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The Seed of Doubt

“Man, you’ve got to check out that club I’ve been telling you about! I swear, it’s like Sarah’s sex drive is on fire now. You won’t believe the difference. Trust me, you won’t regret it.”

Steve’s voice had that confident edge, the kind that only comes from someone who’s seen the transformation firsthand. We’d just finished our last league game of the season at the gym—our last game together, really. He was moving to Houston next week for a promotion. It felt surreal, knowing this was the end of our routine. After years of playing together, the locker room banter felt different today, more urgent somehow.

As we toweled off, his words hung in the air like a tempting offer. I’d been venting to him again about how things with Kelly had cooled off in the bedroom. Seventeen years together, and while we were still solid, something had shifted. Our chemistry outside the bedroom was great—easy laughter, a shared history—but lately, our sexual rhythm was off. She wanted it when I didn’t, and vice versa. It had gotten to the point where we were down to having sex maybe two or three times a month, if that.

I couldn’t deny the jealousy that stirred whenever Steve talked about Sarah these days. According to him, since they’d started going to this local swingers club, she’d become… insatiable. It wasn’t just that they were having more sex; it was how intense it was, how alive they both felt afterward. He’d paint pictures of late nights at the club, the way Sarah would pull him into a corner, breathless, unable to wait until they got home.

And here I was, stuck in a rut, replaying the same complaints in my head like a broken record. I’d tried bringing it up with Kelly before, but the conversations never went anywhere. “I’m just tired,” she’d say, or, “We’ve both been busy.” Busy or not, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing—something I wasn’t even sure how to fix.

Steve threw his gym bag over his shoulder, a grin tugging at his lips. “You’ve gotta give it a try. Worst case, you don’t like it. Best case? You and Kelly might find something you didn’t even know you were missing.”

His words lingered, and for the first time, I wondered if maybe there was something to it. Could that be the key to waking up what had gone dormant between Kelly and me? The idea of walking through the doors of that club felt both exhilarating and terrifying.

But the thought of staying stuck in this endless cycle? That might be worse.

Later that night, I was scrubbing dishes in the kitchen when Kelly wandered in, her hair pulled back in a messy bun, eyes locked on her phone. I didn’t mind handling the cleaning—I knew how much she hated doing dishes. I hoped it might set the right mood, a small gesture to show I was making an effort. But it didn’t take. She barely glanced at me, rinsing her wine glass before retreating back to the laptop, clearly preoccupied with the project that had been stressing her out for days.

By the time we were getting ready for bed, my mind was already churning, a constant replay of the distance that had settled between us. It had been three weeks since the last time we’d had sex, and the tension in the air tonight felt thicker than usual. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, the words already forming in my head. What did I have to lose?

“I feel like we’re in a rut, Kelly.”

She paused, pulling back the comforter and sliding into bed, her eyes meeting mine. “What do you mean?”

“Our sex life,” I said, the words coming out a little more blunt than I’d intended. “We haven’t fooled around in weeks. I feel like I’m going crazy over here. Every time I look at you, especially when you walk by or bend over, it’s all I can think about. It’s like torture.”

That was the truth. Kelly had always been stunning to me. Even after 17 years together, she was next-level gorgeous. Her body had matured in ways that only made her sexier. At 38, her breasts had remained impossibly perky, settling into this perfect teardrop shape that I couldn’t stop staring at, and her ass—God, that ass—was perfectly plump, as if she spent hours working out, even though I knew she didn’t. There were even a few gray hairs starting to streak through her dark locks, and somehow, that made her even hotter to me, like she was aging into this effortlessly sexy, confident version of herself.

She turned to me, her expression softening, almost sheepish. “Well, thank you for the compliments,” she said with a slight smile, “and I’m sorry things have been off lately. Life just gets in the way, and sex… well, it just kind of falls to the side sometimes. I actually came to bed last Tuesday night, and I was super horny, but you were already passed out.”

That stung a little. I’d had no idea. Tuesday was league night, and I usually crashed hard after those games, but hearing her say that made me feel like I’d missed an opportunity, like maybe I was part of the problem.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, her tone casual but curious. “We could hit up a sex shop this weekend. Get some toys, maybe some lingerie? Dedicate the whole weekend to each other.”

My stomach flipped nervously. This was the moment. I could suggest it, take the leap, but the idea of proposing the swingers club felt like jumping off a cliff without a parachute. Kelly wasn’t a prude by any means, but going from three times a month to walking into a club like that? It seemed like such a leap.

“This might sound crazy. Actually, it is crazy, but Steve won’t stop talking about this local sex club he and Sarah started going to. He swears it’s completely transformed their sex life.”

I could feel my pulse quicken as the words left my mouth. This was the moment of truth. Kelly’s reaction would either bring us closer or push me into the depths of regret. To my surprise, her lips curled into a soft giggle, her eyes brightening with amusement rather than anger. Relief washed over me. I had braced for something much worse.

“You too, huh?” she said, still giggling. “Sarah told me about it two months ago. I kind of laughed it off at first, but I asked her what she was going to do once they moved. She just smiled and said she was ‘working on that.’”

“Really?” I raised an eyebrow. “Steve’s been dropping hints since last year, but he’s been really pushing it for the last couple of months. Honestly, I’ve been avoiding it because… how awkward would that be to run into them there?”

Kelly nodded, her expression turning thoughtful. “Yeah, as much as I adore Steve and Sarah, I don’t exactly want them involved in our sex life either. But now that they’re leaving...” She trailed off, her gaze locking with mine, a spark of curiosity in her eyes.

Was this actually going to happen? The butterflies in my stomach took flight, swirling with a mix of excitement and nerves. Kelly’s eyes held mine for a moment longer, the weight of possibility settling between us.

That night, we ended up having sex, and it was incredible. It felt like we were reconnecting, like something had finally clicked back into place after months of feeling off-kilter. I thought it was exactly what we needed to break out of the rut. But little did I know how drastically things would change in the coming weeks.

The next day, as Steve and I wrapped up another game at the gym, I couldn’t help but bring it up.

“So, are you excited for the move?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“At first, it was tough to think about leaving behind everything we’ve built here—all our friends, the routine—but it turns out we’ve got some good contacts in Houston already,” Steve said, tossing his towel into his bag. “Sarah’s really looking forward to the change, and honestly, the promotion and pay are unbeatable.”

“I bet,” I said, nodding. “Though that Texas heat is going to be brutal in the summer.”

Steve chuckled. “Yeah, that’s going to suck. But, hey, sacrifices.”

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to just go for it. “So, I had a talk with Kelly last night. I finally laid it all out there and mentioned the club. She didn’t slap me, which is a good sign. I think we’re going to check it out Saturday night.”

Steve’s face lit up with excitement. “No way! That’s awesome, man. But listen, Friday night is where it’s at. Way better crowd. Trust me, you won’t regret it. Too bad we’re leaving early Saturday morning or we’d totally come with you. Your life’s about to get a whole lot more interesting.”

I smiled, but inwardly, I was relieved they wouldn’t be there. The thought of seeing Steve and Sarah at the club made me uneasy. I was already nervous about how the night would go, and having them there would add a whole other layer of awkwardness. I wasn’t expecting Kelly and me to dive in headfirst. It felt more like a chance to dip our toes into something new, to explore. No pressure.

“Yeah, okay. We can probably make Friday work if you say it’s worth it,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Trust me,” Steve said with a grin. “You won’t be sorry.”


Fog

By Friday afternoon, I was useless. My mind had been drifting all day, replaying possibilities and what-ifs. By 3:30, I threw in the towel and headed home early. When I walked in, Kelly was already there, pacing the living room like she couldn’t sit still.

“Couldn’t concentrate either, huh?” I asked with a grin, tossing my keys onto the counter.

She sighed, but there was excitement behind her eyes. “I’m excited, but it feels like there’s this weird pressure surrounding tonight. Sarah’s texted me three times, hinting that it’s going to be amazing. But it’s cryptic, like she knows something we don’t. I think we commit to staying for at least an hour, but… we don’t force anything. Let’s just feel it out.”

I nodded. “Absolutely. We’ll go, have a few drinks, look around, and decide from there. No pressure. Hell, maybe we’ll be the old, gross couple no one wants to touch.”

Kelly laughed, the sound easing some of the tension that had been building all afternoon. “I’m pretty sure that’s not the case. I bet we’ll see plenty of couples like that, but hey, if they’re having fun, more power to them.”

By the time we arrived at the club, my nerves were a low buzz beneath my skin. But when I saw Kelly in her little black dress, my confidence soared. She was stunning, the kind of woman who could turn heads effortlessly. Even after all these years, I knew she’d be the one drawing attention tonight.

The club’s parking lot was packed, which only added to the butterflies in my stomach. As we made our way inside, the environment hit us—low lighting, soft music, and the unmistakable vibe of anticipation. A bowl of condoms at the exit made me chuckle. They’d made hooking up as seamless as possible, and I couldn’t help but think of how sex drives entire worlds. The bar was crowded, but I managed to squeeze in and order us drinks.

Kelly and I stood together, our drinks in hand, surveying the room. Steve had promised Friday night was the time to come, but honestly, the crowd was a little underwhelming. The people here weren’t exactly the type to get our blood pumping. A few couples seemed to be checking us out, but it felt like we had “newbies” stamped across our foreheads. I could feel the weight of their curious glances. We swayed awkwardly to the music, stuck in some strange limbo—too far from the bar, not quite on the dance floor. It was like an “adult prom,” except the stakes felt infinitely higher.

Kelly leaned in, her voice low. “Want another drink?”

I nodded, and she headed toward the bar. As I scanned the room again, something caught my eye—a tall woman with platinum blonde hair, walking confidently through the crowd toward the back of the room. Her bob was almost too perfect, so blonde it seemed artificial. The short skirt and tied-off shirt screamed schoolgirl—Britney Spears, circa the late ‘90s. My stomach tightened. She glanced my way, and for a second, I swore she smirked before disappearing into the shadows at the back of the club.

The churning in my gut intensified. This really did feel like prom.

Kelly’s touch on my arm startled me, pulling me out of my thoughts. She handed me my drink with a smirk. “See something you like, stud?”

I laughed, but it came out a little strained. “Maybe. She disappeared before I could get a better look.”

Kelly sipped her drink, her eyes scanning the crowd with the same curiosity that had been eating at me all night. “So, what do you think so far?”

“Well,” I began, leaning closer, “I hated prom, and this is definitely bringing back those memories.”

Kelly laughed. “I had the exact same thought. Though I have to ask—why did you hate prom? I thought guys would have been fighting over you.”

She rolled her eyes, her expression softening. “You’ve seen those old pictures. The me you met at 21 and the me at 17? Two totally different people. I was all braces, acne, and flat-chested back then. I was the ultimate ugly duckling. I went to prom with three girlfriends, and we left early. It was pretty pathetic.”

I shook my head, trying to picture her as anything other than the confident, gorgeous woman standing in front of me. It was impossible. But it added another layer to her, one that I found both endearing and surprising.

I had seen the pictures Kelly was talking about—high school snapshots where she was all braces, shy smiles, and awkward angles. She was right, too. Back then, I was the typical jock, riding high on ego and sports accolades. If we’d gone to the same school, she probably wouldn’t have been on my radar. I thought I was the king of the world back then, and girls like high-school Kelly didn’t make it into my narrow scope. But when I met her in college, everything had changed. Those four years had transformed her into someone I couldn’t take my eyes off. I was blown away the moment I saw her.

Suddenly, the words cut through the awkward atmosphere like a sharp blade.

“We are going to fuck your brains out tonight.”

Kelly and I both jerked at the voice. I turned, and there she was—the platinum blonde from earlier, standing right beside us. The sly grin on her face told me she was enjoying our reactions. Kelly and I stood there, frozen, not sure how to respond. Her eyes flicked between us, sizing us up.

Then, the blonde burst out laughing, a rich, unapologetic sound that echoed through the space. “Oh my God, the look on your faces! I’m sorry, I just couldn’t resist. I know how awkward this can be. I use that line to break the ice—see what kind of reaction I can get.”

Kelly laughed too, breaking the tension. “Okay, that was a good one. You got us. Is it really that obvious we’re new here? We were just saying how this feels like prom all over again.”

“It can definitely feel like prom the first time,” the blonde said, smirking. “And yeah, it was obvious. First, I can see it in your posture—like you’re not quite sure if you belong here—and second, my partner and I come here often. We haven’t seen you before.”

Kelly glanced around the room, trying to spot this mysterious partner, but no one stood out.

The woman followed her gaze. “Leon’s in the back corner. He’s getting a blowjob right now, so he can’t exactly come say hi.” Her grin widened, her eyes gleaming mischievously. “But we both saw you when you came in, and we liked what we saw. We’ve been watching you for the last half hour, wondering if you’d dip out early.”

My stomach flipped at her boldness. She exuded a kind of confidence that was both alluring and intimidating. The way she owned the space, the way she talked so openly—it felt like she had control over the entire room.

Kelly, slightly shocked but amused, raised an eyebrow. “Wow. Isn’t it a bit early for that? He needs to pace himself. The night is young.”

“Not for Leon,” the blonde said with a casual wave of her hand, her voice taking on a more serious tone. “He’ll want to cum at least three times tonight. It’s exhausting for me, especially trying to open my mouth that wide. That’s why he loves it here so much.” She paused, her gaze locking directly onto Kelly’s now, her eyes unblinking. “But trust me, you’re going to love it when it’s your turn.”

There was no laughter this time, no playful smirk. She didn’t break eye contact, and her words were delivered with a matter-of-fact confidence that sent a chill down my spine. Kelly’s earlier amusement faltered as her expression tightened, her shoulders tensing under the weight of the blonde’s intensity.

The woman’s eyes shifted toward me, her gaze sharp and assessing. “What about you, stud? Are you ready to open your eyes to another world of pleasure?”

I froze. My mouth felt dry, and a knot of discomfort tightened in my stomach. I had never been around someone so blunt, so forceful in her words. She spoke like this was all normal, like we were supposed to be on board without hesitation.

“Um, well, yeah,” I stammered, trying to collect myself. “We kind of just came tonight to check things out.”

The blonde tilted her head, her lips curving into a teasing smile, her voice dripping with playful mockery. “Showing up is the hard part, right? You’re already so close… don’t drop the ball now, champ. Wouldn’t want to miss out, would you?”

Her words sent a pulse through me, half daring, half playful, and yet, the pressure was there, lingering beneath the surface. I forced a laugh, but it sounded hollow even to me. She could see right through me, see the hesitation. Kelly’s eyes darted between us, trying to gauge the energy.

“Look,” the blonde continued, more slowly now, leaning in closer like she was letting us in on a secret. “I know this can feel like… a lot. Overwhelming, even.”

Her gaze shifted back to Kelly, and she gave her a once-over, her lips twisting into a satisfied smirk. “But the two of you? You’re hot. You don’t even realize how lucky you are.”

Kelly’s posture eased slightly at the compliment, but there was still tension in the way her fingers gripped her drink.

The blonde’s eyes flicked around the room, her expression tightening, a trace of disdain flashing across her face. “You see the rest of the crowd, right? Your other options? Couples well past their prime…” She paused for emphasis, letting the weight of her words sink in. “…with saggy boobs.”

Her lips curled into a smirk as she continued, her gaze zeroing in on me now, testing. “And a five-inch dick.”

I could feel my chest tighten, my breath hitching. The casual, brutal honesty in her voice made my stomach churn. The room felt smaller somehow, like the walls were closing in, her words pushing me deeper into my own head. Kelly remained quiet, her expression unreadable, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the same insecurities were creeping up on her too.

The blonde didn’t miss a beat, her eyes gleaming as she delivered the next blow. “Based on the tits you’re used to, that’s not what you’re looking for.”

Her gaze slid over to Kelly, lingering for a second, before shifting back to me. The air felt thick with tension, every word heavy and deliberate.

“And I can guarantee your wife isn’t looking for a half-hard five-incher.”

Her words struck deep, cutting through the fragile confidence I’d been clinging to. Dick size hadn’t even crossed my mind before this moment, but now it was all I could think about. I had never had anyone complain, but at just under six inches, I wasn’t exactly a giant. My mind started spinning with self-doubt, the pressure of the moment weighing on me.

"Let’s order another round of drinks and go sit somewhere quieter. We can all chat." The blonde woman—Venice—glanced between us, her voice still carrying that playful edge. "What do you say?"

Before I could even respond, Kelly jumped in, her voice eager. "That sounds great!"

I blinked, caught off guard by her enthusiasm. She hadn’t exactly been reluctant to come tonight, but I didn’t expect her to be so open to the first invitation that came our way. Something about the ease with which she accepted surprised me, sending a flicker of uncertainty through my chest.

Venice turned her attention back to me, flashing a sly smile. "Hey, Stud, we’ll be in the room in the back left corner. Eight shots of tequila—make sure it’s the good stuff. No cheap shit."

And just like that, she grabbed Kelly’s hand and led her away, the two of them disappearing toward the back of the club before I could even process it.

I stood there for a moment, frozen, then made my way to the bar, my thoughts buzzing. As I placed the order, the bartender gave me a knowing grin. When he handed over the drinks, he winked. “You two are a lucky couple,” he said, his voice carrying that same air of familiarity I’d noticed from others in the club. Without another word, he turned and walked off.

Lucky couple. The whole scene reminded me of high school, of social hierarchies and unspoken rules. It was strange—how quickly these dynamics fell into place, how easily people were categorized.

I shook off the thought and made my way to the private room Venice had mentioned. Ducking between the curtain, I stepped into a dimly lit space, the low light casting everything in shadows. In the corner was a round booth-style table, and much to my surprise, Kelly was already sitting there—next to a man I could only assume was Leon. His left hand rested casually on her leg, while his right hand drummed lightly on the table.

Venice was seated on the other side of Kelly, leaning back in her seat, her eyes watching me with interest as I entered.

“You must be Andrew,” Leon said, his voice smooth and steady.

“And you must be Leon,” I replied, trying to sound confident, though the sight of his hand on Kelly's leg sent a jolt through me. Leon wasn’t the huge football player type I’d expected, but he was undeniably attractive. His skin was dark, and there was an easy charisma about him. I’d assumed swinging was mostly for bored white couples—this was unexpected. I placed the drinks down on the table and slid into the booth.

"Yup. I’m Leon. And this is my partner, Venice," he said, gesturing casually.

Venice leaned in slightly, her lips curving into a smile. "Nice to meet you, Andrew."

“It’s nice to meet you both,” I said, still trying to get a read on the power dynamics at play. My gaze flickered briefly to Kelly, who seemed surprisingly comfortable, though I couldn’t help but notice the way Leon’s hand stayed firmly on her thigh.

Leon’s eyes never left mine as he spoke. "Your lovely wife, Kelly, told me this is your first time here. How are you finding it so far?" His tone was light, almost conversational, but there was something about the way he looked at me—like he was testing the waters.

"We had some friends recommend the place," I replied, my voice steadying. "We weren’t really sure what to expect."

Leon smiled, a slow, knowing smile. "Now those are some good friends, Andrew. Venice and I are here pretty often. Who knows? Maybe we’ve played with them before."

I tried to keep my expression neutral, but my thoughts were racing. He had an ease about him, a confidence that both intrigued and unsettled me. "So," Leon continued, leaning back in his seat, "are you looking for anything in particular tonight?"

I hesitated, trying to read the room, to figure out what Kelly was thinking. But before I could overthink it, I gave a casual shrug, forcing a grin. "Variety is the spice of life, right?"

Leon chuckled, lifting his glass in a toast. "I like that. Cheers to variety."

“Ah, yes. Yes, it is,” Leon said, his eyes gleaming. “Even with attractive couples like yourselves, it’s easy to get stuck in a rut sometimes.”

He paused, leaning forward slightly, his gaze locked on me. “Look, Andrew, we’re going to make this easy for you and Kelly. We’ve got a room upstairs. Venice and I want to play together with you both. Now, I know most couples don’t play on their first night.” His lips curled into a slow smile. “But then again, most couples don’t meet us their first night either.”

I could feel my pulse quicken, the words landing heavily between us. His voice was calm, but the intensity of the moment was palpable. I glanced at Kelly, hoping for some kind of signal, some clue as to how she was feeling, but she wouldn’t meet my eyes. She just stared down at the table, biting her lip nervously.

Leon’s grin widened as he watched me. “I’m pretty sure Kelly’s game. The question is… are you?”

My head was spinning. This was intense—way more than I’d expected when we walked through the doors earlier tonight. Venice and Leon seemed to have already decided how this night would end, like it was a foregone conclusion.

I tried looking to Kelly for guidance again, but she kept her gaze averted. There was something in her body language—she seemed overwhelmed, but not in the same way I was. There was an air of anticipation about her, almost as if she was embarrassed to admit how much she wanted to play. I hadn’t expected this at all.

Venice was undeniably sexy, but I found her intimidating—like she could see right through me. Could I even perform under this kind of pressure? If I said no, would Kelly take that as a sign that we should never come back here? Would we end up stuck in the same old routine for the next 30 years?

Fuck it.

“We’re in,” I said, locking eyes with Leon. My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

Leon’s grin widened, satisfaction written all over his face. “My man! Let’s go have some fun.”

Venice clapped her hands together, a flash of excitement crossing her face. It was a little surprising, seeing her show emotion like that—up until now, she’d been all smooth, seductive control.

I glanced at Kelly again. She still hadn’t looked at me, but I could see her biting her lip—nervous, but excited. My heart thudded in my chest as I tried to read her expression. Was she just as eager as Leon seemed to think?

“We need to grab our bags from the car,” I said, needing a moment to steady myself. “What room are you in?”

Leon leaned back, his arm draped casually over the back of the booth. “Upstairs, on the left. Room 214. I’ve only got one key card, so I’ll leave the door blocked open for you.”

We all lifted our shot glasses, the tequila going down smooth, its warmth spreading through me and calming my nerves. As we left the club, the cool night air hit me like a wave of clarity. I took a deep breath, feeling my head clear a little. This was happening—whether I was ready or not.

I glanced back over my shoulder to check on Kelly, but what I saw stopped me in my tracks. Venice and Leon both had her by the hands, gently leading her toward the stairs. My stomach tightened—I’d hoped to have a quick word with her, to check in and see if we could come up with some kind of game plan if things got too intense. But now that moment was gone. I felt a pang of doubt, but I pushed it down, telling myself this was the kind of fun we were supposed to be looking for.

I grabbed our stuff from the car and made my way toward the stairs. My mind raced with questions and uncertainties, but the tequila had taken the edge off. As I approached the stairs, an older couple was just ahead of me. They were walking slowly, arm in arm, whispering to each other with the kind of casual intimacy that comes with years of familiarity.

I followed them down the hall, and soon I could see Leon and Venice’s room—214. The door was propped open, just like Leon said. As the older couple passed by, they glanced inside, then exchanged a quick look before giggling softly. There was something about their reaction that made my pulse quicken again.

What had they seen in there?

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever awaited on the other side of that door.

What I saw next truly caught me off guard. Leon was standing naked in the middle of the room, his muscles defined under the dim light. Venice knelt in front of him, her hands slowly running up and down his legs, almost like she was worshipping him. He was the kind of man who clearly had no trouble attracting attention—especially here, where every glance seemed to linger just a little longer. But what happened next was something I was completely unprepared for.

Kelly was sitting on one of the beds, her eyes wide, watching in what I could only describe as awe. Venice shifted her head to the side, her fingers gently lifting Leon’s cock—and it was massive. Like something out of a porn movie, bigger than anything I’d ever seen in person.

Venice turned her gaze toward Kelly, her voice soft but taunting. “What do you think, Kelly?” she asked, her tone laced with provocation. “This is what you came here for, right? To get fucked by big black cock?”

I stood frozen at the door, my mind struggling to process what I was seeing. It wasn’t just the size of Leon or the way Venice displayed him—it was the fact that this was happening so openly, so brazenly. The door was wide open, and anyone walking by could see right in. Sure, we were at a swingers’ hotel, but the sheer boldness of it still shocked me.

Leon didn’t seem to care in the slightest, standing there as if this was just another night. Venice, kneeling, holding his cock almost like a prize, seemed to be daring Kelly to react. And Kelly—my wife—was just sitting there, her hand resting on her thigh, rubbing it gently, as though she was mesmerized by the scene unfolding before her.

Kelly didn’t answer Venice’s question. She just kept watching, her hand moving slowly, her gaze never leaving Leon. The silence stretched, heavy and charged.

Leon’s voice cut through the tension like a knife. “Andrew,” he barked, “just in time.”

I flinched at the sudden attention, but Leon’s tone was casual, almost amused. “I can tell your wife’s pussy needs some attention. You should help her out.”

I swallowed hard, my mind still racing. So much for starting this off with a clear head. I turned to Kelly, my voice low, unsure. “Is that what you want?”

For a moment, she didn’t move. But then she looked up at me, her eyes finally meeting mine, and gave a small, silent nod. She scooted back on the bed, her body language a mixture of nerves and excitement. My heart pounded as I closed the door behind me, trying to gather myself.

From across the room, Venice groaned playfully. “Aw, come on. I like an audience.”

I ignored her, not knowing how to respond, and focused on Kelly. I slid up between her legs, gently pushing her dress past her ass. To my surprise, she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Had she gone commando for the night? Or had she already taken them off before I arrived? My thoughts scattered as I realized just how wet she was—her pussy soaked, dripping with arousal.

The sheer amount of wetness caught me off guard. I had never seen her this wet before—not that there had ever been any issues in that department—but this was something else entirely. Her arousal was intense, almost overwhelming, and it sent a surge of excitement through me.

I leaned down, breathing softly against her skin. Kelly’s back arched fiercely in response, her hips already twitching with need. The second my tongue touched her, she bucked against me, her breath hitching in her throat. I’d never seen her this turned on, this wild.

I tried to make eye contact again, hoping to connect with her, to share this moment, but her gaze was locked on something else. Her eyes stayed fixed on Venice and Leon, watching as Venice lifted Leon’s cock, stroking it slowly. It was like she couldn’t tear herself away from the sight.

Even though I’ve always loved going down on her—no matter if there was anything in it for me—I was caught off guard by how quickly she came. Her body tensed, her breath catching, and within just 30 seconds, she was cumming, her hips jerking against my face. I had never seen her react like this before. It was almost overwhelming.

With my head buried between her thighs, I couldn’t see what was happening around me. But I could hear it—the soft, rhythmic sounds of Venice’s mouth working over Leon’s cock. They had moved closer, right next to the bed, and I could hear the wet, slick noises as Venice sucked him off.

“Don’t lick up all the juices, stud,” Venice teased, her voice thick with amusement. “She’s going to need those to take this huge cock.”


Hit By A Freight Train

I froze for a moment, my brain trying to process the bluntness of her words. Again, with the forgone conclusion. I glanced up from between Kelly’s legs, my gaze shifting to Leon. Venice wasn’t exaggerating—his cock was enormous, easily nine inches long, and so thick that Venice’s fingers couldn’t even wrap around it as she stroked him.

There’s no way, I thought. My first instinct was disbelief—there was no way my wife could take that, not even with a bucket of lube. I tried to wrap my head around it, but my thoughts felt scrambled. How was this even happening?

I glanced back at Kelly. Her eyes were still glued to the scene in front of her, watching as Venice’s hand glided over Leon’s length. The way she stared, almost mesmerized, sent a confusing wave through me. I became acutely aware of how hard I was. My body was betraying me, turned on in a situation that felt so far from what I’d imagined.

Venice’s lips parted slightly, her mouth lowering back down over Leon’s cock, inching down his shaft. As soon as Kelly saw it, she grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking me back down between her legs with surprising force. Before I had time to react, she was bucking against my face, her pussy soaking wet. In less than 20 seconds, she came again, her moans filling the room.

Venice pulled her mouth off Leon’s cock with a wet pop, her voice dripping with admiration. “Okay, stud. I’m impressed,” she purred. “You work that pussy like a pro. I want a turn.”

She stood up quickly, her hand gripping mine as she pulled me from the bed. I hesitated, feeling the weight of the moment. This was the point of no return. I shot a quick glance toward Kelly, unsure if she was okay with this. Would she be upset watching me with Venice? But before I could process my own thoughts, Leon sat down next to Kelly, his large frame blocking her view of what was about to happen.

Venice tugged me over to the other bed, her skirt now discarded somewhere on the floor. Her shaved pussy glistened in the low light, just as wet as Kelly’s had been. She reclined, her body positioned so that I couldn’t see what was happening with Leon and Kelly anymore.

At this point, there was no turning back. A beautiful, naked woman was lying in front of me, and I had to push through the doubt clouding my mind. I lowered myself between her legs and started licking her, the taste of her arousal coating my tongue. Her thighs tightened around my head, and I could feel her body writhing under my touch. Her reactions were fascinating—similar to Kelly’s but different enough to keep me focused.

But no matter how hard I tried, my thoughts kept drifting back to Kelly. What was happening over there? Leon’s cock had been… overwhelming, to say the least. Would Kelly even have the courage to tell him if it was too much for her? Anxiety gnawed at me as I wondered if she was okay.

I slid my hands up, gently pushing Venice’s legs apart, trying to break free of the hold she had on me. That’s when I heard Kelly’s moans, louder than before, echoing through the room.

“Just like that. I know your whole hand won’t fit around it, but stroking it like that feels amazing. You were born for this, beautiful.” Leon’s voice rumbled from the other side of the room, his tone confident and low. I turned my head slightly, trying to catch a glimpse of what was happening. Leon was still sitting by Kelly’s head, his hand moving between her legs, rubbing her clit. From the sounds of it, Kelly had already cum for the third time.

Venice noticed my distraction, her voice cutting through my thoughts. “Hey. Focus, stud. This pussy isn’t going to lick itself.”

I flinched, embarrassed. “Sorry, it’s just… I didn’t get a chance to undress. I’m kind of hot.”

Venice let out a playful laugh. “I thought licking pussy with your shoes still on was your fetish. Wouldn’t be the weirdest thing I’ve seen.”

I ignored her teasing and stood up. “Let me get comfortable, if that’s okay.”

Truthfully, I wanted to get more comfortable, but I also needed an excuse to see what was happening with Leon and Kelly. I untied my shoes, walking toward the door as I bent down to take them off, using the moment to get a better view of the other bed.

Leon was staring directly at Kelly, his gaze dark and intent. Kelly, in turn, was staring at his cock, her hand wrapped around it as best she could. She looked awestruck, completely captivated by its size. Her strokes were slow, deliberate, and Leon matched her rhythm, his fingers pressing firmly on her clit, drawing out more moans.

I undressed slowly, feeling more out of place with each passing second. Kelly was still focused entirely on Leon, her eyes locked on his cock, and it hit me that she hadn’t even looked at me. Leon, for his part, was ignoring me completely. I was just… there, almost invisible in the room.

As I pulled down my jeans, I became acutely aware of my erection, rock-hard again, the front of my boxers damp with precum. That hadn’t happened since I was a teenager. I couldn’t understand it—why would watching her with him turn me on this much? The way her hand wrapped around his thick shaft, the awe in her eyes—it should have made me uncomfortable, but my body was betraying me.

“Oh look! Mr. Happy!” Venice’s voice jolted me out of my thoughts. She had a knack for that—cutting through the moment like a knife. She reached down, squeezing my cock sharply, her fingers pressing just enough to startle me.

I glanced at her, confused. She was still fully dressed, watching me with that same playful smirk. “You seem a little preoccupied,” she teased, her eyes flicking to Kelly and Leon. “But really, who could blame you?”

I tried to respond, but my mind was spinning too fast to form words. Venice, apparently unfazed by the tension in the room, grabbed the ice bucket from the dresser. “I’m gonna run downstairs and grab some ice. We’ve got booze in the fridge, and I need a drink,” she said casually, as if we were all just hanging out at some normal party.

And then she walked out the door, leaving me standing there, completely exposed, in every sense of the word.

Now, I didn’t know what to do. Leon and Kelly were fully absorbed in their own world, their bed now completely occupied. I was just standing in the middle of the room, unsure of where I fit into all of this. I felt like an outsider looking in, torn between the primal desire coursing through me and the gnawing discomfort I couldn’t shake.

“Have you ever sucked black cock, Kelly?” Leon’s voice broke the silence, snapping me out of my daze. His words were calm but commanding, cutting through the air like a whip.

Kelly looked up at him, her eyes wide, startled. “No,” she choked out, her voice barely audible. It was the first word she had spoken in what felt like an hour.

Leon smiled, the corners of his lips curling upward. “Excellent. I’m sure you’re going to be great at it. On your knees,” he said, his voice firm and authoritative.

Without hesitation, Kelly slid off the edge of the bed and onto her knees in front of him. I watched, frozen, as Leon stood up, his cock jutting out from his body, still rock-hard. It had been like that for at least 30 minutes, and it only seemed to get bigger, the slight upward curve making it even more imposing.

Stop. Just stop. The words screamed in my head, but no sound came out. My voice wouldn’t work. This was too much—everything felt like it was spiraling out of control, but I couldn’t explain why. I had just eaten another woman’s pussy; how could I be uncomfortable with my wife sucking another man’s cock? But somehow, this was different. There was something primal in the air, something that made my skin crawl and my heart race.

Kelly knelt in front of Leon, her eyes still fixed on his cock. She gripped it at the base, her fingers barely wrapping around it, with another seven inches protruding from her hand. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and opened her mouth, taking him inside. Her lips stretched around him, her hand moving between her thighs. I could see her fingers pressing against her pussy, and I knew she was on the verge of another orgasm.

I stood there in silence, paralyzed, as time seemed to stretch out. The sound of Kelly’s soft moans, the wetness of her mouth on Leon’s cock—it was overwhelming. I didn’t know how to react, my mind a whirl of conflicting emotions. Everything felt like it was slipping away from me, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop it.

For what felt like an eternity, I just stood there, watching, lost in a sea of confusion and desire.

“Party time!!”

The shout startled me, making my heart skip a beat. I hated the way Venice seemed to enjoy catching me off guard. She had thrown the door wide open and burst into the room like she owned the place.

“Look who I found, Leon!” Venice’s voice was filled with excitement. “It’s Jessica! The ice machine downstairs was broken, so I had to go back into the club to ask for ice. Jess was in there, looking all bored because there’s no good cock down there.”

Venice shot a glance at me, smirking. “I hope you don’t mind, stud. Now you’ve got two girls to play with.”

Leon finally tore his eyes away from Kelly, but all he said was, “Nice,” his tone as indifferent as ever.

Jessica, the new arrival, surveyed the scene. Her eyes flicked from me to Kelly, to Leon’s massive cock, still held firmly in Kelly’s hands. It was like she immediately understood the vibe, as if she’d lived this scene a dozen times before.

“Wow,” Jess said, her voice soft but laced with intrigue. “Who’s the lucky girl? I mean… who’s the lucky couple?”

“This is Kelly and Andrew,” Venice chimed in, clearly enjoying herself. “First-time swingers.”

Jessica’s eyes widened, her smile playful. “First time, and Kelly got Leon? How does that even work? You know how many small dicks on fat guys I had to blow before I found you two? Like I said, lucky girl.”

Venice laughed, the sound sharp and wicked. “Sometimes, the stars just align, Jess. Don’t worry though, I brought Leon two tonight!” She winked at Jess, her grin mischievous.

I glanced at Kelly again, still struggling to take Leon’s massive cock, her focus so intensely on him that she hadn’t even registered Jessica’s entrance. For a moment, I felt lost again—disconnected. Venice’s brashness, the chaos of everything, it was too much. But then Jessica stepped in, and suddenly, the night took a new turn.

Jessica was hot, no doubt about it. Mid-to-late 20s, with huge boobs, and that innocent girl-next-door look that made you want to believe she was sweet—but her eyes said otherwise. They sparkled with curiosity, and for the first time in a while, I felt a rush of excitement. Maybe this night wasn’t lost after all.

“Come on, stud,” Venice urged, her voice playful yet commanding. “Get in bed with us. Trust me, there’s nothing you can do to help your wife at this point. Might as well come have some fun with us.”

I hesitated, glancing back at Kelly one more time. Leon had her full attention now, and she didn’t seem to be aware of anything else. Venice’s words echoed in my mind: There’s nothing you can do. I didn’t know if she was right, but there was no denying how out of control everything felt.

Venice’s grin widened. “You two get comfortable,” she said. “I’ll be out to play in a minute.”

Jess didn’t waste any time. She grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the bed. Her touch was firm but inviting, a stark contrast to Venice’s more forceful approach. We lay down together, and Jess immediately rolled on top of me, straddling my torso with ease. She sat up, her hips pressing down against me, and with a quick motion, she pulled off her top and bra, revealing her full breasts.

Now this I could get used to.

Jess definitely liked being in control, but it was a more seductive, playful dominance than Venice’s over-the-top bluntness. She grabbed one of my hands, lifting it above my head, pinning it down. With her other hand, she guided my free hand down to her underwear, pulling it aside so I could feel her wetness.

I glanced over at Kelly again, unsure if she was okay with me being with a second strange woman in the same night. But she was completely absorbed in Leon. Her hand was still working his cock, and her eyes… her eyes were wide, focused, and almost entranced by the size of him. Venice’s earlier comment about her jaw being exhausted from sucking that huge cock flashed in my mind.

Jess grabbed my face, pulling my attention back to her, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Suck on my nipples,” she commanded, lowering her breasts over my face, her voice soft yet firm.

I complied, my lips wrapping around her nipple, and she let out a low moan, encouraging me to continue. She released my hand from above my head, guiding it down to my cock. “Do you have a big load for me?” she teased, her tone dripping with seduction. “I’m a bit of a cum slut. I want it all over my body.”

I couldn’t help but grin at her words. “If you keep doing that, you’re going to have a big load in your hand, baby,” I joked, feeling the tension lift just a little as I got lost in the moment with Jess.

“No, no, no, I’m not ready just yet,” Jess quipped, her smile coy as she shifted her hips slightly. “I need to get fucked proper first.”

For a second, I couldn’t help but think Did Venice slip in the tub and knock herself out? It seemed like every time things started to turn around, Venice would swoop back in to interrupt at the worst possible moment. But for now, at least, she was nowhere to be seen, and I could focus on Jess. Those breasts in front of me, her soft skin against mine—it was like things had finally settled into something I could handle.

I took the initiative, my hands moving more vigorously over her body. I squeezed her breasts a bit harder, testing her limits, and her body responded immediately. She squirmed against me, moaning softly, and though pain wasn’t usually my thing, I could tell she liked it just a bit rough. My fingers worked her clit with more intensity, feeling her get closer to the edge.

Jess’s breath quickened, her body tensing, and then she collapsed against me, kissing me deeply as she came. The taste of her lips, the heat of her body—it was all-consuming.

“How was that, Jess?” Leon’s voice cut through the moment, his tone casual, as though he’d barely been paying attention. “Sorry, I’m in my own little world over here. I’m glad you were able to join us tonight. Did Andrew give you what you needed?”

Jess looked up from my chest, a satisfied smile on her face. “I’m glad to be here, Leon. I haven’t cum in like four days. I needed that. It'll help with Leon 2.” She laughed softly, the sound innocent but loaded with meaning.

Leon chuckled. “Hahaha, yes. Yes it will.”

I furrowed my brow, confused. Leon 2? I didn’t get the joke at first, but then I saw it—the moment when things officially went off the rails, when the night stopped making any sense and our lives changed in ways I hadn’t imagined.

Venice came around the corner, and she wasn’t just naked now. She was wearing a strap-on—a massive one. Like Leon huge. That’s when it hit me. Leon 2. The joke wasn’t funny. It was cruel, and it made my stomach churn.

Jess glanced back over her shoulder, licking her lips with deliberate intent. She wiggled her ass, still lying directly on top of me, her body pressing against mine as she eyed the strap-on. “Are you going to proper fuck me, V?” she asked, her voice sultry, teasing.

Venice’s lips curled into that ever-present smirk. “Well, you said you need proper fucked, and since Leon is about to proper fuck Kelly, this is your only option.” She delivered the words casually, like it was all part of some game, but the look she shot me afterward was ice cold.

Fuck her. The thought pulsed through my mind, anger bubbling up. Fuck her for telling the whole room that Leon was about to fuck my wife. Fuck her for implying that I couldn’t satisfy Jess. Fuck her for turning this night into something I had no control over. I hated her in that moment—hated everything about how she dominated the space, taunting me, making me feel like a pawn in some twisted game I hadn’t signed up for.

Venice seemed to read my thoughts, her eyes narrowing slightly as she looked at me. “You can leave if you want to, stud,” she said, her voice mocking, daring me to walk away. She could see it in my face, the frustration, the discomfort, the way my body tensed. I wasn’t happy with any of this, and she knew it.

But before I could respond, Jess grabbed my attention again. “Andrew isn’t going anywhere, V,” she said, her voice soft, reassuring. She glanced down at me with those gentle eyes, the contrast to Venice’s cruelty almost disorienting. She kissed me deeply, pulling me back into the moment, her lips warm and inviting against mine. “I need my tits played with and my clit worked,” she whispered against my mouth, her words grounding me, pulling me back into her orbit.

Mind. Fuck.

I couldn’t help but resent Steve right now. This was all his fault, no question about it. And Sarah, too. Steve had planted the idea in my head, and Sarah probably convinced Kelly that this was some harmless fun. But it wasn’t harmless, not by a long shot. I wanted to confront them, chew them out for dragging us into this mess. Yet deep down, I knew it wasn’t that simple. Steve would throw it back at me, saying I got in over my head. All he wanted was a bit of fun, to spice things up with some swinging. This? This was way beyond swinging. This was something else entirely.

A low groan pulled me back to the present, jolting me out of my spiraling thoughts.

"Uhhhhhhh... Uhhhhhhhhh..."

Jess had buried her head in my chest, her body trembling. Behind her, Venice had climbed onto the bed, positioning herself in ways that made me feel claustrophobic, trapped. The room was stifling, and I could feel the heat building under my skin. Venice was pressing into Jess, her movements slow but deliberate. I could feel every stroke along my abdomen as Venice’s toy—Leon 2—slid in and out of Jess’s wet pussy. The sensation was maddening, making it impossible for me to focus on anything else. How the hell was Jess even handling this?

Venice’s voice, as though reading my mind, was a breathy murmur. “It comes naturally... Women can take a big cock, even if they’ve never done so before.”

Her fingers caressed Jess’s back, the tenderness of the gesture jarring against the rawness of everything else. Venice’s confidence was unsettling, as though she was the orchestrator of some dark symphony only she understood. And then, she glanced at me, smiling that same knowing smile. “Kelly’s about to now.”

Kelly? I snapped my attention back to the room and realized I’d completely missed what was happening. She wasn’t kneeling by the floor anymore. She was on the bed, her legs spread, her knees pulled back as Leon’s thick cock slid up and down her slit. The sight of her slick pussy welcoming him in made my stomach flip, a sick mixture of fascination and dread rolling through me.

"Tell me what you want, baby girl," Leon said, his voice low and commanding as he stared down at her.

"I want to be properly fucked, sir." Kelly’s voice was firm, no hesitation, no second-guessing. She wanted him. She needed him. The way she called him ‘sir’ hit me like a punch to the gut. When had that started? What had I missed?

My mind raced. This wasn’t just about the size of Leon’s cock, was it? There was something about his presence, his unshakable confidence. Kelly wasn’t just submitting to his body; she was submitting to his control, his dominance. From the outside, this might’ve been fascinating, maybe even arousing. But from where I sat, watching my wife writhe beneath him, it was a nightmare wrapped in a slow-motion disaster.

Leon’s cock glistened with Kelly’s juices, and as much as I hated it, I couldn’t look away. How was this happening? Two hours ago, she was blowing him, and now here he was, rock hard and fucking her like it was nothing. And she was... enjoying it.

“Oh my god... oh my... holy shit! That’s incredible!” Kelly moaned, her voice raw with pleasure.

And there it was. Leon was fucking my wife, and she wanted it. She wanted him inside her. The realization hit me harder than I expected, like the air had been sucked out of the room. The heat, the suffocating atmosphere, the collective moan from everyone in the room—it all pressed down on me at once. My chest tightened, and my mind scrambled to keep up with what was unfolding.

Venice clapped, a sharp sound that cut through the moment like a slap to the face. "Hashtag Jelly!" She smirked, her playful tone cutting through the tension in the most grating way. She was clearly enjoying this, playing her part in the show, but it only added to my confusion. What the hell did Leon see in her? He could have any woman he wanted, yet here she was—his partner in all this madness. It didn’t make any sense.

But none of that mattered to Kelly. She was lost in it, moaning louder as Leon barely moved inside her. He wasn’t pounding her like I had to do to get her this revved up. No, he was taking his time, slow and deep, his cock filling her completely. And she was reveling in it. The control, the sensation, the act itself—it was all hers now.

Let’s elevate this scene with more emotional depth, description, and tension, while focusing on the contrasting dynamics between the characters and enhancing the erotic atmosphere.

“You love that black cock, don’t you, Kelly?” Leon’s voice dripped with arrogance, a cocky smirk tugging at his lips as he looked down at my wife.

Kelly’s response was immediate, her words breathless and laced with pleasure. “It’s incredible. I’ve never felt so full in my life. It’s like your cock is touching every nerve at the same time.”

That one stung. Hard. I’d never had complaints about my dick, not once in my life. But there was a huge gap between ‘no complaints’ and whatever Kelly was feeling right now. The way she described it, Leon wasn’t just inside her—he was consuming her, filling her in ways I never could. A part of me wanted to shut down, to walk away from this insanity, but my feet stayed rooted to the spot. I couldn’t stop watching.

“I feel like I’m already going to cuuuuum!” Kelly’s scream pierced the room, her body arching in response to Leon’s well-timed thrust. It was subtle, almost calculated—just enough to push her closer to the edge. She was completely overwhelmed, her pussy so full she could barely contain it. “Please, sir, please don’t stop. I want to cum so bad.”

Venice clapped her hands again, practically bouncing with excitement. “This is my favorite part!” she exclaimed, her eyes gleaming with a manic kind of joy. “This is where Kelly really gets to explore her womanhood and how powerful it can be.” Then she shot me a glance, her strap-on still buried inside Jess. “Don’t worry, Jess, I haven’t forgotten about you,” she said, slamming her hips forward, making Jess gasp.

Jess’s body pressed harder into mine, her moans a mixture of pleasure and desperation. I was hyper-aware of how painfully aroused I had become. Jess shifted, sitting up just enough to slide my boxers down, freeing my cock for the first time in this two-hour circus of madness. Her fingers wrapped around me, firm and sure.

“Mmmm, look at all that tasty precum,” she murmured, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I want that lubing my tits, baby.”

Venice chimed in with her usual condescension. “I knew he would be hard. They all get hard watching their wife get fucked by a real cock for the first time.”

I ignored her, trying to push past the noise in my head, but it was impossible. It was like I was watching all of this through a fog, my body acting on instinct while my mind reeled. I was trapped in the same trance Kelly had fallen into when this all started. I couldn’t stop watching, couldn’t tear my eyes away from the way Leon’s cock was stretching Kelly open, filling her completely. He had started fucking her in earnest now, his hips moving with slow, deliberate thrusts.

Kelly’s moans had dropped into a low, guttural hum, steady and unchanging. There was no build, no crescendo—just a continuous, primal sound escaping her lips. It was impossible to tell if she’d already cum, or if she was still riding that wave of pleasure. It was as if she’d slipped into some other dimension, lost in a pleasure so intense it defied understanding. Was she still cumming? Was there some cosmic scale of pleasure I couldn’t even comprehend?

Venice matched Leon’s tempo with her strap-on, her movements purposeful and rhythmic. Jess’s moans weren’t as loud or frantic as Kelly’s, but I could feel the same energy pulsing through her. She was feeling that same fullness, that same overpowering sensation. And now, her tits—those gorgeous tits—were sliding up and down over my cock.

This was something Kelly had never been fond of, despite knowing how much I loved it. She had always been hesitant about titfucking after that one unfortunate incident where I shot too early and jizzed in her eye. That pretty much ended that activity for good. But with Jess, it felt... perfect. The softness, the warmth, the way her breasts cradled my cock as she pressed them together, it was enough to drive me wild.

Despite everything—the chaos, the jealousy, the way the night had spiraled completely out of control—I wanted to cum. No, I needed to cum. I felt like I was owed that much, at least.

“Oh baby, my tits are so slick. Your precum is amazing,” Jess purred, her finger teasingly wiping between her breasts before sliding into her mouth. She sucked it clean, her eyes locking with mine, as if savoring not just the taste but the effect her words had on me. The heat in her voice, the way her lips moved—it stirred something primal. But even through the arousal, a knot of unease twisted tighter in my chest.

“I want your cum. I want that big load all over my huge tits, baby!” Jess cried out, her voice thick with desperation. Venice was pounding her now, relentlessly, and I could feel Jess’s tits grinding against my cock with every thrust. Her warm skin, slick with sweat and precum, was squeezing me in all the right ways, but it was overwhelming. The heat, the pressure—it was all becoming too much.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe.

I turned my head, my eyes drawn to Kelly again. Her knuckles were white, gripping the sheets as if they were the only thing grounding her. Leon was deep inside her, fucking her hard now, his thick cock disappearing into her soaked pussy with every thrust. The sight made my stomach lurch.

Kelly’s voice came out in breathless gasps. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she repeated like a broken mantra, her mind seemingly lost in a haze of pleasure. I had never seen her like this before, completely undone, no longer my wife but something more raw, more primal. A part of me was horrified, another part mesmerized, trapped between the conflicting emotions raging inside me.

My body betrayed me. The pressure built, spiraling out of control. My grip tightened around Jess’s tits, and with one last desperate thrust, I came. The orgasm ripped through me, violent and uncontrollable, each pulse of cum shooting between her breasts, splattering her chest and neck. My vision blurred, my head spinning as I emptied myself onto her. I could barely breathe, each breath ragged and shallow as wave after wave of pleasure surged through me.

“Mmmmm, thank you, baby,” Jess moaned, her voice thick with satisfaction. “That warm load feels amazing.” She rubbed my cum into her tits, making them shine, but the words barely registered. The physical relief hit me like a tidal wave, but then... then came the crash.

Post-nut clarity.

It slammed into me, cold and hard, the reality of what was happening rushing back in as the orgasm faded. The room, once filled with heat and tension, now felt too real, too suffocating. My heart pounded in my chest, but not from pleasure anymore. It was panic. Regret. A sinking pit of helplessness.

I looked over at Kelly again. Her body was trembling, her moans turning to gasps as Leon’s cock stretched her open, filling her over and over again. She was close, I could see it. And I hated it. I should’ve felt protective, jealous—something. But I felt... paralyzed. Like a spectator in my own life, watching something unfold that I knew was wrong but couldn’t stop.

And then Leon’s voice cut through the fog, deep and commanding.

“I’m going to cum in your pussy, Kelly.”

Everything inside me screamed to stop him. This was it. This was the line I never imagined crossing. I had agreed to this insanity, let it go too far, but this... this was my wife. I should have said no. I should have shouted, stood up, done something. But I didn’t. My mouth stayed shut, my body frozen as I watched it all unfold.

Kelly’s voice was desperate, pleading. “Yes. Please, cum in my pussy, sir. I want your cum so bad!” Her words stabbed at me, sharp and cutting. She wasn’t just accepting it—she wanted it. She craved him in a way I couldn’t understand. In a way I didn’t think she could ever crave me.

I looked down at Jess, at the cum covering her tits. It felt like another lifetime ago that I’d shot my load. I was still hard, still caught in the madness of it all, but something was broken now. Jess smiled up at me, oblivious to the chaos in my head, and before I knew it, I turned back just in time to see it happen.

Leon’s thrusts quickened, his face twisting with intensity. He buried himself deep inside Kelly, and her moan turned into a scream as his cock pulsed, filling her with his cum.

I felt like I was watching from underwater, everything muffled and distant. The room seemed to collapse in on itself, the noise, the heat, the pressure, all crushing me from every angle. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, what I was a part of. And yet, I did nothing. I watched it happen, and that was almost worse than anything else.

Leon groaned as he finished, his body trembling above her. Kelly’s breath was ragged, her body still shaking with aftershocks, and I knew... I knew everything had changed in those moments. This was only the beginning.

The tip of the iceberg.

And much more was still to come.


The Morning After

I'll get around to telling you how the last twenty minutes of that night unfolded at some point, but for now, suffice it to say—it was awkward. Painfully awkward. Kelly and I drove home in complete silence, the hum of the engine the only sound between us. Neither of us dared to speak, and even when we got home, we simply undressed, crawled into bed, and drifted into separate worlds, still without saying a word.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, trying to make sense of everything. I didn’t know how to feel. Was I angry? Disappointed? Maybe. Angry at the situation, maybe even at myself for suggesting the night in the first place. But could I be mad at Kelly? Not really. She had done nothing wrong. She had a mind-blowing experience—hell, anyone could see that. And part of me didn’t want to take that from her. I didn’t want to make her feel guilty for something she enjoyed. After all, we both agreed to this. In the truest sense of "swinging," we had consensual sex with other people. No one was forced into anything. No lines were crossed—at least, not technically.

But the reality of it, the aftermath, felt different from the fantasy. It didn’t change the fact that the night went in a direction neither of us could have predicted. What had started out as a playful, mutual exploration quickly became something else entirely. And it was that something else that was now gnawing at me, keeping me wide awake while she slept beside me.

The truth was, the night hadn’t gone badly for both of us. It had gone terribly for me. I felt like an outsider, like I was watching someone else’s dream play out while I just… existed. Sure, I got off. I came. But it felt hollow, mechanical, like my body was moving through the motions while my mind was a thousand miles away, trapped in some sort of emotional fog.

For Kelly, though? It was different. It wasn’t just good for her—it was exceptional. I saw it in the way her body reacted, the way she gave herself over so completely to Leon, lost in the kind of pleasure I wasn’t even sure I had ever given her. It scared me. Not because she enjoyed it, but because she really enjoyed it. The kind of enjoyment that changes things.

I could still hear her moaning in my head, still see the way she grabbed the sheets, begging for more, completely consumed by him. That part of it was messing with me the most—the fact that while I had been tangled up in guilt, confusion, and discomfort, she had been having the time of her life.

And I couldn't ignore the imbalance.

There was a part of me, deep down, that feared this had opened a door that couldn’t easily be shut. What if that experience changed her view of our relationship? What if she craved that level of intensity again, in ways I couldn’t provide? It felt like a crack had formed, and now I was terrified it would grow, slowly but surely, until it became something that couldn’t be repaired.

That’s what scared me. That’s what kept me lying there, staring at the ceiling while Kelly lay next to me, peacefully sleeping—blissfully unaware of the storm raging in my head.

After four restless hours of tossing and turning, I gave up. It was barely six in the morning, and the house was still quiet. I slid out of bed, careful not to wake Kelly. As I walked past her, I couldn't help but glance at her. She still looked beautiful to me, even now, her hair tousled, her face relaxed in sleep. But the weight of last night hung over me like a fog.

I wandered into the living room, flipping through channels until I landed on some random basketball game on ESPN Classics. The familiar sounds of sneakers squeaking and the steady drone of the announcers filled the silence. I wasn’t really watching, just distracting myself from the whirlwind of thoughts I couldn’t quite pin down.

By nine, I heard Kelly stirring. She shuffled into the living room, still looking tired, but there was something about her—a glow. It wasn’t just in my head. She sat next to me on the couch, resting her head on my shoulder, the simple intimacy of the gesture at odds with the tension lingering between us. For fifteen minutes, we sat there in silence. Neither of us said a word, the air thick with unspoken feelings.

Finally, Kelly broke the quiet. “Are you ready to discuss last night, babe? If not, I understand.”

I stared straight ahead at the screen, still unable to process everything that had happened. “I’m not really sure what there is to discuss,” I replied, my voice cold, even to my own ears.

She didn’t push. “Ok. I don’t want to force it if you’re not ready.” Her voice was calm, but we both knew what lingered in the room. The weight of everything unsaid sat between us like a third person on the couch.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore. “Was he that much better than me?” The question came out before I could stop it, raw and blunt, cutting straight to the heart of what had been gnawing at me all night.

I felt Kelly stiffen beside me, her head still resting on my shoulder. The tension in the room spiked instantly, like a live wire had been strung between us. She didn’t answer right away. For forty-five long seconds, we sat in excruciating silence.

“I don’t know how you want me to answer that,” she finally said, her voice small but honest.

“I think it’s a pretty straightforward question, Kelly,” I shot back, trying to keep my voice steady but failing. There was an edge there I couldn’t soften.

She sighed, sitting up and turning to face me. “If you want a straightforward answer, then here it is. I’ve never been fucked like that before in my life.”

The words hit like a gut punch. Even though I’d half-expected something like that, hearing her say it out loud was different. It was real now. “Ok,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. I couldn’t look at her. “So, what do we do from here?”

Kelly sighed, her eyes searching mine for something—reassurance, forgiveness, maybe both. “I don’t see why this has to change anything,” she said slowly, her voice soft and careful. She shifted slightly on the couch, her fingers gripping the fabric of her pants as though she was bracing herself for something. “It was an experience, that’s all.”

I stayed quiet, my heart pounding as I listened to her words, each one measured, deliberate. Kelly took a deep breath, as if gathering the courage to continue. “I know my experience was vastly different from yours...” Her voice cracked slightly, her fingers trembling as they brushed against my arm, making my skin crawl with the weight of what she was saying. “But that doesn’t change the fact that I love you. Completely.” She turned to me now, her eyes pleading, her hand resting gently on my knee. Her touch felt tentative, like she wasn’t sure how I would react, and I could see the slight tremor in her expression—the fear that maybe, just maybe, something had changed.

“I’m hoping that it hasn’t changed the way you feel about me,” she added softly, her voice steady again, but this time I could hear the vulnerability beneath it. That tremor in her voice hit me like a second punch, and I was frozen, unsure how to respond.

I stared ahead, unable to meet her gaze, trying to make sense of everything. “Obviously, the night went nothing like I expected.” My words came out flat, each one like a stone dropping into a void. “I thought we’d find a kinky couple, have fun...” I trailed off, shaking my head at the memory of how I had felt walking into the bar—excited, curious. Naive, maybe.

I sighed, rubbing my hands over my face as the weight of it all pressed down on me. “But from the moment you left the bar with Venice, everything went sideways.” I shook my head again, the memory of her walking away with Venice replaying in my mind. It was like watching something unravel before my eyes, and I had no control over it.

I turned to her, frustration building in my chest. “Venice didn’t want anything to do with me. It was like I wasn’t even part of the equation.”

Kelly flinched at my words, her hand gripping my knee tighter. She opened her mouth to say something but hesitated, the guilt clear in her eyes. She looked down, unable to hold my gaze, and that told me everything.

I sighed again, the frustration bubbling up, turning into something darker, heavier. “I felt used,” I said, my voice quieter now, but the words were heavy. “Not just by Venice, but by the whole situation.”

I stood up, pacing the room as I tried to process what I was feeling. “It was like I was just there to get you to Leon. Like I was part of some plan I didn’t even know about.” The thought made my stomach twist, my chest tightening as the humiliation from last night surged back.

I stopped and turned to face her, my voice rising with the weight of my confusion. “What was in it for her, Kelly?” I asked, my frustration and confusion bleeding into every word. “Did she just get off on humiliating me?” The question hung in the air, heavy and bitter, waiting for an answer I wasn’t sure I wanted.

“Yeah, I’m not sure what their story is,” Kelly said, her voice distant as if she was still trying to make sense of it herself.

I glanced over at her, my stomach tightening as the words hung in the air between us. I couldn’t let it go. “Do you want to see him again?” I asked, my voice quieter, almost sheepish, betraying the insecurity I didn’t want to admit.

Kelly hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking away from mine. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” she replied, her tone measured, careful.

But that wasn’t what I asked. “That’s not what I asked though,” I said, my voice colder now, cutting through the fragile calm that had settled between us.

She exhaled softly, as though the weight of the conversation was starting to press down on her. “I don’t want anything to change between us. I had the experience, and while it was great, I’m fine with it being a one-time thing.” She shifted slightly on the couch, her fingers nervously playing with the fabric of her shirt. “Besides, Leon’s going out of town for a couple of weeks anyway, so it’s not even up for discussion.”

The casual way she said it made something inside me snap. “How do you know that?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

Kelly paused, biting her lip, like she didn’t want to answer. “He texted me this morning to see how we were doing. I think he felt bad about last night. He was concerned for you.”

A bitter laugh escaped me before I could stop it. “Well, that’s bullshit. He knew exactly what he was doing from the moment he sent Venice over. He’s done that before to other couples, I’m sure of it.”

Kelly frowned, her brow furrowing. “I’m serious. He was concerned. He was upset with Venice and how things went with you two. He wants to make it up to you.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Make it up to me? What does that even mean?” My voice rose slightly as frustration bubbled up. “And for the record, I never want to see Venice again in my life.”

Kelly’s face softened, like she was trying to calm me down, but her words only fueled the fire. “He wants you to have a night with Jessica. That sounds pretty hot, right?”

I shook my head, feeling my anger starting to simmer. “See, that’s what I mean. This makes no sense, Kelly. Who is this guy? He feels guilty about fucking your brains out, so he sends over a young girl to calm me down? You don’t think that seems a little... strange?”

Kelly’s eyes narrowed, her patience wearing thin. “I don’t know, Andrew. I don’t know anything about this lifestyle,” she shot back, her voice rising in frustration. “This was all your idea, might I remind you?”

We sat there, just staring at each other, the silence heavy and uncomfortable. I didn’t know what to say anymore. Everything felt tangled, too messy to untangle with a few simple words.

After a moment, Kelly broke the silence. “Was she cute? Jess, I mean,” she asked, her voice quieter, but there was something behind the question, a hint of curiosity—or maybe jealousy.

I smirked slightly, trying to make a jab at her. “Jess was hot,” I said, with a little too much enthusiasm.

“I want to watch you with her,” Kelly said softly, sliding back next to me. Her hand moved deliberately onto my thigh, her fingers tracing slow circles.

I hesitated, trying to keep my voice steady. “Let me think about it for a couple of days. If I feel up to it, we can set something up next weekend.”

Kelly’s hand slid under the leg of my boxer shorts, her fingers finding my balls, massaging gently. Her touch sent a shiver through me, and I could feel myself hardening almost instantly. “Jess wants to come over tonight,” she said, her voice casual, like we were talking about dinner plans. “I figured you’d be interested. She can be here at nine.”

Her hand kept working me, and no matter how hard I tried to keep my mind clear, I was losing the battle. My thoughts flashed back to the previous night, to the way Kelly had gasped when Leon’s cock filled her, the way her body had responded to him. I didn’t want to think about it, but it was there, vivid and unavoidable.

I tried to refocus on Jess, her body, her curves, the way her tits had pressed against me before. “That sounds perfect,” I managed to say, though the confidence in my voice felt forced. “Tell her to wear something sexy.”

Kelly smiled, pulling her hand away and grabbing her phone. “Will do, baby,” she said, as if it was all so simple. She stood up, heading to the bathroom for a shower, leaving me alone on the couch with my thoughts.

And I had too many of them.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of awkward tension. Kelly and I were polite, but there was a strange undercurrent. I was trying to stay focused on the evening, trying to picture Jess lying on top of me, her perfect breasts rubbing against my cock, but every time I started to relax into the thought, my mind betrayed me. I kept flashing back to Leon entering Kelly, the way she had gasped—that moment. I couldn’t shake it. It was a powerful, almost haunting memory.

We cooked dinner together, the air filled with an odd quiet that neither of us addressed. I kept glancing at the clock, watching the minutes crawl by, my stomach tightening as nine o’clock approached. Part of me hoped Kelly would get jealous, that she would see Jess with me and decide we’d had enough of this experiment. Maybe this whole thing would end, and we’d go back to our normal lives.

But a small, gnawing voice in the back of my head kept whispering: You don’t know what’s coming.

By 8:50, I was on edge. Then, right at the brink of nine, there was a knock at the door. Jess was early.

My stomach lurched, a mix of anticipation and nerves twisting inside me. Kelly stood up, calm as ever, and walked to the front door. I could hear her and Jess exchanging pleasantries, light laughter that sounded almost surreal given the tension I felt.

And then they walked into the room, and Jess looked... fucking incredible.

She was wearing tight black leather pants that clung to her hips in all the right ways, and a corset that pushed her already amazing tits up almost to her chin. I swallowed hard, my mind struggling to process the sight of her. I could feel the heat rising in the room, the tension thickening as they approached.

Jess smiled at me, her lips curving into something playful, dangerous. I was blown away, completely at a loss for words. The reality of the evening hit me all at once—this was happening.

And there was no turning back.

“Hi, sexy!” Jess exclaimed with excitement as she bounced toward me, wrapping her arms around my neck in a warm hug. Her body pressed against mine, and for a moment, I was caught off guard by her energy, her enthusiasm cutting through the awkwardness I had been feeling all day.

“Hey,” I replied, trying to match her cheerfulness. “Great seeing you again so soon. I figured you might need to recover a bit after last night.” I tried to keep my voice light, but the moment I said it, images flashed through my mind—Venice with that absurd strap-on, and then, without warning, Leon’s cock. The memory sent an uncomfortable pang through me.

“Nah, I’m always ready for some more fun!” Jess said with a playful wink, her grin infectious. Her upbeat personality was hard not to like, but even as she spoke, I couldn’t shake the question that kept gnawing at me: What exactly is the dynamic between her, Venice, and Leon? He seemed to have a hold over all these women, some kind of power that I couldn’t quite figure out. And now Jess was here, as if last night hadn’t even phased her.

“So, last night ended up being pretty hot, right?” Jess continued, her voice teasing as she nudged my arm. “Sorry if I barged in on your fun though.”

I hesitated, unsure how to respond. Hot wasn’t the word I’d use to describe how I felt about last night, but I could feel Kelly watching me, waiting for my reaction. Instead of addressing what really churned inside me, I tried to be sly. “Not sure about that, but you were definitely my favorite part of the whole night,” I said, throwing a sidelong glance at Kelly, hoping to land a subtle jab.

“Aww, that’s sweet,” Jess purred, clearly unbothered. She stepped closer, her finger tracing a slow line between her cleavage. “I could tell how much you loved these tits by that huge load you blew on them.” Her voice was low, teasing, and I couldn’t help but follow her finger as it disappeared into her corset, emphasizing her curves.

“They are incredible, baby,” I commented, my eyes lingering on Jess’s cleavage. But in the back of my mind, I couldn’t shake the truth—when I actually came last night, I was barely aware of her tits. My mind had been elsewhere, fixated on Kelly’s moans, on the way her body responded to Leon, and the nagging question of just how deep he was inside her. That image had taken root, refusing to let go.

Jess seemed oblivious to my wandering thoughts. “Let’s have a drink to get everyone loosened up a bit, whaddya think?” she asked, her tone light and playful. For her, in her twenties, a suggestion like that came easy. But at 38, after the back-to-back shots last night, plus the drinks we had at the bar, I was still feeling the effects. My body wasn’t bouncing back like it used to. Still, not wanting to be the party pooper, I agreed.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, forcing a smile as I headed into the kitchen to see what I could find. As I rummaged through the cabinets, a different thought gnawed at me. I had come into this evening hoping to make Kelly jealous, to somehow reclaim something that felt lost between us after last night. But Jess? She was too nice, too open, and instead of tension, all I could hear was laughter drifting from the living room, Kelly and Jess chatting like old friends.

I sighed as I glanced over the kitchen counter, finally settling on the tequila again. The idea of more shots made my stomach twist, but there weren’t many other options. Grabbing some glasses and the bottle, I walked back into the living room, where the conversation had already taken a turn.

“You just walk around all day with all this stuff?” Kelly was asking, her voice amused as she dug through Jess’s bag, now sitting on the floor next to her.

Jess flashed a cheeky grin. “Well, not all day, but there’s no reason not to keep a vibrator around. You never know when you’ll have some time to kill, right?” She winked, making Kelly laugh.

“And this?” Kelly held up a pair of wrist restraints, raising an eyebrow.

Jess leaned back, eyes glinting with mischief. “There’s a time and place for everything. If you’ve never been tied up, you have no idea what you’re missing.” She looked over at me, her smile wicked. “But stop digging for now—I don’t want to ruin all the surprises.”

Kelly chuckled, setting the restraints down. “No problem. I’m just... a bit in awe of your sexuality at such a young age.”

Jess shrugged, but her expression softened a bit, like she was letting Kelly into a more vulnerable part of herself. “I was a total nerd in school. Pencil-thin, huge boobs I was embarrassed by, and horribly curly hair. Everyone made fun of me. But I was obsessed with sex even back then, though I didn’t know what to do with it. It wasn’t until college that I blossomed a bit.” She paused, her eyes taking on a more reflective tone. “Luckily, I grew up in the age of online porn. It helped me figure out my power as a woman. I used it to explore, expand my horizons. I don’t mind telling people how much I love sex.”

Kelly listened with genuine interest, clearly fascinated by Jess’s openness. Meanwhile, I set the bottle and glasses down on the table, forcing a grin as I tried to play along. “Hey, I’m easy,” I said with a half-joking tone. “I don’t need to expand my horizons. You riding my cock while I watch those beautiful boobs bounce is more than enough for me.”

Jess smirked, her confidence radiating as she sauntered over. “Uh-huh. This is going to be a night you don’t forget, mister.” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “You wouldn’t last five minutes if I hopped on you.”

It was true. I had more than a few concerns about how I’d perform tonight. After last night, there was a gnawing doubt, one that refused to leave my mind. How was I supposed to compete with Leon? Or even Leon 2, as they so casually called it? The thought of it made my stomach twist again, a sharp, uncomfortable reminder of my own insecurities.

We poured the first shots, and as soon as the tequila hit my throat, I could feel the burn. It stung a bit more than I expected, and from the look on Kelly’s face, she felt it too. Jess, on the other hand, was unfazed, already pouring the next round. The second shot went down even harder. I glanced at Kelly, and we exchanged a knowing look before both of us declined a third.

“Oh fine, boomers!” Jess teased, her laughter filling the room. “Let’s get started then. Take your pants off, mister.”

Her command caught me off guard. I wasn’t even hard yet, and there she was, expecting me to just strip down. My mind immediately flashed back to the first time I saw Leon’s cock—seven inches, and that was when it was limp. There was no way I could impress them the way he did. But as I unbuttoned my pants, I felt a surprising rush of arousal. Slowly, my body responded, and by the time I pulled my boxers down, my cock was already hardening.

Jess dropped to her knees, a mischievous grin on her face. She grabbed my boxers, yanking them down in one swift motion. My cock sprang free, now fully hard.

“Mmmmm, do my tits make you hard?” she asked, her voice dripping with playful seduction.

“Yeah, baby,” I replied, though the confidence wasn’t really there. If I was honest with myself, I wasn’t sure if it was her tits—or the lingering image of Leon’s cock from last night that was fueling my arousal.

Jess didn’t seem to notice my hesitation. “Sit back on the couch, then scoot forward,” she commanded, her tone more direct now. There was no room for uncertainty in her voice, no hesitation. She was taking control, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

As she stripped me of my pants and boxers, leaving me naked except for my shirt, I glanced over at Kelly. She was watching, her eyes gleaming with interest, seemingly enjoying the show. I still wasn’t sure how she felt about any of this, but she wasn’t showing any signs of jealousy—at least, not yet.

Jess positioned me on the couch, spreading my legs apart as her hands moved teasingly up my thighs. Her fingers grazed just above my crotch, but she didn’t touch my cock directly. The anticipation was building, and I was rock hard now, my arousal undeniable. Still, a small voice in the back of my mind kept reminding me of the cock they both had last night. The comparison stung, but I tried to push it away.

“Stroke my big cock, baby,” I tried to say it with confidence, attempting to take control of the situation. But the words fell flat. Instead of taking me seriously, both Jess and Kelly giggled. The sound stung more than I wanted to admit.

“Calm down, stud,” Jess replied with a wink. “You just let me lead tonight, and I’m going to blow your mind.”

The word stud triggered something in me, bringing back thoughts of Venice and the uncomfortable dynamic from last night. Not exactly where I wanted my mind to be right now, but Jess didn’t give me much time to dwell on it. She was already digging through her bag, pulling out a bottle of lube.

She popped the lid and drizzled the cold liquid onto the underside of my dick. My cock twitched at the sensation, jumping involuntarily. Jess smirked, clearly enjoying the reaction. Then she turned the bottle around, squirting lube all over her chest, her left hand massaging it across her cleavage as her right thumb gently grazed the top of my cock. The teasing was intense. I had to admit, she knew what she was doing.

She grabbed me by the legs and pulled me further off the couch, positioning me awkwardly so that I was holding myself up with my arms. It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but that discomfort was quickly replaced by the sharp pleasure of her tongue darting between my legs. She flicked her tongue lightly over my balls, and my dick jumped again in response.

“You’re so excited, baby. I love watching your dick twitch like that,” she purred, her voice filled with satisfaction.

She sat up slightly, placing her hands on my knees, her fingers slick with lube. Slowly, she pushed her hands forward, moving them closer to my crotch, but just as I thought she’d wrap them around my cock, she spread her arms wide, sliding them up onto my stomach instead. Her tits, now glistening with lube, pressed against the underside of my dick as she leaned in closer, her cleavage engulfing me.

I groaned softly as her boobs slid along the length of my cock, the slickness making it feel almost surreal. Her hands continued their journey up my body, grazing over my pecs and onto my shoulders. As she began to slide her chest back down my cock, her palms brushed over my nipples. I wasn’t expecting it, but the gentle sensation sent a shiver through me.

Then she stopped, her fingers gently pinching my nipples, and my cock jumped again. It was strange—I had never paid much attention to my nipples before, but the pressure felt oddly satisfying.

“Ohhh, you liked that, didn’t you?” Jess teased, her eyes glinting with amusement as she looked over at Kelly. “He likes his nipples pinched, doesn’t he?”

Kelly blinked, sitting up straighter, her gaze shifting more intently toward me. “Well, I guess I don’t know... I’ve never pinched them before,” she replied, her voice trailing off with a hint of uncertainty. I could see a slight frown forming on her lips, almost as if she was processing the realization herself.

Jess raised an eyebrow, her tone carrying a playful but pointed edge. “And you’ve been together how long? All these years, and you don’t know every spot on his body?” There was something accusatory in the way she said it, though it was wrapped in casual banter.

Kelly’s cheeks flushed slightly, and she shifted uncomfortably. “I guess... well, I’m not sure that we’ve ever really, I mean, I guess we’ve never tried that.” She sounded almost embarrassed, like she was caught off guard by this sudden revelation.

Jess glanced back at me, her eyes narrowing slightly as if she was gauging my reaction. “You want me to do that again, right?” she asked, her voice steady, challenging.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to respond. “Yeah, I think so. I mean, I didn’t mind it,” I said, my words stumbling over themselves.

Jess’s expression hardened. “Andrew. Yes or no. You know whether or not you liked it. Now’s not the time to start being timid,” she said, her voice firm, almost commanding. There was no room for uncertainty with her.

“I liked it,” I replied, more confidently this time, though the admission felt strangely vulnerable.

“Good,” Jess said, and with that, she leaned in, her palms pressing firmly against my chest, massaging heavily as she focused on my nipples. Her fingers dug in deeper, rubbing, then pinching, holding the pressure longer this time. The sensation sent waves of pleasure through me—pleasure I hadn’t expected. She was right. I was 38 years old, and somehow I was just now discovering this about myself.

Jess continued, her hands working my chest while her slick, lubed-up tits slid slowly over my cock. The combination of sensations—the teasing, the pressure—was overwhelming. I felt like I was being undone piece by piece, and just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled back slightly, her hand wrapping around my cock.

I watched as she circled her thumb on the underside of the head, and I squirmed uncontrollably, my body reacting to her touch before I could even process it. I glanced over at Kelly, half-expecting her to be indifferent, but instead, she seemed completely fascinated, her eyes fixed on the scene playing out in front of her. There was no jealousy, no hesitation—just pure intrigue.

“I’m ready to fuck your tits again before I pound you,” I said, my voice more desperate than I intended. The teasing was too intense, pushing me past my limits. I was so horny, the sensation so foreign, that I felt like I had to say something, take some semblance of control back.

But Jess just laughed softly, her expression dripping with amusement. “I already told you to calm down. The night is young,” she said, her voice laced with playful authority.

The night was young—but I wasn’t, not anymore. My body wasn’t built for endless teasing like this. With all the build-up, I knew that by the time Jess and I actually got to having sex, I’d probably blow my load in 20 seconds flat, and that would be it for me for the night. I didn’t have the stamina I used to.

I couldn’t help but think back to Leon. How the hell did he do it? He seemed close to my age, maybe a little younger, but somehow, the guy had managed to get off three times the night before. And here I was, already feeling the pressure of just trying to last.

I tried to play it off, attempting to sound casual. “Mmmm, yeah, it’s sexy. You can keep playing.”

Jess, however, wasn’t fooled by my weak attempt at confidence. Her right hand gripped my dick with the precision of someone who knew exactly what she was doing, and with her left, she cradled my balls, kneading them gently. The sensation was overwhelming but pleasurable, her control of my body complete. As if sensing my rising tension, she lowered her head again, her tongue gently grazing over my balls. I squirmed under her touch, my body instinctively responding to the teasing.

And just when I thought I had a handle on myself, Jess flipped her left hand over and pressed her thumb directly on my taint. The sudden, sharp pressure sent a jolt through me, my hips bucking uncontrollably as I felt myself teetering on the edge, dangerously close to blowing my load.

“Whoa, cowboy,” Jess said with a grin, pulling back just enough to stop me from going over. “I know what that means. I don’t need you cumming just yet. We’ve got way more to explore.”

She moved away from my body, giving me a moment to cool down. I was grateful for the space, but also frustrated by it. My mind was racing, caught between wanting to follow her lead and feeling like I was losing control of the situation.

“You liked that too, right, Andrew?” Jess asked, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“That was... intense,” I replied, my voice a little shaky. I could feel myself becoming more and more entranced by her. The way she moved, the way she knew exactly how to push me just far enough without letting me tip over—it was addictive.

Jess shot a playful glance at Kelly. “Let me guess, you don’t massage his taint much either?”

Kelly’s face flushed slightly. “I’ve rubbed him there before. Maybe not a lot though,” she replied, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

Jess wasn’t about to let it go. “You don’t aggressively rub his taint while you tease his cock though, right?”

Kelly shook her head, a small smile tugging at her lips. “No, I guess I’ve never teased him like you are now. But I’m learning a lot. I can’t wait to see what’s next.”

Kelly’s response caught me off guard. She was much more upbeat about this whole night than I expected. Jess seemed to pick up on it too, her smile growing wider as she turned her attention back to me.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Jess said, her voice laced with excitement. “You’re going to think about your husband a lot differently after tonight.”

For a moment, Kelly’s smile faltered, and I could see the flicker of something else behind her eyes. She didn’t reply immediately, but I could tell her mind was racing. She must have been wondering exactly what Jess meant by that. What could possibly change her view of me tonight? As much as she loved me, Kelly couldn’t shake the thought of last night’s encounter with Leon. It had left her feeling different—like something between us had shifted.

She still loved me. That much was clear. But Leon’s confidence, his presence, and of course, his cock... it was something that just couldn’t be replicated. And it wasn’t just about the size or the physicality of it—there was something about Leon that was hard to put into words. He had a magnetism, a command over the situation that I didn’t have.

I could see Kelly’s thoughts running deeper as she looked at me. She knew that Jess wasn’t about to magically turn me into Leon. But maybe she was wondering if tonight would change something between us. Was Jess trying to unlock something new in me? Or was this just another reminder of what I wasn’t?

Jess seemed to sense the unspoken tension hanging between us. She leaned back slightly, giving both of us a moment to process before she dove back in, the teasing smile never leaving her face.

“Let’s keep exploring,” she said, her voice light and playful, but there was an undercurrent of something else—something that made me feel both excited and uneasy all at once.

“Here they are,” Jess said, pulling out the wrist restraints with a mischievous grin. “Andrew, I’m going to bind your hands together. If you don’t like it, tell me, okay?”

She didn’t really wait for a response, and to be honest, I wasn’t sure what I would’ve said anyway. My mind was still focused on keeping my pending orgasm in check, the tension in my body coiling tighter with every moment.

“Okay, sure,” I muttered, my voice shaky. I’d never been tied up before, and the thought of it made my heart race. But I had to admit—everything she’d done so far had been incredible. There was no reason to stop now.

Jess moved slowly, her body sliding over mine with deliberate sensuality. Her cleavage brushed against my balls, slid along my shaft, and then across my chest, sending a wave of heat through me. It was so deliberate, so teasing. I could barely think straight.

Just like the night before, she grabbed my wrists and gently lifted them above my head. Her fingers worked swiftly, undoing the restraints before wrapping them around my wrists, binding me. Then, she attached a second strap around the back of the couch, pulling it taut. Suddenly, my arm movement was restricted. My body was stretched out, vulnerable.

The intensity hit me like a freight train. I had never been in a situation like this—bound, unable to move, Jess’s cleavage dangling just above my face, teasing me, just out of reach. I tried lifting my head, straining to lick her skin, but between my ass hanging off the couch and my arms pinned above me, I couldn’t do it.

She knew exactly what she was doing. As Jess began sliding her body back down mine, she massaged my chest again, her palms pressing heavily against my nipples. Then her right hand drifted lower, grazing my taint, while her mouth hovered over my left nipple. Her tongue flicked against it just as her hand pressed on the sensitive spot between my legs. She wasn’t even touching my cock, but the pleasure was overwhelming. It was like she had total control over my body, and I was completely at her mercy.

“You already love being tied up. I can tell, right?” Jess’s voice was soft, almost soothing, but there was an edge to it, a command beneath the question.

I nodded instinctively, unable to find my voice.

Jess stopped, her gaze locking onto mine, her eyes narrowing slightly. “I need you to answer me, Andrew.”

Her voice was calm but firm, leaving no room for hesitation.

“Yes,” I replied quickly, my voice barely more than a breath.

“Yes, what?” she asked, her tone even more pointed now.

“I... I like being tied up,” I stammered, the words feeling foreign but true all the same.

“Ma’am,” she corrected, her voice dropping lower.

I blinked in confusion, looking at her questioningly.

“I’m going to need you to call me Ma’am from here on out, Andrew. Those are the rules if you want to keep playing,” Jess said, her expression steady, leaving no doubt that this wasn’t just a suggestion—it was a command.

“Okay, Ma’am. I can do that. I like being tied up, Ma’am,” I replied, my heart pounding faster. I could feel the tone of the evening shifting, something deeper and more intense taking root. But I didn’t think much about it—my body was too wrapped up in the sensations to resist.

Jess smiled, a slow, satisfied smile. “Good boy.”


Panic 

The words hit me harder than I expected. There was something both comforting and arousing about the way she said it, the control she held over me.

“I have one more thing I want to add,” she said, her voice still dripping with authority.

I wasn’t sure what she meant until I saw her pull out a set of nipple clamps. My heart skipped a beat. She didn’t ask if I was okay with it—she just adjusted the clamps and gently placed them on my nipples. The pressure was perfect—not too painful, but enough to send a sharp wave of sensation through me.

I groaned softly, the mix of pain and pleasure swirling together. It was intense, but in the best way. As the clamps tightened, I realized just how much I was enjoying this—being tied up, teased, dominated. It was so far from anything I’d planned for tonight, but like last night, it was turning into something... incredible.

“So?” Jess’s voice cut through the haze of sensation, her eyes locking onto mine with that same teasing glint.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady myself. “I like my nipples clamped, Ma’am.”

“Ohhh, good boy!” she replied with a grin, her voice dripping with approval. “You’re a quick learner.”

Her praise sent a strange warmth through me, mixing with the lingering tension. She moved back down between my legs, her hands rubbing all around my crotch, teasing, pressing firmly on my taint. It was like every nerve in my body had been lit up, each touch magnified. I couldn’t believe how sensitive I had become, how completely she had taken control.

“Are you having fun tonight, Andrew? Are you enjoying this so far?” she asked, her voice soft but probing, like she already knew the answer.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. “I can’t wait to fuck you, Ma’am.”

But the moment the words left my mouth, I saw her smirk, and I knew something was off.

“That’s not going to happen, Andrew,” Jess said, her tone calm but final. “Sorry to burst your bubble, but there’s nothing I would get out of you fucking me. I need to be proper fucked, remember? Like I said, it’s not about you.” She paused, giving me a moment to let that sink in. “But don’t worry. If that’s okay with you, I do promise you’re going to have the most intense orgasm of your life tonight.”

The sting to my ego was immediate. I felt a pang deep in my chest as her words sunk in. I knew, deep down, that I couldn’t compete with the cock she was used to. Hell, I had already seen the effect Leon had on Kelly, how she had admitted earlier this morning that he was the best fuck she had ever had. Hearing that had been hard enough, but now this? It cut deeper than I expected.

I nodded, trying to keep my expression neutral, but I couldn’t hide the sense of defeat in my voice. “Ok.”

“Ok, what?” she asked, her tone sharpening slightly, reminding me of the dynamic at play.

“Ok, Ma’am,” I corrected, the words feeling heavier now, like I was surrendering a part of myself in this exchange.

“Thank you,” she replied, satisfied. “Now, onto the good part.” Her hands moved smoothly as she re-lubed them, the sound of the slick liquid adding to the tension in the room. “You are enjoying this so far, right? I’m really enjoying this too. You trust me, right, Andrew?”

Her voice softened slightly, but the question was loaded. Did I trust her? I had no reason not to. Everything she had done so far had pushed me to the edge, but in the best way possible.

“Yes, Ma’am. I trust you,” I said, my voice quieter this time, almost vulnerable.

“Good.” And with that, her left hand wrapped around my cock, and I let out a shaky breath as the familiar pressure returned. But it was her right hand that took me by surprise. With one swift motion, she slid her hand directly up my ass crack, her fingers grazing over my asshole. The sensation was electric, sending a shock through me that I wasn’t prepared for.

My body bucked slightly, instinctively reacting to the touch. It was new, intense, and before I could process it, I felt the flood of sensations hitting all at once. Jess didn’t pause, didn’t give me time to react or pull away. Instead, she pressed forward, the control she held over me tightening like a noose around my vulnerability.

I could feel my mind flashing back to the previous night, to the intense orgasm I had watching Kelly get fucked by Leon. It had been overwhelming then, and now I was on the verge of experiencing something just as intense, but in a completely different way.

The night had already veered so far from what I had originally expected. I wasn’t sure how much more my ego could take, but at this point, I felt like I had nothing to lose. My plans of making Kelly jealous were long gone. Now, all that was left was this—Jess pushing me to limits I hadn’t even known existed.

And I couldn’t deny it... part of me wanted to see just how far she would take me.

“What are you doing?!?!” I stammered, my voice wavering, teetering between confusion and fear. The intensity of her touch warred with my sense of control. My body was betraying me, the pleasure undeniable, but I wasn’t sure I could handle this. “This is too far.” My words came out shakier than I intended, the conflict between what I felt and what I wanted surfacing with every breath.

Jess’s eyes narrowed, her movements slowing, but she didn’t pull away. “I just told you I was going to give you the best orgasm of your life,” she began, her voice calm but laced with an undercurrent of impatience. Her gaze held mine, unyielding, making it impossible to look away.

She shifted slightly, letting her fingers graze my skin, almost reminding me of the power she held. “And on top of that,” she continued, “I’m nice enough to let your wife watch.” She threw a glance at Kelly, who was sitting there, avoiding my eyes, as if the whole scene was too much for her to process.

Jess didn’t let up. “Your wife,” she repeated, her voice harsher now, “who seems to know very little about what you actually like.”

I swallowed hard, the knot in my stomach tightening. I could feel my heart racing, pounding in my chest. My mind screamed for it to stop, but my body? It wanted more. The conflict was tearing me apart.

“If you don’t trust me, tell me now,” Jess said, leaning in closer, her tone almost daring me to challenge her. The intensity in her eyes burned into me. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, and yet, I was frozen. “I’ll go,” she added, her voice low, the ultimatum hanging in the air like a threat.

I turned my head toward Kelly, searching her face for some kind of rescue, but she wasn’t meeting my gaze. She was dodging eye contact with both of us, as if avoiding the reality of what was happening right in front of her. I could feel everything from the previous night crashing down on me, the memories of Leon, the twisted confusion of what I wanted, and the weight of it all pressing me into silence.

Jess’s gaze never left me, the question still hanging in the air. Do I trust her?

I opened my mouth, but the words wouldn’t come. My throat was dry, my chest tight. Could I really admit that I had let it go this far, that I had wanted it to go this far? That I didn’t want her to stop?

“I’m not gay,” I blurted out, my voice cracking under the weight of the admission.

Jess’s expression didn’t change. She didn’t flinch. “This isn’t about being gay, Andrew,” she said, her voice calm but cutting. “This is about pleasure.”

Her words landed like a punch to my gut. Pleasure. That’s what this was. The confusion swirling inside me started to solidify, but it was the kind of clarity I didn’t want.

“I’m promising you pleasure,” she repeated, her voice steady, the promise hanging there between us, almost tangible. “Whatever walls you’ve built up around that,” she said, her fingers lightly tracing my skin, “I can’t control. But I want to show you what real pleasure is.”

She paused, letting her words sink in. “But it involves my hand and your asshole.”

The bluntness of it made my body tense, my hips shifting involuntarily as I felt her hand pressing against my skin. “That’s the bottom line,” she said firmly, no room for debate in her tone.

I felt a flush of heat across my face. There was no denying it anymore. The moment her hand had touched me, the sensation had shot through me like electricity. Jess could see it in my reaction. She knew.

“You know what you felt just then,” she said, her voice softening, almost coaxing me now. “Don’t lie to me, Andrew.”

My breath was coming out in shallow bursts. I could feel my chest tightening with every inhale. She was right. She had seen it, felt it. I couldn’t deny it anymore.

“And call me Ma’am,” she added, her voice slicing through the tension, snapping me back into the present.

I stared at her, defeated. “Yes, Ma’am,” I finally said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jess’s lips curled into a smile, a slow, knowing smile. She had me.

Jess turned her attention to Kelly then, and I could feel the shift in the room. “Kelly, are you paying attention?” she asked, her voice cool but direct. The question hung there, heavy with implication.

Kelly flinched, her head still down, and Jess’s gaze hardened. “I certainly hope you are,” she continued, the sharpness in her tone cutting through the air. “Because I’ve learned more about what pleases your man in the last 30 minutes than you have in your entire marriage.”

The words hit like a hammer, and I saw Kelly’s body stiffen, her shoulders hunched as if trying to shrink into herself. The humiliation was palpable, like a weight pressing down on both of us.

Jess didn’t let up. “No wonder you two had to come looking for help at the club,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Somehow, you lucked into finding Leon on your first night.”

I could feel the sting in her words, cutting deeper with every sentence. Kelly was silent, her face flushed with shame.

“But if I were Andrew,” Jess said, her eyes flicking between the two of us, “I would have left long ago.”

The jab hit like a knife to the chest. I swallowed hard, the sting of humiliation flooding me. It wasn’t just the physical dominance—it was the way Jess wielded her words like weapons, stripping us both bare in a way that felt far more brutal than any touch.

Kelly’s head hung lower, her face flushed with embarrassment. “You’re right,” she said softly, her voice barely audible.

“You’re right, what?” Jess pressed, not letting the moment slip by.

Kelly hesitated, her voice trembling as she finally answered, “You’re right, Ma’am.”

“Good girl,” Jess said with a satisfied smile, the power dynamic firmly established.

This time, Jess’s touch was gentler, her hands slowly massaging my ass with a deliberate care that felt almost soothing. The sensation was relaxing, the tension in my body slowly melting away with each circle of her palms. Every few moments, her fingers would graze closer to my crack, and I’d twitch involuntarily, the vulnerability sinking deeper into me. It was oddly satisfying, the way her hands worked me over, my body responding despite the humiliation.

Jess reached for the lube again, coating her fingers liberally. Her left hand gripped one cheek, pulling it aside, while her right slid down my crack, stopping right at my hole. The sudden pressure made lightning shoot through my body, the sensation so sharp and intense that I couldn’t stop the involuntary shudder that followed.

“Mmmm, you like that,” Jess said, her voice low and teasing. “You like me massaging your asshole. I like it too.”

I couldn’t respond. The sensation was too overwhelming, too foreign. And on top of that, I knew if I agreed, I would have to say it out loud. I wasn’t ready for that. But Jess wasn’t stopping—her fingers continued their slow, methodical strokes, each one pressing a little deeper, a little firmer. It felt like my entire body was connected, the pressure in my ass triggering waves of pleasure that traveled up through my chest, my nipples, my whole being.

The more she worked, the more intense it became. It was like my defenses were crumbling, the walls I had built up over years being worn down by every careful touch. And then, just as I started to relax into the feeling, I realized what was coming next.

I couldn’t admit it out loud. I couldn’t say the words. But instinctively, I spread my legs wider for her, giving her the access she wanted.

“Oh, thank you, Andrew,” Jess said, her voice filled with excitement. “I want to finger your ass too!”

I just laid there, staring blankly ahead, my mind racing with confusion. Why did I want this? Ten minutes ago, I freaked out because I had my asshole touched for the first time. Now I was spreading my cheeks, waiting—wanting—for Jess to finger me? The contradiction twisted inside me like a knot. I couldn’t explain it, though. The sensations coursing through my body were incredible, overwhelming. And yet, I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything. I just... laid there.

I could feel Kelly’s eyes on me, watching everything intently. What was going through her mind right now? Less than 24 hours ago, we were a normal couple who’d hit a dry spell, just looking for a little adventure. Now, she had had the fucking of her life by a huge black cock, and here she was, sitting across the room, watching me tied up—wanting my ass fingered. The absurdity of it all hit me, but so did the reality that I couldn’t stop myself from wanting more.

The snap of the lube bottle being opened cut through the silence, a sharp reminder of what was happening. Jess poured it onto her fingers, the cold liquid dripping onto my skin. Then, without hesitation, she went back to massaging my asshole. The cool sensation made me twitch, and she added more lube with each pass. It felt like time was slowing down, every touch amplified in my mind.

Without warning, her index finger slipped inside me. I gasped lightly, my whole body stiffening for a brief moment. The room fell into a heavy silence, save for my shallow breathing. We just sat there, no one saying a word, as if the weight of what was happening was too much to acknowledge.

Jess broke the silence first, her voice casual, like this was all second nature to her. “I find it best to just slip it in when the muscles relax enough. Everyone clenches up if you tell them it’s coming.”

I could only nod. The sensation was... odd. Not bad, not uncomfortable exactly, but not the mind-blowing experience I had hoped for. It was strange, foreign, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it yet.

But then Jess pressed deeper, curling her finger in a way that sent a jolt through my entire body. It was like a switch had been flipped. Suddenly, I was aware of my prostate, and the moment her finger found it, I convulsed. A surge of pleasure shot through me, so intense I could feel it in the tip of my cock, still hard and aching.

“That’s nothing,” Jess said, her voice carrying that same calm authority. “Just you wait. Your prostate is deep in there, though. I’m going to need to use my middle finger.”

My breath hitched as she slipped her index finger out, and to my surprise, I immediately missed the sensation. There was an emptiness, a longing I hadn’t expected. But that was quickly replaced by something else—a new pressure as she lubed up again and inserted two fingers this time. The stretch was more intense, but it felt good, really good. I could feel the pressure building as she slid deeper, searching.

And then she found it again—my prostate. Only this time, it was more intense, more overwhelming. She began manipulating it with a kind of precision that made my whole body react. My cock twitched uncontrollably, the sensation traveling up through my spine and down through my groin, all the way to the tip of my dick.

I could feel myself leaking—precum—but nothing like I’d ever experienced before. It wasn’t just a drop here and there. It was a constant, steady drip, the fluid running down my shaft as Jess continued working her fingers inside me. The feeling was like a tidal wave building, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge.

The sensations, the pressure, it all blurred together, and I realized I was losing myself in it. I wasn’t thinking anymore. I wasn’t questioning. I wasn’t doubting. My body had taken over, responding to every movement, every touch. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure if I wanted it to stop.

As I lay there, a quiet part of me wondered what Kelly was thinking—what she was feeling as she watched this unfold. Was she disgusted? Intrigued? Or maybe... relieved? After last night, after Leon, maybe she was glad to see me like this—vulnerable, submissive, being taken over by sensations I didn’t even know I wanted.

But right now, none of that mattered. Jess’s fingers were in control, and I was just along for the ride.

“Now that’s a good, good boy,” Jess purred, her eyes fixed on my dick as it bounced slightly with each thrust of her fingers inside me. Every time she moved, my body reacted without permission, twitching and pulsing with sensations I didn’t fully understand but couldn’t deny.

“Do you like it when I finger your ass, Andrew?” she asked, her tone so casual it was as if she was asking about the weather. But the weight of the question made my stomach twist.

“Yes, Ma’am, I like it when you finger my ass,” I replied automatically, the words spilling out as if I was on autopilot. I was trying to hold on to something—anything—but it was slipping away from me with each passing second.

Jess’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction, her control tightening. “Do you still trust me, Andrew?”

I swallowed, the question hitting harder this time. “Yes, Ma’am, I trust you,” I said, but my voice was softer now, laced with a deeper uncertainty. I let my head fall all the way back, staring up at the ceiling. I knew what was coming next, and the truth was, I wasn’t sure if I could take this step. The stigma, the fear—it loomed over me, but the sensations coursing through my body were undeniable. They kept pulling me back in.

“Good, Andrew. I’m glad you do,” Jess said, her voice taking on a deeper edge. “But here is where we come to a fork in the road. You get to make a choice now... and so does Kelly.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. I barely registered her shuffling through her bag, still fingering my ass with relentless precision. The combination of the pleasure and the weight of her words made it nearly impossible to focus, my mind spinning. When I glanced down, I saw what she pulled out—a big, black dildo.

It wasn’t Leon 2 big, but it was still large. Far bigger than I was. The sight of it made my breath catch in my throat, and before I could process what it meant, she laid it directly on my stomach, right next to my dick. It was a deliberate move, one that made the size difference glaringly obvious. I couldn’t look away.

I could feel the weight of it pressing against me, a reminder that this was real, that this was happening. The room felt smaller, the walls closing in as my gaze flicked between the dildo and my own dick, smaller by comparison. I felt exposed, vulnerable in a way I hadn’t before.

Slowly, I shifted my eyes toward Kelly, hoping for... something. Maybe she would want to stop this. Maybe she would see that this was a step too far. But when I looked at her, my stomach dropped. She wasn’t shocked, or even concerned. If anything, she looked... intrigued. There was an excitement in her eyes that I hadn’t expected, a spark of curiosity that made my heart race. She wasn’t going to stop this. If anything, she seemed almost eager to see what happened next.

My heart pounded in my chest as the reality of the situation settled in. Jess was giving me a choice, but it felt like the decision had already been made. The weight of the dildo pressed into my skin, but the weight of expectation—Kelly’s, Jess’s—pressed even harder.

I could feel my body trembling, not from fear, but from the overwhelming sensations coursing through me. The fork in the road was right in front of me, and all I had to do was decide which way to turn.

“I want to fuck your ass with this black cock,” Jess said, her voice low and commanding. She tapped the dildo against my stomach, the weight of it a constant, unignorable presence. “And when I do, I promise it will fully hit your prostate, and you are going to explode with the biggest, most intense orgasm you’ve ever had.”

Her words lingered in the air, each one sinking into me like a heavy stone. My heart raced, and I could feel my body responding even as my mind screamed for clarity.

“Your decision is this,” Jess continued, her eyes locked onto mine. “Are you ready to go down this path with me, or do you balk?” She leaned in slightly, her tone growing more serious, the pressure building. “If you say no, I get it. I will pack up and leave now. But if I leave, Kelly is not allowed to finish you off. At least not if she ever wants to get fucked by Leon again.”

My stomach dropped, my head spinning as her words hit me. Kelly is not allowed to finish me off. That would be one thing. But the mention of Leon—the subtle threat—cut deeper than anything else. Jess wasn’t just talking about what happened tonight. She was tying this decision to Kelly’s future with Leon.

“She has to keep you tied up here overnight,” Jess added, her voice steady, as if the idea was already settled.

I felt like the room was closing in on me. My breath quickened, and my mind was racing in circles. Was Kelly really going to fuck Leon again? That hadn’t even been discussed tonight. Why was Jess bringing him up now? Was there something I didn’t know? Something Kelly hadn’t told me?

I tried to process it, but my body was betraying me, the overwhelming desire clouding my judgment. Could I really take this cock in my ass? Physically, I knew I could, but should I? Should I agree to this? Should I let Jess push me to that point?

I was so far beyond horny, so wrapped up in the sensations, that I didn’t feel like I could think straight. My mind was spinning, but my body was practically screaming for release. And Jess was offering it to me. She was promising that all I had to do was surrender to this one thing, and I’d have the most intense orgasm of my life.

But... was I really making this decision for an orgasm?

I tried to look over at Kelly, hoping for some kind of guidance, some clue as to what I should do. But as soon as Jess had mentioned Leon, Kelly had looked away. She wouldn’t meet my eyes. It was like there was something she was hiding from me, something she wasn’t willing to admit.

My heart pounded harder. If I said no—if I refused this—would that mean Kelly couldn’t see Leon again? Was she planning on seeing him again? And if she couldn’t, would she just leave me? I could never give her what Leon had given her. The power, the dominance, the size. It wasn’t just about sex anymore—it was about something bigger than that. Would the lure of his power be too much for her to resist?

I was trapped, cornered by my own confusion and desire. Jess was waiting for my answer, and Kelly was silent, avoiding me, lost in her own thoughts.

My body was begging for release, but my mind was torn. Was this just about the orgasm? Or was it about something much deeper than that?

I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had been tricked. Jess had started out so hot, so playful—almost innocent-seeming in her approach. But now, as I lay here, bound and vulnerable, I realized this had been her plan all along. This had been Leon’s plan all along. The thought gnawed at me, but it didn’t stop the heat that surged through my body.

At the same time, I couldn’t deny that Jess knew me in a way that surprised me. She presented all of these things—things I never thought I’d want—in such a way that I was open to them. And so far, I had been loving it. Even the humiliating parts, oddly enough. There was something different about how she did it, how she controlled the situation. Venice had done her best to humiliate me the night before, and it had been an instant turn-off. But Jess? Jess had a way of making the humiliation itself part of the pleasure.

But in this very moment, I felt stuck. Cornered between the decision I had to make and the sensations racing through my body. My head spun with the weight of it all, and just like the night before, I found myself saying, “Fuck it.” I had no idea where this was leading, but something inside me—curiosity, desperation, lust—was pushing me to see it through.

“I want you to fuck my ass, Ma’am,” I said, my voice cracking like a teenager’s, betraying my nerves.

“With?” Jess prompted, not letting me off the hook so easily.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “With that black cock, Ma’am,” I choked out, the words feeling foreign on my tongue.

Jess’s smile widened, her satisfaction clear. “Good boy,” she purred. “This go-around will be a bit different. I’m going to go slow, but don’t clench. Push back against the cock, and it’ll slide in nicely.”

I nodded, my heart racing as I watched her lube up the dildo, her fingers working with precision. The black cock gleamed under the light, and I could feel my pulse quicken as I took in its size—almost seven inches. Not as thick as Leon’s, but compared to the two fingers she had just pulled out of me, it looked massive.

Jess re-lubed my crack, her fingers cool against my skin as she worked the slick liquid into me. The sensation of the dildo’s head rubbing along my crack was strange, the pressure building with each teasing stroke. And then she found my hole, and the real pressure began.

When she started to push, it was entirely different from her fingers. The pressure was immense, making my body tense up immediately. I clenched involuntarily, my breath catching in my throat as the head of the cock pressed against me.

“Relax,” Jess said calmly, her voice steady but firm. “Push back, don’t clench. Let it in.”

The words were easier said than done. The pressure was overwhelming, my body reacting instinctively, trying to fight it. But the sensations coursing through me—the strange mix of discomfort, arousal, and the weight of surrender—kept me frozen in place.

My mind raced. Could I really do this? Could I let her fuck me with that cock? But just as the doubt began to cloud my thoughts, my body took over. Slowly, almost hesitantly, I pushed back, the head of the cock starting to slip in.

The stretch was intense, my muscles burning as they adjusted to the size. But the more I pushed, the more the pressure started to give way to something else—something deeper.

And once again, I realized I was in too deep to turn back.

“This is my favorite part!” Jess smiled slyly, her eyes glinting with satisfaction as she pushed the black cock deeper into me. “I love taking virgin ass!”

Her words were sharp, cutting through the haze of sensations flooding my body. Just like the first time she’d used her fingers, the feeling was awkward at first. My ass wrapped around the cock, but there wasn’t much sensation beyond the stretch, just the strange fullness as my body adjusted. But Jess, as always, knew exactly what to do. She slid the cock deeper into me with practiced ease, her movements slow and deliberate.

And then it happened. The head of the cock pushed fully against my prostate, and the moment it did, I gasped—loudly. The sound tore from my throat before I could stop it, and in that instant, my mind flashed back to the night before. The sound I made, that gasp—it was eerily similar to the one my wife had made when Leon filled her with his cock. My chest tightened with the realization. Was this what it was like for her? Was this what it felt like to take a big cock and feel it hit you in a way that took your breath away?

My prostate felt swollen, full from the constant teasing Jess had been doing for the past hour. And when the cock pressed against it, I couldn’t stop the fluid that shot from my dick, spilling onto my stomach in thick streams. The sensation was so intense, so overwhelming, that I thought for a moment I had cum.

“Oh my god,” Kelly’s voice snapped through the haze, her eyes wide with disbelief. “Did you just cum from that cock in your ass?” She was staring at me, her gaze fixated on my spasming dick.

“That’s just prostate fluid,” Jess explained calmly, not even breaking stride. “The real fireworks are coming soon enough.”

Had I just cum? I couldn’t wrap my head around it. I had never experienced anything like this before. My dick was spasming like I was in the throes of an orgasm, but the sensation didn’t die down. It wasn’t fading like a normal orgasm would. It was constant, relentless, building with every stroke Jess made as she moved the black cock in and out of me.

She took her time, each stroke long and deliberate, sliding deeper with every pass. The fullness inside me grew, spreading through my entire body. Every stroke massaged my prostate more intensely, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me in ways I never imagined. I felt completely filled, completely overwhelmed.

In just a few minutes, the cock was fully inside me, and I was lost in a state of total bliss. The puddle of fluid on my stomach had grown, a testament to how much Jess had milked from me. I thought I had nothing left, but with every pass of the cock, more and more fluid spilled out. It felt like I was being drained, emptied in the most incredible way.

The sensations didn’t stop. It was like a three-minute-long orgasm, a continuous wave of pleasure that kept building, never reaching an end. I never wanted it to stop.

"That's it. That's my good little sissy," Jess purred, her voice smooth yet commanding, as if she was entirely in control of the situation. Fifteen minutes ago, those words might have been too much—too humiliating, too direct. I would have called a time out, put an end to the night. But now, under Jess's careful guidance and subtle manipulation, I found myself craving her approval, her touch. It didn't even matter what she called me anymore. I just needed her not to stop.

"Do you love this black cock in your sissy ass, Andrew?" she asked, her tone laced with taunting amusement.

My mind whirled. Jess knew how far she could push, and she was testing me now. The question lingered in the air, an invitation for complete surrender. Though her words had little effect on me minutes earlier, actually saying it aloud—that was a line I wasn’t sure I was ready to cross. Instead, I nodded, hoping that would be enough to keep her going.

But she halted. The fullness, the pressure inside me vanished, leaving a cold emptiness that made me ache.

"I didn’t hear you, sissy," she said, each word sharpened with a teasing edge.

I stayed quiet, battling with my reluctance. Did I want to give her that? Did I want to say it?

"I said, I didn’t hear you, sissy." Her voice was patient, unhurried, as she began to withdraw the cock slowly from my ass, heightening the sense of loss.

Panic rose in me. I clenched around the emptiness, desperate to feel full again, to be pushed to the edge once more.

"I love that black cock in my sissy ass, Ma'am. There. Are you fucking happy? I love it." The words tumbled out of me, laced with frustration. Not just because she’d made me say it, but because I hated how much I wanted this. How much I wanted her to fill me again.

Jess chuckled softly, almost triumphantly. "Rarrr! You’re a sassy little sissy, aren’t you? God, that’s so hot. You love this cock too much to stay silent."

I clenched my jaw, too flustered to reply. Part of me wanted to deny it, to push her back and reclaim some shred of control, but my body betrayed me. I craved her more than I could fight. Luckily, Jess didn’t press me further. Instead, she simply resumed—her movements more forceful, more deliberate. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through me, more intense with every passing second. It was like she knew exactly how to unravel me, strip me of every defense until there was nothing left but raw need.

The pressure on my prostate intensified, and it felt like my entire body was on fire, a series of overwhelming sensations crashing through me. My nipples ached, sensitive to the point of pain, as if they were connected to the very rhythm of her thrusts. My ass clenched around the cock, hungry for more, needing her to fuck me harder. And my dick—god, it wouldn’t stop dripping. Precum spilled relentlessly, and it felt like I was going to explode with every teasing brush of her hips against me. Each press against that spot deep inside me shot directly through to my cock, magnifying the sensation threefold.

It was unbelievable, the way my body responded, the way Jess controlled me with every precise, calculated movement. An hour ago, I never would have believed I could feel this...alive, this desperate. But now, under her control, I didn't want it to stop. Not for a second.

"Okay, sissy, I'm going to need you to cum for me." Jess’s voice was soft but dripping with authority. "But I don’t want you to just cum. I want you to really think about how you got here tonight."

She leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear, as she continued, her tone almost taunting. "Tied up, nipples clamped tight, your ass completely exposed, taking this big, black cock over and over. I want you to realize something, Andrew—you agreed to all of this."

My chest tightened at her words. The truth of it was unavoidable. The cuffs, the clamps biting into my sensitive skin, the burning stretch of the cock inside me—it was all because I had given in. Somehow, the weight of that realization was heavier than anything else in the room. Jess knew that. She knew exactly how to break me down, piece by piece.

Her hand trailed teasingly over my lower back, sending shivers through me, before she gave a sharp tug on the chain connected to my nipple clamps. I hissed in a mixture of pain and pleasure, my body betraying me with how badly I wanted more.

"You asked for this, Andrew," Jess continued, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "Every single part of it. You’re here because you wanted to be. A willing sissy, on display, begging for more."

I squirmed against the restraints, my mind racing with the shame of it all. But even as she twisted the humiliation deeper, the pressure inside me grew. The cock she used to fuck me moved slowly now, deliberately, reminding me of its presence, making me crave the next thrust. I couldn’t deny it—everything Jess was saying was the truth.

And worse yet, Kelly was watching.

Jess looked over her shoulder, eyes locking with my wife’s, before she let out a quiet, mocking laugh. "She’s sitting there, Andrew. Watching your every reaction."

I swallowed hard, my eyes darting toward Kelly. She sat in the corner, her expression unreadable, but her gaze was fixed on me—on us. I wanted to say something, to apologize, to explain...but there were no words for this. How could I explain the way my body was responding to Jess’s control, to the shame?

Jess leaned in close again, her voice low and wicked. "Watching how much you’re loving this." Her words were a dagger, sharp and unforgiving. "Do you think she’s going to look at you the same after this?"

I squeezed my eyes shut, but the image of Kelly, witnessing everything, burned behind my eyelids. There was no escaping it. Jess was right—how could Kelly ever see me as the same man? The shame of that realization wrapped itself around me like a noose, tightening with every second.

Jess wasn’t done. She never was. "And why would she?" she asked, her tone suddenly lighter, almost playful, as if she were talking about the weather and not systematically dismantling my self-respect. "Why would she look at you the same when she knows what happened last night?"

She paused, letting her words hang in the air, giving me a moment to process them. I felt Kelly’s eyes on me again, felt the weight of her knowing stare. And then Jess twisted the knife.

"Last night, she got exactly what she needed." Jess’s voice turned sultry, dripping with dark amusement. "Nine inches of hard, black cock, fucking her until she was nothing but a moaning, needy slut."

I shuddered, my body jerking slightly as I felt my arousal spike, despite the shame that washed over me like a tidal wave. Jess’s words painted the picture vividly in my mind—Kelly’s body writhing beneath another man, her mouth open in pleasure, her legs spread wide to accommodate someone bigger, someone stronger.

My breathing became ragged as the mental image took hold. Kelly didn’t look away—she was watching me closely now, her lips slightly parted as though she was remembering that moment herself. I could see it in her eyes—the satisfaction from last night, the memory of being completely filled, taken. She didn’t have to say anything for me to know she was reliving every second of it.

"And now…" Jess’s voice broke through, and my heart pounded in anticipation, dreading what was coming next. "Now she’s watching you."

My stomach twisted as Jess drove the humiliation home. "Watching you get exactly what you need. Big, black cock, filling you, too. You’re both the same, Andrew. You’re both total sluts for black cock."

The words hit me like a sledgehammer, and I felt my entire body flush with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. I wanted to deny it, to push back, but the truth was, I couldn’t. My cock dripped helplessly, and every thrust Jess made sent a wave of overwhelming pleasure through me. My body was betraying me in front of my wife, and it was clear that Jess wouldn’t stop until I admitted it.

I chanced another look at Kelly, hoping for some kind of reprieve, some sign that she was as mortified as I was. But instead, she was staring at me with wide eyes, her fingers lightly tracing her lips. Was she enjoying this? Was she getting off on watching me fall apart, just like Jess was?

"Come on, sissy," Jess whispered, her pace quickening, her hand now grasping the base of the cock buried deep inside me. "Cum for us. Cum knowing she’ll never look at you the same again."

Jess was furiously pounding my ass now, her pace unrelenting. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, lost in the overwhelming sensations that consumed me. My hands gripped the couch for dear life, knuckles white against the leather, my body betraying me as I gave in completely. The rhythmic slap of her thrusts filled the room, echoing in my ears. It was impossible not to think back to last night, how Kelly had clung to the sheets, her fingers digging into the fabric just as mine were now, while Leon had taken her with the same relentless force.

"Both of you, admit it!" Jess’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure and shame, sharp and demanding. "Admit what you are right now!" Her tone left no room for hesitation, no room for resistance. It was a command, and we both knew we had no choice but to obey.

Neither Kelly nor I paused. The words that spilled from us were raw, primal, like the final admission of who we had become.

"I'm a total slut for black cock!" Kelly’s voice rang out, bold and shameless, echoing through the room as if she had been waiting for this moment all along.

"I'm a total sissy for black cock!" I shouted, the humiliation washing over me like a tidal wave. My own voice sounded foreign to me, loud and desperate, breaking through the tension that had been building since this all began.

And then it hit me—a chilling realization that froze me to my core.

Kelly.

She was right there, watching. My wife was watching me, her husband, tied up and being relentlessly pounded by Jess, watching as I teetered on the edge of cumming. The shame of it crashed over me, unbearable. I didn’t want to cum, not like this. Not with Kelly’s eyes on me, seeing me at my most vulnerable, my most degraded. But the pressure was building, unstoppable, my body betraying me as pleasure overwhelmed everything.

Jess’s thrusts slammed into my prostate with precision, each one sending shockwaves through me. I gasped, my grip faltering as the tight knot in my stomach exploded into pure, blinding ecstasy. I tried to fight it, tried to hold it back, but it was too late.

I came.

Hard.

The first squirt shot across my chest, thick and fast, and then another, even stronger, as my cock pulsed uncontrollably. It was an explosion, a torrent of cum, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My body convulsed, shaking violently as my dick continued to release, over and over. Stream after stream poured out of me, splattering across my chest and stomach, painting me in shame.

Jess didn’t stop. She drove into me harder, each thrust intensifying the orgasm, pushing me past any limit I thought I had. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, only feel. The pleasure from my prostate radiated through every nerve, amplifying the sensation until I was drowning in it. My cock kept pumping, kept spurting, leaving me trembling and weak.

"Fuck!" I gasped, barely able to form the word as my body spasmed. I had never cum like this in my life—thick, endless ropes of cum coating my skin, dripping down onto the couch beneath me. It felt like it would never end.

"Jesus," Kelly whispered, her voice barely audible but filled with shock. "Holy fuck."

Her words pierced through the haze of pleasure, and the weight of my humiliation came crashing down all over again. Kelly had seen it all. She had witnessed my complete and utter surrender, watched me cum harder than I ever had before, all from being fucked in the ass.

But I couldn’t stop. My cock kept throbbing, kept emptying itself with each agonizing wave. I was powerless, trapped in my own body’s betrayal, and every spasm brought another pulse of cum. The shame was overwhelming, yet the pleasure kept dragging me deeper. Jess’s control over me was absolute, and my body obeyed her completely.

I collapsed, my legs giving out, but the restraints held me in place, leaving me slumped over the couch, still dripping with cum. Jess finally pulled the cock from me, and I shuddered at the sudden emptiness. My legs were weak, my chest heaving with ragged breaths, and my mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shame, pleasure, humiliation, all tangled together.

Kelly was silent now, watching me, but I couldn’t bring myself to meet her gaze. The reality of what had just happened settled over me like a heavy blanket, suffocating in its intensity. Our last words, our confessions, echoed in my mind, and I knew there was no going back.

Jess stood up, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips as she began to gather her things. The room was still except for the sound of my labored breathing and the occasional drip of cum hitting the floor.

"And that," Jess said, her voice smug, "is what it looks like when you cum from a cock in your ass, Kelly." She snapped her bag shut and slung it over her shoulder. "I think you two have plenty to talk about. I’ve had my fun. I’m going to get out of here."

Without another word, Jess walked toward the door, her heels clicking softly against the floor, and then she was gone. The door clicked shut behind her, and silence fell over the room again.

I lay there, utterly spent, completely exposed, covered in my own shame. My mind reeled from everything that had just happened, and I couldn’t begin to process it. Kelly didn’t say a word, but I could feel the weight of her gaze on me.

Whatever we had become, whatever had just happened between us in the last twenty-four hours, one thing was clear—our lives were never going to be the same again.


What Now?

I woke up to an empty bed. Kelly was already up, which didn’t surprise me. Neither of us had slept well, but it seemed like she’d given up on trying to rest long before I had. After tossing and turning all night, I’d finally passed out, exhaustion taking over. I stretched, the events of the previous night hitting me like a wave, but I wasn’t ready to face any of it yet. Not while the morning still held that strange, fragile calm.

I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, trying to make sense of everything. We hadn’t spoken a word when we crawled into bed the night before. It was like we were both afraid of breaking the silence. Afraid of what might come spilling out if we acknowledged what had happened. And what had happened… I wasn’t sure I could even wrap my head around it.

The club was supposed to be an adventure. Something to spice things up. Maybe meet another couple, see where things went. But last night went further than I ever could’ve predicted. I never thought I’d end up with a 7-inch black dildo in my ass, that’s for damn sure. The memory of Jess taking control, her confidence, her dominance—it left me feeling exposed in ways I didn’t expect. And when I came... it was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. The intensity of it, the way my body reacted... I don’t even know how to describe it.

I exhaled slowly, running a hand through my hair. Part of me felt humiliated. I’d never been in that kind of position before, both literally and figuratively. What the hell did that say about me? What did Kelly think? I couldn’t even begin to guess. She hadn’t said much afterward, but I knew her well enough to know her mind was probably spinning with a thousand questions. Was she disgusted? Embarrassed for me? Or worse... did she think I wanted it? Because the truth was, I didn’t know what to feel about it myself.

I finally forced myself out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants and making my way to the kitchen. Kelly was sitting on the couch, legs curled up beneath her, staring at her phone. She looked deep in thought, and I wondered if she was thinking about last night too. How could she not be?

The air between us was heavy with unspoken words. I knew we couldn’t avoid the conversation forever, but I wasn’t ready to have it. Not yet. Not until I could figure out what the hell last night even meant for us. For me.

I poured myself a cup of coffee, the scent filling the kitchen, grounding me. As I turned to face her, my thoughts kept circling back to Jess and that moment. The way she had taken charge, the way I’d responded. Kelly wasn’t like Jess—she didn’t have that same dominant energy. And honestly, I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between us.

And then there was Leon. The whole night had been his idea, but he’d been quiet, watching everything play out like some kind of orchestrator in the background. What the hell was his game? Why had he set all this up? It felt like there was something I wasn’t seeing, something bigger at play.

I was still lost in thought when I heard Kelly’s phone buzz, breaking the silence. I glanced over as she picked it up. Her expression shifted, and I didn’t have to ask to know who it was. Leon.

“Speak of the devil,” she muttered under her breath, the words barely audible, but I heard them. My stomach tightened. Whatever this was... it wasn’t over yet.

Kelly’s eyes scanned the screen as I poured my coffee, the faint sound of Leon’s message still making its way through the quiet space between us. I didn’t need to see the words to know that whatever he had to say would dig deeper into the confusion swirling around in my head. She didn’t read it aloud, but the silence between each word felt like a hammer coming down on the thin layer of calm we were both desperately clinging to.

“Hey girl, it’s Leon. Sounds like last night was interesting at your place.”

Interesting? That wasn’t the word I’d use, but I could already feel the tightening in my chest as I imagined the rest of the message unfolding.

“How we move forward from here is complicated. I only play if I make the rules. I’m not trying to be an asshole, I’m just stating the facts.”

My jaw clenched. Leon had always had a way of coming off as casually controlling, like everything was part of some game where he was the one with the power. What rules? We hadn’t even talked about last night yet, let alone how we’d move forward from it. Did we even want to?

“I know you enjoyed the experience Friday night, and I’m sure you want that again, but the ego of most husbands gets in the way. Last night was about taking that ego down a notch, but also teaching him that there is still pleasure that comes from not being in control.”

I could feel the words settling into my gut like lead. He was talking about me, and the worst part was that maybe he wasn’t entirely wrong. My ego had been wrecked last night, that was for sure. The whole situation had made me feel... powerless. And yet, somewhere beneath the humiliation, there had been pleasure. Something unexpected. Something I didn’t want to admit I’d felt.

“At this point, you have to decide if you are on board. The opportunity is there for both you and Andrew to experience pleasure like you’ve never had, but it’s going to take effort on your part to steer the ship. Husbands typically don’t just hop on.”

I swallowed hard, my hand tightening around the coffee mug as the words sank in. Was that what Kelly wanted? To steer this ship, to take control of whatever twisted game Leon was offering? He was right about one thing—I wasn’t just going to hop on. I didn’t even know if I could wrap my head around what had happened, let alone what might come next. But Kelly... what did she think? What did she want?

“Hit me back and let me know. If not, I wish you luck in your future escapades.”

As Leon’s voice played through Kelly’s phone, I couldn’t help but watch her. Her reaction to him was immediate—like a switch being flipped. Her body language shifted, and I could see it: the way her shoulders relaxed, the slight parting of her lips. I knew that look. It was the same one I’d seen on Friday night when she was wrapped up in Leon’s dominance, his control. While I had felt exposed and humiliated, Kelly was drawn to it.

I felt the knot in my chest tighten as her eyes softened, her breathing shallowed. She wasn’t just listening to Leon—she was feeling him, all over again. I could see it in the way her body subtly reacted, a flush creeping up her neck. Butterflies. She was thinking about Friday night. I knew because I was thinking about it too, but for very different reasons.

For me, Friday had been a whirlwind of confusion, pushing me into places I wasn’t ready to go. But for Kelly? She had come alive in a way I hadn’t seen before. She had never looked at me the way she looked at Leon. And now, just listening to his voice, it was like those same feelings were flooding back, washing over her.

There was something else too—a small twinge of guilt in her eyes, barely noticeable but there. She still hadn’t admitted it, but I knew. She wanted him again. Leon had given her the kind of pleasure I never could, and now, just hearing his voice, it was clear that she craved it. He was the best fuck of her life. She didn’t need to say it for me to know.

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in my gut. Friday night at the club, I’d seen the other men too. None of them had grabbed Kelly’s attention the way Leon had. She wasn’t interested in anyone else—not like that. And now, the thought of trying again, of going back to that club... I knew it would never measure up. No one else would make her cum the way he did.

Leon’s message droned on, the sound of his voice filling the room, but I could barely focus on the words. What stuck with me was the ultimatum he’d laid out. He knew exactly what he was doing. He knew that by pulling the proverbial rug—or cock—out from under her, he was making her want him more. Kelly’s mind was already racing, trying to figure out what his “rules” were and how far she’d be willing to go.

And then there was me. Where did I fit into all of this? Did I even fit at all? It wasn’t just about Leon’s dominance over Kelly—it was about control. Over both of us.

Her eyes flicked to mine for a brief second, and I could see the wheels turning in her head. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t have to. I already knew where this was going. Leon had set the stage, and now it was up to her to decide if she wanted to play by his rules. And me? I was just along for the ride, whether I wanted to be or not.

It felt like déjà vu. The same awkwardness from the morning before, but somehow, the air between us was even heavier now. The tension was thick, pressing down on me as I sat on the couch, trying to make sense of everything. Kelly shifted uncomfortably across from me, her eyes darting around the room like she was searching for the right words.

Then, out of nowhere, she decided to go for humor.

“So... how’s your butthole this morning?” she quipped, a small, almost forced smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

I blinked, staring at her like I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard. “What the fuck, Kelly?”

I snapped without thinking, my voice harsher than I intended, but the words were out before I could stop them. Her smile faltered, and she raised her hands in surrender.

“I’m sorry! I literally have no idea how to break the ice this morning,” she said, her tone pleading. “I was just trying to add some humor to the situation.”

I let out a heavy sigh and leaned back on the couch, sulking a little, though I wasn’t even sure what exactly I was sulking about. Less than eight hours ago, I had experienced the most intense orgasm of my life right here, on this very couch. And now, I felt like the ground was slipping out from under me. Was I angry? Humiliated? Or was it fear? Fear that I might have to admit, in the course of this conversation, that what happened last night... had actually felt good.

“My butthole is fine,” I finally muttered, the sarcasm barely covering the awkwardness. “Thanks for asking.”

We sat in silence for a long moment, the weight of everything we weren’t saying hanging between us. My mind was racing, trying to wrap itself around the events of last night. The thing was, it wasn’t just the act itself that bothered me. It was Leon. Why had he set me up like that? What was his game?

“I couldn’t sleep last night, Kelly,” I started, breaking the silence. “I’d really like to have an open conversation about what happened... but the main thing I can’t stop thinking about is Leon. Why did he set me up like that? It’s just... it’s messed up.”

Kelly nodded, her expression thoughtful, but there was something behind her eyes—something she wasn’t saying. I could feel it, but I wasn’t sure what it was. Guilt, maybe? She opened her mouth to respond, but then something shifted in her face. I watched as she seemed to pull back slightly, like she was weighing her words before she spoke.

“I don’t know why Leon would do that,” she said, looking me dead in the eyes.

It was a lie. I could feel it, like a cold slap across the face. Kelly wasn’t a selfish person, but in that moment, I knew she was holding something back. And the worst part? She was doing it for him—for Leon. I didn’t know how to react. Did she even realize what she was doing? What this was doing to us?

I stared at her for a long moment, feeling something cold settle in the pit of my stomach. The tension between us wasn’t just about what had happened last night anymore—it was about trust. And right now, I felt like it was slipping through my fingers.

“I need you to be 100% honest with me, Kelly,” I said, my voice low and steady, but the weight of my words was clear. “Did he tell you what he had planned?”

Her eyes flicked away from mine, just for a second, but it was enough. The guilt was there, simmering just beneath the surface, but whatever was going on inside her head, she wasn’t ready to let it out. Not yet.

“I promise you, he did not,” Kelly said, her voice steady, though I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was still off. “He really seemed sincere in his text yesterday.”

I wanted to believe her. Maybe I even needed to. But there was something in the way she was holding herself, the way she carefully avoided certain details, that gnawed at me. She seemed genuine enough, but I knew Kelly—knew when she was holding something back.

“Last night was... interesting though,” she continued, her tone soft, like she was testing the waters. “Did you want to talk about that at all? I promise I’m not judging you about anything that happened. And... I want to let you know I’m sorry that I’ve never pinched your nipples or, you know, rubbed your taint before.”

She hesitated, her eyes flicking to mine, gauging my reaction. She didn’t mention the dildo, and I knew she wouldn’t unless I brought it up first. It was the unspoken thing between us, the elephant in the room. We both knew what had happened, but neither of us was ready to dive into it.

“It’s fine,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “Don’t get me wrong, it was fun, but it’s not like our normal sex isn’t intense too.”

The lie came out smoother than I expected. I’d always prided myself on being honest with Kelly, but this—this was different. I couldn’t admit to her, or to myself, just how much pleasure I had felt last night. Not yet. The memory of it was still too raw, too confusing. I needed more time to wrap my head around it before I could even think about sharing that truth with anyone.

“Okay,” Kelly said, her voice softening with understanding. “Just know that we can always talk about it if you want. I don’t want to pressure you or anything. I’m going to get cleaned up and make the grocery run. Maybe we can relax and watch a movie this afternoon?”

I nodded, grateful for the out. “Sure, that sounds like a good plan after the last few days.”

She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. There was still something hanging between us, unspoken and heavy. As she disappeared into the bathroom, I sank deeper into the couch, flipping on the TV in the hopes that football might distract me for a while.

It didn’t.

Even as the game played on, my mind kept drifting back to last night. The way Jess had taken control, the intensity of it all. But mostly, I kept thinking about that moment—the moment when the dildo had slipped inside me, and I had felt something... new. I had heard jokes about the prostate before, mostly when one of our buddies hit 40 and had to go for his annual checkup. But this—this was different.

I grabbed my phone, my fingers moving almost automatically as I typed into Google. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for—validation, maybe. Something to make sense of what had happened last night. A few searches later, I found a slew of medical articles confirming what I’d experienced. Apparently, the prostate could provide pleasure for all men. Why I felt the need to confirm that, I didn’t quite know. It was like I needed some kind of scientific stamp of approval to settle my mind.

About halfway down the page, an article from Men’s Health caught my eye: “The Male G-Spot is Real.” I clicked on it, skimming the paragraphs quickly. I wasn’t alone in this. Guys all over the world were exploring their prostates. There was something oddly comforting about reading that—like it gave me permission to not feel weird about what happened. It didn’t mean I was questioning my sexuality, but the idea of getting off with something in my ass had never sat right with me before. Until now.

The article went on to list toys designed specifically for men to explore this new sensation, and I found myself pausing over one line. Some men could orgasm from prostate stimulation alone. I blinked, sitting back for a moment as I processed that. Last night was a blur. I didn’t know what exactly had triggered my orgasm—was it the dildo? The way Jess had rubbed me? Her gorgeous body pressed against mine? I couldn’t be sure.

But now, my curiosity had me hooked. I opened a new tab, typing in "Dildo Prostate Orgasm" on XHamster, not really sure what I expected. The results loaded, and I blinked, staring at the screen in disbelief. Over 1,500 videos matched that search. Apparently, the rest of the world knew way more about this than I did.

I clicked on one of the videos, then another, watching as men in the clips experienced massive, full-body orgasms from anal penetration alone. The more I watched, the more turned on I became. My breathing quickened as I realized this was damn near identical to what I’d experienced the night before, and just thinking about it was enough to make my dick hard again.

One thing I couldn’t help but notice: most of the men who seemed to cum the hardest were using large, black dildos. It was almost eerie how similar their toys looked to the one Jess had used on me. Except, as I scrolled through more clips, I realized that what Jess had used seemed to be on the smaller side compared to what these guys were using. Smaller.

My heart raced, my mind spinning as I clicked through more videos. Was this what last night was really about? Was this what Leon had planned all along?

One of the related videos caught my eye. The thumbnail wasn’t subtle—it was all about the tits. A great set, perfectly framed, the kind you couldn’t ignore even if you tried. The title underneath read, "Strapon Wife Pounds Hubby to Orgasm." My stomach did a little flip as I read it, and suddenly, memories of Friday night came flooding back. I’d known about strapons before, of course, but always as a joke, something to laugh about in locker room talk. I’d never actually thought about them—until Venice had stepped out of the bathroom wearing one.

I clicked on the video, curiosity getting the better of me. It started with the wife walking toward her husband, who was lying naked on his back.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and commanding.

“Yes, ma’am,” the husband replied.

That phrase—yes, ma’am—sent a jolt through me. My thoughts shot straight back to the previous night when Jess had made me say the same thing. I remembered the feeling of submission, how it had felt foreign but strangely arousing.

In the video, the wife’s body came into full view. She was curvy, with large, perfect teardrop breasts and a waist that tapered in just right. Her hips were framed by the harness she wore, and the black dildo she held in her hand was massive—easily over 8 inches long and so thick she couldn’t wrap her whole hand around it. And of course, like most of the toys I’d seen in these videos, this one was black too.

She spread her husband’s legs apart, her hand guiding the thick cock down to rest beside his semi-hard dick.

“Mmmm,” she purred as she watched his cock twitch under the weight of hers. “You’ve been needing this, haven’t you, baby?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the husband moaned. “I’ve been thinking about this all week. I need it so bad.”

“I can tell,” she teased, her voice dripping with authority. “Your little dick is jumping with excitement! I bet you’re going to cum so hard tonight.”

She grabbed a bottle of lube and began spreading it generously over the dildo, her hands moving up and down the thick shaft, her breasts pressing together as she did. With one hand, she pushed his knees back toward his chest. There was something so intense about that moment. I’d done that to Kelly countless times—pushed her legs back, pinned her down—but seeing it reversed, with the woman taking control like that, it was... different.

My heart raced as I watched her aim the thick dildo at her husband’s ass. The tip pressed against him, and he let out a low moan as the massive cock slowly slid inside.

“Hey, honey! I’m back!” Kelly’s voice rang out from the garage. “Can you come help carry in these groceries?”

My heart shot straight into my throat. I’d been so wrapped up in the videos, I hadn’t even heard the garage door open. In a panic, I fumbled to shut off my phone, jumping up and hastily tucking my hard-on into the waistband of my boxers. My mind raced as I walked out to the garage, trying to act normal.

Kelly breezed in with a couple of bags in her hands, smiling like nothing was out of the ordinary. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to notice how flustered I was. I stood by the car for a few seconds, taking deep breaths, willing my pulse to settle down before grabbing the rest of the bags.

We unloaded the groceries in silence, the weight of my earlier actions hanging over me like a cloud. I couldn’t stop replaying the images in my mind, the strapon video in particular. It had stirred something in me—something I wasn’t ready to confront. The way the wife had taken control, the look of submission on her husband’s face as she mounted him... It was a dynamic I’d never considered, and now it wouldn’t leave my head.

“I’m going to take a shower,” I blurted out, needing more time to process everything.

Kelly just nodded, seemingly unaware of the storm brewing inside me.

Once in the shower, I let the hot water pound against my skin, trying to make sense of the tangle of thoughts and emotions running through me. The videos of men using dildos were one thing—it was validating to see that prostate play wasn’t as rare or strange as I’d thought. But the strapon video had been something else entirely. There was something about the wife’s dominance, the way she controlled her husband’s pleasure through his submission, that struck a nerve. I’d always viewed sex through a traditional lens, rooted in societal norms, where control usually rested with me. But this—this was new, and it both intrigued and unsettled me.





Calm Before The Storm

By the time I stepped out of the shower, I’d calmed down. The knot of tension that had been building since Kelly walked in had finally loosened, though I was still undeniably turned on. But I was ready to face the rest of the day without the nagging sense of embarrassment I’d felt earlier.

I wandered back into the kitchen, where Kelly was already getting lunch ready. I pitched in, helping her finish the prep, and we settled onto the couch to eat and watch a movie. Afterward, Kelly snuggled up against me, and we spent the rest of the afternoon in peaceful comfort, watching a few episodes of our favorite shows. It felt good—simple, familiar. The confusion and arousal from earlier seemed far away now, replaced by the easy warmth of routine.

But as calm as I felt in that moment, I had no idea the weekend’s chaos was far from over.

“Let me sneak out from under you. I’m going to take a leak real quick,” I said, grabbing a pillow to gently slide under Kelly’s head. She barely stirred, curled up on the couch, looking so innocent and peaceful. It was hard to believe this was the same woman who, just two nights ago, had been completely overtaken by her own sexual desires, driven by something raw and intense. The contrast was striking, and I couldn’t help but smile to myself as I headed to the bathroom.

After taking care of business, I washed my hands and made my way back to the living room. But just as I turned out of the hallway, I froze.

“I love your black cock!” The words hit me like a freight train, echoing from the living room.

“I love your black cock, what?” a woman’s voice said firmly.

“I love your black cock, ma’am,” came the reply from a male voice, one I knew all too well.

My heart stopped as I stared into the living room, locking eyes with Kelly. She was staring back at me, her face flushed with shock, my phone clutched in her hand.

“I’m so sorry!” Kelly blurted out, fumbling to shut the video off and tossing the phone back onto the coffee table. “Steve called, and I went to pick it up but didn’t catch it in time... and your screen just opened.”

I stood there, rooted to the spot, unsure of what to say. In seventeen years of marriage, I’d never felt so awkward around her. The silence stretched between us, heavy and suffocating. I could see Kelly’s mind racing, trying to process what had just happened, and I was doing the same. My phone—that video. Of all the things she could’ve stumbled upon...

About thirty seconds passed, though it felt like hours. Kelly shifted uncomfortably, clearly struggling with the tension. And then, she broke the silence.

“I think his butthole is probably feeling pretty good,” she quipped, her voice hesitant but playful, eyes flicking toward me with a glimmer of her usual wit.

I blinked, caught off guard by her attempt at humor, and for a moment, the awkwardness hung in the air. But then, to my own surprise, I started to chuckle. Of course, Kelly would find a way to defuse the situation with a joke. She always had a knack for that.

Kelly grinned, relieved to see the tension melt away, and within moments, we were both laughing. It wasn’t just about the video anymore—it was the absurdity of the moment, the sudden embarrassment, the realization that even after all these years together, we could still be surprised.

“Yeah, it definitely sounds like it,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

Kelly shifted beside me, her gaze thoughtful. “So... I guess we can talk about this now?”

I squirmed inwardly at the suggestion. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to talk, but I still hadn’t sorted out my own feelings about last night. How was I supposed to explain something I didn’t fully understand myself? The questions I knew Kelly would ask—about what I liked, what I wanted—were ones I didn’t have clear answers for yet.

Kelly patted the cushion next to her. “Come sit with me.”

I hesitated for a second before walking over to the couch, lowering myself beside her. It was clear she was going to have to lead this conversation, and the weight of that hit me as I sat down.

“Leon aside,” she started, her voice gentle but probing, “tell me about last night. From your perspective.”

I rubbed the back of my neck, stalling. “I don’t know yet. I mean, you were there. I’m not sure what there is to say really.”

Kelly’s eyes darkened slightly, her lips pressing into a thin line. She took a deep breath, her hands resting tensely on her lap. “I’ve been thinking about it,” she began, the words coming slowly, as if she wasn’t sure how to approach them. “And I already mentioned this, but...” She hesitated, looking down at her hands, her fingers now fidgeting with the edge of her shirt. The tension was building, an unspoken weight in the air between us.

“I felt... silly last night,” she admitted, her voice quieter now. “A 26-year-old girl was teaching me about my own husband’s body.”

The words hung there for a moment, the shame behind them almost tangible. I could see how hard it was for her to say it, to confess that she felt inadequate. I didn’t interrupt. I knew she wasn’t done yet.

“That shouldn’t have happened,” she whispered, her gaze still fixed on her lap as her fingers nervously twisted the fabric. “I mean... I should have been the one... correcting her.”

Her voice wavered slightly, the crack in it betraying just how uncomfortable this was making her. She paused, clearly struggling to get the next part out.

“When she pinched your nipples... I should’ve known how to do that. I should’ve known you liked your taint rubbed clockwise, not counterclockwise.”

She swallowed hard, her fingers now tightly knotted together as she kept her head bowed, almost as if she couldn’t bear to meet my eyes. “Seventeen years, Andrew. Seventeen years, and all I’ve done is give you a generic blowjob and let you... bang me.”

The last part came out in a rush, her voice thick with guilt and frustration. It wasn’t just embarrassment—it was a sense of failure. She wasn’t just talking about last night anymore; she was talking about everything. About us. About how we had fallen into patterns, both of us on autopilot for so long that we’d lost sight of each other’s needs.

I could see her shoulders tense, the weight of it all bearing down on her. She was putting everything on herself, like this was somehow her fault.

“Don’t say that, Kelly,” I finally said, my voice softer, gentler. “That’s the whole reason we’re here, isn’t it? We were both stuck in a rut. It wasn’t just you.”

I leaned forward, trying to catch her eye, but she still wasn’t looking at me.

“I didn’t expect us to be having this conversation after such a wild weekend,” I continued, “but... at least we’re opening up now. We’re talking. That’s a start.”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, slowly, Kelly looked up at me, her eyes soft but still clouded with uncertainty. A small smile crept onto her lips, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “It was a wild weekend.” She exhaled, and this time, the smile felt a little more genuine. “But I’m glad we’re talking.”

“So, about that video...” Kelly’s voice was playful, but there was a hint of curiosity behind it.

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “Well, that’s a bit of a story.”

I launched into the explanation, telling her how my curiosity about the prostate had led me down a rabbit hole, one video after another. Each one seemed to open up new paths I hadn’t considered before, until finally, I heard the garage door and panicked. Kelly listened intently, her eyebrows lifting as I described the scenes in the videos. I admitted, with a laugh, that the real reason I clicked on the husband-and-wife video was because of the wife’s impressive rack in the thumbnail.

“I noticed those too!” Kelly said, smiling.

Her easy laughter made me feel a little more relaxed, and we got through the whole conversation without a hitch. By the end of it, there was a noticeable sense of relief between us, like we had crossed a hurdle together. Maybe this weekend wasn’t going to be such a mess after all.

But then, Kelly tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly in curiosity. “So, I have to ask... does it really feel that good? You know, in your butt like that?”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Yes,” I admitted after a beat. “It really does.”

Saying it out loud made my stomach flutter nervously, but at the same time, it felt good to finally be honest about it. There was something freeing in admitting it to her, no more dancing around the truth.

“That’s the total mind-fuck here, Kelly. Leon didn’t send Jess over here to have sex with me, but why the hell does he care about my prostate?” I shook my head, still baffled by it all. “It’s just weird.”

I could see the shift in Kelly’s expression—she didn’t want to get sidetracked by Leon, not now. Maybe it was to avoid the need for more lies, or maybe she was just as curious as I was about the new things we were learning. Either way, she quickly moved the conversation forward.

“Yeah, it’s definitely strange,” she agreed, her voice light as she steered the topic back. “So... does the husband actually get off in that video?”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Honestly? I have no idea. I only made it a couple of minutes into the video before you came home.”

“Maybe we should find out,” Kelly teased, her voice low and sultry as she rubbed her hand firmly across my lap.

The sensation sent a jolt through me, and I realized I was already half-hard from the conversation alone. My pulse quickened as Kelly’s hand lingered, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“Mmm, someone’s turned on,” she quipped, her grin widening.

She reached over to the coffee table, grabbing my phone and handing it to me. “Here, you hold this,” she said, her voice playful. “I’m going to need both my hands for a bit.”

The glint in her eye sent another rush of heat through my body as she started rubbing my crotch again, applying more pressure each time she passed over my growing erection. Her fingers moved with deliberate intent, teasing, coaxing, while her other hand snaked up under my shirt. Her fingertips grazed my chest, pressing down firmly, and then, with a soft flick of her fingers, she teased my nipples, sending a ripple of pleasure down my spine.

Everything was happening so quickly, my head was spinning. It was all I could do to get my passcode inputted on the phone as the screen lit up.

“That’s a good boy. Look how deep this cock is in you. I know you love it when I bottom out,” the wife’s voice from the video suddenly cut through the moment, her words startling me.

Kelly paused, her eyes darting to the phone screen, a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips. The tension between us was electric, both of us caught in the heat of the moment, but the sound of the video added a new layer to the experience—one that neither of us had expected.

“I love that full 8 inches of cock in me, ma’am. I can tell already I’m not going to last long. I need to cum so bad,” the husband’s voice came from the phone, breathless and desperate.

With that, the wife in the video started to really work her husband’s ass, thrusting harder, the sounds of their moans filling the room.

“Oh my God, that is so dirty!” Kelly exclaimed, her voice both shocked and amused. In a swift motion, she pinched my nipple firmly, and a jolt shot through my entire body. A low, involuntary moan escaped my lips.

“Are you moaning from me pinching your nipple, or from the thought of a big dildo up your butt?” Kelly asked, her tone suddenly stern, demanding an answer.

I hesitated, the rush of sensations clouding my thoughts. “I’m not sure, maybe both,” I replied, my voice shaky.

“Maybe both, what, Andrew?” she asked again, her voice sharper, more commanding. She never called me Andrew, but the way she said it now, with that edge in her voice—it was... hot. It sent another wave of heat through me.

“Maybe both, ma’am,” I said, barely able to get the words out as another moan slipped through.

Kelly’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Ohhh, I could get used to that, Andrew,” she said, drawing out my name in a way that made my stomach flip. “Now, let’s get those pants off.”

I fumbled with my pants, trying to keep my eyes on the video while also getting undressed. My focus was split—half of me completely caught up in the scene playing out on the screen, the other half desperate for Kelly’s touch. The husband in the video looked like he was in pure ecstasy, his eyes rolling back, unable to speak as his wife thrust into him. And honestly, that was a shame, because every time she thrust, her boobs swung in this perfect rhythm, bouncing just right.

As soon as I got my pants down, Kelly moved swiftly. She didn’t waste any time. Laying across my body, she slipped her hand underneath me, her fingers wrapping around and pressing firmly underneath my balls, applying just the right amount of pressure with her middle fingers. It sent a shiver through me, the sensation overwhelming. With her other hand, she grabbed hold of my dick, stroking it slowly at first, teasing, but I could already tell—I wasn’t going to last long.

Her technique—newly learned, but executed perfectly—had me on the edge in seconds. The combination of her touch and the scene on the screen was more than I could handle. I could feel the tension building, my body responding to her every move, the mix of pleasure and the dirty thrill of the video pushing me to the brink.

Judging by the video, the husband wasn’t going to last much longer either. His wife was pounding him relentlessly, his moans transforming into deep, guttural sounds that filled the room. I couldn’t help but draw the comparison—he looked just like Kelly had on Friday night, completely lost in the sensations, fully present in the moment. His body tensed, and out of nowhere, his dick spasmed, sending his load shooting across his midsection.

The sight sent a surge through me, and before I could even process it, my own orgasm erupted—except my load didn’t hit my stomach. It shot across Kelly’s face, catching her completely off guard. I hadn’t had time to warn her. She blinked, clearly startled, but to her credit, she didn’t stop. She kept going, working me until I was fully spent.

“Holy shit, that was hot! All of it!” Kelly exclaimed, her voice breathless, her eyes wide with excitement.

It had been intense—too intense. I needed a second to recover before I could even think about anything else.

The video continued playing in the background. “Oh baby, you came so hard on my big black cock. You’re such a good little sis—”

And then the video abruptly ended. I stared at the blank screen, wondering what she was about to say, but Kelly didn’t seem to notice. Maybe because she was more concerned with the jizz now dripping down her face. She made a quick dash to the bathroom, and I used the moment to clean myself up, wiping my chest and tossing my shirt aside. I collapsed back on the couch, completely satisfied. This was exactly the kind of spice I’d been hoping to add to our sex life.

Kelly returned, her face freshly washed, and plopped down beside me, still buzzing with excitement. “Soooo, ummm, what do you think about doing some shopping this week?” she asked, her tone playful. “I was thinking we could get some new toys, maybe? I know I’m all excited and you’re spent, but baby, that was sooo hot!”

I grinned, loving how energized she was. There hadn’t been a single mention of Leon, and that suited me just fine. We were talking about cranking up our sex life together, and that’s all I wanted to focus on.

“Sure, babe,” I replied. “The next couple of days are going to be hectic at work, but let’s grab dinner on Wednesday night and then head to the store.”

Kelly’s eyes lit up, and I could feel the lingering tension between us fading away. As we headed to bed that night, I was feeling better—more confident—about where things stood between us. The weekend had been wild, sure, but it seemed like we were on the same page now, ready to explore this new chapter together.

But the truth was far more complicated.

As I nodded off to sleep, content with how the night had unfolded, Kelly quietly grabbed her phone. She scrolled through her texts, found the message from Leon, and after a brief hesitation, she typed a simple reply.

“I’m in.”


Final Steps

“Good girl,” Leon’s reply read when Kelly woke up the next morning. She stared at her phone, a small thrill running through her as she reread the message. There was something about the way he phrased it—so simple, yet commanding—that sent a shiver down her spine. But the lingering question remained. What exactly did Leon mean by “his rules”? For now, she didn’t dare ask, a mix of excitement and apprehension keeping her quiet.

Meanwhile, the morning was a blur of rushing around. We both had busy days ahead, and I knew the next few would be packed for me at work. Still, I couldn’t stop thinking about last night with Kelly. The heat of the moment, the intensity of what we’d shared—it was all fresh in my mind. And the video... that video had stirred something in me. The way the husband had completely surrendered to the pleasure, the wife’s dominance—it was like nothing I’d ever experienced, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that I wanted to see more.

I never thought I’d say this, but I was actually looking forward to shopping at the local sex shop. It wasn’t going to be like any other shopping trip—no aimless wandering through the mall to grab socks or some other forgettable errand. This would be different. Something new. And after last night, the idea of exploring more with Kelly felt like a much-needed spark.

Kelly, on the other hand, had Leon’s message in the back of her mind. She felt a rush of excitement, but it was tempered by the unanswered question hanging over her: what exactly were his rules? She wanted to know, but something held her back from asking. Maybe it was the fear of what those rules might entail, or maybe it was the thrill of the unknown. Either way, the question gnawed at her as she headed into her day.

Fortunately for Kelly, she didn’t have to wonder for long. Just as she was settling into work on Monday morning, her phone buzzed with another message from Leon.

“Here’s the deal. I don’t share my girls. From now on, whenever you and I play, I’m the only cock you’ll be getting. There’s a hierarchy you need to understand: Me → My Girls → Husbands. Andrew will need to make a choice. He can sit back and watch us together, or if he wants to get involved, he’s going to have to go in a completely different direction. Venice and Jess won’t be letting him fuck them. There’s no benefit in it for them. They’re strong, dominant women, and they’ll make sure Andrew has nights he won’t forget—but like I said, most husbands let their egos get in the way.

You’ve already gotten a taste of what Jess enjoys. I’ll be back in 10 days from my trip, and I fully intend to fuck you senseless again. So, you need to start working on Andrew. Get him ready.”

Kelly later told me she had read Leon’s message at least ten times before noon that day. I didn’t know it at the time, but she was already deep in thought, figuring out how to handle what Leon had said. She knew there was no way I’d be content just sitting in a chair, watching her get the fucking of her life. But after last night’s new developments, she felt confident there was an opening—a way to guide me toward the second option Leon had hinted at.

Much like I had done the other morning, Kelly found herself searching online for more information, her curiosity piqued and her mind racing with possibilities. Little did either of us know, but we were both highly distracted at work that morning, sneaking away for breaks just to revisit the same husband-and-wife strapon video. Watching it alone this time, without each other’s presence, was eye-opening. There was more room to concentrate, to take in the details that we’d missed the first time around.

For both of us, the video sparked something deeper. I clicked on the couple’s profile, eager to see more of their content, while Kelly did the same. But from that moment on, our paths began to diverge.

That day at lunch, I took my food outside, seeking a bit of privacy. I wasn’t sure why, but the fascination was building, and I couldn’t shake it. Strapons, pegging—it was all new to me, a term I had only recently learned. And yet, sitting out there alone, it felt like the perfect opportunity to dig deeper, to explore this growing curiosity that had taken root.

The couple had an extensive collection—at least fifty videos—neatly organized under different playlists on their profile. They’d been uploading pegging videos for the past five years, each one seeming to build on the last. At first glance, the theme of their channel appeared simple and consistent, but diving deeper into each video revealed layers of subtlety, experimentation, and a journey of growth. The first playlist I clicked on was simply titled "Strapon," containing about twenty videos. The one Kelly and I had watched together on Sunday night was sixth in the series. I glanced at the clock—thirty minutes for lunch. I figured I could squeeze in the first three videos, just to satisfy my curiosity.

The moment I clicked play, it was clear that the first video had been their inaugural foray into the world of filming. The realness of it, the slight awkwardness, made it strangely intimate. The lighting was dim, almost too dim, casting soft shadows that made it feel less like a performance and more like a private moment they had invited viewers into. The wife—an undeniably sexy woman—fidgeted with the harness, which clearly wasn’t adjusted correctly. It slid down slightly on one side, adding to the sense of imperfection, but that only made the video more genuine. There was no polished, practiced performance here. Just raw, unfiltered connection.

As the video progressed, the camera shook slightly, as if they hadn’t quite figured out how to stabilize it yet. But the way she handled her husband—gentle, yet firm—drew me in. When the harness began to slip, she switched gears, stroking him with her hand until he climaxed, the camera capturing every bead of sweat and every labored breath. They hadn’t quite mastered the art of penetration-only orgasms, but that made the moment more real, more human. There was something undeniably hot about the authenticity of it all, and the wife…well, she was an absolute knockout.

Watching it alone now, the memory of Kelly beside me while we watched together on Sunday resurfaced. I hadn’t been entirely sure how I felt about the idea of being pegged then, but now, as I revisited these videos, the initial hesitation had morphed into something else. There was something about the way her body moved, the confident sway of her hips, and the thought of her firm control that stirred something deeper within me.

The fact that Kelly and I were planning to visit the sex store on Wednesday hadn’t been explicitly tied to this newfound curiosity, but the implication hung heavy between us, unsaid yet undeniable. Were we really heading in this direction? Would Kelly take the lead the way I’d seen in these videos, her own body pressed against mine, her hands guiding the way?

A week ago, this would’ve been unimaginable. Now, it was starting to feel like an inevitable, exciting new chapter in our sexual adventures. I didn’t expect to come out of our first swing with a fresh perspective on something so different, but the surprise was a welcome one.

And the thought of watching Kelly’s body move—her breasts bouncing with each motion—had me opening up to the idea far more quickly than I would’ve admitted out loud.

Unbeknownst to me, Kelly had also revisited the same couple's videos during her lunch break. She slipped into the back corner of her local diner, asking for a booth far from the prying eyes of other diners. It was quiet here, with only the soft hum of conversation around her, a perfect spot to indulge in a bit of privacy. As she opened the couple's profile, the familiar playlists appeared on her screen. The first playlist was titled "Strapon Play." The second, "Toy Collection," intrigued her, but it was the third playlist that caught her off guard—just three initials: FLR.

Curiosity tugged at her as she lingered over the letters. FLR…she hadn’t heard the term before. It pulled her in, like an itch she needed to scratch. With a glance around the diner to make sure no one was looking her way, she clicked the playlist.

Twelve videos appeared, all from the past year and a half. The first title alone made her blink in surprise: "BBC Bull Creampies Wife While Sissy Cuck Watches." There was a lot going on there, and the jumble of words didn’t quite make sense to her. But that only made her more eager to watch. She tapped the thumbnail, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness as the video began to load.

The only downside of her booth's location was the weak phone signal. The video buffered slowly, testing her patience. She stared down at her phone, the image frozen on the loading screen, feeling her pulse quicken just a little.

"More water?"

Kelly jumped, startled by the waitress suddenly appearing by her side. She quickly flipped her phone over, embarrassed by the near miss.

"Oh, no. Thank you, though," she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

The waitress nodded and left, her presence barely acknowledged as Kelly turned her attention back to the screen. The video had finally loaded, and she was immediately drawn into the scene. The first thing that caught her eye was the wife’s outfit—a stunning set of red lingerie: a lacy bra, matching panties, garter, and sheer stockings that clung to her body like they were made just for her. The woman was breathtaking. Kelly’s eyes traced the curve of her hips, the sway of her legs as she walked with confidence across what seemed like an opulent hotel room. It was far more luxurious than the room she and I had stayed in on Friday night.

Kelly’s gaze lingered on the woman’s body, her mind wandering. The wife’s breasts, ample but not overwhelming, were not unlike her own, and for a brief moment, she wondered if she could pull off that same look. Her thoughts drifted to her own underwear drawer, filled with comfortable, but plain choices—nothing remotely close to what she was seeing. She couldn’t remember the last time she wore something sexy, something that made her feel this empowered.

Her attention snapped back to the video as the camera panned across the room. The husband sat naked in a chair in the corner, a passive observer, his eyes fixated on the bed where another figure lay—the bull, she remembered from the title. Even on the small screen of her phone, the man was impossible to ignore. His body was sculpted, his muscles rippling as he moved slightly, a picture of raw masculinity. He was a stunning contrast to the wife’s softness, a perfect balance of dominance and allure.

Kelly’s breath caught as she watched the wife approach him. There was an undeniable energy between them, even through the tiny screen in her hand, and she found herself unable to look away. The scene was magnetic, every movement deliberate, every glance loaded with meaning. The bull was, without a doubt, a complete stud. She felt a strange heat rising in her, the scene unfolding in a way that both fascinated and unsettled her.

The wife glided across the room with the same quiet confidence, picking up something small from the nightstand before walking over to her husband. She stood in front of him, speaking for about thirty seconds, her lips moving in a way that hinted at a deeper dynamic between them. Kelly cursed herself for not bringing her earbuds. Watching the video in silence left her frustrated, unable to hear what was clearly an important part of the exchange. The wife then turned back toward the bed, where the Bull waited patiently, his massive frame stretched out, a smirk playing at the corner of his lips.

She crawled onto the bed beside him, her fingers trailing lightly across his taut, muscled body. His boxer briefs clung to his powerful thighs, showing off every contour of his physique, and the bulge beneath the fabric was impossible to ignore. Kelly’s eyes were drawn to it instinctively—there was no mistaking the sheer size of him. The wife’s hands moved expertly, tracing the outline of the Bull’s cock, her fingers lingering just long enough to make the scene feel unbearably sensual. His large hand cupped her breasts, perfectly framed by the red lingerie, as if it were a moment they had rehearsed a thousand times.

In a fluid motion, the wife sat up, her eyes locked on the Bull’s, and reached down to pull his boxers down over his hips. Kelly felt her breath catch as the Bull’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy, a mesmerizing sight. It had to be as wide around as her wrist, and the wife wasted no time wrapping her fingers around it, her expression one of reverence as she lay back down beside him. She rested her head on his chiseled abdomen, her eyes fixed on his impressive length, stroking him slowly as if savoring every inch.

Kelly could almost feel the heat of the moment herself, her thoughts drifting back to Friday night. She knew that sensation—the weight of something so thick filling her mouth, the salty taste of precum teasing her tongue. She could remember it vividly now, and watching the wife do the same stirred a mixture of longing and curiosity within her.

The scene stretched on for minutes, the wife’s hand and mouth working in rhythm, her head bobbing gently as she stroked and sucked the Bull’s cock. The contrast of her delicate features and his massive size was hypnotizing. And then, after what felt like an eternity, the wife paused, lifting her head to speak to her husband again, her voice calm, but the words lost to Kelly without the volume on.

It was too much—Kelly couldn’t take not knowing what was being said. She felt her curiosity gnawing at her as she finished the last bite of her sandwich, grabbed the check, and hurried to the register to pay. Her thoughts raced, still locked on the video, and as she moved, she suddenly became aware of her own body—how hard her nipples had become under her shirt, a reaction she hadn’t even noticed until now.

Once in the car, she wasted no time. She opened the video again, cranked up the volume, and leaned back in her seat, ready to immerse herself in the moment.

“Put the camera on the dresser and come lick my pussy,” the wife commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

“Yes, ma’am,” her husband replied without hesitation.

When he stood up, something caught Kelly's eye. He wasn’t fully naked, after all. Squinting at the small screen, she realized he was wearing women’s panties—delicate, lace-trimmed, and snug against his body. The contrast was jarring yet intriguing. It was a detail she hadn’t expected, adding a layer of complexity to the dynamic between them.

The husband moved to the edge of the bed, awkwardly positioning himself half on, half off, his body hanging precariously over the side. It didn’t look comfortable, but there was no sign of discomfort on his face. He was focused solely on his wife, whose legs were spread wide, her red lace panties pushed to the side. He dove between her thighs, his face disappearing against her wet, swollen lips as he began to lick her with fervor.

The wife groaned in response, her hand wrapped tightly around the massive cock of the Bull beside her, her lips still hovering just above the head. The sound of her moan was low, primal, sending a shiver down Kelly’s spine.

“Oh baby, that feels so good,” the wife gasped. “Make me cum. You got a big black cock in your ass two nights this week—it’s time to return the favor.”

The shift in power was palpable, the tension between the three unmistakable. Kelly felt her pulse quicken as she watched the husband work his tongue with skill, clearly well-practiced in the art of pleasuring his wife. Her body reacted immediately, writhing with pleasure, her moans growing louder as the Bull’s cock remained in her grasp, her strokes becoming more erratic.

Kelly couldn’t look away. The wife’s body was stunning—curvy and powerful, every inch of her wrapped in that gorgeous red lingerie, arching and trembling as her orgasm began to build. It didn’t take long before she was lost in it, her hips bucking against her husband’s mouth as he licked her relentlessly. Her moans became a symphony of pleasure, her body moving in perfect harmony with the waves of ecstasy that rolled through her.

Even as she climaxed, the wife never let go of the Bull’s cock. Her lips returned to it, sucking and stroking while her body quaked, her orgasm seeming to last an eternity. Kelly watched in awe, captivated by the way the wife maintained her control, her pleasure evident in every movement. It was a striking image—this powerful woman, her curvy body glistening with sweat, finding her release while still pleasuring the man beside her.

"MMMM, thank you so much, sissy! You're sooo good at that!" the wife purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Kelly blinked, momentarily pulled from the scene by the sudden buzz of her phone. A text from Melissa lit up her screen: "Meeting is in 10 mins girl, whereyat?"

A wave of panic washed over her—she’d completely lost track of time. Glancing at the clock, she realized the diner was close enough to her office that she might just make it. Her heart raced, not from the rush of the impending meeting but from everything she had just witnessed. She grabbed her purse, threw a tip on the table, and made her way out of the diner, her mind still spinning.

Normally, Kelly was a cautious driver, barely touching her phone and relying only on hands-free controls. But after what she’d just seen, she couldn’t shake the question lingering in her mind. What exactly was FLR? As soon as she hit a stoplight, she quickly typed the letters into the search bar, her fingers trembling with anticipation. The results began to load just as she pulled into the office parking lot.

She stepped out of the car, still glued to her phone, and clicked on the first article that appeared: "A Cuckoldress Guide to Life." She knew time was running out, but her curiosity overpowered her sense of urgency. She skimmed the opening lines, her eyes catching on the phrase: Female Led Relationship.

“Interesting,” she murmured under her breath, filing the term away in the back of her mind as she made her way into the office, barely slipping into the meeting on time.

That evening, Kelly and I got home almost simultaneously, both of us seeming a bit off, though neither of us mentioned it. We went through the motions—making dinner, sitting together on the couch, watching TV as if the day had been perfectly ordinary. But there was an undercurrent between us, unspoken but palpable. The silence between us wasn’t uncomfortable, but it was heavy, as if we were both keeping something just beneath the surface.

After a few episodes, Kelly stretched, gave me a soft kiss, and told me she was heading to shower and read before bed. I nodded, watching her as she made her way to the bedroom, her steps deliberate yet distracted. Once I heard the sound of the shower running, I felt the urge surge up in me again.

I grabbed my phone.

There was no hesitation this time—I went straight back to the couple's videos, compelled to see what else they had been up to. The more I watched, the more I realized how deeply this couple had evolved. Their early videos were rough around the edges, but now, the production quality had improved, and the thought behind each scene was clear. It wasn’t just sex anymore—it was a carefully crafted dynamic, a dance of power and submission.

As I clicked through the next couple of videos, I could see how much better the wife had become at teasing her husband, pushing him to the edge and reeling him back with a few well-chosen words or a flick of her wrist. She had him under her complete control, her commands more domineering, her confidence growing with each video. There was no mistaking the power she held over him now, and it was obvious that he loved every second of it.

It reminded me of Jess—how strange it had been when she first made me call her ma'am. At the time, it had felt awkward, foreign. But now, thinking back, there was something undeniably hot about it. The way she asserted her control, the way it made me feel both vulnerable and desired, all at once.

I shifted on the couch, feeling the heat build in me as I watched the wife relentlessly tease her husband. Her dominance was effortless, natural, and with each passing minute, I found myself sinking deeper into the allure of it all.

The last video on the third page of the playlist caught my eye: "Husband Cums on BBC." The title was ambiguous, leaving room for interpretation. In my mind, BBC usually referred to a black man, which didn’t quite fit with the rest of the strapon-themed clips I’d been watching. Curiosity got the better of me, and I clicked on the video. A wave of relief washed over me when I realized it was another hot strapon scene.

This one followed a familiar pattern—intense, calculated domination. The wife had perfected her technique, driving her husband to the brink of ecstasy through pure prostate stimulation. The last five videos had all ended the same way: with the husband cumming hands-free, his body trembling from the pleasure. And by now, I’d learned the rhythm, timing my own release to coincide with his, the waves of sensation crashing through me as he reached his climax on screen.

As the warmth of my orgasm faded, I continued watching, letting the scene play out.

“Oh baby, that was so hot,” the wife purred, her voice laced with control. “Look how hard you cum now just from getting fucked. James and I are so proud of you. You’re becoming such a good little sissy.”

Her words hung in the air as the screen faded to black.

Whoa.

The word slipped from my lips as I processed what I had just heard. She had called him sissy again, just as she had in the first video I’d watched. It was like a puzzle piece I hadn’t even realized was missing until now. The pegging, the prostate pleasure—it all made sense on a physical level. But the demeaning, controlling talk? Calling her husband a sissy? That was something else entirely. It was a mind fuck, honestly. There was something undeniably hot about the dominance, the way she held all the power in their dynamic. But this idea of turning her husband into a “sissy”—I couldn’t wrap my head around it.

Why would a woman want to be married to a sissy? I wondered. What was in that for her? There was clearly a whole psychological layer here that I hadn’t even considered before, and it left me unsettled. But also…intrigued.

Realizing I had spent the better part of ninety minutes diving into this couple’s world, I glanced at the clock and sighed. It was late, and I had an early morning ahead of me. Reluctantly, I turned off my phone, trying to shake the thoughts swirling in my mind. But even as I closed my eyes, the questions lingered, pulling at the edges of my consciousness.

Meanwhile, in the bedroom, Kelly had just finished her shower. She slipped under the covers, her phone in hand, and immediately reopened the article she’d skimmed earlier in the day. This time, she took her time, reading every word carefully. Female Led Relationships—the term seemed to cover a wide range of dynamics, much broader than she had initially thought. As she scrolled through article after article, the pieces started to fall into place. Many women in the cuckolding world, it seemed, also embraced elements of FLR. And part of that often included the “sissification” of their husbands.

Kelly paused, her finger hovering over the screen as she stared at the words. Sissification. It was a concept she hadn’t even considered before, but now it was right in front of her. She had always thought of herself as open-minded, never prudish, but she realized now how much she had left unexplored. In just a few short days, she had uncovered an entire world of sexual curiosity that had been hidden in plain sight all along.

She glanced over at me, fast asleep, oblivious to the thoughts racing through her mind. There was so much to process, so much to unpack. But as she turned off her phone and settled in, one thing was certain—this world of sexual exploration was far larger than she had ever imagined. And now, she couldn’t help but wonder where it would lead next.

It all began to fall into place. The dynamics of these relationships, though unconventional, had their own logic. The Bull knew exactly what he brought to the table—his size, his prowess. He had no interest in the emotional or relational complexities that typically come with marriage. He just wanted to fuck. Simple, straightforward. The wife, too, was focused on one thing—being properly fucked. Not just touched or loved, but thoroughly taken, in a way that only a man with a huge cock and expert control could provide. The word fuck had taken on a whole new meaning for Kelly after Friday night with Leon. It was no longer just an act—it was an experience, a form of domination and submission, a kind of pleasure that shook her to her core.

And that left the husband. On the outside, it might seem like he was being sidelined, pushed out of the central equation. But as Leon had hinted in his text, a husband’s ego was often the biggest obstacle in these dynamics. That’s where sissification came in, it seemed—breaking down that ego, shifting the husband's focus. Sure, he was still getting pleasure, but not in the traditional way. For some men, Kelly thought, that might be enough at first. But over time, the novelty could wear off. That’s why sissifying them, embedding their submission deeply into their psyche, seemed necessary. It allowed the Bull and the wife to enjoy their drama-free, high-intensity encounters, while the husband still found his place, his pleasure, in the hierarchy.

It was a system. A win-win-win, as long as everyone understood their role. The lines had to be clear, rigidly defined. The wife and Bull at the top, the husband below, his pleasure secondary to theirs, but still present. The balance held, so long as the control remained intact.

As Kelly sat with these thoughts, a question began to creep into her mind, one that had seemed ludicrous only a week ago: Could this ever be possible with us?

Seven days ago, if someone had asked her if I would ever allow another man to exclusively fuck her—let alone accept that my own sexual pleasure would come from being fucked in the ass with a large strap-on—she would’ve thought it absurd, even laughable. But today? Today was different. After witnessing how I had reacted over the weekend, how I’d been turned on, not just by her pleasure but by something deeper, Kelly found herself reconsidering everything.

The truth was, she was already desperate to be with Leon again. The idea of him filling her, taking her in a way that satisfied her on every level, had consumed her thoughts ever since Friday night. And if there was a way to keep everyone happy, to make sure we both had our pleasures met—even if they came from vastly different places—then wasn’t it worth considering?

She told herself it was the best solution. Maximum pleasure for everyone, she thought, a determination settling in her chest. For me, it might be a huge shift, an exploration into something neither of us had ever expected. But for Kelly, the idea had become more than a fantasy. It was becoming a plan.

Kelly had never been one to masturbate often, but tonight, something felt different. Curiosity mingled with arousal as she decided to continue her "research" by watching more of the couple’s videos. She was already feeling the heat build within her, and the allure of the unknown had her reaching for her phone again. Opening the video she had started at lunch, Kelly made herself comfortable, letting her fingers trace lightly over her body as the familiar faces filled her screen.

The scene resumed with the wife and her Bull, their lips locked in an intense, heated kiss. The husband had stepped off the bed, now relegated to cameraman duty, filming them from a distance. The couple’s foreplay was slow but deliberate, a build-up that made Kelly's own pulse quicken. The Bull’s dominance was palpable as he took control of the moment, flipping himself on top of the wife with ease. His large hands slid under her thighs, pulling her body flush against his, and Kelly’s fingers mimicked the growing intensity of the scene.

The Bull pressed his thumb firmly against the wife’s clit, and her reaction was immediate—her back arched off the bed as a deep moan escaped her lips. Kelly could practically feel the heat radiating from the screen. The Bull pulled her red lace panties to the side with a casual possessiveness, positioning his thick cock at the entrance of her wet, eager pussy.

“Are you ready for this big black cock?” he growled, his voice thick with dominance.

“Oh my god, yes. I’ve needed to get fucked by your cock so bad,” the wife replied, her voice breathless with desire. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Kelly’s thoughts drifted to the first video she’d watched with me. The language the wife used now—desperate, yearning—was almost identical to what the husband had said before being pegged by her strapon. Both of them craved the same thing: the overwhelming pleasure only these huge cocks could give them.

As the Bull pressed himself inside the wife, she let out a gasp that Kelly recognized all too well. It was that sharp intake of breath, that sudden stretch, the feeling of being completely filled. Kelly’s fingers quickened as her body responded to the familiar memory, her own need building with every thrust the Bull made.

Minutes passed, the Bull driving deeper into the wife, his pace quickening as their moans filled the room. Kelly’s hand moved faster, in sync with the rhythmic rocking of the wife’s body. The husband had finally found his place on the other side of the bed, giving the camera a full view of the wife’s breasts bouncing in perfect rhythm with the Bull’s deep, measured strokes. Her hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles white with the effort, and her moans grew louder, more desperate.

As Kelly neared her own climax, she began to wonder if the Bull would cum inside the wife. Her mind flashed back to her own experience with Leon. When he had fucked her, the way he had filled her with his thick, hot load, she had begged for it—pleaded for it, even. The memory of it was primal, raw. I hadn’t said anything about it afterward, and neither had she. Maybe because the idea of her craving a stranger’s cum inside her had seemed too wild, too far beyond the boundaries of what we had known.

But here, in the video, both the wife and the husband were clear about what they wanted.

“James is going to pump me full of his cum,” the wife moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Does that turn my little sissy on?”

“Yes, it does, ma’am,” the husband replied, his voice submissive and eager. “He’s shooting deeper in you than I’ll ever be able to.”

With that encouragement, the Bull began pounding harder, his cock driving into the wife with renewed intensity. Her moans became guttural, her body quaking beneath him. It was almost animalistic, the way her orgasm took hold of her, wave after wave crashing over her as the Bull claimed her completely.

Kelly’s own climax hit just as hard. She bit her lip, stifling a moan as her body tensed and shuddered with pleasure. Her fingers slowed as the sensations subsided, her mind swirling with everything she had just experienced—both on screen and within herself.

As she lay there, catching her breath, Kelly realized something. She didn’t masturbate often, but moments like these made her wonder why. The pleasure was undeniable, the release profound. Quickly, she closed out of the video and turned off her phone, careful not to repeat the previous night’s mistake of leaving her curiosity out in the open. I could come into the room at any moment, and she didn’t want to be caught off guard.

But even in the quiet darkness, as she lay there, Kelly couldn’t stop thinking about all that she had learned—and how much more there was to explore. Tomorrow’s homework, she decided, would be the "Toy Collection" videos. She needed to know what she was looking for when we went shopping, what would guide her choices for our next step.

Little did I know, this was going to be far more extensive than I imagined.

Her last thought before drifting off to sleep was of Friday. She had eight days left to sway me down a path I hadn’t even considered, or known existed, just five days ago. The real work was about to begin.


The Final Step

The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, revealing the entrance to Leon’s penthouse. The air felt different here—elevated, charged. I exchanged a glance with Kelly, whose lips curled into a nervous but excited smile. It had been days of building anticipation, and now, as we stepped into the luxurious hallway, it felt like we had crossed into another world.

Jess greeted us at the door, her expression warm but knowing. She was dressed simply, but everything about her screamed elegance and control. “Welcome,” she said smoothly, stepping aside to let us in. “Come on, let me show you around.”

The apartment was stunning. Every corner was a testament to wealth and sophistication—sleek lines, floor-to-ceiling windows, and marble floors that seemed to glow under the subtle lighting. Jess led us through the open living area, where a massive sectional sofa overlooked the skyline. The view was breathtaking, but the space felt intimate, designed for more than just luxury living.

She pointed out the features as we walked. “That’s the jacuzzi,” she said, gesturing to the sunken tub, its clear waters bubbling invitingly in the corner. “Steam room’s just beyond it. There’s also a private bar.”

Kelly’s eyes widened as she took it all in, and I could feel the quiet excitement building between us. The entire space felt like an invitation—an invitation to indulge, to let go.

Jess led us to the balcony, her heels clicking softly on the tiled floor. The city stretched out beneath us, lights twinkling like stars against the night sky. The air was cool and fresh, a stark contrast to the intensity simmering just below the surface. And then I saw them.

Leon stood at the edge of the balcony, his back to the glass railing, looking completely at ease. He was fully dressed in tailored slacks and a crisp shirt, but one thing stood out—his cock, thick and rigid, protruding from his pants. Kneeling before him, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, was Venice. Her lips were wrapped around Leon’s shaft, moving in slow, deliberate motions.

For a moment, the sight was surreal. The contrast of Leon’s calm, powerful presence and Venice’s quiet devotion created a strange harmony. It was as if this moment had been happening for hours, unfolding naturally, unhurried by time. Jess stopped at the doorway to the balcony, allowing Kelly and me to take in the scene.

Just as Venice’s head moved with practiced precision, Leon’s eyes flicked up, meeting mine for a brief second. His lips curved into a subtle smile, as if our arrival had been expected.

Without a word, his hand slid to the back of Venice’s head, guiding her gently as his hips thrust forward once, twice. His movements were smooth, calculated, and then, in an instant, his body tensed. A low, guttural sound escaped his lips as he came. Venice didn’t pause, didn’t flinch. She swallowed every drop, her lips sealed tightly around his cock until the last pulse subsided.

Then, as casually as if nothing had happened, Venice released him, wiping the corner of her mouth with a finger before rising gracefully to her feet. She smoothed her dress, her eyes meeting Leon’s with a small smile, as though they’d simply shared a quiet moment.

Kelly stood beside me, her breathing shallow, her eyes wide with fascination. I could feel the tension radiating off her as she processed what we had just witnessed.

Jess, unbothered, simply smiled and gestured for us to step out onto the balcony, as if the scene we had walked in on was the most natural thing in the world.

"Shall we?"

Leon’s eyes shifted from me to Kelly, his smile widening as he tucked himself back into his pants. Even as his cock softened, the size of it was still overwhelming. I couldn’t help but stare, stunned by its sheer presence. It seemed impossible for something that size to fit back into his tailored slacks so easily, but with a casual grace, Leon adjusted himself and zipped up, as though nothing unusual had just transpired on the balcony.

“Glad you both could make it,” Leon said smoothly, his deep voice carrying the same effortless authority. He gestured toward the interior of the apartment. “Why don’t we head inside? Have a drink.”

Kelly nodded, still processing what we had just seen, and we followed Leon back into the penthouse. Inside, the atmosphere was warm, almost cozy, with the city lights casting a soft glow through the massive windows. We settled on the huge sectional sofa, its plush cushions enveloping us as we sat. Jess poured drinks with practiced ease, handing us each a glass. Leon sat across from us, lounging comfortably, as though what we had witnessed moments ago was just another part of the evening.

We sipped our drinks, engaging in light conversation, but the tension in the air was undeniable. My heart was still racing, and I could tell Kelly was both nervous and excited. She kept stealing glances at Leon, her body language betraying her curiosity.

After a few minutes, Venice stood up, her expression calm and composed. “I’m going to get ready,” she said simply, her voice soft but firm.

A knot tightened in my chest. I knew exactly what that meant.

Venice disappeared down a hallway, leaving the rest of us in silence. I tried to steady my breathing, but the anticipation gnawed at me. Leon set his drink down and stood, crossing over to Kelly. Without a word, he reached out and gently pulled her to her feet.

“Let’s make things more comfortable, shall we?” he murmured, his hands already moving to the buttons of her blouse.

Kelly didn’t resist. She looked up at him with wide eyes, and I could see her breath catch as he undid each button, slowly revealing more of her body. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, powerless to do anything but sit there, drink in hand, as Leon undressed my wife with a practiced ease that made it clear he had done this before.

Jess slid beside me, her hands cool against my skin as she began to undress me in the same deliberate way. I was frozen, caught between arousal and discomfort, as her fingers worked methodically to peel away my clothing. Soon, Kelly stood naked in front of Leon, her skin flushed, her breathing shallow. My own clothes were gone too, and I felt the cool air hit my bare skin as Jess guided me to my feet.

“Stand here,” she said, her voice firm. She positioned me next to Leon, both of us naked now, but the contrast couldn’t have been more obvious. Jess stepped back, her eyes raking over both of us, the corner of her mouth twitching with amusement. “Let’s see what we’re working with, shall we?”

My face flushed as I stood beside Leon, painfully aware of how much smaller I was next to him. His cock hung casually, soft but still intimidatingly large, while mine was starting to harden, despite my best efforts to control it. I hated how my body was reacting, but I couldn’t stop it. Every second that passed seemed to make it worse.

Jess circled us slowly, her eyes darting between us with an almost clinical detachment. “Well, there’s no competition here, is there?” she said, her tone laced with cruelty. “Leon, even soft, is... impressive.” Her hand reached out to trace the outline of Leon’s cock, her fingers lingering just long enough to make the point clear. “And you,” she said, turning her gaze to me, “you’re getting hard just standing next to him, aren’t you?”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. I could feel the blood rushing to my cock, betraying me as it stiffened further. Jess wasn’t wrong. Despite my discomfort, I was getting harder by the second, my body reacting against my will.

Leon stood there, calm and confident, his cock still soft, while I struggled to maintain composure. He didn’t need to say anything—his relaxed posture and the amused smirk on his face said it all.

Jess’s hand wrapped around my now fully hard cock, giving it a firm squeeze. “Look at this,” she said, addressing Kelly. “Your husband can’t even control himself. But tell me, Kelly, which one would you rather have inside you?”

Kelly’s cheeks flushed, her eyes darting between me and Leon. She hesitated, biting her lip, but I could see the answer in her eyes before she even spoke.

“Leon’s,” she whispered, barely audible.

“Say it louder,” Jess commanded, her voice sharp. “Tell your husband the truth.”

Kelly swallowed, her voice trembling as she spoke. “Leon’s cock. It’s... bigger. Better. I’d choose his cock over yours.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and final. Leon’s smirk widened, clearly enjoying my discomfort, while Jess squeezed my cock one last time before stepping back.

Jess seemed to sense the tension in the air, her gaze sharp and calculating. Without a word, she began to strip, slowly peeling off her clothing with a casual grace that drew all eyes to her. Her confidence was palpable, and it only heightened the charged atmosphere. Once she was completely nude, she moved toward Kelly, her movements fluid and precise. In one swift motion, Jess pushed Kelly down onto her knees in front of Leon.

Kelly’s breath hitched as she looked up at him, her lips parting in anticipation. With a deep exhale, she leaned forward, taking Leon’s thickening cock into her mouth. Her initial touch was gentle, but it didn’t take long for her enthusiasm to build. She gripped him firmly, her head bobbing in slow, deliberate strokes as Leon’s cock swelled harder with each movement.

Leon let out a low groan, settling himself back onto the sofa, his hand resting lightly on Kelly’s head as she worked his length with eager passion. His cock, now fully hard, gleamed in the dim light as Kelly’s lips slid up and down, her tongue swirling over the tip with every pass.

Jess, watching with a satisfied smirk, then turned to me. Her eyes locked onto mine as she grabbed my arm, pulling me down beside her. “Your turn,” she said, her voice cool and commanding.

I felt a jolt of uncertainty as I knelt beside Kelly, my eyes darting from her intense focus on Leon’s cock to the expectation on Jess’s face. With a mixture of apprehension and arousal, I lowered my head between Jess’s thighs, feeling the heat of her skin against my lips. She smelled of power and control, her confidence almost intoxicating as I began to work my tongue against her.

Next to me, Kelly moaned softly as she took more of Leon’s cock into her mouth, her enthusiasm growing with every second. Leon’s hips started to move, thrusting gently into Kelly’s mouth as she sucked him with renewed vigor. His eyes were half-closed, a smirk tugging at his lips as he savored every moment.

Jess spread her legs wider, her hands tangling in my hair as she pressed me deeper against her. I could hear her breathing quicken, her body reacting to the rhythm of my tongue as I tried to keep up with the growing tension around me. My mind raced, trying to focus on her while being painfully aware of Kelly just inches away, her own mouth now sliding up and down Leon’s rigid shaft.

As Kelly’s movements became more urgent, Leon let out a deep, throaty moan. He was close, his grip tightening on Kelly’s hair as he began to thrust more forcefully into her mouth. I could hear the wet sounds of her lips sliding over him, punctuated by Leon’s groans and the soft gasps escaping from Jess as I continued to pleasure her.

Jess’s breath hitched, her thighs tensing around my head. I felt her orgasm coming, her moans growing louder, sharper. With a final flick of my tongue, I felt her body shudder, her hips bucking against my face as she came. She pulled my head tight against her, forcing me to drink in every bit of her pleasure.

At the same moment, Leon groaned, his voice low and guttural as he came hard into Kelly’s mouth. She moaned softly as she swallowed, her lips never leaving his cock as he spilled into her. His body tensed, then relaxed into the cushions, his hand still resting on the back of Kelly’s head as she took the last of him.

Just as the tension began to release from the room, a new presence emerged. From the hallway, Venice appeared, her silhouette sharp in the dim light. But this time, she wasn’t dressed in the soft clothes she’d worn earlier. Instead, she wore nothing but an 8-inch black strapon, the gleaming dildo jutting out from her hips like a bold statement of intent.

I froze, my eyes flicking between Venice, Kelly, and Jess, unsure of where to focus. My mind raced, overwhelmed by everything happening around me. Kelly was still on her knees in front of Leon, her mouth lingering on his cock as Venice approached with confident, purposeful strides. Jess’s hand rested possessively on my shoulder, a quiet reminder of where I was, even as my senses were pulled in every direction.

I didn’t know where to look, or what was coming next, but one thing was certain—this was only the beginning.

Leon leaned down toward Kelly, his hand brushing gently through her hair as he whispered something in her ear. Her eyes flickered, a smile curling at the edges of her lips. Whatever he said to her, it stirred something in her, and she turned to face me, her expression shifting from coy to something far more intense.

Before I could react, Kelly was on me. She grabbed the back of my head with surprising force, pulling me toward her until our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue pressed insistently against mine, and immediately I tasted it—thick, salty, unmistakable. Leon’s cum. My stomach twisted in disgust, and I tried to pull away, but her grip tightened, her fingers tangling in my hair, keeping me locked in place.

I struggled against her, but Kelly wasn’t letting go. The kiss deepened, and with every second, I could feel the hot taste of Leon’s load spreading across my tongue. It was overwhelming, and I wanted to recoil, but Kelly wouldn’t allow it. Her control over me in that moment was absolute, her mouth relentless as she forced me to taste every drop.

When she finally let me go, I jerked my head back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, my face twisted in disgust. I could still taste it—thick, lingering, impossible to ignore. My stomach churned, the humiliation sinking in as I tried to catch my breath.

But Kelly wasn’t done.

With a swift, sudden motion, she slapped my cock hard, the sharp sting jolting through me. I gasped, my body tensing in shock.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t like it,” she said, her voice low and cutting. “Not when your little cock is so hard.”

I glanced down, the undeniable truth staring back at me—despite everything, I was still painfully erect. My body had betrayed me, and Kelly knew it. She smirked, her eyes cold, watching the way my cock throbbed in response to the sharp slap.

Leon stretched lazily, his hand still wrapped around Kelly’s as he stood up. His cock, still mostly hard, bobbed slightly as he walked with her toward the bedroom. Kelly followed him with an eagerness that was impossible to miss, her fingers entwined with his as they disappeared through the doorway. I lingered for a moment, the aftertaste of the earlier encounter still heavy on my tongue, my heart racing with a mix of anger, arousal, and something I couldn’t fully name.

When I entered the bedroom a few seconds later, the scene before me made my stomach twist. Kelly was already on the bed, on all fours, her ass raised high in the air, presenting herself to Leon. Her body trembled with anticipation, her eyes glazed over with lust. And Leon, standing at the edge of the bed, looked down at her with a smug, knowing smile. His cock was fully erect now, thick and glistening, hanging heavily between his legs as he stroked it casually.

“Go on,” Leon said, his voice a low growl. “Beg for it.”

Kelly bit her lip, her breathing ragged. She hesitated for a moment, then her voice came out in a soft, pleading whimper. “Please... please fuck me. I need it.”

Leon raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying the desperation in her tone. “Louder,” he demanded.

Kelly’s face flushed with embarrassment, but the lust overpowered everything else. “Please, Leon,” she begged, her voice louder now, more insistent. “I need your cock. I need you to fuck me. Please.”

Her words hung in the air, dripping with desperation. Leon grinned, clearly pleased with her performance. Without another word, he moved behind her, positioning his cock at the entrance to her pussy. The sight of his massive length poised to take her was both mesmerizing and humiliating. I stood frozen, watching as he teased her with the head of his cock, rubbing it slowly against her slick entrance.

“Is this what you want?” he asked, his voice dripping with control.

“Yes,” Kelly moaned, her voice trembling. “God, yes. Please fuck me.”

Leon didn’t hesitate. He thrust forward with a powerful motion, his thick cock disappearing into Kelly’s pussy in one swift movement. Kelly’s body jolted, her moan loud and guttural as she felt him stretch her. “Oh my God,” she gasped, “you’re so fucking big.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, but I couldn’t look away. Leon began to move, slowly at first, each stroke deliberate, measured. Kelly’s moans filled the room, growing louder with every thrust, her body responding to him in a way that made my stomach churn. She gripped the sheets, her back arching as she pushed herself back against him, craving more.

Jess appeared at my side, her hands firm on my shoulders as she guided me down to the floor. “Lie down,” she commanded softly, and I obeyed, my body trembling with a mix of shame and arousal. She positioned me on my back beneath Kelly, my face inches away from where Leon’s cock was sliding in and out of her. It was an obscene position, one that left no room for dignity. Kelly’s pussy was right above me, and I could see everything—every inch of Leon’s thick cock as it plunged into her, his heavy balls bouncing against her with each thrust. The wet, slick sound of their fucking filled my ears as I lay there, helpless.

“Go on,” Jess whispered, pushing my head forward. “Make yourself useful.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry with humiliation as I brought my lips to Kelly’s pussy. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the wetness coating her lips as I tentatively licked her clit. Above me, Kelly moaned, but it wasn’t because of me. It was because of Leon—because of the way he was fucking her, deep and hard, his massive cock filling her completely. My tongue flicked over her clit again, but I could tell she barely noticed. All her attention was on Leon, her body trembling with each of his thrusts.

From my position, I could see everything. Leon’s cock was enormous, stretching Kelly in a way I could never hope to. His balls swung heavily, slapping against her as he fucked her with a relentless rhythm. Her pussy tightened around him again and again, spasming as she came, and I was right there, inches away, watching it all happen. I licked and sucked at her clit, desperately trying to bring her more pleasure, but it was clear that what she wanted, what she needed, was the man above her.

Kelly moaned louder, her voice breathless. “Oh God, Leon, you’re so deep... fuck... don’t stop.”

I could see the way her pussy clenched around his cock, the way her juices coated him as he pounded into her. Her orgasm hit hard, her body trembling as her pussy spasmed over and over again, clenching tight around Leon’s thick shaft. From beneath her, I could see every detail—her pussy stretching, her body shaking, the slickness that coated Leon’s cock as he continued to drive into her.

Her moans filled the air, echoing around the room as her orgasm built again. I was right there, forced to witness it all from just inches away.

Just when I thought the humiliation couldn’t deepen, I felt a shift behind me. Venice had moved silently into position between my legs, and the sudden, cold press of the strap-on against my ass made my entire body tense. My breath hitched, my heart racing as I realized what was about to happen. The thick, rubber length pressed against my entrance, and I could feel the weight of it, heavy and unyielding, as she teased me, sliding the tip back and forth with agonizing slowness.

I lay there, completely exposed, with Kelly’s wet, spasming pussy inches from my face and Leon’s massive cock still pounding into her, but now Venice was in control of me. Every muscle in my body tightened as she pushed forward, the pressure growing until, finally, the thick head of the strap-on breached my ass.

A strangled gasp escaped my lips as I felt the stretch. The intrusion was sharp, immediate, and impossible to ignore. My body instinctively fought against it, clenching tightly around the thick rubber, but there was no escaping the sensation. Venice took her time, pushing deeper with slow, deliberate strokes, filling me inch by inch until I could feel every agonizing detail of the strap-on inside me.

I was vulnerable. Utterly helpless. Pinned beneath my wife as she was fucked by another man, while Venice fucked me from below. The weight of it all—the thick, unrelenting pressure of the strap-on, the heat and wetness of Kelly’s pussy spasming above me—made it feel as though every last shred of my dignity was being torn away.

Venice didn’t hold back. Once she was inside me, she began to move, thrusting slowly at first, then building a rhythm that mirrored Leon’s. The rubber cock filled me completely, and every time she pulled back, my ass clenched tightly around it, the sensation both overwhelming and humiliating. My body wasn’t used to this kind of invasion, and every thrust sent a shock of discomfort through me, but there was no escaping it.

Above me, Kelly moaned, her voice breathless and desperate as Leon continued to fuck her with relentless force. I could see his massive cock sliding in and out of her pussy, every inch coated in her juices, his heavy balls slapping against her with each thrust. My face was so close, I could feel the heat radiating off them, could see the way Kelly’s body trembled and shook with every powerful stroke.

And there I was, trapped beneath it all, my ass stretched around Venice’s strap-on, my mouth still trying to please Kelly’s clit even though I knew she was completely lost in Leon’s cock.

Jess stood nearby, laughing softly, her giggles breaking through the sounds of sex that filled the room. She watched the scene with a twisted amusement, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she took in every humiliating detail. “Look at you,” she cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. “Getting fucked from both ends. You’re just a little plaything now, aren’t you?”

Her words stung, but I couldn’t respond. I was too overwhelmed by the sensation of Venice fucking my ass—each slow thrust driving the thick strap-on deeper, stretching me wider. Every movement made me feel more exposed, more vulnerable, and Jess reveled in it. She clapped her hands together, egging Venice on. “Harder,” she laughed, “give it to him harder. Make him feel it.”

Venice obeyed, her rhythm picking up as she fucked me more forcefully. The strap-on plunged into me with a brutal efficiency, and I felt every inch of it, every unrelenting stroke. My ass clenched tightly around the thick length, but there was no escape—only the sharp stretch and the dull ache of being filled again and again.

Jess watched me, her laughter echoing in my ears as she cheered them all on. “Look at him,” she said, her voice mocking. “He’s so hard, so desperate, and no one’s even touched him. Poor little thing.”

And she was right. Despite everything—the humiliation, the discomfort, the overwhelming sense of vulnerability—I was still hard. My cock throbbed painfully, leaking precum onto the sheets as it stood uselessly, ignored, between my legs. No one cared. No one touched it. I was nothing more than a pathetic afterthought as Leon’s cock slammed into Kelly above me and Venice fucked my ass below.

Kelly’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Oh God, Leon, fuck me... harder... I’m going to cum again.” Her voice was breathless, her body trembling as another orgasm built inside her. I could see it all from where I lay—the way her pussy tightened around Leon’s cock, the way her entire body shook with pleasure as he drove into her. I was right there, licking her clit, but I wasn’t the one making her cum. It was Leon. Always Leon.

Just as Kelly’s body tensed and her orgasm hit, my own ass clenched tightly around the strap-on, Venice still fucking me from below. The humiliation, the exposure, the sheer vulnerability of it all—it was too much.

Leon didn’t let up, fucking Kelly with deep, powerful thrusts until her orgasm finally washed over her. Her entire body trembled, her moans echoing through the room as she came hard around his thick cock. I could feel every shudder as she collapsed down on my face, completely overwhelmed, her legs weak and trembling. Her weight pressed against me, her skin slick with sweat, as she tried to catch her breath.

Leon groaned, his pace slowing as he reached his own peak. With one final thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, releasing a flood of cum into her pussy. Kelly moaned softly, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. Leon slid out of her slowly, his cock glistening with their combined juices.

But before I could even register what was happening, Kelly shifted, pressing her cum-filled pussy down hard onto my face. I gasped, the taste hitting me immediately—the thick, salty taste of Leon’s cum. It was overwhelming, coating my tongue, dripping from her pussy in thick streams as I was forced to lick her. I tried to pull away, but there was no escape. Kelly ground down on me, moaning softly, oblivious to my discomfort.

The taste was vile, sickening. I could feel the thick cum pooling in my mouth, the scent of sex filling my nostrils. My stomach churned, and I gagged, struggling to keep licking her as more and more cum dripped down. But as much as I hated it, as much as I wanted to stop, the more I resisted, the harder Venice fucked me from behind.

Venice’s thrusts became brutal, each one more forceful than the last. The strap-on filled me completely, stretching me, pounding into me without mercy. And all the while, Venice’s voice was sharp and cutting. “Look at you,” she sneered. “Licking your wife’s pussy like a good little bitch, tasting another man’s cum. Is this what you wanted?”

I couldn’t answer. I could barely breathe, overwhelmed by the taste and the relentless pounding. My cock, untouched and aching, was harder than it had ever been, leaking precum in long, thick strings that dripped onto my stomach. I hated myself for it, hated how my body was betraying me, but there was no denying it—I was rock hard, completely aroused despite everything.

“You think you can satisfy her with that pathetic little cock?” Venice hissed, her voice laced with contempt. “Look at her. She doesn’t need you. She needs Leon. You’re just here to clean up after him.”

I felt my balls tighten, the familiar pressure building inside me, but it made no sense. My cock hadn’t been touched. No one had even looked at it, yet I was on the edge, ready to explode.

Venice must have sensed it, because she leaned forward, her voice dripping with mockery. “Kelly, watch this. Your husband’s about to cum like a little bitch.”

Kelly, still on top of me, lifted her head slightly, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss as she looked down at me. I could barely hold back. My body tensed, and without warning, I came.

It was unlike anything I had ever experienced. My cock jerked violently, spilling thick ropes of cum onto my stomach, my hips twitching as the orgasm tore through me. It went on and on, the pleasure mixed with humiliation as I came harder than I ever had before. Venice’s laughter rang in my ears, sharp and cruel, as my cock pulsed, untouched, for what felt like a full minute. I could hear Kelly’s soft moans above me, felt the weight of her pussy pressing down on my face, and I was helpless to stop it.

When it was finally over, Kelly slid off me, collapsing onto the bed beside me, her body spent and trembling. I lay there, my chest heaving, covered in my own cum, my mind spinning from everything that had just happened.

As I looked over, I saw Jess on her knees in front of Leon, her lips wrapped around his cock. Leon’s hand rested on the back of her head, guiding her as she sucked him with slow, deliberate motions. His cock, still slick from fucking Kelly, disappeared between her lips, and within moments, he groaned, his body tensing as he came in her mouth.

Jess didn’t miss a beat. She swallowed every drop, pulling back with a satisfied smile as Leon leaned back, completely spent. She wiped her mouth casually, as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

Then, with a grin, Jess wandered over to me. She leaned down, her lips hovering over mine for a moment before she kissed me deeply, her tongue slipping into my mouth. I could taste Leon’s cum on her lips, feel the slickness of it as she kissed me harder, more passionately. When she finally pulled away, she laughed softly.

“You’re a pathetic little loser,” she whispered, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “But you did your job.”

A while later, we found ourselves back on the balcony, the cool night air washing over us. The city lights twinkled below, but the scene was anything but peaceful. Kelly was bent over the railing, her body trembling as Leon fucked her from behind. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and powerful. Kelly’s moans echoed softly in the night air, her fingers digging into the railing for support.

And beside her, I was in the same position, bent over the railing as Venice fucked me from behind. Her strap-on filled me completely, each thrust sending shivers of discomfort and shame through me. My hands gripped the railing, knuckles white as I tried to steady myself, but there was no escaping the feeling of her inside me.

Kelly’s hand slipped into mine, our fingers intertwining as we both moaned, our bodies trembling with the rhythm of the fucking. In that moment, as humiliating as it was, I turned my head slightly and caught her gaze. She mouthed the words softly, her lips forming the shape I knew so well: I love you.

I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding in my chest. “I love you too,” I mouthed back.

And as we stood there, side by side, bent over and fucked by others, we held onto each other, the bond between us unbreakable.
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Once You Go Black: A White Wife Discovers She Can't Go Back

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

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

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

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

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

Female Led Marriage: A Husband Is Introduced To Those Three Little Words

I'm struggling to catch my breath; the pain radiating through me is intense, and tears stream down my face uncontrollably.

I'm completely exposed, naked, draped over a chair in the middle of our living room.

My cock is confined in a cold, unyielding steel chastity cage, and my ass burns fiercely from the spanking my wife and her friend have just administered. Now they just stand over me, finishing their wine, casually discussing the next steps.

How did we end up here? How did I end up in this Female Led Marriage?

Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes

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

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

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

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

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