.

He arrived with the luggage.

Ravinder.
Maybe thirty. Taller than I expected. Broad. Bearded. Dressed in layers of coarse, neutral wool. A man of few words. He looked at me like he was trying not to look. Which made me watch him even more.

I offered him chai after he placed my suitcase down. He shook his head politely, nodded once, and walked back into the fog.

But his presence lingered. Heavy. Quiet. Male.

The next night, the generator failed. The wind picked up. The fire wouldn’t stay lit. I stepped outside the cottage in boots and a pashmina, and saw him near the woodshed—shirt rolled to his elbows, forearms tense as he split logs.

“Having trouble?” he asked, still not looking directly at me.

“I could use some help,” I said.

He came in, relit the fire with a few practiced strikes, and stood up. His eyes caught mine.

"You'll be warm now," he said.

But I wasn’t cold anymore.

I stepped closer. Close enough to feel the heat of his body.

“I’m not afraid of the dark,” I said softly. “But I am tired of being untouched.”

He looked at me like I’d just confessed something sacred.

Still without a word, he removed his shawl. Then his sweater. Then, slowly, pulled his long thermal undershirt over his head.

And I saw the kind of body that doesn’t come from gyms—but from wood, and stone, and silence.

When he reached for his waistband, I held my breath.

And when he dropped his pants—

I stopped breathing altogether.

It was enormous.

Thick. Hanging low. Dark and uncut. Soft—but already starting to swell. Even flaccid, it looked impossible. The kind of cock you had to prepare for. The kind that took time, and patience, and pain.

He stepped closer. I touched it gently.

It twitched in my palm. Warm. Heavy. My fingers didn’t meet around the base.

“Do you want this?” he asked, voice rough.

“I don’t know if I can take it,” I whispered.

“But do you want to try?”

“Yes.”

I lay back on the rug by the fire, my leggings already damp between the thighs.

He knelt, kissed my stomach, my hips, the inside of my thighs—everywhere but where I needed him most.

Then he lined himself up.

And began to press in.

The head alone made me moan. A sound I hadn’t made in years.

My pussy clenched, trying to fight and pull him in all at once. He pushed—carefully, firmly—watching my face.

I grabbed his wrist.

“Keep going.”

So he did.

Inch by slow, stretching inch, until I felt the base of his cock press against me.

Full. Overfilled. Claimed.

I gasped.

“Can you move?” I asked.

He started to thrust—slow, deep, letting me feel every thick ridge of him drag along my walls. His hands held me steady. My legs wrapped around him instinctively. My moans echoed against stone walls.

When I came, it hit me like the mountain wind—sudden, fierce, and impossible to contain. I clenched around him, dripping, gasping.

But he didn’t stop.

He turned me over, raised my hips, entered me again from behind.

And that’s when I lost myself.

His cock hit something deep inside me—something untouched, unsatisfied for years.

I came again. And again. Each time louder. Each time messier. My pussy was soaked, stretched, flushed.

When he finally came—deep, jerking, silent except for a deep groan—I collapsed onto the rug, shivering from pleasure, not cold.

Afterward, he covered me with a blanket, sat beside the fire, and poured me tea.

We didn’t talk.

We didn’t need to.

Because in that moment, I didn’t feel like a woman recovering from heartbreak.

I felt like a woman reborn by the cock of a quiet god in the mountains


Chapter 23 – Lara, 40 – Las Vegas, USA

"I Was the Married Woman in the Front Row. He Was the Stripper with the Kind of Cock That Haunts You."

I told my husband it was “just for fun.”

A girls’ trip to Vegas. Spa days. Cocktails. Maybe a show or two. He kissed my cheek at the airport and said, “Don’t get into trouble.”

I smiled. But part of me hoped I would.

I’m 40. Married fifteen years. Two kids. Comfortable life in the Chicago suburbs. But comfort is just another word for numb.

I don’t remember the last time my husband made me come with anything but his fingers—or the last time I didn’t fake it just to be done.

So when the girls dragged me to a male strip show on the Strip—VIP seats, front row—I wore the tight red dress I hadn’t dared put on in five years. The one that hugged my ass and let my nipples press against the fabric.

I felt eyes on me the moment I walked in.

But the only eyes I wanted belonged to the dancer they called "King Z."

He came out last.

Tall. Black. Shirtless. Covered in sweat and confidence. Abs like carved obsidian. Pelvis wrapped in a gold thong that did nothing to hide what was beneath it.

And when he danced—when he grinded, slow and commanding, inches from my face—he locked eyes with me.

Like he could smell the sex I hadn’t had in months.

He leaned in during his finale, lips near my ear, voice smooth as silk.

“You ever wonder what it’s like to be fucked by a real man, Mrs. Suburbs?”

I clenched. Hard.

I didn’t answer.

But later that night, when a text came from an anonymous number—

"You want to know what that feels like? Come backstage. Alone."

I went.

The hallway behind the stage was dim. He was waiting—sweat-slicked, shirtless, arms crossed.

“You came,” he said.

“I haven’t yet,” I replied, throat dry.

He smiled. “Let’s fix that.”

He stepped closer. Undid his pants.

And when he let them fall—

My pussy throbbed.

Because holy. mother. of cock.

It was gigantic.

No exaggeration. Thick. Long. Heavy. The head was broad, already leaking, dark and angry with blood. The shaft curved slightly, veined like rope, and bounced when it dropped free.

I stared. Whispered: “That’s not real.”

He took my hand. Placed it on it.

It was warm. Alive. Throbbing.

“Still want it?”

I was on my knees before he finished the sentence.

Unzipped my dress halfway down. Let my tits spill free. Took him in my mouth as far as I could—lips stretched, jaw aching, spit dripping.

He moaned. Low. Animal.

I stroked what wouldn’t fit with both hands. His cock pulsed in my grip.

“Good girl,” he said.

Then he lifted me up, spun me around, bent me over the vanity, and pulled my thong aside.

I gasped when the head pressed to my entrance.

“You married?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Then let’s give you something to remember him by.”

He pushed in.

My body fought it. My pussy stretched, panicked, soaked.

Inch by inch, he sank into me, until I was filled to the brink—full like I’d never been.

Then he started to fuck me.

Slow. Cruel. Deliciously deep.

His cock dragged along my walls, hit places my husband never reached.

I moaned. Loud. Desperate. My tits bounced against the mirror. My eyes rolled back.

“Fucking hell,” I gasped. “You’re… huge.”

He grunted. “You can take it. You need to.”

And I did.

He bent me deeper. Spanked my ass once. Then pounded into me—hard, relentless, cock slamming into my dripping cunt.

I came fast. Soaked the floor. Legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

I came again.

By the time he came—thick cock jerking, still buried deep—I was half-naked, fully fucked, throat raw from moaning, body trembling from too many orgasms.

I looked up at my reflection.

Tits out. Hair ruined. Pussy leaking.

I smiled.

Sin City delivered.

And I’d be flying home sore, stretched—and very satisfied.


Chapter 24 – Samira, 38 – Berlin, Germany

"I Entered the Club Alone. I Left After Taking a Cock That Didn't Even Look Human."

I had three rules for my trip to Berlin.

	Don’t go to any club where the door guy’s wearing goggles. 
	Don’t fuck anyone I meet after 2am. 
	Don’t drink absinthe again. 


By midnight on my third night, I’d broken all three.

I’m Samira. Thirty-eight. Divorced last year. Indian-born, London-based. Corporate strategist by title, control freak by nature. But Berlin has a way of disarming you.

Especially when you walk into a club like this one.

No signs. Just a red light and a concrete door. They checked my outfit (black mesh, nothing underneath), my phone (locked away), and my eyes.

They let me in.

Inside was heat. Bass. Leather. Bodies grinding in shadows. Couples, threesomes, singles pressed against walls. It smelled like sex, sweat, and dry ice.

I told myself I was just there to watch.

But then I saw him.

Tobias.
Tall. Quiet. Eastern European accent. Black tank top. Combat boots. A chain around his neck, no smile on his face. He wasn’t beautiful. He was heavy. Solid. Dangerous in a way that made my clit twitch before he even said a word.

We met eyes across the dance floor.

He didn’t approach.

He waited.

So I walked to him.

“You here alone?” I asked.

He looked me over, slow and thorough. “Now I’m not.”

Ten minutes later, we were in one of the velvet booths near the back. His hand was on my thigh. My skirt was up. He slid his fingers inside me without asking—and I was already soaked.

“You’re open,” he said.

“You have no idea,” I whispered.

That’s when he stood, pulled my hand to the dark hallway, and brought me to the private back room.

Black leather couch. Steel hooks. Mirrors. Nothing else.

He didn’t undress.

He just unzipped.

And what came out?

Made me step back.

It was fucking unreal.

Thick. So goddamn thick. The shaft was veiny, heavy, curving slightly up. Uncut, flushed at the head, and longer than anything I'd ever taken. My stomach clenched. My pussy literally fluttered.

“That’s not normal,” I said softly, eyes wide.

“No,” he replied. “But I don’t need normal.”

He sat back. Legs spread. Cock out like a challenge.

I dropped to my knees.

Ran my fingers along the base—felt the weight, the heat. When I licked the head, he exhaled like I’d just started something dangerous.

I tried to take him.

My throat gagged halfway. He was too much. But I stroked the base with both hands, drool slipping from my lips, my panties soaked through from nothing but anticipation.

Then he stood.

Turned me around.

Bent me over the leather.

And I braced myself.

When he pressed the head in, my entire body tensed.

“Go slow,” I begged.

“I have to,” he murmured. “You’re tight.”

And then he pushed.

Inch by inch.

Every stretch made me gasp. My pussy fought, clenched, throbbed as his cock spread me wide—wider than anyone had before.

The room went silent except for my moans, the wet, obscene sounds between my thighs, and the beat still pounding behind the walls.

By the time he bottomed out, I was shaking.

And then he fucked me.

Deep. Measured. Brutal.

Every thrust was a gut punch of pleasure. I could feel him in my stomach. My clit rubbed against the leather. My nipples were hard from the cold air and heat in my veins.

I came. Once. Then again—harder. A flood. I didn’t care. He didn’t stop.

He pulled my hair. Bit my shoulder. Whispered in my ear:

“You take cock like you’ve been starving.”

I was.

I hadn’t been filled in years. Not like this.

When he came—body tight, cock twitching, deep inside the condom—I collapsed. Face down. Legs trembling. Pussy wide open.

I lay there. Breathless. Fucked.

And finally full.

He zipped up. Walked away.

No words.

Just a glance over his shoulder and a nod that said, You’ll come looking for this again.

And he was right.


Chapter 25 – Mira, 52 – Boston, USA

"He Was My Student. I Was the Respected Professor. Until I Saw the Cock That Changed Everything."

I’ve spent thirty years in academia.

Doctorates. Lectures. Panels. Tenure. My wardrobe is tasteful. My tone is measured. Students call me Dr. Sharma. Even the men I’ve fucked over the years have called me “ma’am” half the time.

I don’t get flustered. I don’t get sloppy.
I stay in control.

Until Aidan.

He sat in the back of my comparative literature seminar. 21. Tall. Soft eyes. Tattoo peeking from his collar. Wrote essays like he wanted to fuck the page. Always stayed behind to ask one more question. Always looked at me a little too long.

At first, I thought he was just bright.

But then I caught the way his eyes dropped to my mouth when I sipped coffee. How he stared when I crossed my legs. And how, once, he looked me dead in the eye and said:

"You don’t talk to us like a teacher. You talk like someone who wants to be challenged."

Something cracked.

That night, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I masturbated to the thought of his hand wrapped around his cock, whispering my name.

Then, one afternoon, he lingered again.

No one else around.

"You’re not afraid of me, are you?" I asked, arms crossed.

He stepped closer.

"No, ma’am. I think you’re afraid of me."

I laughed. “And why would I be?”

He looked at me—calm. Sure. “Because I know what you need. And I don’t think anyone’s ever given it to you right.”

I should have thrown him out.

Instead, I locked my office door.

“Show me what you think I need,” I said.

He pulled me to him and kissed me—hungry, deep, like he’d been dying to taste my mouth. My blouse unbuttoned. My breasts spilled out of my bra. His mouth found them like he’d imagined it every night since the semester started.

Then he undid his belt.

And pulled out something that made my legs weaken.

It was obscene.

Thick. Beautifully hard. Veins snaking down the shaft. A head so wide it looked like it shouldn’t fit in anyone.

And I said, without thinking:

“That’s going to ruin me.”

He smirked. “That’s the idea, Professor.”

I dropped to my knees. A 52-year-old woman in silk and heels, worshipping her student’s cock with my mouth wide open and my eyes rolled back.

I couldn’t take him all. He was too thick. My jaw ached. My lips stretched. Spit dripped down my chin. I stroked what I couldn’t fit, and he moaned like he was trying not to lose control.

Then he bent me over my desk.

Pulled my skirt up.

Pushed my soaked panties aside.

Pressed the head against me.

“You ready?”

“God, yes.”

He pushed in—slow, unrelenting.

My pussy stretched violently, my mouth gasped open, my nails dug into the wood.

By the time he was all the way in, I was shaking.

He held my hips and fucked me.

Hard. Deep. Steady. His cock dragged across every nerve inside me like it had a map. I moaned. I begged. I came—harder than I had in years.

But he didn’t stop.

“You’re fucking soaking,” he growled. “You were starving for this, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.”

He flipped me. Lifted one leg. Slammed into me again.

My body took him—took that monster cock like it was built for it. My cunt gushed around him. I came again. And again. And again.

When he finally came—grunting, cock pulsing deep in the condom—I was limp. Thighs trembling. Pussy stretched. Soul shattered.

He kissed me—slow, almost sweet.

“Office hours tomorrow?” he asked.

I smiled.

“Don’t be late.”


Chapter 26 – Rachel, 42 – Orange County, California

"I Bent Over to Pick Up a Soccer Ball. He Dropped His Shorts. And Nothing Was the Same Again."

They call me a soccer mom.

Like it’s a punchline.

And maybe I play into it—tight yoga pants, iced oat milk in hand, the shiny SUV, the gold wedding band that hasn’t meant anything in years.

I smile at the other moms. I clap from the sidelines. I pretend not to notice when my husband barely glances at me after dinner.

But I notice the boys.

The way they look at me when they think I’m not watching. Especially Jesse.

Twenty-three. Tanned like he lives outside. Wide shoulders, thick forearms, that reckless softness of a guy who doesn’t know how much power he has yet.

He used to play on my son’s team. Now he’s back from college, helping coach the younger boys. He volunteers to mow lawns. Carry groceries. “Anything you need, Mrs. K.”

He’s polite.

But those eyes?

Hungry.

Last Saturday, it was just us at the house. He’d come by to return a soccer bag my son forgot at practice.

I opened the door barefoot, in soft gray shorts and a tank top with no bra. My nipples pressed through the fabric—on purpose.

“Come in,” I said. “I just finished folding laundry.”

We made small talk in the kitchen. But something was thick in the air. A silence behind every word. Every glance.

I turned to grab something from the counter and dropped a sock.

Bent over.

Felt him staring.

I stayed bent a second too long.

Then straightened. Turned around slowly.

His eyes were fixed on my chest.

“You alright?” I asked.

“I think so,” he said. But his voice was tight.

Then he said: “You don’t… look like other moms.”

I stepped closer. Just one step.

“And what do I look like, Jesse?”

He swallowed. Looked down. Then met my eyes.

“Like someone who needs to be touched. Right.”

Something inside me snapped.

I stepped even closer.

“You think you can handle that?”

He didn’t answer.

Just kissed me. Fast. Deep. Like he’d been waiting years.

I gasped into his mouth. Grabbed his t-shirt. Pulled him closer.

Then I reached down.

And felt it.

Thick. Long. Hot.

My heart pounded.

“You’ve been hiding this under gym shorts?”

He grinned. “You’ve been making it hard for three years.”

I dropped to my knees.

Right there on the tile. Right in front of the boy who used to call me Mrs. K.

I pulled down his shorts.

And when his cock dropped out—I stared.

It was fucking beautiful.

Huge.
The kind of cock you worship, not rush. Fat, veiny, still growing in my hand. The head was flushed red, wide, already leaking.

I whispered, “You’re a fucking freak.”

He moaned.

I spit in my hand. Stroked it. Watched his eyes flutter shut.

Then I wrapped my lips around the tip—and took my time.

I licked the head. Sucked him slow. Let my spit drip down the shaft. Took him as deep as I could before gagging. My jaw stretched. My pussy throbbed. I used both hands to stroke what my mouth couldn’t handle.

He moaned. Hands in my hair.

“You suck cock like you need it,” he breathed.

I popped off. Looked up. “I fucking do.”

He lifted me up. Kissed me hard.

Then he bent me over the couch.

Pushed my shorts aside.

“Wait,” I gasped. “Condom.”

He had one in his wallet. Slipped it on fast.

Then lined that massive cock up—and pushed in.

Stretch. Burn. Full.

“Fuck!” I cried out. “You’re too big—”

But I didn’t tell him to stop.

I backed into it.

Let him ruin me.

He fucked me deep, slow, deliberate. My pussy made messy, soaking sounds. My tits bounced. My moans turned to desperate pleas.

He grabbed my hips, slammed in harder.

“You wanted this, Mrs. K.”

“I need it,” I panted.

I came. Loud. Shaking. Gushing around him.

He flipped me over, lifted my leg, fucked me harder.

I came again. Screamed his name. He kept going.

When he finally came—grunting, cock twitching—I collapsed.

Soaked. Shivering. Pussy wide and still clenching.

He pulled out. Kissed the inside of my thigh.

“You’re not just some mom,” he whispered.

I smiled.

“No, baby. I’m the one you’ll think about every time you fuck anyone else.”


Chapter 27 – Anita, 60 – London, UK

"I Was Twice His Age. But When He Dropped His Pants, I Was the One on My Knees."

When you’re a woman in your sixties, people treat you like you’ve retired from desire.

They call you “ma’am.” They hold doors but never look you in the eye. They think you only want quiet dinners and good books.

I’ve had all of that.

What I wanted was to feel a man’s hand on my ass while I choked on his cock.

My name’s Anita. I’m 60. Still wear heels that click loud across marble. Still wear red lipstick. Still make men pause when I walk into a room. My body’s soft where it should be, tight where it counts. I’ve lived. I’ve learned.

And now, I choose.

I met Ethan at a wine tasting I hosted for a charity board I advise. He was 30. Freelance photographer. Blonde curls, strong jaw, tattoos under a rolled sleeve.

He held my gaze the way younger men rarely do—like he wasn’t just looking at me… he was thinking about what I’d sound like in his bed.

I caught him sneaking glances at my thighs when I crossed them. At my lips when I drank.

When the event ended, he lingered.

“I’d love to shoot you sometime,” he said.

“Professional or otherwise?” I asked.

He smirked. “Whichever gets you out of that blazer.”

I invited him over two nights later.

Red dress. Thigh-high stockings. Hair down. Jazz playing.

He arrived with a camera bag and a look that said this wasn’t going to be just about lighting.

We poured wine. Talked art. And then I stood in front of him.

Unzipped my dress.

His breath caught.

“You are—” he started.

I touched his lips. “Don’t talk. Just touch.”

He pulled me close. Kissed me slow. Then deeper. His hands roamed, greedy and reverent. He dropped to his knees, kissed the inside of my thighs.

I grabbed his curls. “Not yet.”

He stood. I undid his belt.

Unzipped.

And then—

Oh. My. God.

That cock.

Massive. Thick. Hard as stone. Uncut. Long. A wide, flushed head that dared me to try and take it. It hung low, heavy, veined, gorgeous.

“You’ve been carrying that around all night?” I breathed.

He just grinned.

I dropped to my knees. Slowly. Let my silk robe fall open.

Wrapped one hand around the shaft—barely covered half.

Then I kissed it. Worshipped it.

Ran my tongue along the thick vein. Licked the head like a forbidden treat. Took him into my mouth—deep.

My throat stretched. My lips ached. My pussy throbbed.

I sucked him slow. Wet. Loud.

Both hands stroked what I couldn’t take. My spit coated him. My lipstick smeared.

He moaned. Hands in my hair. “You suck dick like you’ve been teaching men how to beg.”

I looked up. Smiled.

“Baby, you have no idea what I can take.”

He lifted me onto the couch. Pushed my legs apart.

Pressed the head of that monstrous cock to my soaked entrance.

“You sure?”

“Don’t ask again,” I hissed.

He pushed in.

Stretch. Burn. Gasp.

I cried out. My cunt fought it. My body opened.

Every inch stretched me more than the last. It felt like being taken for the first time—raw, real, overwhelming.

When he bottomed out, I was panting.

Then he fucked me.

Deep. Slow. Commanding.

His cock dragged against every nerve. My legs trembled. My breasts bounced. I came fast. Hard.

“Fuck!” I screamed. “That cock—oh my god.”

He didn’t stop.

He flipped me over. Fucked me from behind, cock pounding into me until I was soaked, swearing, undone.

I came again.

And again.

My pussy gushed. My throat raw from moaning. My body a trembling mess.

When he came—groaning, cock jerking inside the condom—I collapsed forward, dripping onto the hardwood.

He kissed the curve of my back.

“You’re not like anyone I’ve ever been with.”

I smiled.

“Because you’ve never been with a woman who knows exactly what the fuck she wants.”


28. Melissa, 39 – London, UK

"The First Two Men Were Average. This One Split Me So Wide I Couldn’t Walk Straight the Next Day."

I used to think just being with someone new would be enough.

That cheating—or, in our case, sharing—was the thrill.

My husband and I started playing about a year ago. He was the one who brought it up. Watching me flirt at dinner parties, watching the way younger men looked at me.

He said he wanted to see me with someone else.

The first time, it was tame. One of his friends. A polite, soft-spoken man named Jeremy. We booked a hotel room. I wore black lingerie. He watched as Jeremy undressed me, kissed me, slid inside.

His cock was... fine.

Decent length, not thick. He was gentle, good with his hands, made me come once. But when he finished and left, I was still aching. My pussy wanted more—more stretch, more pressure, more everything.

The second man? Taller. Confident. More dominant. He fucked me harder, but when I reached for his cock, I still felt that twinge of disappointment.

It was never enough.

I didn’t just want someone different.

I wanted someone bigger.

And not just "a bit bigger."

I wanted someone who would stretch me until I couldn’t think. Someone who would leave my cunt wrecked the next day.

I told my husband. Bluntly.

“No more average guys,” I said. “If you want to watch me get fucked, find someone with a cock that scares me.”

He sent one photo.

A message underneath: “His name’s Lukas. He’s interested.”



We met at a rented flat near King’s Cross. Simple. Clean. Just a couch, a bed, a low table, and the heavy, quiet air of expectation.

I wore a dress. Tight, low-cut. No bra. No panties.

When Lukas walked in, I felt it.

Not fear. Not nerves.

Just... readiness.

He was tall. Solid. Looked like he worked with his hands. Buzzed hair, stubble, calm energy. He barely looked at me at first—like he was used to this. Like he knew exactly what I wanted.

My husband poured drinks. Small talk. Background noise.

I didn’t wait.

I stood in front of Lukas. Pulled my dress up over my head. Stood there, bare, nipples hard, legs slightly parted.

“Show me what I came for,” I said.

He didn’t smile.

He just stood. Undid his belt. Dropped his jeans.

And I gasped.

Even soft, it looked heavy.

When it hardened—right in front of me—it was like something out of a fantasy.

Massive.

Long. Thick. Heavy. Uncut. Veins ridging the shaft, the head wide and swollen. My mouth went dry just looking at it.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I whispered.

Lukas didn’t respond. Just stepped forward.

I sank to my knees.

Wrapped one hand around it.

Then two.

Still didn’t reach the base.

I stroked slowly, watching it pulse. I licked the head—already leaking. I spit on it, dragged my tongue down the length. The heat, the weight, the sheer presence of it made my pussy clench before he’d even touched me.

When I finally took it into my mouth, I had to breathe through my nose and relax my throat.

I gagged. Pulled back. Tried again.

Sloppier. Wetter.

My spit coated the head, dripped down my chin, ran onto my chest.

I moaned around it. Worshipped it.

Stroked with both hands. Felt it throb against my tongue.

He finally pulled me up. Turned me. Bent me over the edge of the bed.

And lined that monster up with my pussy.

“Ready?” he asked.

I looked back.

“I’ve been ready for years.”

He pushed in.

Slow. Brutal. Thick.

I gasped. Grabbed the sheets. My legs shook.

Just the head split me wide. My walls clamped down like I was trying to keep it out.

He went deeper.

Inch by inch, he fed it into me.

I moaned. Loud. Ugly. Real.

By the time he was fully buried, I could barely breathe.

My cunt was stuffed. My belly felt stretched from the inside. I wasn’t just full—I was filled.

He started to move.

Slow. Deep. Devastating strokes that made me clench and cry out. My pussy made wet, obscene noises. I felt my orgasm building too fast.

Then it hit me—hard.

I came screaming. My body trembled. My legs tried to close but couldn’t. I was wide open, stretched around that thick cock, and still needy.

He kept fucking me. Harder. Faster. Using my pussy like it was built for him.

I came again. And again.

I soaked the bed. Couldn’t speak. Could barely hold myself up.

When he finally came—groaning, buried deep—I collapsed, leaking, throbbing, broken open in the best way.

My husband was still in the chair. Speechless.

But me?

I was exactly where I wanted to be.

Ruined.

29. Lauren, 40 – Austin, TX

"I Left After a Fight With My Husband—And Got Fucked the Way I Was Supposed to Be All Along."

I don’t even remember what the fight started over.

It always begins with something stupid. The dishwasher. His phone. My tone. Then it builds—his tired little digs, my cold silence—and by the end, we’re both spitting truths we can’t take back.

What stuck that night was him saying, “What more do you want from me?”

I didn’t say it out loud.

But the answer came clear: I want to be fucked like I matter. Like I’m wanted. Like my body wasn’t just something to roll over from.

I grabbed my keys, still braless in a tank top and leggings, and walked out the front door.

I didn’t even think before driving.

I ended up outside Connor’s.

He’s been my friend for years. Old college buddy. Lives alone now. Always single, always respectful. The kind of man who hugs too long and looks away when I catch him staring at my chest.

I texted from the car.

“Are you up?”

He replied, “Yeah. Come in.”



He opened the door and looked at me—eyes low, reading everything I wasn’t saying.

“Want to talk about it?” he asked.

I shook my head.

He stepped aside. I walked in.

He poured me a drink. Sat next to me on the couch. Not too close. Not touching. But close enough that the heat of him made my skin tingle.

We sipped in silence.

Then I turned to him.

“I don’t want to talk,” I said.

He blinked. “Okay.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

His eyes changed. His mouth opened, but no sound came.

I stood. Pulled off my tank top. No bra. My nipples already hard. I turned around and slid off my leggings, no panties beneath.

When I looked back, he was already standing. Breathing hard.

“You sure?” he asked.

“I’ve never been more sure.”



He stepped forward and kissed me.

Firm. Slow. Mouth hot, tongue deep, hand cupping my ass like he’d imagined it forever.

I grabbed his belt. Undid it. Tugged his jeans down.

And then I froze.

Even through his boxers, it was obvious—he was huge.

I pulled them down.

And his cock dropped out.

It was ridiculous.

Thick. Long. Heavy. Veined. Uncut. The head was flushed and dripping. It curved upward, dark and massive, and I stared.

“You’ve been hiding this?” I whispered.

He smiled, a little sheepish. “Yeah.”

I dropped to my knees.

Took him in both hands. Still didn’t cover the length.

I spit in my palm, stroked him slowly, and kissed the tip. Then licked it—slow, flat tongue over the head.

I opened wide.

And started sucking.

Deep. Messy. Wet.

My lips stretched. My jaw ached. I gagged—twice—and kept going.

My hands worked what my mouth couldn’t take. I drooled down the shaft. Slobbered around the head. He moaned, deep and low, fist in my hair.

When I pulled off, spit trailing from my lips to his cock, I looked up.

“Fuck me.”

He lifted me, carried me to the couch, laid me back.

Rubbed that cock through my soaked folds. My pussy was gushing before he even lined up.

He pressed the head in.

And I cried out.

Just that much already stretched me wide.

He waited.

“You want more?”

“Every inch.”

He pushed in.

Inch by inch, thick and brutal. My body shook. My pussy fought it. My thighs trembled.

When he bottomed out, I was gasping.

“I can feel you in my fucking gut.”

Then he started to move.

Deep. Heavy. Full strokes.

Each thrust dragged that massive cock through every inch of me. My pussy squelched around him. I moaned loud. Desperate.

He flipped me over. Bent me forward. Slammed in again.

I screamed.

I came hard—soaked the couch. Legs shaking. Body twitching.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it. Grabbed my hips. Drove into me like he owned my cunt.

I came again.

Messier. Wetter. Gushing down my thighs.

When he finally came, cock throbbing, breath ragged, he pulled out slow.

I collapsed onto the couch. Pussy gaping. Legs numb. Face flushed.

I looked up at him, smiling.

“You should’ve fucked me years ago.”

He kissed my shoulder.

“You weren’t ready then.”

“I am now.”


30. Naomi, 44 – Denver, CO

"He Was My Best Friend’s Son. I Was Just There to Help Him Pack—Until I Saw What He Was Hiding in Those Sweatpants."

I wasn’t thinking about sex when I pulled into their driveway.

I was thinking about how tired I was. How stale my marriage had gotten. How my best friend Erica always seemed to have her life more together than me—even with two kids and a full-time job.

She texted me earlier that day:
“Can you swing by and help Leo pack? He leaves for campus Sunday, and he hasn’t even started.”

I said yes before I thought about it. Leo was like a nephew to me. I used to help with school runs when he was little. I’d seen him go through braces, football, acne.

Now he was nineteen. I hadn’t seen him in over a year.

When he opened the door, I actually blinked.

He’d filled out.

His shoulders were wider. Hair longer, still wet from a shower. He had that look—soft smile, calm eyes, body that didn’t know how intimidating it actually was yet.

“Miss Naomi,” he said, laughing a little. “Hey.”

“You don’t have to call me that anymore,” I said. “I think you’ve graduated.”

He stepped aside. I walked in.

His room was a mess of laundry and empty suitcases.

“I’m in way over my head,” he admitted.

I smirked. “Clearly.”

We started folding shirts and sorting cables. But I kept feeling it—his eyes flicking over when I bent down. The quiet shift in his voice when I leaned too close.

I didn’t call it out. I let it build.

I peeled off my hoodie. Thin tank top underneath, no bra.

His hands started to fumble. His breathing changed.

When I turned and caught his eyes drop to my chest, he looked away fast.

“Sorry.”

I didn’t look away.

“You ever been with an older woman, Leo?”

His mouth opened, but no sound came.

I took a step closer.

“I asked you a question.”

He shook his head. “No.”

“Want to be?”

He didn’t answer with words.

He stepped forward. Kissed me.

He was cautious—like he was checking to see if this was real. But the way his hands gripped my hips?

There was no confusion in that.

I ran my hand down his stomach. Over his waistband.

Stopped cold.

Fuck.

It was thick even soft.

I looked down. “That real?”

He swallowed. “Yeah.”

I pulled his waistband down.

And everything I thought I knew about cock went silent.

It dropped out. And I swear to God I forgot how to blink.

Thick. Heavy. Hung.

It swung forward with weight. Uncut, veined, long enough that my wrist would’ve gotten tired halfway through a stroke. The head was wide and dark, already glistening.

I looked up at him.

“How do you walk around with this thing?”

“I don’t wear gym shorts anymore.”

I dropped to my knees.

Wrapped one hand around the base.

Then slid another above it.

And there was still more.

I licked up the underside, slow. Felt him pulse. Then kissed the head, tongue flicking the ridge.

I spit on it. Let the saliva drip down the shaft. Then opened my mouth and tried to take him.

I couldn’t.

My lips stretched. My jaw cracked. My throat gagged immediately.

I pulled off, gasping.

“Jesus, Leo. This isn’t a dick—it’s a decision.”

He laughed under his breath. Nervous. Turned on.

I went again.

Sloppier. Messier. Both hands stroking as I sucked the head.

Spit coated him. My chest was streaked with it. I moaned around his cock just from the sheer stretch of it on my tongue.

He moaned, hips twitching.

“Stop,” I said, panting. “You’re not blowing this in my mouth. Not your first time.”

I stood. Peeled my leggings off. Bent over his bed.

“Condom’s in my purse,” I said. “Bottom zipper. Go get it.”

He moved like he was in a dream.

When he came back, I was on all fours, pussy glistening, dripping down my thigh.

He knelt behind me. Rubbed the head against my folds.

“Be careful,” I said.

He pushed in.

I screamed.

Even the tip split me wide. My cunt clenched around it, shocked. My legs shook.

He held still.

“You okay?”

“Keep going. Just… slow.”

He eased in. Little by little.

Every inch was war. Every inch was need.

By the time he bottomed out, I was gasping. Eyes wet. Body on fire.

Then he started to move.

Long, slow strokes. Thick drag. Wet sounds.

My pussy made noises I’d never heard.

He hit spots no one else ever touched.

I came. Loud. Sloppy. Drenched his thighs.

He kept going.

Bent me lower. Fucked me deeper.

I came again. Convulsing. Couldn’t speak.

He groaned. Pulled out fast. Ripped the condom off. Stroked over my ass.

Came hard, thick ropes splashing across my back and hips.

I collapsed onto the bed. Pussy swollen. Legs twitching.

He wiped me down with shaking hands.

I turned onto my side. Looked at him.

Smiling.

“You’ve been hiding that weapon all this time?”

“I didn’t think I was your type.”

“You weren’t.”

I reached for his hand.

“You are now.”


31. Harper, 42 – Asheville, NC

“I Let My Husband’s Friend Fuck Me in Front of Him—And Made Sure He Knew Exactly What He Was Missing.”

It was supposed to be a quiet weekend.

Just me, my husband Evan, and his best friend Jake, up in a rented mountain cabin. Firewood. Bourbon. One big bed, one fold-out sofa. Jake offered to take the couch.

We all pretended not to notice when I didn’t argue.

That first night, we drank. A lot. The fire crackled. The air was warm. Jake and Evan traded stories and I just sat between them, curled in a blanket, bare-legged in a tank top with no bra. I could feel Jake’s eyes skim down my chest when he thought I wasn’t looking.

I didn’t cover up.

I leaned in. Laughed louder than I needed to. Sipped slow from my glass.

And when I stood to stretch, my nipples hard under the fabric, I let the silence hang.

Later, after Evan kissed me in bed and pulled the blanket over us, I asked:

“You ever think about letting someone else fuck me?”

His breath caught. “What, like… watching?”

“I think you’d like it.”

Silence.

Then: “Who?”

I turned, met his eyes. “What about Jake?”

He swallowed. Didn’t say no.



The next night, it happened.

The fire burned low. Jake was still up when Evan kissed me and went to bed. I stayed back.

“I can’t sleep,” I said.

Jake didn’t look at me right away. He just sipped his drink. Calm. Tense.

“Harper,” he said, voice low, “you know if we do this, it’s not gonna be quiet.”

“I don’t want quiet,” I said.

I stepped closer. Let my blanket fall. Just the tank top now. No panties.

He finally looked.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you for years,” he said.

“Then do it.”



He stood. Pulled me in.

The kiss was rough. Hot. His hands on my hips. His mouth on my neck.

Then I felt it. Pressed against my thigh.

I froze. Looked down.

It was huge.

Even through his sweats, I felt the thickness, the weight. I dropped to my knees and tugged his waistband down.

It swung out heavy. Thick as my wrist. Veined. Long. Uncut. The head was wide, blunt, already leaking.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered. “Jake…”

He watched me. Let me stare.

“I want you to compare it,” he said.

I blinked up. “What?”

“You’ve seen Evan hard. You’ve had him inside you a hundred times.”

He wrapped a hand around his shaft. His fingers didn’t meet.

“Tell me what this looks like next to that.”

I swallowed. My pussy pulsed.

“It’s not close,” I said.

Then I opened my mouth.

Tried to take him in.

My lips stretched. My jaw popped. I gagged on the head alone. Spit trailed down my chin.

He groaned.

I pumped him with both hands, tongue swirling under the ridge, cheeks hollowed. I made it wet, messy, dripping.

“I bet Evan’s never seen you suck cock like this,” he said.

I pulled off. Looked up. “Because he’s never had a cock worth choking on.”



We moved to the bed.

Evan was half-asleep, shirtless, watching.

I crawled on all fours. Looked back.

Jake got behind me. Rubbed that monster cock against my folds.

“You sure?”

“Do it.”

He pushed in.

I screamed.

Not from pain—from stretch.

Just the head had me clenching, gasping.

“That’s all?” Evan said from the bed.

Jake smiled. “That’s barely the tip.”

He pushed deeper.

I moaned. Loud. Shameless.

Each inch made my body jerk. My thighs trembled. My hands gripped the sheets.

Evan sat up. “You okay?”

I looked at him, flushed and wild.

“You ever made me feel like this?”

He didn’t answer.

Jake bottomed out. I cried out.

I could feel him in my guts.

Then he started to fuck me.

Slow, heavy thrusts. Deep as hell.

My pussy squelched around him.

I came fast. Wet. Screaming. Louder than I ever had with Evan.

Jake grabbed my hips. Fucked me harder.

“Your husband’s watching you fall in love with this cock.”

“I don’t care,” I moaned.

I looked at Evan.

“Is that what it felt like when you fucked me? Because this—this is what fucked feels like.”

Jake reached around, rubbed my clit, thrust deeper.

I came again.

My knees gave out. Pussy fluttering. Gushing. Wrecked.

Jake leaned over me, cock still buried deep.

“You want your husband to take over?”

I looked back, grinning.

“He can have the leftovers.”

Jake pulled out slow. My pussy gaped.

Evan stared. Silent.

I kissed Jake’s chest.

Then looked back at both of them.

“You know the difference now.”


32. Evelyn, 40 – Richmond, VA

“My Husband Said I Could Sleep with Someone Bigger. I Didn’t Know I’d Fall for His Cock… and for Him.”

It started as a fantasy.

We were lying in bed—naked, unsatisfied, again. I’d come with my fingers after he fell asleep.

“You ever think about me with someone else?” I asked.

His head turned. Eyes wide. “Like… what do you mean?”

“I mean someone big. Someone who could really fill me. And you just watch.”

He got hard instantly.

That night, we stayed up talking about it—what he’d do, what I’d do. How I’d moan. How he’d sit in the chair. How I’d take it like I’d been needing it.

It turned him on.

But he didn’t know what would happen when it became real.



I picked him.

Micah.

Six-foot-five. Mid-forties. Sculpted. Soft-spoken. Chocolate skin. Greying stubble.

We met for coffee. He asked good questions. Looked at me like he already knew how I tasted. Said my name like he wanted it between his teeth.

He didn’t flirt like a boy.

He studied me.

When he pulled out his phone to show me the photo, my hand trembled.

Not because he was hard.

Because he was still soft—and thicker than my wrist.

“I want you to be sure,” he said.

“I’m sure,” I whispered.



He came to the house three nights later.

I wore a silk robe. Nothing underneath. My husband sat in the reading chair by the window, trying to pretend he wasn’t nervous. I poured wine with shaky hands.

Micah didn’t make small talk. He looked at me.

“Take it off.”

My robe slipped to the floor.

“Come here.”

I stood between his knees.

He untied his belt. Unzipped. And when he pulled his cock out, I gasped loud enough for my husband to shift in his seat.

It hung heavy, thick, dark, veined, uncut. The head alone was the size of a lemon.

I reached for it.

Warm. Silky. Alive.

My palm couldn’t close around it.

“On your knees,” he said.

I dropped.

I spit into my hand and stroked him. Slow. Worshipful.

Then I opened my mouth and tried.

Just the head filled my lips to bursting. My jaw locked. I gagged halfway in.

Spit ran down my chin.

I stroked what I couldn’t fit, both hands moving while my mouth worked the tip.

I moaned around him, drunk on it.

He said nothing.

My husband’s breathing changed behind us.

Micah finally stood.

“On the bed,” he said. “Let him watch.”



I lay back, thighs wide.

Micah climbed between them, pressing the head to my soaking slit.

“Ready?” he asked.

“God, yes,” I gasped.

He pushed in.

I shrieked.

My pussy fought it. My body shook, fluttering, stretching open.

Just the head and I was gasping for air.

He kept going.

Inch by inch.

Thick. Deep. Too much.

And then—he was all the way in.

“I’ve never—” I moaned. “Never felt anything like—”

He started to move.

Slow. Deep. Measured.

He filled me with every stroke. My cunt clung, then let go, wet sounds loud in the room.

Micah fucked like he knew me.

My body, my breath, my weakness.

I came hard—soaking the bed.

My husband sat frozen.

I looked at him.

“Do you hear that?” I said, voice ragged. “That’s the sound of my pussy opening for something real.”

Micah grinned. Gripped my hips. Fucked deeper.

I came again—harder.

My pussy gaped.

I could feel how loose I was. How ruined.

My husband whispered my name.

I didn’t look at him.

I moaned, loud, eyes rolled back.

“Micah…”

I didn’t mean to say it like that.

Soft.

Loving.



After, I didn’t get up right away.

Micah laid next to me. Traced my ribs. Kissed my shoulder.

My husband still sat in the chair, hard and silent.

“You okay?” I asked him.

He nodded.

“You wanted to watch me get fucked,” I said. “You didn’t expect to watch me fall.”



Now I text Micah every morning.

We meet twice a week.

I wear looser panties now. My husband notices.

So does Micah.

He fingers me and says, “Still opening up for me, baby.”

I moan and kiss him.

Because I am.

Because this isn’t a kink anymore.

It’s love in its sexual essence. 
Love wrapped around a cock so big it changed my body.
And made me whole.

It didn’t happen overnight.

I didn’t expect one man to rewrite my body. Or that my heart would start to drift the same way my hips had.

But here I am. A wife in name, a lover in truth. I still sleep beside my husband, still fold his laundry, still make him coffee.

But my soul? My pussy? My pulse?

They belong to Micah.



It started with permission.

My husband offered it like a gift he thought I’d play with gently.

“You’ve always wondered,” he said. “Maybe we can find someone together. Just once.”

I said yes.

But once with Micah wasn’t enough.

The first time he fucked me, I came so hard I sobbed.

The second time, I begged him not to stop.

By the third time, I was texting him in the middle of dinner with my husband, panties wet under the table.

He’s not just bigger.

He’s different.

He’s patient, present, warm. He touches my face when he pushes inside me. He holds my hips and says, “There you go, baby. That’s what this pussy’s made for.”

And he’s right.



Because now?

Now I feel it.

I’ve changed.

My pussy doesn’t clench around my husband the way it used to. When he slides in, he’s met with wet warmth—but not resistance. No grip. No flutter.

He knows.

He doesn’t say it out loud. But I’ve seen him watching—how my thighs stay slightly parted in bed. How I bite my lip when Micah texts. How I moan Micah’s name in my sleep.

Sometimes I ride him.

I still try.

But I feel it.

Loose. Open. Deep.

It’s not age. It’s not imagination.

It’s because I’ve taken Micah’s cock so many times now that my body recognizes it. It stretches for it. Waits for it.

And when I’m with my husband, I feel like I’m pretending.



Micah texts me when he wants me.

Sometimes just:
Come sit on this dick.
Or:
Need to stretch what’s mine today.

And I go.

I wear soft dresses. No panties. I let him undress me slow.

When he enters me, I cry out.

My legs wrap around him like they’ve done it a hundred times.

He kisses my shoulder. My temple. He tells me he missed me.

And when I cum?

It’s not just wet.

It’s intimate.

Slow-burning.

True.



After, he wipes me down. Strokes my stomach.

Sometimes he kisses the inside of my thigh and says, “You’re opening even more, baby. You’re really mine now.”

And I blush.

Because I am.



My husband asked me last week, softly:

“Is he just a phase?”

I looked him in the eyes. My throat thick.

“No,” I said. “He’s the only one who makes me feel whole.”

There was silence.

Then he nodded.

And we both knew:
He wasn’t losing me.

He’d already lost me.



Now, when Micah fucks me?

I don’t fake anything. I don’t hold back.

I moan his name loud. I shake. I leak. I love.

He fills me with cock, yes—but also with something bigger.

And when I look into his eyes while I’m spread wide and wrecked beneath him?

I see everything I didn’t know I needed.

And he says, softly:

“You’re home now.”

And I believe him.

I used to think being a good wife meant being good at compromise.

I convinced myself that five average inches and some affection were enough. That I didn’t need more. That wanting more made me selfish.

But I’ve stopped pretending.

Because now I know who I am.

I’m a size queen.

Not just because of the way Micah’s cock feels inside me.

But because of the woman I’ve become since I let him stretch me open—and stay there.



It’s not just sex.

It’s in the way I breathe when I know he’s coming over.

The way my thighs start to tingle when I picture how deep he’ll go.

The way I leak onto my sheets hours before he even touches me.

It’s in the way my pussy welcomes him now—wide, wet, loose, ready—before a single word is spoken.



Micah’s not gentle in size, but he’s patient in rhythm. He presses into me slowly, inch by thick, veined inch, until I feel my body give up and give in.

He doesn’t rush.

He doesn’t need to.

Because he knows he owns me.

He knows my pussy has changed for him—literally reshaped by how often and how deep he fucks me.

My husband tried to touch me last week.

He ran his fingers between my thighs, and I let him, just to see how it felt.

It didn’t feel like anything.

I was open.

Relaxed.

Unimpressed.

He slid a finger in and looked at me.

“Are you even clenching?”

I wasn’t.

Because I can’t—not for him.

My pussy isn’t tight anymore.

It’s trained.

It knows the difference.



After Micah leaves me, I don’t shower right away.

I sit on the bed, legs spread, still leaking.

I run my fingers over my lips—swollen, stretched—and smile.

I touch the inside, still fluttering.

I look in the mirror and see a woman satisfied.

Not used.

Not ashamed.

Satisfied.



I text him things I never would’ve said before.

My pussy’s still open for you.
I can’t stop dripping.
I can still feel where you touched my soul.

Because it’s true.



Micah didn’t just fill a hole.

He opened a door.

He let me see what I’d buried under years of playing house.

He showed me that being stretched isn’t just physical.

It’s emotional.

Mental.

Transformational.

I was wound up for years.

Micah split me open and let the real woman out.

The one who moans too loud.
Who needs more than average.
Who doesn’t apologize when her body loves big cock and her heart follows.



People say size doesn’t matter.

But I’m living proof that it does.

Because what Micah gives me—deep, slow, thick, real—changed how I move.

How I think.

How I walk.

And I never want to go back.



I’m not cheating.

I’m not confused.

I’m just finally happy.

Happy to be owned by something bigger.
Happy to be seen.
Happy to be stretched.
Happy to be me.

A wife.

A lover.

A size queen—and proud of it.

***************************************************************************
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She crossed the line.
And he stayed to hear every moan.
Cuckold Confessions brings you 52 raw, real stories of wives who didn’t stop—and husbands who couldn’t look away.
Affairs, fantasies, and the moments that changed everything.
?? Read now

All books →  amzn.to/3FHaqlR

?? Stay Connected & Indulge Deeper 🔥

You’ve tasted the Deep Inside world — kinky confessions, erotic secrets, and bold fantasies. But why stop now? The real pleasure begins here… 😈💋

📚 1. See all my books & naughty guides:

👉 amzn.to/3FHaqlR

🌍 2. Explore the Hub

Confessions, dares, lifestyle tips & more.
👉 HotwifeCuckoldBull.com

💎 3. Go Deeper – Exclusive & Uncensored Content

Behind-the-scenes audios, VIP fantasies & wild confessions.
👉 Patreon: patreon.com/DeepInside

🎧 4. Listen Anywhere – Deep Inside Podcast

Take the heat with you:
🔥 Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I
🔥 Apple: apple.co/4hWsw18
🔥 Amazon: bit.ly/3XmqOxQ

📺 5. Watch the Podcast on YouTube

Erotic storytelling, raw fantasies, and seductive confessions.
👉 YouTube: Deep Inside Podcast

🎶 6. Taboo Tunes – Music for Bold Hearts

Songs of open love, lust, and connection.
👉 YouTube: @TabooTunes — don’t miss it.

👠 7. Dress to Tease

Lingerie, hotwife looks, and seductive outfits.
👉 HerBestChoice.com

🐦 8. Daily Temptations

Steamy teases, kinky thoughts & hotwife insights.
👉 Twitter (X): @deepinsidehub

📩 9. Got a Confession?

💌 Email: deepinsidehub@gmail.com



Let the journey continue... indulge, explore, and enjoy. 💋
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