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A Deep Dark Thought 


I don't remember when I started feeling this way. I guess it just happened. Or maybe it was always inside me—something dark and delicious I hadn’t dared to touch until now.

It started as the tiniest flicker, a stray image here and there, easy enough to ignore at first. But the more I gave in to it, the harder it became to resist. And god, did I give in. I wanted to. The shame only made it hotter.

I love my wife. I always have. But no matter how many times we made love, there was always this deeper hunger inside me, gnawing at the edges. No single touch or kiss could quiet it for long. If anything, they only stoked it higher. I always masturbated, even after I got married. If I made love to my wife at night, I would wait until she left for work in the morning, and jack off before I had to go to work—still hard from the night before, aching for more.

And it was always the same scene playing out in my head. I would fantasize about my wife and I, usually with other people. Her body, open and eager for more than just me. Other hands on her. Other cocks stretching her, filling her. And me—helpless, hard, and so fucking turned on I could barely breathe. The more I imagined it, the more I craved it. Until the thought of her being with another man was no longer a fear—it was my obsession.

In high school, I dated a beautiful girl named Kelly. We were together for most of junior and senior year—one of those couples everyone just expected to stay together. She was petite, blonde, and effortlessly sexy in a way that made other guys stare without even trying to hide it. Tight little frame, toned legs from years of dance, a perfect heart-shaped ass that filled out a pair of jeans like no one else I’d ever seen. And her pussy… flawless. Pink, soft, smooth as silk. I still remember the first time I went down on her, how sweet she tasted, how addictive it was just to watch her writhe under my tongue.

After graduation, life pulled us in different directions. We went to different colleges in different states, but we kept in touch. When we were home for breaks, we’d usually pick right back up where we left off—hooking up in the back of my car or sneaking into her parents' house when they weren’t around. We cared about each other, but we were both young, both starting new lives. Eventually, during our second year, we broke it off. No big drama, no hard feelings. Just life moving on.

About a year later, I ran into her by chance. I was back home for the summer, grabbing coffee when she walked in with her new boyfriend. And he was impossible not to notice—tall, broad, a dark-skinned Black guy who looked like he spent every spare minute in the gym. I could barely keep my eyes off him… or her.

Because Kelly looked incredible. If anything, even hotter than I remembered—her little body tighter than ever, her blonde hair hanging loose around her shoulders, her ass swaying subtly as they walked past me. And all I could think about, as sick and shameful as it felt, was what they must look like together. How that big, powerful man must handle her—how her tiny little pussy must stretch for his cock, how she must cry out as he filled her deeper than I ever could. The image hit me like a freight train and stuck with me long after they were gone.

That was the first time the fantasy truly took hold. I’d dabbled in thoughts before—little flashes here and there—but this was different. I couldn’t stop picturing it. Kelly on her knees before him, her sweet little mouth wrapped around his shaft. Bent over the edge of the bed, her flawless ass in the air as he pounded her without mercy. I hated myself for wanting it. And yet… I couldn’t stop.

It was about six months later that I met my wife, Laura. Funny how life works—you think you’re over someone, moving on, and then suddenly someone new walks in and turns everything upside down.

We met through friends at a party. I remember the first time I saw her—tall for a woman, about five-nine, with a curvy, striking figure that made her stand out in any crowd. And those tits… Jesus. The first time she pulled off her top in front of me, I could hardly believe they were real. 36E, perfectly round and firm—gravity-defying at the time. Even now, after two kids and life marching on, they’re still incredible, though nothing quite compared to those first few years. Back then, I used to stare at her in disbelief every time she got naked, like I’d somehow won the lottery without even buying a ticket.

Laura had this energy about her—confident, funny, the kind of woman who owned any room she walked into. Beautiful green eyes and a wicked, dirty laugh that made you feel like you were in on some delicious secret. She was warm and playful, the type of woman who flirted without even trying, and who knew exactly how to turn you on when she wanted to.

Early on, the sex was amazing. Adventurous. Frequent. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. She loved to tease and push boundaries, and for a while, it felt like nothing was off-limits between us. But then life happened. Marriage. Kids. Sleepless nights and stress. And little by little, our sex life began to fade. Now, with two kids and both of us constantly exhausted, it’s practically nonexistent.

And me? I still masturbate. A lot. More than I’d like to admit. But somewhere along the way, something changed in my fantasies. It’s not Kelly I imagine anymore. No—now it’s Laura. My beautiful, curvy, confident wife. I picture her getting plowed by a big Black cock, her body shaking with pleasure, her tits bouncing wildly with every thrust. The images that used to belong to someone else’s girl now burn even hotter with the thought of my own wife surrendering like that. And no matter how wrong it feels, I can’t stop.

I’m always watching videos online—mostly on Pornhub these days. And not just any videos. It has to be the right kind. Big Black men fucking white women. Over time, my tastes have narrowed, gotten more specific. The men need to be huge—tall, thick, muscular, the kind of men who look like they were built to dominate. And the women? Always busty brunettes. Curvy, natural, mature—women who remind me of Laura.

Funny how your tastes evolve. When Laura and I first got together, she was like most women back then—shaved smooth, her pussy bare and soft. And God, I loved it. But after the kids, things changed. She still trims and keeps it neat, but now she leaves a thick bush above, only shaving below her clit so it’s smooth enough if I go down on her—which I still do when she lets me. And now? That look drives me wild. There’s something raw and real about it. When I watch porn now, it’s those women who turn me on the most—busty brunettes with hairy pussies, their cunts stretched wide open, dripping and used.

Of course, Laura’s nosy, always has been. More than once she’s come across my browsing history, seen the videos I’ve been watching. She never says anything, just clears it out. But I know she’s seen them—big Black cocks pounding white wives, cream pies, brutal fucking. It’s not exactly subtle. The fact that she never brings it up only fuels my obsession more. Is she ignoring it? Is she curious? I can’t tell.

I’ve always suspected there’s a submissive streak in her. Years ago, when we still talked openly about sex, she once admitted that the idea of being taken by a Black man seemed “animal” to her—her exact word. Not romantic. Not tender. Animal. Rough and raw. The kind of fucking that would leave her wrecked and wanting more.

She hasn’t said a word about it since. And in truth, she’s never really commented much about Black men at all. No casual remarks. No jokes. Nothing. But I can’t help but wonder—is that fantasy still hidden somewhere in her? Or was that one stray comment the closest I’ll ever get to knowing?

Which brings me to the present.


Girls Night

A week later, Laura and Mel went out for dinner and drinks. Girls’ night. I stayed home, put the kids to bed, and spent the whole evening wondering what those two might be talking about. By the time Laura got home, it was late. I heard her moving quietly through the house, then slipping into our bedroom.

She smelled like wine and perfume, cheeks flushed, hair tousled. She climbed into bed beside me, still in her dress, a lazy, contented smile on her face.

“Good night?” I asked, trying to sound casual, though my heart was already racing.

“Mmhmm,” she murmured, settling against her pillow. “Really nice. Mel was in such a good mood.”

I hesitated, then said, “Did she… mention Jordan at all?”

Laura gave me a sly glance. “Of course. We talked about all sorts of things.”

I waited, hoping she’d go on, but she didn’t. Just smiled and closed her eyes like she was about to drift off.

I shifted closer, my voice lower now. “How’s it going… between them?”

She opened her eyes again, amused. “You really want to know, don’t you?”

I swallowed. “Just curious.”

Laura stretched a little, her dress riding up her thigh. “Well… she’s completely smitten. And very… satisfied.”

My cock throbbed instantly. I tried to keep my tone steady. “Yeah?”

Laura’s lips curved. “Oh yeah. Mel says he’s the best lover she’s ever had. Totally insatiable. She can’t keep up with him—but she loves trying.”

I let out a shaky breath. Laura’s eyes flicked lower, and she clearly noticed the bulge growing beneath the covers.

“She also told me something else,” Laura went on, voice teasing now. “You remember how she stopped giving Cliff blowjobs? Said she just wasn’t into it anymore?”

I nodded, throat dry.

“Well… guess who’s rediscovered her love of sucking cock.” Laura’s smile was wicked. “Mel said she can’t get enough of Jordan’s. Loves having it in her mouth now. Said she didn’t realize how much she missed it.”

My cock twitched violently. Laura’s gaze lingered there for a moment, her own breath a little quicker now. There was a flush in her cheeks that wasn’t just the wine.

“She told me she’s never felt this way before,” Laura continued softly. “Says once he had her, she was hooked. Can’t stop thinking about it. Doesn’t want to stop. Even though her family disapproves, she doesn’t care anymore.”

Laura shifted again under the covers, her thighs pressing together. I could hear the faintest catch in her voice—she was turned on. I knew her too well not to miss it.

“She’s lucky,” Laura whispered after a moment.

I stared at her. “What do you mean?”

Laura bit her lip. “You know what I mean.”

I forced the words out. “The big cock thing?”

She gave me a slow, deliberate smile. “No. The big Black cock thing.”

The moment hung between us, thick with tension. My cock throbbed painfully, and Laura’s eyes gleamed with just the faintest spark of something new. Something dangerous.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

The room had gone quiet after Laura’s last words, the air thick with something unspoken. My cock was straining hard beneath the sheets, my heart racing. Laura lay beside me, eyes half-lidded, her breath still a little unsteady. I could feel the heat rolling off her skin.

I wanted to say something. Needed to. The words burned on my tongue, but the fear held me back—fear of breaking the spell, fear of ruining whatever fragile thing had just shifted between us. Up until now, it had all lived inside my head. My own private obsession. And once I crossed that line, there would be no taking it back.

I swallowed hard, pulse thudding in my ears. Maybe it was the wine in her voice, the flush in her cheeks, the glint in her eyes when she said those words—the big Black cock thing—but something told me this was the moment. The one I’d fantasized about but never thought would come.

I stared up at the ceiling, gathering courage I wasn’t sure I had. My mouth felt dry. My chest was tight. My cock pulsed painfully against the sheets.

I let out a shaky breath, voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe…” I hesitated, my throat tightening. The words felt huge, impossible. I almost chickened out right then.

But then I forced them out, heart hammering. “Maybe she’ll… let you borrow him sometime. If he’s that insatiable.”

The words hung there between us like a live wire.

For a moment, the world seemed to freeze. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move. I cursed myself silently—what the fuck did you just say?—but it was too late. It was out there now.

Laura’s head turned sharply toward me, her eyes wide, startled. The air seemed to thicken, time slowing to a crawl. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure she could hear it.

She said nothing. Just stared at me, her expression unreadable.

I swallowed again, every nerve on fire. I was sure I’d ruined it—crossed too far, too fast.

But then… something shifted. The corner of her mouth twitched. The faintest hint of a smile began to form—slow, knowing. Her eyes softened, darkened, a flicker of something unmistakable passing through them.

Without a word, she moved closer, her body sliding against mine. She leaned in and kissed me—slowly, deliberately—her lips soft and lingering, her breath warm against my cheek.

Then, her hand slid beneath the covers, wrapping around my rock-hard cock with a firm, possessive grip.

The message was clear.

We had crossed the line.

We lay facing each other, close now, the space between us humming with a heat that hadn’t been there before. Laura’s leg slid lazily over mine, her body warm and soft against me. I could still feel the ache in my cock from how she’d touched me just moments ago.

She held my gaze, eyes dancing with mischief, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

My breath caught. I opened my mouth to reply but nothing came out. She smirked, clearly enjoying my flustered state.

“Mm-hmm,” she purred. “You know…” Her fingers trailed lightly down my chest, her touch sending sparks through me. “You’re not as sneaky as you think.”

I frowned, heart thudding. “What do you mean?”

Laura leaned in, her lips brushing the corner of my mouth. “That little Pornhub account of yours.” A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “You left it open once, you know.”

My stomach flipped. “I… did?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming. “Oh yes. And I couldn’t resist.” Her hand slipped beneath the covers again, fingers curling around my cock, already rock-hard. “I went through every single one of your favorites.”

I groaned softly, helpless against the wave of arousal crashing through me.

“Mmm… so many big Black cocks ruining white wives,” she whispered, stroking me slowly, deliberately. “And do you know what else I noticed?”

I swallowed hard, unable to speak.

“A lot of those girls…” Laura grinned, her breath hot against my cheek, “looked a lot like me. Big tits. Curvy. Brunettes.” Another long, teasing stroke. “And a whole lot of them had nice, hairy pussies.”

I moaned under my breath, hips twitching toward her hand.

She giggled softly. “You know, I was almost worried I’d have to start shaving again.” Her tone turned mock-thoughtful. “But I guess my little bush works just fine for you.”

I could barely breathe, every nerve on fire.

Laura’s lips brushed my ear now, her voice a low, wicked tease. “All this time… watching those videos… jerking off… thinking about me taking a big Black cock. You dirty boy.”

I groaned aloud, my body trembling, cock throbbing in her hand.

Laura kissed me softly, sweetly, then whispered, “Maybe one day… I’ll give you something better than a video.”

Laura’s fingers tightened just slightly around my cock, her stroke slowing to a maddening tease. Her lips brushed mine again, her voice soft, dangerous.

“You’ve been a very dirty boy,” she whispered. “All those videos… all those fantasies…”

I could barely speak, my chest rising and falling as heat coiled tighter inside me.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, her gaze sharp and knowing. “I think it’s time we were honest, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard. “What do you mean?”

Her smile deepened. Another slow stroke. “I mean you’re going to tell me. All of it. Every filthy little thought you’ve had about this.” She gave my cock a little squeeze. “And you’re not going to stop until I say you can.”

My breath shuddered out of me. I nodded.

“Good.” Her thumb brushed the sensitive tip, making me jerk. “Let’s start simple. You like watching big Black cocks fucking white wives, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice hoarse.

“Mmm.” Another stroke, slow and firm. “And you imagine me, don’t you? In those videos. Bent over… getting stretched open…”

“Yes.” The word came out on a groan.

Laura grinned. “Say it properly.”

“I imagine you,” I gasped. “Getting fucked by a big Black cock.”

Her eyes glittered. “That’s better.” She leaned in to kiss me, her lips soft, her tongue flicking playfully against mine. Then she pulled back again, her hand never stopping.

“Do you imagine me sucking them too?” she whispered.

I let out a desperate sound. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I imagine you sucking big Black cocks,” I panted, hips lifting helplessly into her grip.

“Mmm… and do you imagine me loving it?” Another wicked smile. “Taking it deep? Letting him use my mouth while you watch?”

“God—yes.”

Laura’s pace quickened slightly, enough to drive me to the edge without letting me fall.

“And what about my pussy?” she whispered, eyes locked on mine. “You imagine it, don’t you? My hairy little pussy stretched wide open while some big Black cock pounds me.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Yes, I do.”

“Mmm.” She kissed me again, deeper this time, her hand working me harder now. “And you want that, don’t you? You want to see me used like that.”

I could barely form the words, so close to the edge I was shaking. “Yes. I want it.”

Laura moaned softly against my mouth. “Good boy.”

She gave my cock one last hard stroke—then stopped, leaving me trembling on the brink.

Her smile was wicked as she leaned close to whisper, “Maybe one day I’ll let you see it.”

Laura’s grip on my cock grew firmer, her strokes maddeningly slow and deliberate, just enough to keep me teetering. My whole body was trembling, skin slick with sweat. I was panting, right on the edge, and she knew it—oh God, she knew it.

She leaned in, voice low and breathless. “You want to hear what else Mel told me tonight?”

I could barely get the word out. “Yes…”

Laura smiled wickedly. “She showed me a picture.” Her thumb teased the head of my cock, making me jerk. “Of Jordan’s cock.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. “She did?” I gasped.

“Mmm-hmm.” Laura’s lips brushed my ear. “She’s so proud of it. Couldn’t stop talking about it. Eight and a half inches long.” Another slow stroke. “So thick she can barely fit it in her mouth.” She gave me a playful squeeze. “But she does. Loves it.”

I groaned, hips twitching helplessly.

Laura kissed me lazily, drawing it out, then pulled back, eyes gleaming with mischief. “And when she showed me that photo…” A pause. “I got so wet, baby. Just looking at it.”

I whimpered, my cock straining in her fist. I was right there—aching, desperate.

But Laura wasn’t finished. Her strokes slowed again, drawing out my torment. Her voice dropped to a purr. “You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes… please…” I gasped.

“Mmm.” She leaned in, her breath hot against my cheek. “Then tell me… tell me what you want.”

I was shaking now. “I want… to see you…” I choked out. “See you… getting fucked by a big Black cock…”

Her smile widened. “Good boy.” A few faster strokes, bringing me even closer—too close—then slowing again, just enough to keep me teetering on the edge.

“And do you know what else Mel said?” Laura whispered. “That once he had her… she couldn’t stop. Can’t get enough of it. Doesn’t want to stop.”

I moaned out loud, eyes wide, begging now without shame. “Please… Laura… please…”

She kissed me once more, then whispered the words that broke me completely:

“Jesus, Mel’s so fucking lucky.” Her hand tightened. “If you had a cock like that…” A wicked smile. “I’d be sucking it every day too.”

That was it.

My whole body convulsed, cock exploding in thick, desperate spurts—cum shooting across my stomach, my chest—as Laura kept stroking me through it, her eyes locked on mine, her smile pure sin.

I gasped, trembling, utterly spent, my mind spinning from the force of it.

And as the last shudder ran through me, Laura leaned close once more, voice soft and playful:

“That really does it for you, doesn’t it?”

I was still gasping for breath, heart racing, my body limp and spent beneath the covers. My cock twitched feebly, already too sensitive, too drained to respond.

Laura watched me with a knowing little smile, her eyes gleaming. Without a word, she sat up, sliding her panties down her thighs and tossing them aside. Then she reached for my hand, guiding it between her legs.

I groaned softly as my fingers brushed her warm, wet mound. She was soaked.

She leaned in close, voice low and rougher than usual—aggressive, hungry. “I’m pretty fucking hot right now,” she whispered. “If you can get it up again…” Her lips brushed my ear. “I could use a good, hard fuck.”

She paused, her grin widening wickedly as her eyes flicked down to my cock—still soft, spent from the brutal orgasm she’d just teased out of me. We both knew it wasn’t happening.

Her tone turned playful, almost mocking. “But since we both know that’s not going to happen,” she purred, her grip tightening around my wrist, pressing my fingers firmer against her soaked pussy, “you can start by getting that mouth of yours down there and making yourself useful.”

My cock twitched helplessly again, the humiliation flooding through me. Laura smiled sweetly—fully in control now—and waited.

My body was wrecked, still trembling from the brutal orgasm she’d just forced out of me. I knew there was no way I was getting hard again—there never was after a finish like that. And Laura knew it too.

Without a word, I slid down her soft, warm body, my face moving between her legs. The thick scent of her arousal hit me the moment I got close—musky, sweet, intoxicating. Her bush was full and damp, the trimmed edges above soft against my cheeks as I buried my face between her thighs.

She was dripping.

I didn’t hesitate. I knew how she loved to be licked, and I was good at it—very good. My tongue slid deep between her folds, tasting her, teasing her clit. Laura let out a deep moan, her hips lifting toward my mouth.

Her fingers threaded through my hair, pulling me tighter against her soaked pussy. "That’s it, baby,” she gasped. “Eat me. Make me cum.”

I worked her harder, flattening my tongue, sucking her clit just the way she liked. She bucked against my mouth, breath coming faster.

And then her voice changed—lower, rougher. A wicked edge to it.

“God… you want to know what I’m thinking about right now?” she moaned.

I groaned into her cunt, tongue flicking faster.

She gasped again, hips shuddering. “I’m thinking about sucking a big Black cock.”

My cock twitched uselessly against the sheets. I groaned again, helpless.

Laura moaned, thighs clenching around my head. “Mmm… I want to feel something huge in my mouth. Something like Jordan’s.” She shuddered, another orgasm tearing through her as I licked her through it. “Fuck… I’d love to try and take all of him…”

I whimpered into her pussy, licking harder, desperate to please her.

Laura let out a breathless laugh. “You know what else, baby?” Her voice was thick with arousal. “I’d love to make him cum in my mouth.”

I froze for half a second, shocked. Laura hated cum in her mouth—had always done everything she could to avoid it.

She felt me hesitate and smiled wickedly down at me. “Oh yes… I’d love it. I’d love to feel him explode in my mouth…” Her voice broke into a gasp as my tongue flicked harder. “While I’m cumming on your tongue… thinking about his cock in my mouth… filling me up…”

Her words shattered what little control I had left. I moaned into her, licking her frantically, my own mind spinning.

Laura’s voice turned breathless now, her fingers pulling my face tighter against her pussy. “That’s it… don’t stop. You’ll clean me up just like that, won’t you? No matter who’s been in me…”

She came again, loud and wild, her pussy pulsing against my mouth.

I licked her until she was spent, her body limp, trembling beneath me.

When I finally looked up, dazed and breathless, Laura just smiled lazily down at me.

And nothing more was said.


​The Perfect Opportunity​ 

Laura’s high school reunion was coming up, so we’d arranged for our kids to stay at her mother’s house overnight. We knew we’d be out late, and having a sitter just didn’t feel right for this one. It was going to be a long night—and if I was honest with myself, I was already thinking about everything that might come with it.

Laura had gone shopping for the occasion and found a dress that showed off her body perfectly. She always looked good, but tonight… tonight was something else.

She’s tall, with long, thick dark brown hair that falls in waves down her back. And that body—fuck. An ass that turns heads when she walks by, and those huge, firm tits that somehow defy gravity even after two kids. Clothes always hang just right on her, but this dress… this one was designed to show her off.

It was a full-length gown, clingy and shimmering with tiny sparkles that caught the light every time she moved. It hugged every curve—her waist, her hips, the swell of her breasts—all of it. Classy, formal, but with just enough tease to make a man’s mind wander.

She came down the stairs slowly, earrings catching the light—simple pearl studs—and her makeup just subtle enough to highlight those beautiful eyes. When she reached me, I couldn’t speak for a second. She looked like a fucking dream.

“You look like a million bucks,” I finally managed, voice rough with genuine awe.

Laura smiled, a little knowing glint in her eye. “Good,” she said softly. “That’s exactly the reaction I wanted.”

We arrived at the reunion—a black-tie affair held in one of the nicest ballrooms in the city. The place was beautiful: crystal chandeliers overhead, a live band warming up in the corner, and the buzz of conversation and laughter filling the air.

We hadn’t even found our table yet when I spotted them.

Mel and Jordan.

They walked in together, and the whole room seemed to tilt toward them. People tried not to stare—but they did. Everyone noticed the striking interracial couple making their entrance. Mel hung off his arm, looking absolutely electric—a firecracker of a woman in a skintight emerald dress that left nothing to the imagination. The fabric clung to every inch of her toned, petite frame, showing off those sculpted thighs and that perfect little ass. Her red hair was swept up, bare shoulders glowing under the lights.

And Jordan—towering, broad, commanding in a sharp tuxedo—looked every inch the man I remembered from the BBQ, only now dressed to kill.

They spotted us and made their way over. Mel beamed as she approached Laura, then turned to me. “You remember Jordan, of course,” she said, her tone bright, casual.

I reached out and shook his massive hand. God, even that felt like a reminder. The sheer size and strength in his grip sent an involuntary jolt through me.

And then, without warning—there it was. A pulse of heat low in my gut. My cock twitched, thickening in my pants as my mind betrayed me. I couldn’t stop it.

It wasn’t just the sight of Mel clinging to him. No—what did it was the image that filled my head the second I saw her in that dress: her tiny body pinned beneath him, legs spread wide, that tight little pussy stretched to the limit by his massive Black cock. The thought hit me so hard I almost staggered.

But it didn’t stop there.

As they stood in front of us, laughing and talking, the fantasy shifted. One second I was picturing Mel getting destroyed on her back, and the next—without even meaning to—I saw Laura there instead. My beautiful wife. That shimmering gown bunched around her waist, those huge tits bouncing wildly as Jordan pounded her into the mattress. Then—another flash—Laura on her knees in front of him, her mouth stretched wide, eyes looking up, taking him as deep as she could.

My heart pounded. My cock throbbed harder, swelling painfully against my zipper. I prayed it wasn’t obvious.

Jordan turned toward Laura, that easy, confident smile on his face. He took her hand gently in his much larger one, and lifted it to his lips.

“I thought I had the prettiest lady in the room tonight,” he said smoothly, “but now I know better.”

Laura blushed and laughed softly, her eyes sparkling. I watched the exchange, my cock still throbbing helplessly, my mind lost in filth.

And the night was only just beginning.

We all laughed at Jordan’s charming line, but I felt Laura’s fingers tighten around mine. I glanced at her, but she didn’t look back—her eyes lingered on Jordan for just a beat too long. Maybe I imagined it, but it felt like a message. A deliberate one.

The evening carried on, and Jordan proved to be as charismatic as he was intimidating. The man seemed to glide through the room—graceful, confident, impossible to ignore. Both the men and the women were drawn to him. The guys loved his sports stories, hanging on every word. And the women… well, they couldn’t keep their eyes—or hands—off him.

More than once I noticed stunning women approaching him openly, flirtatious smiles in place, leaning in too close when they spoke, touching his arm, their gazes lingering on his powerful frame. I caught Mel watching once and couldn’t help myself.

“Doesn’t that bother you?” I asked, nodding toward yet another gorgeous woman openly hitting on him.

Mel just laughed—a low, dirty little chuckle. “Not at all. Let them try. Those girls couldn’t handle him. He’d break them in two.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Besides… I know where he’s sleeping tonight.”

That sent a bolt of heat straight to my cock.

As the night wore on, Laura danced several slow numbers with Jordan. The way they moved together had my head spinning. Each time their bodies pressed closer, my imagination took over—flashes of Laura in that shimmering dress, grinding on his lap, or naked beneath him, her tits bouncing, her legs spread wide. I could barely watch. And yet, I couldn’t look away.

Mel, meanwhile, was an absolute tease on the dance floor. The woman moved like she was born to fuck—hips rolling, ass swaying in perfect rhythm to every beat. Every man in the room watched her when she danced. And when I took her hand and led her out for a dance, she turned it up even more.

At first it was innocent enough. We moved together, her small frame fitting perfectly against mine. But as the music slowed, she pressed her body in tighter. Then, without warning, she spun and ground that tight little ass against my crotch. My cock throbbed instantly, hardening in my pants.

She felt it—there was no question. Our eyes met over her shoulder, and a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. She ground her ass against me again, even harder this time, making my cock throb painfully.

Then she turned to face me, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight. Leaning in close, she whispered just loud enough for me to hear:

“Mmm… is that for me?” Her hand slid teasingly down my chest. “That boner… was it my tight little ass that did it?” She smirked. “Or was it the sight of your wife dancing so close with my big, Black man?”

I groaned softly, barely able to breathe.

She giggled and pressed closer, her voice a dirty purr. “Maybe it was both.”

I barely held it together through the rest of the dance.

Later, as the party began to wind down, Laura surprised me. With a tipsy smile and a gleam in her eye, she invited Mel and Jordan back to our place for drinks.

They agreed immediately.

On the way home, Laura and I sat close in the car. She’d had more to drink than usual, cheeks flushed, voice warm and loose. And she couldn’t stop talking about Jordan—how good a dancer he was, how easy he made it look.

She leaned over and kissed me, her perfume dizzying.

And all I could think about was the way she’d looked in his arms—and the way Mel had smiled when she felt my cock throbbing against her on the dance floor.

We got inside and poured drinks—something stronger this time. Everyone was already a little loose from the reunion, but back at our place, the mood shifted. The lights were lower, the music soft, the house quiet around us. It felt suddenly more intimate, more private.

Laura stretched with a little sigh, her dress glittering in the dim light. “God, I need to get out of this thing,” she said. “I want to be comfortable.”

Mel laughed. “No kidding. I feel like I’ve been shrink-wrapped.”

Jordan smiled. “Didn’t exactly pack for a sleepover.”

Laura grinned. “Well… actually, Mel—lucky for you, I’ve still got a couple of your T-shirts in the car from that bag you left here last month.”

Mel’s eyes lit up. “Perfect.”

Laura looked at Jordan with a little smirk. “You, though… we’ll have to improvise.”

I grabbed a loose pair of gym shorts and one of my oldest, biggest tank tops from the drawer—about the only thing that might not look ridiculous on him.

Laura fetched Mel’s shirts from the car and handed them over. “Here. Should be better than squeezing into my stuff.”

We all headed upstairs—Laura and I into our room, Mel and Jordan into the guest room down the hall.

I changed quickly, pulling on my shorts and T-shirt, heart still pounding from the night. The images kept looping—Laura in Jordan’s arms on the dance floor… Mel grinding on me, whispering filth. My cock was already thickening again.

I stepped out into the hall just as the guest room door opened.

Mel came out first, tugging one of her little T-shirts down over her chest. The shirt barely reached her waist, and as she adjusted it, the whole under-curve of her perfect tits was exposed—smooth, tight, just a hint of pink nipple visible beneath.

I froze, eyes locked on the sight.

She caught me staring—and smiled a slow, wicked smile.

Then, bold as anything, she paused, looked me right in the eye—and pulled her T-shirt all the way up, both small pink nipples popping fully into view for a beat.

“Oops,” she said sweetly, her voice dripping with mischief.

With an easy laugh, she tugged the shirt back down and walked past me, her hips swaying like she owned the hallway.

My cock surged instantly, straining in my shorts.

I stood there, heart racing, trying to collect myself.

I was still standing in the hall, trying to steady myself after Mel’s outrageous tease, when my eyes were drawn to movement in the guest room behind her. The door was still partly open.

And that’s when I saw him.

Jordan. Standing completely naked.

His muscled Black body looked carved out of stone—broad chest, defined abs, thick powerful legs. But that wasn’t what held my eyes.

It was his cock.

Massive.

Heavy, thick, hanging between his legs like something out of a porn video. For a second, I couldn’t breathe. It looked almost surreal in person—so close, so real. Not just a fantasy on my laptop anymore. Right there, less than ten feet away.

I felt something tighten in my chest—an instinctive clench of inadequacy, sharp and cold. My cock twitched feebly in my shorts, half-forgotten now in the face of what I was seeing. I’d imagined this moment so many times… but nothing had prepared me for this. The sheer size of him. The impossible contrast to my own body.

And then, as the shame really hit, the worst thought yet flickered through my mind:

No wonder Mel looked so satisfied… no wonder Laura danced so close…

As if on cue, Jordan glanced up and saw me staring.

He didn’t flinch. Didn’t cover himself. Just stood there—calm, unbothered, fully exposed. Owning the space.

And I stood frozen in the hallway, pulse hammering, the full weight of my obsession—and my inferiority—crashing down around me.

I stood there frozen in the hallway, mouth dry, eyes locked on the impossible sight of Jordan’s cock. My pulse was hammering, my chest tight, shame and arousal twisting sickly inside me.


The Touch Of A Woman

And then I felt a soft touch on my arm.

I jumped slightly—Mel had reappeared, right beside me, smirking knowingly. Her eyes flicked toward the guest room, then back to me.

I hadn’t even noticed her come back.

I tried to look away, to pretend I hadn’t been caught, but Mel just stepped a little closer. Without a word, her hand drifted down—light as a feather—and brushed casually over the front of my shorts.

She felt it instantly.

Rock hard.

Her smile widened, wicked and amused. "Mmm," she purred softly, her voice dripping with tease. “Unbelievable, isn’t it?”

I could barely speak. I just nodded, throat tight, humiliated and helpless.

Then, forcing myself to move, I shook my head and followed her as she turned toward the stairs.

Mel led the way, her hips swaying with that same knowing rhythm, every step a fresh taunt.

And as I walked behind her, something shifted in me.

I’d never really thought about fucking Mel before. Fantasized about Jordan wrecking her? Absolutely. But now—watching her tight little body move in front of me, those sculpted legs, that perfect ass barely covered by her shorts, the memory of those perky little pink nipples she’d flashed me still burning in my mind—I couldn’t stop the thought.

I imagined grabbing her right there—stripping her naked, bending her over the stairs, driving my cock into that tiny, toned body. The sudden craving shocked me with its intensity, raw and overpowering.

I swallowed hard, my cock still throbbing, my mind spinning out of control.

A moment later, I heard footsteps behind us—Jordan’s heavy tread on the stairs, followed by the lighter click of Laura’s heels.

And I knew—deep down—that the night was about to shift again.

As we entered the living room, the first thing I noticed was Jordan. The tank top I’d given him barely covered his torso, stretched tight across his broad chest. The gym shorts clung to his powerful thighs, doing nothing to disguise the outline of what was beneath them. The sight sent another pulse through my already aching cock.

We settled in with fresh drinks, the music low and sultry. Laura sat next to me at first, but I could feel her body leaning slightly toward Jordan, her gaze drifting to him more and more openly with each passing song.

Then a slow track started—deep bass, slow rhythm, the kind of song made for bodies pressed together.

Jordan stood and turned to Mel with that easy smile. “Dance with me?”

Mel giggled, clearly a little drunk but still sharp. “Okay, but just for a minute. I’m tipsy as hell.”

She got up—and my breath caught.

The little T-shirt she wore left nothing to the imagination. Her nipples were rock hard, poking through the thin fabric, impossible to miss. Jordan definitely noticed. Hell, I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

They swayed together for a minute, Mel’s small frame pressed tight against him. But after a short while she laughed and shook her head. “I need to sit. I’m too drunk for this.”

She plopped back down on the couch, flushed and smiling, nipples still straining through her shirt.

That’s when Laura stood up, her voice soft and a little breathy. “I’ll dance.”

Jordan smiled and took her hand.

And then—right in front of me—they began to dance. Slowly. Closer with each beat. I watched as Jordan’s hand slid lower on her back… lower… until it rested firmly on her ass, pulling her in.

My heart pounded.

Then Mel stood suddenly. “I’m getting another drink,” she said brightly. She looked at me and smiled. “Come help me.”

Grateful for the excuse to move, I followed her toward the kitchen.

But just as we reached the doorway, Mel stopped abruptly and turned to me.

Before I could react, she leaned in and kissed me—slow, deliberate, her lips soft but insistent.

I froze, my heart hammering, my body already on edge from everything I’d seen.

And then—without breaking the kiss—her hand slid down and cupped the bulge in my shorts. I let out a helpless groan as her fingers stroked along the hard length of my cock.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t move.

She smiled wickedly and continued to stroke me—slow and teasing—as we both looked back toward the living room.

And there it was.

Jordan was kissing Laura now, full on the mouth, his other hand squeezing her ass through the thin fabric of her shorts. Laura didn’t pull away. She leaned into him, her hands clutching his arms, her body trembling with need.

I was frozen—trapped between the sight of my wife surrendering to another man and the feel of Mel’s hand on my cock.

I couldn’t tell her to stop.

Because I didn’t want her to stop.

Eventually, after what felt like forever, Mel gave my cock one last teasing stroke and pulled her hand away with a wicked smile. “Come on,” she whispered. “Let’s not leave them alone too long.”

I swallowed hard, adjusted myself as discreetly as I could, and followed her back into the living room.

Laura and Jordan were now sitting on the couch, drinks in hand, flushed and glowing from the dance. They looked up as we entered, their eyes bright with a heat that hadn’t been there earlier.

We all poured another round, the conversation light but laced with an undercurrent of something deeper. Laura’s eyes lingered on Jordan’s every movement, and I could barely keep mine off her.

But the night was catching up with us.

It wasn’t long before Mel, curled up on the couch next to Jordan, began to fade. Her eyelids grew heavy, her head leaning against his broad shoulder.

Within minutes, she was out cold—soft breaths rising and falling, her face nestled against him, one hand resting lightly on his thigh.

Laura laughed softly. “She never could handle her drinks.”

I smiled. “True. Though to be fair, she does pretty well for her size.”

Jordan chuckled, his arm resting casually around Mel’s shoulders now. “Yeah, she’s going to feel this tomorrow.”

He glanced down at her, then back at us. “I should probably get her home.”

Laura’s eyes flicked to Mel, then to Jordan. She hesitated just a beat—then smiled, her voice smooth. “You don’t have to. You can stay here tonight. The guest room’s ready. It’d be easier.”

Jordan looked at her, then nodded slowly. “You sure?”

Laura smiled again—steady, inviting. “Of course. No reason to drag her home like this.”

We all looked at Mel—sound asleep now on the couch, her head resting on Jordan’s shoulder, the blanket Laura had thrown over her rising and falling with her slow, steady breaths. One small hand was still resting lightly on Jordan’s thigh.

Jordan moved to stand, sliding his arm behind her as if to scoop her up.

But Laura placed a hand on his arm, smiling softly. “Leave her. Trust me—she’s an absolute nightmare if you wake her up.”

Jordan chuckled and nodded. “Okay. Your call.”

Laura pulled the blanket up higher around Mel’s shoulders, then glanced at me. “Come on,” she said softly.

We all headed upstairs. Jordan peeled off into the guest room, and Laura led me into ours.

The second the door clicked shut, something in her shifted. I could see it in her eyes—need, hot and restless.

She stripped out of her clothes without a word, tossing her shorts and shirt aside, crawling into bed naked. I followed, peeling off my shirt and climbing in next to her, my cock already stirring from everything I’d seen that night.

Laura pulled back the covers and her eyes dropped to my crotch. She gave a hungry little smile.

“Mmm… already hard, baby?”

Before I could answer, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

I gasped.

Without another word, she leaned down and took me deep into her mouth.

I groaned out loud—shocked. She hadn’t grabbed me and sucked me like this in years. Not like this—immediate, needy, possessive. There was no slow warmup, no gentle kisses. She just wanted my cock. Wanted it badly.

Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue swirling expertly as she bobbed her head, her grip tightening on my shaft.

I tangled my fingers in her hair, moaning helplessly. It was overwhelming.

Laura pulled back for a moment, stroking me as she looked up with dark, gleaming eyes.

“God…” she breathed. “Jordan is so fucking handsome. Mel is such a lucky girl.”

Then she plunged her mouth back down, sucking me harder, faster.

I was panting, the words spinning in my head. My wife was talking about another man while sucking my cock—and loving it.

She pulled back again just enough to whisper against the tip. “I felt it, you know…”

I whimpered. “F-felt what?”

Her lips brushed me, her voice soft and filthy. “His cock. When we danced.” She licked me slowly. “Pressed against me… so big… so hard… it drove me crazy.” Another deep stroke.

I moaned helplessly.

“I was soaked,” she whispered. “Felt it the whole time… wanted it.”

My hips bucked into her mouth, my cock throbbing.

Laura sucked me harder now, her pace relentless, her tongue swirling with wicked precision.

I was right on the edge—aching to cum.

Just when I was about to explode, she pulled her mouth off me with a wet pop, grinning wickedly.

I gasped, desperate. “Fuck… Laura… please…”

She gave a soft, breathy laugh. “You’re so close, aren’t you?”

Before I could beg again, she wrapped her hand around my slick shaft and stroked me fast and hard—finishing me off with her fist as I came in thick, desperate spurts all over her hand and her stomach.

I collapsed back against the pillows, panting, spent—my head spinning.

Laura wiped her hand lazily on the sheet, still smiling.

Then—just as I started to recover—she leaned close to my ear, her voice a low, wicked whisper:

“Maybe I’ll swallow for someone else someday…”

She giggled softly and kissed me once—light and teasing.

And I knew—without a doubt—that something had changed tonight.

As I lay there panting, trying to recover, I felt the bed shift—Laura moving quickly, with purpose.

Before I could react, I felt her thighs slide up along my shoulders, her legs pressing down firmly on either side of my head.

Then—god—her soaking wet pussy came down against my mouth, hot and dripping.

She didn’t hesitate, didn’t ask—just ground herself against my face, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“Lick me,” she demanded, her voice breathless and rough.

I groaned and obeyed, my tongue sliding deep between her swollen, slick folds. She was drenched—absolutely dripping—and I could taste the raw arousal pouring out of her.

Laura rode my face aggressively, rolling her hips, moaning low and dirty as I licked her.

I worked her clit with my tongue, determined to make her cum fast—but as I focused on her, my mind betrayed me.

The night’s images came flooding back.

Jordan’s huge cock—right there, so close. The way he’d kissed Laura. The way she’d danced with him, pressed against him. The words she’d whispered while sucking me—how wet he’d made her.

I faltered. My rhythm broke.

The thoughts overwhelmed me.

I paused, pulling my mouth just enough away from her pussy to speak—my voice hoarse, shaking.

“I… I saw his cock,” I whispered.

Laura froze for a moment above me—then smiled, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“Did you?” she murmured, voice low and wicked. “Good.”

And then she pulled me roughly back in.

I barely had the words out of my mouth—I saw his cock—when Laura smiled darkly, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now keep licking.”

She ground her soaking wet pussy back down onto my mouth, harder this time, her hips rocking aggressively.

I obeyed, tongue sliding deep between her folds, working her clit with desperate focus. She was absolutely drenched—slick, swollen, the taste of her raw arousal coating my mouth.

As I licked, she started talking—low and filthy.

“Mmm… you liked seeing it, didn’t you?” she taunted. “Such a big cock… no wonder you’re obsessed.”

I whimpered beneath her, tongue flicking faster.

Laura moaned, grinding harder. Then—without warning—she reached back, her hand sliding under the covers, finding my cock.

It was soft. Drained. Useless after the brutal orgasm she’d just forced out of me.

She gripped it anyway—rough, possessive—and gave a soft, wicked laugh.

“Aww,” she purred. “Still soft? That’s a shame. I was hoping you’d get hard again.” She squeezed me lightly, her voice dropping to a harsher edge. “Because I need a good fuck right now.”

Her words stung—sharp and humiliating. I groaned helplessly against her pussy, my cock twitching uselessly in her grip.

“Pathetic,” she whispered, letting go. “Then you’d better make yourself useful.”

Driven by equal parts shame and desperate arousal, I dove back in, licking her harder, faster, determined to give her what she needed.

Laura’s moans grew louder, her body tensing above me. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, her fingers fisting in my hair as her hips bucked wildly.

“Oh fuck—yes—yes—don’t stop!” she gasped. “Make me cum!”

I worked her clit relentlessly, my whole face slick with her arousal.

Then she came—hard. Her entire body shuddered above me, powerful, body-shaking waves rolling through her as she cried out, riding my tongue until she was spent.

Finally, she slumped down beside me, breathless, skin flushed and glowing.

We lay there in silence for a long moment, her body pressed against mine.

Then—just as I was starting to relax—her hand slid lazily back under the covers.

She gave my cock another slow, deliberate feel.

Still soft.

Laura gave a soft, wicked little laugh. “Mmm. Still no good for me,” she whispered.

She kissed my cheek—mock-sweet—then curled up beside me, pulling the covers over us.

And together, we drifted off to sleep.

Though I knew, deep down, that nothing would ever feel the same again.


What A Wake Up

After everything, after drinking so much and the raw intensity of what Laura had done to me, I must have finally passed out. But it was a restless sleep—my mind kept circling the same images, refusing to let them go. Laura’s body against Jordan’s. The look in her eyes. The sound of her voice as she whispered about his cock.

I wasn’t sure how long I’d been out when something stirred me—a soft shift of weight beside me in the bed.

I blinked awake, groggy and disoriented.

Laura was moving.

I felt the bed shift again as she slid out from under the covers. My eyes opened fully now, breath catching in my throat. The room was dim, quiet.

I watched her silhouette cross toward the door, naked, moving slowly and deliberately.

For a moment, I told myself it was nothing—she was probably just going to the bathroom. We had the master bath connected to the bedroom, but late at night we often used the main bath across the hall so we wouldn’t disturb each other.

Still… something gnawed at me. Something about the way she moved—silent, cautious.

Without thinking, I slipped out of bed, keeping my steps light, heart already starting to race.

Why was I following her? I couldn’t say. Part of me told myself it was nothing. Another part… wasn’t so sure. A darker, deeper instinct had taken hold. Maybe in the back of my mind, I already suspected. Maybe that’s why my pulse was thudding so hard in my chest.

I crept out into the hall, breath shallow.

Ahead of me, Laura moved quietly down the hall—unaware I was behind her.

She reached the bathroom door.

Disappointed, I watched her as she opened the bathroom door.

But to her surprise, when she opened the door, she froze.

There, in the soft glow of the bathroom light, stood Jordan.

Stroking his cock.

His massive length was still soft but thick and heavy, already starting to swell in his grip. His shorts were around his ankles, the tank top I’d given him hanging loose over his broad chest. One hand worked slowly up and down his shaft, the other braced casually against the sink.

His eyes were closed—completely unaware that my wife was now standing in the doorway, watching.

I stood just a few feet back in the hall, my breath caught, body rigid.

I saw Laura hesitate, her body tensing, frozen in the doorway.

Then her voice, sharp and breathless:

“Oh, my god!”

Startled, Jordan’s eyes snapped open. He looked up—his hand still frozen around his cock—and saw Laura standing there in the doorway, her naked body bathed in the soft light.

His face flashed with surprise and embarrassment. “Shit—Laura—” he stammered, voice rough, deep. He hastily let go of himself and bent down, fumbling to pull up his shorts. “I—I’m sorry. Fuck. I didn’t mean—”

But Laura didn’t move.

She just stood there, bare, her body glowing faintly in the doorway—eyes locked on him, wide with shock… and something else. Her lips were parted slightly, chest rising and falling faster now.

Jordan was still babbling as he struggled to get himself covered. “I just—fuck—look, I got so fucking horny tonight—dancing with you… and Mel… and then Mel passed out and—” he shook his head, frustrated—“I didn’t know what else to do.”

I watched from the shadows just a few feet away, heart racing, every nerve on edge. My cock twitched feebly, still soft from exhaustion but aching at the sight.

And then Laura spoke.

She hadn’t noticed me there. She thought she was alone with him.

Her voice was breathless, trembling slightly—but sure.

“Do you think Mel would be mad,” she said softly, “if I borrowed you for tonight?”

For a long beat, no one moved.

Jordan stood there, frozen—his shorts still bunched around his ankles, his thick cock hanging half-hard, visibly pulsing now from Laura’s words.

And Laura—my beautiful wife—just stood in the doorway, breathing hard, her face flushed. I could see her wrestling with herself, her fingers twitching slightly at her sides.

Part of her was ready to back away—I could see it. The other part… the stronger part… wasn’t moving.

Jordan found his voice first.

He gave a low, nervous chuckle and let his shorts drop fully again. His cock bobbed higher, already swelling fast. “I… I don’t think Mel would mind,” he said, voice low. “You two are such good friends, right? And friends share… don’t they?”

Laura swallowed visibly, her chest rising and falling. Her eyes flicked down—straight to his cock—then back to his face. She bit her lip.

I felt sick and aroused at once. My heart thundered in my chest. My cock twitched helplessly, a faint throb of life returning despite the exhaustion and shame.

Then, slowly—like in a dream—Laura stepped forward into the room.

She was wearing only her panties and one of her short old T-shirts, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. As she walked, her hips swayed in that unintentional, natural way that drove me crazy—and now drove me mad with dread.

She stopped in front of him.

For a moment, she hesitated—eyes flicking again to that massive cock in front of her. I could see the conflict playing across her face—want… fear… temptation… surrender.

Then, as if something inside her snapped, Laura reached out—her hand trembling slightly—and wrapped her fingers around him.

Or tried to.

Her small hand couldn’t even close fully around the thick shaft. Her fingers barely spanned it, leaving a visible gap where the dark skin bulged against her palm.

I nearly groaned aloud in the shadows. The image was devastating—burned into my brain.

I thought of how easily that same hand could wrap around my own cock—fingers meeting with room to spare.

Laura gave a small gasp. Her thumb brushed along the thick vein pulsing beneath her grip. Her body swayed slightly toward him.

Jordan exhaled slowly, reaching out. He slid one strong arm around her waist and pulled her in.

And then—before my frozen mind could even process it—he kissed her.

Fully.

Their mouths met, and almost instantly Laura yielded. Her arms came up around his neck, her body pressed tight to his. Their kiss deepened—tongues sliding together, raw and hungry.

The sound of it—wet, breathy—filled my ears.

Jordan’s free hand slid down to cup her ass, pulling her flush against him. Her fingers squeezed his cock, stroking it now in small, reverent movements.

I could barely breathe.

Then I heard Jordan’s voice, low and rough against her mouth. “Come to my bed.”

Laura paused. For a heartbeat, her head turned toward the hall—toward our room.

I stood there, frozen—no longer hiding.

My cock was rock hard, jutting obscenely in front of me as I stood in the doorway, too stunned to move.

Laura appeared in the hall a moment later. She saw me there—naked, fully erect.

She met my eyes.

And then—slowly, wickedly—she smiled.

And winked.

Without a word, she turned and walked back to Jordan’s room, her hips swaying as she disappeared inside.

The night light in the guest room gave just enough glow for me to see them clearly from my vantage point in the hall.

Laura and Jordan were standing in the middle of the room, locked in a deep, hungry kiss. Their bodies pressed tightly together, her arms wrapped around his neck, his hands roaming down her back.

His cock—massive, fully hard now—was trapped between them, jutting up between their stomachs. And Laura… my wife… was grinding her hips against him shamelessly, her horny little crotch rubbing against the base of that thick, dark shaft.

I stared, unable to look away—my heart thudding painfully in my chest.

Then I saw Jordan shift.

He slid his hands to her shoulders—gentle, commanding—and began to apply slow, steady pressure.

For a moment, Laura hesitated. I could see it—a flicker of uncertainty in her body. And I understood instantly why.

Laura never sucked cock on her knees.

She’d told me more than once how degrading she found it—how she hated the image of herself in that position. It wasn’t something she’d done in years—not even with me.

But tonight… tonight was different.

I watched in stunned silence as the tension melted out of her shoulders.

Her arms dropped to her sides.

And then—slowly, almost in a trance—Laura allowed herself to be guided downward, inch by inch.

I watched my wife sink to her knees before another man.

My cock pulsed painfully at the sight—equal parts arousal, humiliation, and disbelief crashing through me.

Laura knelt now in front of him, her face level with that towering cock. I could see her breathing hard, her chest rising and falling beneath the thin tee she still wore.

Her small hands came up—both of them needed to encircle the thick shaft. I watched her fingers barely meet, struggling to control the sheer size of him.

And then, to my shock, she leaned in eagerly—lips parted, tongue flicking out—and fed herself his cock.

I had never—never—seen her suck cock like this before.

There was no hesitation now.

No delicate pretense. No polite strokes.

Laura devoured him.

She began sucking the dark slab with a hunger I couldn’t even comprehend.

Unbelievably, I watched as Jordan’s cock seemed to grow even thicker in Laura’s mouth—throbbing visibly, dark and heavy between her stretched lips.

She struggled to open wider, her jaw straining, her cheeks hollowing with effort. Thick strings of saliva spilled from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and along the dark shaft. Her hands pumped him eagerly, both fists slick and shining, unable to close fully around him.

And then—another shock.

As her head bobbed, as that obscene cock disappeared over and over between her lips, I saw her free hand slide downward.

At first I thought she was steadying herself.

But no.

Laura’s hand slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, her hips jerking subtly in time with the movement.

She was fingering herself.

I felt my knees go weak.

My wife—who hadn’t sucked cock on her knees in years—was now kneeling before a Black man, drooling all over his massive shaft, and fingering her own pussy as she did it.

I was so hard it hurt, the humiliation and arousal crashing over me in dizzying waves.

She pulled back briefly, gasping, and I saw her tongue flick out to lap eagerly at Jordan’s balls—each one heavy, swollen, glistening with spit.

Then, without hesitation, she took him back into her mouth, moaning hungrily around the thick shaft.

Jordan groaned low, his hands sliding deep into her thick hair, gripping it tight. He began to guide her now—setting the pace, forcing her to take more of him with each stroke.

“Fuck… such a good little cocksucker,” he groaned. “That’s it, baby. Just like that.”

The words cut through me like a knife.

My wife. On her knees. Being called a cocksucker by another man. And not just any man—a Black man whose cock dwarfed my own.

And then the moment that truly broke me.

Laura moaned—loud and helpless—around his cock at his words.

She liked it.

She wanted it.

I could see her hips grinding harder against her own hand now, her fingers moving frantically beneath her panties.

There was no pretense, no control left. She was utterly lost in it.

Even worse—so was I.

I watched, breathless, cock throbbing painfully, as my wife—my beautiful, elegant Laura—worked her mouth faster and deeper on that thick cock, strings of spit and precum running down her chin, her hands stroking him like a woman possessed.

Jordan’s grip tightened in her hair. His voice grew rougher, thicker.

“Fuck… gonna cum if you keep that up, baby… you want my cum? Huh? You want me to cum in that pretty little mouth?”

Laura whimpered. I saw her eyes flutter closed, her body trembling.

Then—she doubled down.

She adjusted her grip and pushed her mouth lower, forcing herself to take even more of him, her throat bulging visibly around the shaft.

She sucked harder, faster, her fists stroking desperately, her other hand now fully buried between her thighs.

I was shaking—helpless, humiliated, impossibly aroused—as I watched the scene unfold.

Then it happened.

Jordan let out a deep roar, his whole body tensing.

I saw Laura’s eyes fly open in surprise as his cock swelled inside her mouth.

The first jet of cum hit her hard.

She flinched—her whole face tightening instinctively. I knew that look.

Laura had always hated the taste of cum. Always pulled away at the last second when she could.

But this time—she didn’t pull away.

She moaned deep in her throat and kept sucking.

Another pulse. And another.

Jordan’s cock throbbed violently, spilling heavy, thick jets into her mouth faster than she could swallow.

I could see her eyes fluttering, her throat working desperately.

She hated it—I could tell. Every instinct screamed for her to pull off. To spit. To get away.

But she didn’t.

She stayed there, sucking hungrily, hands stroking him in rhythm with each thick pulse, her hips still jerking subtly as she fingered herself.

Jordan groaned loud and deep above her, both hands locked in her hair, holding her there.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the pulses slowed.

Laura pulled back slightly, gasping, thick streams of his cum dribbling from her lips and down her chin, mixing with the saliva that already coated his shaft.

Her hands gave him a few final, reverent strokes, milking every last drop.

Spent, but still mostly hard, Jordan withdrew his meat from Laura’s face and sat down on the bed.

Laura wiped her mouth once with the back of her hand, glancing briefly toward the doorway—toward me. She knew I’d been watching. There was no doubt now.

Then—without a hint of shame—she stood, adjusted her tee slightly, and walked calmly back into the hallway.

I stumbled backward into our room, heart hammering, my cock painfully hard. I barely had time to turn when she entered—calm, deliberate. She didn’t bother heading to the bathroom. No. She came straight into our room.

I was frozen, standing there, cock jutting obscenely from my body. Laura stopped inches in front of me, her face flushed, streaks of spit and cum still glistening around her mouth and chin. We stared at each other—a long, electric moment. My wife. Covered in her Black lover’s cum. The woman I thought I knew, transformed before my eyes.

Then it broke.

We grabbed each other—desperate, feral. Our mouths crashed together, deep, wet kisses, tongues colliding. The taste of Jordan’s cum was overpowering—thick and salty, coating her tongue, her lips. It filled my mouth as I kissed her harder, swabbing her clean, lost in the humiliation and unbearable need.

Laura moaned into my mouth, grinding against me. I broke the kiss only long enough to lick her face—slow, reverent strokes of my tongue, cleaning her cheeks, her chin, her lips. We were both shaking.

Then her hand slid down—grabbing my cock without hesitation, stroking it firmly. I gasped, helpless under her touch. And that’s when I saw it.

I looked down—and it hit me like a punch to the gut. Her hand wrapped easily, fully around my cock—fingers overlapping, her grip complete. Not like before. Not like with Jordan. I could still see it—both hands needed, barely able to control that massive shaft. But with me? One small, delicate hand was more than enough.

The humiliation seared through me, raw and undeniable.

At the same time, I pushed my hand down between her legs, slipping beneath the waistband of her soaked panties. My fingers slid through her folds—she was drenched. More than I’d ever felt before. Slippery, hot, ready.

I moaned, my cock twitching wildly in her grip. Laura smiled darkly against my mouth and stroked me faster—just a few firm strokes was all it took. I could feel it building fast, the orgasm rushing up my spine.

But then—right as I was about to lose it—she stopped. Her grip tightened, holding me at the very edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered, eyes blazing. “Not until Jordan has fucked me.”

I whimpered, trembling in her hands. We both knew we’d crossed a line tonight—entered a new phase of our lives.

I could barely speak. When she told me she was going back to fuck him, all I could do was gasp, “I’ll be watching.”

She smiled—slow, wicked.

“Good,” she purred. “I want you to see me used by Jordan.”

Stunned, I stood there—naked, trembling, cock rock hard—as my wife calmly turned and walked away. Walked away to be taken by this young Black stud.


Frozen

I couldn’t move. Could barely think.

Laura didn’t hesitate. She moved with a strange kind of calm, deliberate confidence—as though some deep part of her had already surrendered completely to what was about to happen.

As she reached his doorway, I saw her fingers hook beneath the hem of her tee shirt. Without breaking stride, she pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, her naked back gleaming in the low light. Then, with an easy shimmy of her hips, she pushed her panties down her legs and stepped out of them.

She was now fully naked. Fully offered.

I swallowed hard, my cock twitching helplessly, and hurried back to my vantage point.

Through the cracked door, I saw her approach Jordan—who was sitting casually on the edge of the bed now, legs spread wide, his heavy cock resting half-hard between his thighs.

Without a word, Laura dropped to her knees again.

I watched—mouth dry, heart pounding—as she leaned in and took him back into her mouth. No teasing this time. No hesitation. Just raw hunger.

She sucked him with purpose now, her hands stroking in rhythm as she worked him steadily back to full hardness. Her head bobbed with increasing speed, her tongue swirling eagerly around the thick shaft.

Jordan grinned, voice low and amused.

"You really dig sucking cock, don’t you, girl?"

Without pausing, Laura pulled back just enough to speak—her voice breathless but clear, eyes gleaming.

"I just want to get you hard so you can fuck me."

I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing now.

Jordan was lying back on the bed, propped slightly on his elbows, his thick cock standing half-hard between his powerful thighs. And Laura—my wife—was kneeling between his legs, fully naked, her ass high in the air, her mouth working hungrily around that massive shaft.

The sound alone made my cock ache—wet, noisy slurps echoing softly from the room as she bobbed her head steadily, her hands pumping the slick shaft with reverence.

Jordan watched her with a satisfied smirk, one large hand resting lightly on her head.

"Mmm," he rumbled. "You’re loving this, aren’t you? Just can’t resist this big Black cock."

Laura moaned around his shaft but didn’t pull away.

Jordan gave her hair a little tug, making her glance up at him with dark, eager eyes. "Say it," he coaxed, voice low and teasing. "Tell me how you can’t resist it."

I could see Laura hesitate—her body trembled slightly. She knew I was watching. Admitting it would be like crossing another line she could never uncross.

But Jordan’s grip tightened gently, his cock throbbing in her mouth.

"Say it," he murmured again.

Laura whimpered around him, then pulled back just enough to speak—her voice a breathless whisper.

"I… I can’t resist it," she gasped. "I can’t resist your big Black cock."

My knees nearly buckled.

Jordan smiled wider, stroking her cheek. "That’s my good girl. Now tell me how it compares to your husband’s little cock."

Laura froze again—torn, shaking. Her pride fought the words, but the need was stronger. I could see it.

She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut.

"It’s… it’s bigger. So much bigger. And better."

The words hit me like a blow to the chest. My cock throbbed painfully, my mind spinning with a humiliating, unbearable mix of lust and despair.

And Laura dove right back down, sucking him even harder now—hungry, desperate, her head bobbing fast as her hands pumped the base of his shaft.

Then she slid one hand between her own thighs—fingering herself again with abandon.

I had a perfect view now. Her ass was raised high, her wide, soft cheeks parting as she rocked back and forth. And between them—Christ—her pussy was glistening, wide open, dripping wet.

The thick curls around her mound were soaked, her inner lips swollen and glistening with need. Juice coated her thighs, running down in slow, slick trails.

I had never seen her like this.

She was wetter than I’d ever seen her in my life—her body screaming for what was about to happen.

Jordan watched her with lazy confidence, groaning low. "That’s it, baby. Get me nice and hard. You want me to fuck you now, don’t you?"

Laura moaned around him, nodding.

Satisfied, Jordan finally pulled her off him with a firm tug on her hair. His cock stood fully erect now—massive, gleaming with spit.

Laura climbed eagerly onto the bed, straddling him.

I was breathless, paralyzed with arousal and dread.

She reached between her legs, small fingers wrapping around that dark, pulsing shaft. I watched as she rubbed the thick head slowly up and down her swollen slit—her juices smearing wetly across his length, dripping onto his balls.

She moaned as the head caught against her entrance—hovering, teasing.

Then the moment froze—Laura’s face changed. I could see it.

That mix of raw need and apprehension. The knowledge of what was about to happen. The knowledge that she was about to stretch herself wide to take him inside. That this wasn’t just a tease anymore—she was about to be fucked.

By him.

And I was about to watch.

I could barely breathe.

Laura trembled, exhaled shakily, then began to sink down.

Slowly.

The head of his cock breached her swollen lips, her mouth falling open in a helpless moan.

I watched in stunned awe as her pussy stretched wide—wider than I thought possible—engulfing the thick crown.

She rocked her hips gently back and forth, easing more of him inside.

My God, I thought, she’s really doing it. My beautiful wife was really fucking a Black man in front of me. Fulfilling my deepest fantasy—and my darkest fear.

And then I noticed—no condom.

She was riding him bareback.

My wife was risking pregnancy.

Fear surged in me—but it was buried beneath the tidal wave of arousal.

Laura kept rocking, slow circles now, taking more of that thick cock deeper into her stretched cunt. Her body shook with the effort, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Then she looked down at Jordan, eyes glazed with lust.

"I’m sure Mel won’t mind sharing," she whispered breathlessly. "There’s plenty to go around."

And with that, Laura moaned softly, gripped his shaft firmly between her slick fingers—then sat down.

I gasped.

She took the rest of him in one sudden, desperate plunge.

I could see her face twist in a wild mix of pain and pleasure as her pussy stretched even wider to accommodate the full thickness of his cock. A raw yelp escaped her lips—half shock, half ecstasy.

I could tell—he had stretched her more than I ever had, more than anyone ever had.

Laura froze for a second, impaled fully on that monstrous shaft, her body visibly trembling.

And then Jordan began to fuck her.

He thrust up into her with a slow, deliberate power—just once at first—then again, faster.

Laura’s breath hitched. Her head fell back.

Another deep thrust.

Another.

Less than twenty seconds had passed.

And then it happened.

Laura cried out—loud, raw—her whole body convulsing. Her nails dug into Jordan’s chest as her hips bucked wildly, her inner muscles clamping down hard on the thick shaft buried inside her.

I stared in stunned disbelief.

It normally took everything I had to make her cum from penetration—my tongue, fingers, relentless effort. And here she was, cumming like an animal, barely twenty seconds after taking him.

Her legs shook uncontrollably. Her moans turned to gasps, then helpless cries.

And then her body gave out.

She slumped forward—completely limp—her cunt still spasming visibly around the cock lodged deep inside her.

With an almost a tone of amazement, Laura came on the pole lodged within her, and then fell limp.

Jordan didn’t give her a moment’s rest.

As Laura’s body was still quivering from that first brutal orgasm, he gripped her hips and rolled her easily onto her back—never once pulling out.

His massive cock stayed buried inside her, stretching her open, pulsing inside that soaked, trembling hole.

Laura gasped—a broken, high-pitched sound—as she stared up at him, eyes wide and dazed. Her chest rose and fell in rapid, shallow breaths, nipples hard and glistening with sweat.

I could see it clearly. Her pussy lips were stretched obscenely around his cock, her whole body visibly shaking from the effort of taking him.

Jordan planted his knees, towering above her. Then he began to fuck her.

At first, it was slow—almost deliberate. Long, deep strokes that forced Laura to feel every inch of him, forced her body to adjust to the impossible thickness filling her.

He would pull out almost to the tip, then drive back inside with a heavy, wet slap of flesh on flesh.

Laura’s mouth opened in a silent scream each time he pushed deeper. Her hands clutched the sheets, knuckles white, as her body arched under the relentless stretch.

I could see it in her face—she was fighting to take it. Struggling to handle him. Her legs kicked and trembled in the air, her hips rising helplessly to meet each thrust.

The first stage was pure survival.

Jordan grunted low, watching her reactions with a satisfied smirk. "That’s it… get used to it, baby. Let this big cock open you up."

Laura moaned—high, desperate—but she didn’t tell him to stop. She couldn’t.

And slowly… something changed.

Her hands let go of the sheets and slid up his back, pulling him in closer. Her legs wrapped around his waist, locking him in.

I could hear her voice now—ragged, breathless.

"Yes… oh God… yes…"

She was embracing it.

I watched in helpless awe as my wife gave herself over completely—no more hesitation, no more resistance. She wanted it now. Needed it.

Jordan’s thrusts grew harder, deeper. The wet sound of his cock pounding into her echoed through the room.

Laura’s cries rose in pitch—louder, wilder—as she began to cum again.

Her pussy gushed visibly, slick coating his cock, her inner walls gripping him greedily.

"Fuck!" she cried out. "More! Please… fuck me harder!"

I could barely breathe.

Laura—who had never let me fuck her like this, who had always needed careful attention to cum from penetration—was now begging to be wrecked by this man’s cock.

Jordan obliged.

He shifted slightly, adjusting his angle—and began to pound her mercilessly.

Long, brutal strokes that drove the air from her lungs.

Her legs flailed again, unable to hold on. Her hands clawed at his back, at his ass, trying to pull him impossibly deeper.

Her voice dissolved into incoherent moans, her body jerking violently with each thrust.

And then the final stage hit.

It became too much.

I watched as Laura’s entire body seized—her back arching off the bed, her mouth wide in a scream as another massive orgasm tore through her.

Her pussy was a mess now—distended, stretched wide around his cock, gushing slick in thick waves.

Jordan kept going, unrelenting.

Again. And again. And again.

Each thrust triggered another helpless orgasm—her body no longer able to keep up, reduced to pure, raw response.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she shook beneath him, sobbing with pleasure.

I had never seen her like this.

I had never imagined she could be like this.

My wife was being fucked into complete submission—her body owned, used, driven to the edge of what she could take.


Taken By Surprise

I couldn’t help myself. I reached for my cock, desperate to stroke it as I watched this scene of utter sexual surrender unfold before my eyes.

But before I could, I felt another hand on my cock.

It was Mel!

I froze.

For a moment, my mind simply couldn’t process what was happening.

The hand on my cock was warm, soft, sure.

I looked down—and blinked in shock.

It was Mel.

She had appeared out of nowhere—silent, unseen until now.

I was so stunned that I didn’t even register at first that she was completely naked.

I just stared at her face—those mischievous green eyes sparkling with wicked amusement.

Then the rest of her came into focus.

Pale redhead skin, flushed with arousal. A tight, toned little CrossFit body that looked sculpted and strong in the dim light—firm thighs, a taut, flat belly, a perfect heart-shaped ass.

And her breasts—small, perky, with little pink nipples that stood out hard and eager.

She was breathtaking.

And there she was—naked, stroking my cock with confident, deliberate strokes, as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

I couldn’t speak.

Mel looked up at me with that wicked smile.

"Amazing, isn’t it?" she purred, her voice low and sultry. "Have you ever seen such a cock before?"

I shook my head numbly—barely able to breathe—my eyes wide with disbelief.

Mel’s grin widened.

"When I told Laura about Jordan’s cock," she said softly, her hand tightening around me, "she told me about your fantasies." Her eyes twinkled. "I told her she could fuck him if she wanted to. That it was okay with me."

I was stunned.

My mind reeled—Laura had told her. They had planned this. They wanted me to see this.

Before I could even begin to respond, Mel dropped to her knees in front of me.

And without another word, she took my cock into her mouth.

She was a seriously good cocksucker.

Her lips wrapped around me with perfect pressure, her tongue swirling expertly, her head bobbing with a smooth, hungry rhythm.

Mel then knelt before me and began sucking my cock while I watched our partners fuck.

Mel was working my cock like no woman ever had.

Her little mouth was a revelation—warm, soft, impossibly skilled. She used just the right amount of pressure, her tongue flicking and swirling around the head with practiced ease. Her hand pumped in perfect rhythm, gliding along my slick shaft as she sucked me deeper, again and again.

But even as the pleasure surged through me, my eyes stayed locked on the bed across the room.

On Laura.

I could barely process what I was seeing—what I was feeling.

My beautiful wife, the woman I loved, the woman I’d thought I knew, was being fucked harder, deeper, more relentlessly than I ever could have managed. And the worst part—she loved it.

She wasn’t pretending. Wasn’t putting on a show.

She was lost in it.

Utterly, helplessly surrendered to the brutal pounding of Jordan’s thick cock.

The sight was tearing me apart—and making me harder than I’d ever been.

Mel paused for a moment, pulling her mouth off me with a soft pop. She looked up at me, grinning mischievously, her hand still stroking me expertly.

"I don’t get it," she said, eyes twinkling. "Laura’s always said she struggles to cum from penetration."

I couldn’t answer.

My throat was dry, my breath ragged. The words wouldn’t come.

Because at that moment, I watched—helpless—as Jordan shifted his angle and began to fuck Laura even deeper.

His hips drove forward with devastating force, his thick cock pistoning in and out of her stretched, dripping pussy. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the room, mingling with Laura’s ragged, desperate cries.

Her hands clawed at his back, then his ass, pulling him closer, urging him deeper.

Jordan’s voice rumbled low. "I’m about to cum."

Laura’s reaction shattered me.

She moaned—long and loud—and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. Her arms locked around his neck, her hands gripping him like a lifeline.

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes… cum inside me… don’t stop… oh God… please…"

And then she came.

Harder than I’d ever seen.

Her entire body convulsed beneath him, her back arching off the bed, her pussy clamping down fiercely on his cock.

Her screams filled the room—raw, animal, unstoppable.

Jordan roared in response, driving into her with brutal, final thrusts.

His balls tightened, his ass clenched—and then he came.

I watched in helpless, stunned disbelief as his thick cock pulsed deep inside my wife, releasing rope after rope of cum into her trembling body.

Laura screamed again—her body locking up in a series of violent aftershocks, her hands clawing at him as if trying to pull him even deeper.

I could see it clearly—thick streams of cum spilling from her stretched pussy, overflowing and running down her ass in slow, glistening trails.

And I watched helplessly as it filled her to overflowing, and escaped out of her hole, and ran down her ass.

Eventually, Jordan gave one final thrust and held there, buried deep inside her, groaning as the last of his cum spilled into my wife’s stretched, trembling pussy.

Then he slowly rolled to the side, dragging that thick cock out of her.

I watched—mouth dry, cock throbbing—as it slid free, glistening with her slick and his cum.

And there lay Laura.

Spread wide. Used. Drenched.

Her pussy was gaping—swollen and raw, still twitching from the relentless pounding she had taken.

The sight was almost vulgar. No, it was vulgar.

I could barely believe this was my wife. The elegant, controlled woman I had married—now lying there utterly ruined, legs splayed, her cunt leaking and convulsing from the brutal fucking she’d just received.

And then it happened.

Laura shifted slightly on the bed—just the smallest movement.

The loudest, most disgusting queef I’d ever heard echoed through the room—sharp, wet, and utterly humiliating.

I flinched—but couldn’t look away.

And right after, a flood of cum spilled from her battered pussy—a thick, unstoppable river that poured down her ass and onto the sheets below.

That was too much for me.

The sight of my beautiful wife lying there ruined—her hole stretched and gaping, leaking her lover’s cum in a filthy stream—sent me over the edge.

A second later, with a helpless groan, I exploded in Mel’s mouth.

But she didn’t stop. Didn’t ease off.

Mel kept sucking me hard and fast, her mouth relentless, her tongue swirling hungrily around the head of my cock as I emptied myself in helpless spurts down her throat.

The sensation was overwhelming—too much to handle—but she held me firm, taking every drop, milking me completely dry as I gasped and shook.

As they both recovered from their exertion, I knew—deep in my gut—that this was not the end.

I had just had my darkest fantasy fulfilled.

My white wife had been taken by a black man in front of my own eyes.

Mel rose, and kissed me, giving me back my own cum, and said, "I think she'll The room was thick with heat and the smell of sex. I could barely think, my heart still racing, cock twitching uselessly as I stared at the scene before me.

Laura lay sprawled across the ruined sheets, her body still trembling in the aftermath of her brutal fucking, her pussy slowly leaking thick streams of cum.

Jordan finally rolled off of her, stretching with lazy satisfaction. His cock was slick and glistening, coated in their mixed juices.

I heard soft footsteps behind me.

Mel.

She walked confidently into the room, completely naked, her pale skin flushed, nipples still hard, that wicked smile on her lips.

She glanced at Laura, then turned to Jordan.

"Was she good?" she asked, voice light but teasing.

Jordan chuckled, his deep voice thick with satisfaction. "She was great," he said. Then he looked at Mel more seriously. "Would it be okay if I had her again sometime?"

Mel’s eyes twinkled. "I don’t care," she replied easily, voice almost casual. "It’s okay with me."

Then her gaze dropped to his cock—still slick, swollen, glistening with cum and pussy juice.

"What a mess," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. "I guess I’d better clean you up."

And with that, she sank gracefully to her knees in front of him and began to slowly suck and lick at his sticky, messy cock.

I just stood there, frozen, staring at my wife.

She lay sprawled on the ruined bed, legs spread wide, not even bothering to cover herself. Thick streams of cum oozed from her wide-stretched pussy, running in slow trails through the wet, matted hair around her mound. A glistening puddle had already begun to form beneath her ass.

Her flushed chest heaved with deep, ragged breaths. Her eyes were closed, her face glowing with a satisfied, blissed-out smile.

She had never looked so beautiful.

And never so filthy.

My wife—my elegant Laura—lay there before all of us, a used, cum-filled slut.

I barely noticed Mel at first—still kneeling between Jordan’s legs, licking and sucking at his messy cock with obscene eagerness.

But then she stopped just long enough to glance back at me—her lips wet, eyes sparkling with mischief.

She grinned.

"Wow," she said playfully. "She’s a mess. You should really do something about that."

I swallowed hard, unsure what to do.

But Mel wasn’t finished.

She gave my soft, drained cock a pointed glance, then looked back up at me with a wicked smile. "Tell you what," she said, voice dripping with mock sweetness. "Why don’t you try to fuck her? I mean… you just came, so you’re probably not gonna get it up again… but maybe you’ll surprise us."

My face burned with humiliation. My cock was useless—soft, spent—and we all knew it. Mel had sucked me dry herself.

She let her gaze linger deliberately on my limp cock, then leaned in a little closer.

"And if you can’t," she added, voice lower now, almost a purr, "then you’d better find another way. Because she deserves to cum again after taking a cock like that."

Before I could even move, Laura let out a soft, teasing laugh.

She shifted slightly, sitting up on one elbow, her glistening, leaking pussy fully on display.

Her eyes met mine—dark and playful.

"You heard her," Laura said, her voice light but full of challenge. "Make me cum, baby."

That was too much.

A line had been crossed, and I knew it—deep down. But I wasn’t about to let my wife lie there, freshly fucked by another man, and be the only one to make her cum.

I had to try.

Driven by sheer stubbornness, shame, and desperate need, I climbed between her thighs. My heart pounded, my breath came shallow, but I couldn’t stop myself.

As I leaned in, the scent hit me first—thick, musky, raw. The taste of sex, of her arousal, of Jordan’s cum still leaking out in slow waves.

I gagged inwardly, my stomach twisting.

But I forced myself to lower my mouth to her messy, stretched pussy.

And I began to lick.

The taste was appalling—salty, sour, slick with the evidence of her utter submission. The texture of it, the heat, the sheer filth of what I was doing nearly broke me.

But I couldn’t stop.

I worked my tongue relentlessly, desperate to make her cum. Desperate to give her something that was still mine—even if only for this moment.

Above me, I saw her smiling—soft, satisfied.

A smile of pure satisfaction.

And for the next twenty minutes, I stayed between her thighs—licking, sucking, working my tongue in desperate, degrading devotion.

At first, it was pure determination. The taste, the texture, the filth of it made my stomach churn—but I forced myself through it.

Jordan’s cum still leaked from her with every flick of my tongue. I could feel it coat my lips, drip down my chin, stain my face with the evidence of her surrender.

Laura moaned softly at first, eyes half-lidded, her fingers tangled lazily in my hair.

But soon, my relentless efforts began to pay off.

Her hips started to shift beneath me, her breathing quickening.

I pushed harder—flattening my tongue against her clit, circling, flicking, sucking.

"Yes…" she gasped. "Just like that… don’t stop."

And I didn’t.

Her first orgasm hit hard—her thighs clamped around my head, her body convulsing as she cried out, grinding herself against my face.

But I didn’t stop.

Even as her cunt pulsed around my tongue, even as more slick, salty cum mixed with her juices—I kept going.

Laura collapsed back, panting, laughing breathlessly. "Mmm… good boy," she teased. "One down."

I flushed with shame and arousal—and redoubled my efforts.

I licked deeper, harder, my face a sticky mess, my jaw aching.

The second orgasm built faster—Laura’s hips rolled with increasing urgency, her moans louder now, her hands gripping my hair tighter.

"Oh fuck… yes… fuck yes!" she cried, her body arching off the bed as another wave crashed through her.

I rode it out, licking through every twitch and shudder.

My mind was spinning, my body shaking with exhaustion and lust—but I still didn’t stop.

Somewhere in that haze, I realized—my cock was stirring again. A faint pulse, a twitch—then more.

I kept going.

By the time Laura’s third orgasm built, my cock was hardening steadily—aching now with desperate need.

Laura felt it—she glanced down with a wicked smile, her voice thick with satisfaction.

"Look at you," she purred. "Getting hard again… after licking my cum-filled pussy. You really are mine now."

And as I sucked her clit one last time—she came again.

Her third orgasm ripped through her, the strongest yet—her entire body shaking, her cunt gushing against my mouth as she screamed her release.

I kept licking, moaning into her folds—driven now by raw instinct, my cock fully hard again.

Finally, spent and gasping, Laura tugged my hair gently.

"Enough, baby," she whispered. "Look at you… you’re ready again."

And she was right.

After twenty minutes of submission, humiliation, and desperate service, I was hard again.

As I knelt there between Laura’s trembling thighs, face soaked with her juices and the lingering taste of Jordan’s cum, Mel’s voice broke through the haze.

"Alright, you two," she said with a playful grin, her tone light but laced with authority. "Why don’t you go back to your room and enjoy the rest of your night?"

I looked up, dazed, just in time to see her straddling Jordan’s hips, her tight little body gleaming with sweat.

Mel gave us a wink as she reached back, guiding his thick, still-glossy cock up between her slick folds. Then—slowly, confidently—she sank down onto him, moaning low as she took every inch inside her.

"Go on," she breathed, beginning to roll her hips. "We’ll be busy for a while."

That was all the permission we needed.

Laura smiled wickedly and tugged my hand. I followed her in a daze back to our bedroom—my cock painfully hard, my mind a chaotic swirl of lust, humiliation, and desperate need.

The moment the door closed behind us, something inside me snapped.

Laura barely had time to climb onto the bed before I was on her, grabbing her hips and yanking them beneath me. I drove into her in one brutal thrust, both of us crying out as her pussy gripped me tight.

I fucked her hard.

Harder than I ever had.

The bed shook beneath us as I pounded into her mercilessly. I couldn’t get enough. Every filthy word she had moaned to Jordan, every humiliating cry, every image of that thick cock stretching her open burned in my mind.

Laura met every thrust with her own, gasping and clawing at my back, her voice wild and breathless beneath me. But I was relentless, hips slamming against her ass as I fucked her like a man possessed.

And through it all, a desperate thought haunted me. I had to make her cum. I had to give her more than Jordan had. I needed it.

But no matter how hard I drove into her, how deep I thrust, her trembling body beneath me held back that final release.

Minutes passed in a blur of sweat and muscle. My own orgasm built fast and brutal, and with every second that passed, hatred for my own weakness consumed me. I hadn’t done it. I hadn’t fucked her to another orgasm after everything Jordan had given her.

I was losing control. The need to cum surged higher with every stroke, no matter how I fought it.

And then—just as my release tore through me, as I groaned and poured myself deep inside her—Laura cried out beneath me.

Her body locked around me, her legs squeezing tight.

She came. Hard. Shaking.

Her cries echoed through the room as we came together, both collapsing in a tangled, trembling heap on the sweat-soaked sheets.

Afterward, we lay tangled in the sweat-soaked sheets, bodies pressed close, both of us too spent to move.

Laura curled up against me, her head resting on my chest, her leg draped across mine. I held her tight, my heart still racing, my mind trying to process everything that had just happened.

For a while, neither of us spoke.

Then, quietly, Laura broke the silence.

"Are you… mad at me?" she asked softly. Her voice was small, uncertain. "For what I did tonight?"

I tightened my arm around her and let out a long breath.

"How could I be?" I whispered. "That was… the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen. You were amazing."

She let out a small laugh, relief clear in her voice. "I wasn’t sure. You looked so… intense. I didn’t know what you were thinking."

I kissed her hair, still damp with sweat. "I was thinking I’ve never been more turned on. And more proud. And more fucking wrecked… all at the same time."

Laura gave a slow, contented sigh and snuggled closer.

After another moment, she smiled against my chest. "Mel, though… I didn’t know she was going to do that."

I blinked. "She wasn’t supposed to?"

Laura shook her head. "No. That wasn’t part of the plan. But once Jordan had me… I couldn’t think straight. I was too far gone to say anything. And Mel being Mel… well."

I let out a soft laugh. "She certainly didn’t hold back."

Laura shifted, propping herself up on one elbow so she could look at me, her eyes sparkling now with that teasing glint I knew so well.

"So?" she asked, voice light and playful. "How was it? Her sucking your cock?"

I flushed, knowing there was no point in lying. "It was… incredible," I admitted. "Honestly, the best I’ve ever had."

Laura grinned, clearly amused. "Yeah, I’m not surprised."

I frowned. "You’re not?"

She laughed softly. "She’s been getting a lot of practice lately."

Then she leaned in and kissed me gently, her smile never fading.

We lay there for a long while, tangled together, both too exhausted to move.

Laura rested her head on my chest again, her breathing slowing, her body warm against mine. I kept one arm around her, staring up at the ceiling, my mind racing with everything we had just done, everything we had just crossed.

But it wasn’t over.

From down the hall, Mel’s screams echoed faintly through the house—sharp, wild cries of pleasure that left no doubt about what was happening in the guest room. The wet, rhythmic slap of Jordan’s hips against her filled the silence between us, a brutal, steady soundtrack to our collapse.

Laura let out a soft, contented laugh. "Sounds like Mel’s enjoying herself."

I smiled and kissed her hair. "Yeah. She really is."

Wrapped in each other’s arms, lulled by the distant sounds of Mel’s helpless screams and Jordan’s relentless fucking, we drifted off to sleep.

Three months later.

I sat in the living room, comfortably settled into the corner of the sofa. The late afternoon light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow across the room.

Mel was sitting across from me, legs curled beneath her, sipping a glass of wine. We were chatting about nothing in particular—plans for the weekend, some show she was watching. Just normal conversation between friends.

And yet… nothing was normal anymore.

I glanced up mid-sentence and caught the sight across the room.

On the other sofa, Laura was on her knees, her head bobbing steadily in Jordan’s lap. His hand rested lazily on her head, his eyes half-closed, a slow smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

Laura’s cheeks were flushed, her mouth stretched around his thick cock, a soft wet sound filling the room beneath the quiet murmur of conversation.

I just smiled.

There was no shock anymore. No hesitation. This had become normal. Our new life.

Mel didn’t even glance over—just kept talking, as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

And I leaned back, relaxed, watching my wife suck her lover’s cock on the other sofa, and simply smiled.
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Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.

The First Time I Was Shared: My Journey Into Swinging

As we stepped out of the taxi, I looked at my husband James and took a deep breath.

My God, was I nervous.

This was our first time in Vegas—but that wasn’t why. It wasn’t the casinos, or the lights, or the sheer size of it all. I was nervous because, as I gripped James’s hand, I knew we were walking toward the nondescript door of a swingers club.

The craziest part? We weren’t even swingers.

We’d never even dabbled. We were just Mr. and Mrs. Vanilla strolling toward that door, straight into the unknown. I didn’t know what we’d find inside—or whether I’d actually go through with it. But ever since that night, I knew I had to at least see it for myself.

That night a few months ago, when Emily couldn’t keep her drunken mouth shut while we sat in my hot tub and she told me about her little trip to Vegas—and what she got up to while her husband watched.

But that’s the thing. They stopped after that. Her story was just a couple of drunk wives giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob. And yeah, I know you’re thinking that’s bad enough.

But what if I told you that, since that moment, my mind hasn’t stopped wandering? That all I could think about was standing there naked, surrounded by strangers, getting stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock while everyone watched?

That’s a whole different ball game.

And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to think about it too.

But as I walked through that door, heart racing, I still didn’t know the answer to the one question that mattered:

Would I really do it?

Watching His Wife Go Black: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience

Revised Second Edition
I couldn’t believe the sudden rush of emotions that hit me as Jenny knelt in front of him. I knew this was the point of no return. If she unzipped his pants, there’d be no going back.

I paused for a second—this had been my biggest fantasy for years. I’d lost count of how many times I’d imagined my pretty little wife on her knees in front of a well-hung Black man. But suddenly, it wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was real. It was happening.

Jealousy hit me hard for a moment, sharp and unexpected, as she unzipped his pants and pulled out a thick Black cock that made my own look embarrassingly average.

But then something else took over. As Jenny leaned in, her mouth just inches from his shaft, I realized how hard I was. I couldn’t make sense of the storm of emotions—jealousy, anxiety, arousal—blurring together in the most intense way I’d ever felt.

Nothing could have prepared me for seeing it. But this was my fantasy, not hers. At least, that’s what I thought—until I saw just how eagerly she wrapped her lips around his big, black cock.
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