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Chapter 1

Louisa gripped the ten-inch, jet-black dildo in her right hand, her knuckles whitening with every urgent thrust. “Oh, fuck me—fuck me hard with that great big black cock!” she cried, nearly sobbing the words as she spread her thighs wider. A thin sheen of sweat slicked her skin, and her pussy gleamed under the soft glow of the bedside lamp.

She pumped the thick toy in and out of her swollen folds, gasping each time the firm head stretched her open. Her hips bucked, meeting every thrust with a desperate hunger. Every so often, she angled the dildo to push the tip against her clit, rubbing that sensitive bundle of nerves before plunging it back into her slick heat. A jolt of pleasure sizzled along her spine whenever the head nudged her cervix, sending a sweet, intense ache deep into her core.

Her free hand roamed over her breasts, zeroing in on her left nipple. She rolled it between her thumb and forefinger, pinching harder with each passing second until she almost cried out. The mingled sting and euphoria pulsed through her entire body, intensifying the slick friction between her legs.

Propping her head on a heap of soft pillows, Louisa locked her gaze on the television at the foot of the bed. Flickering across the screen was a massive, muscular Black man gripping a curvy blonde’s hips, driving his huge, dark cock in and out of her soaking pussy. The slap of flesh against flesh resonated through the room, and the blonde’s round ass jiggled with every punishing thrust. Louisa could see the rapture on the woman’s face—her eyes barely open, her mouth forming a perfect O—and it sparked an even fiercer hunger in Louisa’s own body.

She threw her head back, letting her hair fan out as she mimicked the rhythm on the screen, pistoning the dildo inside herself with increasing urgency. The wet sounds of her pussy joined the porn’s moans, creating a symphony of raw, unfiltered lust that resonated in the humid air. Her clit throbbed with each plunge, feeding a growing fire in her lower belly. She was caught in that beautiful tension between pleasure and near-pain, wanting to test just how far she could go.

A swirl of excitement coursed through her, tinged with an edge of guilt or maybe fear—she couldn’t quite name it. All she knew was that she craved something she’d never had, something the scene on the TV planted vividly in her imagination. The imposing silhouette of that man, the way his dark body contrasted against the blonde’s fair skin, enflamed a desire within her that felt almost... forbidden.

Louisa pinned the dildo deep inside her, relishing how her pussy clenched around the smooth shaft. Every nerve ending in her body was alight, her heart fluttering like a trapped bird. She was so close—her stomach tensed, her legs trembling. She shut her eyes, letting her mind drift to the thought of being filled by something so powerful, so undeniably huge, that it eclipsed anything she had felt before.

“Oh god... yes... that’s it, that’s it,” she whimpered, her voice strangled with desire. She pounded the dildo in to the hilt, arching her back off the bed as she imagined the real thing plunging into her. Her swollen clit ground against the base of the toy, sending shockwaves rippling through every muscle and inch of skin.

On the screen, the black man was relentless, his hips slamming forward again and again. The blonde’s cries heightened, fueling Louisa’s own frantic pace. She matched each thrust, her body slick with sweat and need. A thin moan escaped her as her climax began to crest, building with unstoppable momentum.

Finally, the tension snapped. Her orgasm hit in a blinding rush of heat and pleasure, her pussy spasming around the silicone intruder. She let out a ragged scream, fingers digging into the sheets so hard they nearly tore. She felt wave after wave of euphoria rushing through her, leaving no room for coherent thought—only sensation, raw and overwhelming.

Gradually, the pulsing ebbed. Louisa’s hand fell limp, the dildo still nestled between her trembling thighs. She lay there, chest heaving, staring blankly at the erotic scene on the TV. The actors were still deep in their own lust-driven frenzy, but Louisa felt the room around her settle into a hush, broken only by her ragged breaths.

She gently slipped the dildo out, her inner walls still fluttering from the aftershocks. A surge of heat flushed her cheeks as she became aware of the sticky wetness coating her thighs and the toy. She swallowed, her throat dry, her thoughts running wild with images from the screen that had fueled her.

She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the last tremors of pleasure subside. Beneath that wave of gratification, something else stirred—a sense of longing that the dildo, no matter how realistic, couldn’t quite satisfy. She couldn’t stop herself from wondering what it might be like to have that powerful body over hers, to feel another person’s hands gripping her hips, to surrender herself completely to that primal force.

Her breaths slowly evened out, though her pulse remained elevated as she fumbled for the remote. With a shaky hand, she lowered the volume. The moans and slaps receded to a soft murmur. Still, Louisa knew the sensations she’d kindled tonight wouldn’t fade so easily. The images, the sounds, the raw intensity that had swept her away—they all lingered like echoes, resonating in her mind.

She stared at the blank ceiling, a strange mix of satisfaction and restlessness coursing through her. She’d satisfied an immediate desire, but now a new one loomed—hungry, insistent, and impossible to ignore. Whatever came next, she realized, would have to go beyond a silicone fantasy. And as the final traces of her orgasm flickered through her body, Louisa allowed herself a small, anticipatory smile, uncertain yet undeniably intrigued about where her desires might lead her next.

Louisa opened her eyes, her chest still heaving as she caught her breath, and refocused on the television at the foot of the bed. The camera zoomed in just as the massive black cock was pulled from the blonde’s soaked pussy. The shaft glistened with her juices, the thick sheen making every vein stand out as it bobbed in the man’s hand. Louisa’s lips parted, and she murmured under her breath, “Oh yes, make her your black cum slut...”

She wasn’t even sure why she’d said it, the words escaping before she could stop them. Her voice felt foreign, breathy and low, as though it had been pulled from some deeper, hidden part of her. On-screen, the man’s movements grew faster, his fist gripping his cock in a tight, relentless rhythm. His groans became louder, rawer, as he angled himself over the blonde’s body. Louisa’s gaze stayed fixed, her stomach tightening with anticipation she didn’t fully understand.

The first burst of cum erupted from the man’s cock with force, painting the blonde’s lower back in a thick, pearly stripe. Louisa flinched, her breath hitching. The second spurt followed, shooting farther up toward the woman’s shoulders, leaving trails that glistened under the harsh studio lights. Without thinking, Louisa blurted out, “Squirt your hot cream all over her!”

The sound of her own voice startled her, and she clamped a hand over her mouth, cheeks flushing hot. Did she really just say that? Her heart raced as she tried to make sense of it. She wasn’t the type to talk dirty, even to herself—but the words had slipped out, raw and unfiltered, as if the scene on the screen had pulled them straight from her subconscious.

On the TV, the man shifted his aim. He pointed his cock lower, stroking out another series of eruptions that spattered across the blonde’s ass cheeks, the tops of her thighs, and the slick folds of her pussy. The sticky streams clung to her skin, dripping in long, slow rivulets.

“Look at all that cum,” Louisa whispered, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. Her cheeks flushed hotter, and she felt a strange flutter low in her belly, her body betraying her. She had always hated the mess of cum, the bitterness of its taste. Memories of past encounters where she’d reluctantly let a man finish in her mouth flashed in her mind, each one leaving her more disgusted than aroused. Yet now, as she watched the blonde smeared in sticky white streaks, her reaction startled her.

“It’s coating her ass,” she murmured, her fingers curling into the sheets. Her voice wavered, half a whisper and half a moan. “Oh god, wouldn’t that feel great to have that all over my butt?” The thought made her stomach flip, equal parts revulsion and a strange, simmering heat. She closed her thighs reflexively, feeling the dampness between them grow despite herself. “It looks so good...”

Her own words hung heavy in the air, her breath shallow as she kept watching. On-screen, the blonde reached back to smear the cum across her own skin, spreading it over her ass and thighs with a delighted moan. Then, to Louisa’s shock, the woman turned over and slid her hands up to her face, collecting the stray droplets that had dripped down. She sucked them from her fingers, her tongue flicking out to savor every bit.

Louisa felt her throat tighten as she stared. The idea of licking cum from someone’s skin—or worse, swallowing it—had always disgusted her. The taste alone made her gag, and she’d never understood why some people seemed to crave it. Yet, as the blonde licked her lips, Louisa found herself wondering what it might feel like—not just the taste but the act itself, the power in surrendering so completely.

“I’d love to lick and eat it off her ass,” she whispered, the words escaping before she could stop them. Her heart hammered, and a wave of heat rushed to her cheeks. She couldn’t believe she’d just said that, even to herself. It didn’t make sense—she’d always hated cum, and yet here she was, captivated by the sight of it dripping from another woman’s body. The contrast between her usual revulsion and this newfound arousal made her head spin.

Louisa swallowed hard, her mouth dry, and pressed her thighs together tighter. She wanted to look away, to mute the TV and forget how her body was betraying her, but she couldn’t. The scene held her captive, stirring something deep within her that she didn’t fully understand. A mix of shame and excitement curled in her stomach as she imagined herself in the blonde’s place, slick and messy, covered in evidence of someone else’s pleasure.

Her breathing quickened again, and she felt her pulse throbbing in her neck. Maybe she didn’t understand the appeal of it completely—but for the first time, a part of her wanted to.

Every time Louisa brought herself off to the porn playing on her TV, she felt herself sinking further into a world that felt both thrilling and deeply forbidden. The things she whispered to herself now, the fantasies that played in her mind, would have shocked the woman she’d been not so long ago. She hadn’t always been this nasty, this uninhibited—and if someone had told her a year ago where her desires would lead her, she wouldn’t have believed them. Back then, she’d considered herself a good girl, modest and grounded. How had things changed so quickly?

She could trace it all back to one particular Friday night, sitting at the bar with her friend Grace during happy hour. What had started as casual talk about work, husbands, and life had, several glasses of wine later, turned to men and sex. Grace, divorced and unapologetically adventurous, didn’t shy away from sharing her escapades. Louisa, by contrast, had felt herself blushing just listening. Grace’s stories were scandalous, bold, and laced with experiences Louisa had never dared to imagine for herself.

Louisa had been married for seven years, a respectable amount of time, though sometimes it felt like longer. She’d grown up in a small town, raised by strict, conservative parents who had instilled traditional values in her from an early age. Sex had been a subject cloaked in mystery and morality—a sacred act meant only for marriage. Her mother’s advice on the subject had been clear: save yourself for your husband, and he will cherish you forever. Louisa had taken that advice to heart, carrying it with her into college, where her experiences had been limited to stolen kisses, a little petting, and some fumbling attempts at mutual masturbation with a boyfriend or two.

It wasn’t until she met Jack, her future husband, during her sophomore year that things became more serious. He was six years older than her, working toward an MBA while she was still figuring out her major. Jack had seemed so mature, so steady—a man with a plan. He respected her boundaries and never pressured her to go further than she was comfortable with. Her parents adored him, and when they insisted she finish college before getting married, Jack had patiently waited. At twenty-two, Louisa finally walked down the aisle, a blushing bride who had saved herself for that one special man.

Her wedding night was supposed to be magical, the culmination of years of waiting and dreaming. And it had been... fine. The act itself—her first experience with a man’s cock inside her—was pleasant but not earth-shattering. Jack was gentle, attentive, but there had been no grand rapture, no wild abandon like she’d read about in romance novels or heard whispered among her college friends. It was nice, satisfying in a quiet way, but Louisa couldn’t help feeling as though she was missing something, some deeper connection or primal spark.

For years, she had buried that nagging feeling, telling herself it was normal. Marriage was about love, partnership, and building a life together—not constant fireworks in the bedroom. And Jack was a good man. He provided for her, treated her with kindness, and never gave her reason to doubt his love. Still, as time went on, the lack of intensity in their sex life became harder to ignore. They made love regularly, but it was always the same: tender, predictable, safe.

That night at the bar with Grace, however, something had shifted. Grace had leaned in close, her eyes sparkling with mischief, and asked, “Don’t you ever just want to go wild, Louisa? Like, really let go and just... do something crazy?”

Louisa had laughed nervously, brushing off the question with a polite smile, but Grace hadn’t let it drop. She’d launched into a story about a recent fling with a much younger man, describing in vivid detail how he’d taken her against a wall in a dark alley after a late-night dinner. “It was raw,” Grace had said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Messy, dirty, and fucking incredible. Sometimes you just need that, you know?”

Louisa hadn’t known. Or at least, she hadn’t thought she did. But something about Grace’s words had lingered, planting a seed that began to grow in the quiet corners of her mind. For weeks afterward, she’d caught herself replaying Grace’s stories, wondering what it would feel like to let go of her inhibitions, to do something wild and unrestrained.

She hadn’t acted on those thoughts—not at first. But curiosity had a way of creeping in, little by little. One night, while Jack was working late, Louisa had turned on the TV and stumbled across a porn channel. It had been an accident, or so she told herself at the time. She’d meant to flip past it, but the scene on the screen had held her captive: a man and a woman tangled together in a way that looked nothing like the careful, choreographed sex she’d experienced. It was raw, primal, unapologetic. Before she knew it, her hand had drifted between her thighs, her fingers exploring as she watched.

That was the beginning. What had started as an occasional indulgence quickly became a regular escape. Each time she turned on the TV, she found herself drawn to bolder, filthier scenes, exploring fantasies she’d never dared to consider. Watching strangers on screen doing things she’d once thought disgusting now left her soaked with arousal, her body betraying the values she’d clung to for so long.

Louisa knew she was changing. Every time she brought herself to climax, she felt herself slipping further into a world she couldn’t quite reconcile with the woman she’d been raised to be. She wasn’t sure how far it would go, or what it said about her, but one thing was certain: she couldn’t stop.

As the years passed, Louisa’s marriage to Jack settled into a pattern—comfortable, predictable, and increasingly stagnant. Their sex life, which had never been particularly adventurous, began to feel more like a chore than an act of intimacy. At first, she had told herself this was normal. All couples went through lulls, right? But over time, the gaps between moments of real passion and connection stretched wider and wider, until it felt like they were living as polite roommates rather than lovers.

Sex with Jack had always followed the same routine: a little petting, usually at her suggestion, followed by missionary position. It was gentle, affectionate, and unchanging—like following a well-worn script they both knew by heart. Jack would finish within a few minutes, his body tensing briefly before he rolled off her with a satisfied sigh. Then, without fail, he would fall asleep almost immediately, leaving Louisa staring at the ceiling, unfulfilled and restless.

She tried to suppress her frustration, but it gnawed at her. She craved something more—more connection, more excitement, more satisfaction. Early in their marriage, she had hoped that things might naturally improve as they became more comfortable with each other, but the opposite seemed to be happening. Instead of growing closer, their intimacy felt like it was shrinking, confined to this small, repetitive routine. Jack didn’t seem to notice her dissatisfaction—or worse, he didn’t care.

Louisa found herself bringing up sex less and less. Why bother, when she already knew how it would go? On the rare nights when they did make love, it felt almost mechanical. She began pretending to fall asleep earlier, avoiding the awkward obligation of initiating something she knew wouldn’t satisfy her anyway. It wasn’t long before their once-weekly sex dwindled to a few times a month, and then even less than that.

Blowjobs, which Louisa had once given semi-regularly—maybe once or twice a month—became almost nonexistent. She had never particularly enjoyed the act, finding the taste and texture unpleasant, but she’d done it because she knew Jack liked it. Over time, though, her willingness waned. Jack rarely asked for it anymore, and it wasn’t unusual for months to pass—sometimes six or longer—without her going down on him.

Jack never complained, or at least not directly. Instead, he seemed content to maintain their increasingly sparse and lackluster routine. Louisa wondered sometimes if he even noticed how disconnected they had become. She doubted it. Jack wasn’t the type to dwell on emotions or look too deeply into anything, least of all their sex life. For him, it seemed, sex was a checkbox to tick off—a perfunctory act that required no thought or effort beyond the basics.

The lack of variety frustrated her most. Jack, like her, had been raised in a conservative household, and he carried those values with him into their marriage. Anything outside the most traditional forms of intimacy was off-limits in his mind. He had never asked to try anything new, and whenever Louisa tentatively brought up ideas—different positions, maybe experimenting with oral more often—he would dismiss them with an uncomfortable laugh, as if she’d suggested something scandalous.

So, she stopped asking. She stopped trying. She resigned herself to the reality of their “vanilla” sex life, as Grace had once teasingly called it. But the hunger for more didn’t go away. If anything, it grew stronger. Louisa began finding other ways to satisfy herself. After Jack fell asleep, she would slip a hand between her thighs under the covers, quietly bringing herself to climax while he snored softly beside her. On particularly frustrating nights, she would retreat to the bathroom, biting her lip to muffle her moans as she leaned against the counter, desperate to find the release Jack had never been able to give her.

She couldn’t remember the last time Jack had made her climax during sex. In fact, she wasn’t sure he ever had. Early on, she’d faked orgasms to spare his feelings, but that only reinforced his belief that what they were doing was enough. Now, she didn’t even bother pretending. She knew he wouldn’t notice the difference.

Louisa often wondered if this was what marriage was supposed to feel like—safe but stagnant, affectionate but devoid of passion. It wasn’t that she didn’t love Jack; she did. He was a good man, hardworking and dependable. But that wasn’t enough anymore. She wanted to feel desired, to feel alive, to experience something raw and unrestrained.

The stark contrast between her fantasies and her reality became harder to ignore. Watching porn on the TV late at night, she would lose herself in the images of people doing things that Jack would never dream of trying. The wild abandon, the messy, uninhibited pleasure—it was everything her sex life lacked. And as much as she tried to push those thoughts away, they always crept back in, lingering in the corners of her mind.

As Louisa’s fantasies began to develop, Grace became an unwitting guide into a world she had never dared explore. Over their regular Friday happy hours or occasional brunches, Grace would lean in, her voice hushed but brimming with excitement, and describe sexual escapades that made Louisa’s head spin. Grace’s tales were brazen, filled with moments that seemed ripped from the pages of some illicit novel. She spoke candidly about wild nights with men she met on Tinder—encounters that left Louisa simultaneously scandalized and intrigued.

Grace didn’t shy away from the details, either. She described positions Louisa had never even heard of, let alone tried. While Louisa knew about blowing a man, Grace’s stories about sucking off random strangers seemed beyond comprehension. The way Grace described it—the power in the act, the raw hunger exchanged between her and the men—made it sound almost primal. Louisa couldn’t help but wrinkle her nose at the thought, still tethered to her own distaste for the act. Yet, as Grace spoke, there was something in her tone, in the way her eyes lit up, that made Louisa wonder if she was missing something.

Then there were the scenarios that felt utterly beyond anything Louisa could imagine for herself. Grace talked about one night with two men—a Tinder date that had escalated into an impromptu threesome. “One of them was eating me out while the other was fucking me from behind,” Grace said with a wicked grin, swirling her wine glass. “I swear, Louisa, it was like my body didn’t know what to focus on—it was almost too much, but in the best way.” Louisa had stared at her, wide-eyed, her cheeks burning as she tried to picture it.

Grace didn’t stop there. She recounted another encounter with a man who had tied her to the bed, teased her relentlessly, and played with her ass before finishing by cumming all over her body. “It was messy,” Grace admitted, her tone playful. “But God, it felt so freeing, you know? Just letting someone take control like that.”

Louisa couldn’t hide her initial reaction—her mouth falling open, her head shaking in disbelief. “Grace, how do you... how can you even let someone do that?” she had asked, her voice tinged with both judgment and genuine curiosity.

Grace had laughed, waving a hand dismissively. “Oh, come on, Louisa. Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. It’s just sex—it’s supposed to be fun, messy, and a little wild. Trust me, once you let go of all the rules, you’d be amazed at what your body can feel.”

Louisa wanted to dismiss Grace’s stories outright, to hold tight to her conservative values and the small, safe world she’d always known. But something about the way Grace spoke, the unapologetic confidence in her voice, planted a seed in Louisa’s mind. She couldn’t stop replaying the stories later, turning them over in her head like forbidden treasures. The thought of two men touching her at once, of being tied down and utterly vulnerable, sent a shiver through her—not entirely unpleasant.

At first, she told herself it was simple curiosity, a kind of morbid fascination with Grace’s uninhibited lifestyle. But the truth was harder to ignore. Some of Grace’s descriptions made Louisa’s pulse quicken, her cheeks flush, and her body react in ways she didn’t expect. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but there were moments during Grace’s stories when she felt a faint, tingling heat between her legs—a physical reaction she couldn’t entirely suppress.

She wondered what it would be like to feel that kind of freedom, to surrender to an experience so far outside the careful confines of her marriage. The idea of a man touching her ass had always seemed gross, even off-limits, yet here she was, thinking about it late at night while her hand slid between her thighs. And while she still thought Grace’s tales of random hookups were reckless, they also left her questioning what it might feel like to let go of her own inhibitions. To feel desired. To feel alive.

Louisa found herself hanging on Grace’s every word during their conversations, even as she tried to appear nonchalant. She told herself it was just idle curiosity, nothing more. But as the days passed, she noticed those stories creeping into her fantasies when she was alone. She could hear Grace’s voice in her head, describing in vivid detail the way her body felt during those encounters, and Louisa’s hand would stray lower, her breath hitching as she imagined herself in Grace’s place.

The contrast between her life and Grace’s became harder to ignore. While Louisa lay next to Jack in the dark, their backs turned to one another, Grace was out living a life filled with passion and daring. Louisa wasn’t sure she could ever be like Grace—bold, fearless, and unapologetically sexual. But part of her wondered what it would feel like to try.

And as much as she told herself she wasn’t interested, that she couldn’t imagine doing any of the things Grace described, the truth was becoming impossible to deny: she was more than interested. She was curious, aroused, and increasingly tempted to find out for herself just how far her desires might take her.

During one of their increasingly candid conversations, Louisa had finally opened up to Grace about the lack of sexual excitement in her marriage. It had taken more than a couple of glasses of wine for her to admit it, but when the words tumbled out, Grace didn’t look the least bit surprised. Instead, she leaned in, resting her chin on her hand, and asked bluntly, “Well, how big is Jack’s cock?”

Louisa nearly choked on her wine. “Grace!” she sputtered, glancing around the bar as though someone might overhear.

“What?” Grace shrugged, entirely unbothered. “It’s a fair question.”

Louisa hesitated, her cheeks flaming. She leaned in closer, lowering her voice. “I don’t know... average, I guess? When I have my hand around it, I can just see the head sticking out.”

Grace arched a perfectly sculpted brow and shook her head. “Girl, no wonder you’re not satisfied. Maybe what you need is a bigger cock.”

Louisa blinked, her mouth falling open. “A... bigger cock?” The thought was so far outside her realm of experience that she didn’t even know how to process it. “Wouldn’t it hurt?”

Grace’s grin widened. “It might at first,” she admitted, “but you’d get used to it. Trust me, the more you get stretched, the better it’ll feel. And a big one will definitely reach areas that Jack just can’t.”

Louisa stared at her, dumbfounded, as Grace continued. “When a cock’s big enough to rub against your clit and hit your G-spot at the same time, you’ll know it. And when it bangs into your cervix just right? Girl, that’s when you’ll really feel it. That’s when you’ll have a roaring climax.”

Louisa’s mind reeled. The idea of something that big inside her sounded intimidating, even a little frightening. And yet, as Grace described it with such confidence, Louisa couldn’t help but feel a tiny flicker of curiosity. Her fingers twitched against her wine glass, and she shifted in her seat, suddenly aware of the faint warmth pooling between her thighs.

“But... where would I even get a bigger cock?” she stammered. “It’s not like I can cheat on Jack with another man.”

Grace gave her a knowing look, the kind that made Louisa feel both naive and oddly excited. “You don’t have to cheat to try it,” Grace said, leaning back in her chair with a sly smile. “Have you ever played with a dildo?”

Louisa gasped, shaking her head emphatically. “No! I mean... no. I’ve only ever used my fingers,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced around the bar again, paranoid that someone might overhear.

Grace’s expression turned amused, almost incredulous. “Louisa,” she said, drawing out the name like a scolding teacher. “You’ve been missing out. A good dildo can change your life.”

Louisa flushed, feeling both embarrassed and intrigued. She’d heard about dildos, of course—seen them in magazines, stumbled across pictures online. Back in college, some of her friends had even brought them out during drunken dorm-room conversations, giggling and teasing each other about their favorite sizes and shapes. But Louisa had always avoided joining in. The thought of using one had seemed too brazen, too taboo for someone like her.

“I wouldn’t even know where to start,” Louisa said finally, swirling her wine nervously. “They always seemed... I don’t know. Intimidating.”

Grace reached across the table, placing a hand on Louisa’s arm. “Listen,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “It’s not as scary as you think. Start small if you want, but once you feel what it’s like to really be filled, you’ll wonder why you waited so long. And the best part? You’re in control. You can take your time, figure out what feels good, and build up to whatever you’re comfortable with.”

Louisa bit her lip, unsure. The idea still felt a little too bold, a little too far removed from the conservative values she’d been raised with. And yet, Grace’s words lingered in her mind, planting seeds of curiosity she couldn’t quite ignore.

“Do you... have one?” Louisa asked hesitantly, almost afraid of the answer.

Grace smirked. “I’ve got a whole drawer full,” she said with a wink. “Different sizes, different shapes... whatever mood I’m in, I’ve got something for it.”

Louisa’s cheeks burned as her imagination conjured images of what that drawer might look like. “I don’t know if I could ever...”

“Of course you could,” Grace interrupted, her tone firm but encouraging. “You deserve to feel good, Louisa. You deserve to explore your body and figure out what turns you on. And if Jack’s not doing the job, then it’s time to take matters into your own hands. Literally.”

Louisa couldn’t help but laugh at that, despite her embarrassment. Grace always had a way of making her feel just comfortable enough to consider things she’d never thought about before. She still wasn’t sure if she’d ever have the courage to actually try it, but for the first time, the idea didn’t seem completely out of reach.

As they parted ways that night, Louisa couldn’t stop thinking about Grace’s words. The idea of a bigger cock, of something filling her in ways Jack never had, lingered in her mind like a whisper she couldn’t quite shake. And as much as she tried to push it away, she found herself wondering—what would it feel like? Would it really make a difference? And, most importantly, would it finally give her the satisfaction she’d been craving for so long?

Saturday night, Louisa lay on her back, staring at the ceiling as Jack rolled over toward her. She felt the familiar weight of his hand on her breast, his fingers teasing her nipple with absentminded strokes. There was no buildup, no passion, just the routine prelude she had come to expect. His other hand slipped between her thighs, rubbing up and down her slit until the friction drew out a faint slickness.

Louisa sighed softly, her body responding out of habit rather than genuine arousal. Before she could fully process the sensations, Jack swung his leg over her prone body, settling himself between her thighs. Without a word, he positioned himself and shoved his cock into her pussy. There was no pause, no moment to savor the connection—just a series of quick, shallow thrusts as he pumped in and out with mechanical efficiency.

Louisa bit her lip, trying to will herself into the moment, to focus on the physical connection rather than the hollowness she felt. But it was over before she had a chance to catch up. Jack let out a sharp groan, his body tensing as he spilled his semen inside her after barely thirty seconds. “Oh God, that was great!” he exclaimed, his voice filled with satisfaction as he rolled off her and onto his side.

Within moments, his soft snores filled the room, leaving Louisa alone in the darkness with the ache of her unfulfilled need. Her pussy throbbed—not from pleasure, but from the burning frustration of being left on the edge yet again. She stared at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths, feeling a mix of anger, disappointment, and yearning.

This was how it always went. Jack’s enthusiasm ended as soon as he came, leaving her to fend for herself. She had tried to talk to him about it before, but the conversations had always been met with awkwardness or defensiveness. Now, she didn’t even bother. It felt easier to keep quiet, to go through the motions and take care of herself afterward—though it never felt like enough.

As Jack’s snores grew louder, Louisa sighed and slid her hand down her stomach, her fingers finding the slickness he had left behind. She slowly pushed her index finger into her moist cunt, her walls clenching instinctively around the intrusion. It wasn’t the fullness she craved, but it was something. She worked her finger in and out, her thumb pressing against her clit in small, deliberate circles. Her body responded quickly, desperate to make up for what had been denied.

The climax that followed was quick and perfunctory, a faint echo of what she truly needed. Louisa let out a soft moan, her muscles tightening briefly before the pleasure ebbed away, leaving her feeling both relieved and hollow. It wasn’t a great orgasm—not even close—but it was better than nothing. At least it took the edge off.

As she lay there in the dark, her body cooling and her hand resting idly on her stomach, Louisa’s thoughts drifted. Her mind returned to Grace’s words from the bar: You deserve to feel good. You deserve to explore your body and figure out what turns you on. The idea had seemed so bold, so far outside her comfort zone at the time. But now, as she stared into the shadows of her bedroom, it didn’t seem so outrageous.

Maybe I should get a toy, she thought, her lips curving into a faint, wistful smile. The idea sent a small thrill through her, tinged with nervous anticipation. She’d never considered it seriously before, but now? After nights like this, the prospect of taking control of her pleasure felt less like an indulgence and more like a necessity.

Louisa turned onto her side, her eyes fluttering closed as she listened to the rhythm of Jack’s breathing. A part of her felt guilty for even considering it, but another part—the part that had begun to awaken with every whispered confession from Grace—was starting to realize she owed herself more. More than this. More than just enough. And maybe, just maybe, a toy was the first step toward finding it.


Chapter 2

The following Monday, Louisa sat at her desk, her thoughts wandering as she clicked aimlessly through emails. All weekend, the idea of a dildo had lingered in her mind, a tantalizing possibility she couldn’t shake. Grace’s words echoed in her head: You deserve to feel good. But the idea of actually buying one felt so daunting, so brazen, that she hadn’t been able to take the first step.

By lunchtime, she’d made up her mind. She needed more information, and there was only one person she could ask.

During their lunch break, Louisa found Grace in the break room, leaning casually against the counter with a cup of coffee. Louisa hesitated for a moment before blurting out, “Grace, where would someone even go to... you know, buy a dildo?”

Grace turned to her with a knowing smile. “Ah, so you’re ready to take the plunge?” she teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Louisa flushed, glancing around to make sure no one else was within earshot. “I’m just... curious,” she said quickly, though her tone betrayed her. “I wouldn’t even know where to start.”

Grace set down her coffee and folded her arms. “Okay, first of all, don’t overthink it. It’s just a toy, Louisa. You can find them at any decent adult store. And don’t let the idea of going to one freak you out—they’re used to seeing newbies.”

Louisa bit her lip. “But... what kind should I get? And how big? I don’t want to pick the wrong one and... regret it.”

Grace grinned, clearly enjoying herself. “Well, that depends. Are you looking for something realistic? Something small and beginner-friendly? Or...” She leaned in conspiratorially. “Something big enough to blow your mind?”

Louisa’s eyes widened. “I—I don’t know,” she stammered. “How big are we talking?”

Grace chuckled. “That’s up to you, sweetheart. But if you really want to experience what we talked about last week—something that’ll stretch you and hit all the right spots—you’re going to need something substantial. I’d say at least eight inches. Ten if you’re feeling adventurous.”

Louisa gasped softly, her cheeks flushing crimson. “Ten inches? That’s... huge!”

“It’s not as scary as it sounds,” Grace assured her. “And trust me, once you get used to it, you’ll never want to go back to anything smaller. The first time I tried a big one? Total game-changer.”

Louisa’s mind raced, torn between intrigue and apprehension. “But what if it’s too much? What if it... hurts?”

“It might feel intense at first,” Grace admitted, “but you’re in control. Go slow, use plenty of lube, and let your body adjust. Once you do, you’ll see what I mean. It’s worth it, Louisa. I promise.”

Louisa nodded slowly, still unsure but willing to take the leap. “Okay,” she said finally. “Where do I even go to find one?”

Grace scribbled an address on a napkin and slid it across the counter. “This place is good. Discreet, decent selection, and the staff knows what they’re talking about. Just go for it. You’ll thank me later.”

That evening, Louisa sat in her car, staring at the neon sign above the adult store Grace had recommended. The words “Adult Boutique” blinked in garish pink and blue, casting an otherworldly glow on the deserted sidewalk. Her heart pounded as she gripped the steering wheel, debating whether she had the courage to step inside.

This is ridiculous, she told herself. It’s just a store. People do this all the time.

Summoning her courage, she slipped out of the car and hurried across the pavement, pushing the door open before she could change her mind. A small bell jingled, and she stepped into a dimly lit space filled with rows of products she had only seen in magazines or on websites she’d stumbled across late at night. The walls were lined with shelves of vibrators, dildos, lingerie, and accessories, while racks of DVDs occupied the center of the room.

Louisa felt a surge of self-consciousness as she realized she was the only woman in the store. The other customers—men of varying ages—glanced her way, their eyes sweeping over her body with open curiosity. She avoided their gazes, her cheeks burning as she made her way to the aisle Grace had described.

She scanned the shelves, overwhelmed by the sheer variety of options. Dildos of every size, shape, and color lined the walls, some so large they made her gasp. She reached for a smaller one, but a young male clerk appeared beside her before she could pick it up.

“First time, huh?” he asked with a grin that made her stomach turn. His eyes roamed over her, lingering on her curves. “Looking for something special?”

Louisa nodded mutely, her voice caught in her throat. The clerk picked up a sleek, black dildo from the shelf and held it out to her. “This one’s popular,” he said, his tone almost mocking. “Ten inches, realistic texture, and flexible. Perfect for beginners looking to upgrade.”

Louisa hesitated before taking it, her fingers brushing against the smooth silicone. It felt hefty, almost intimidating in her hand, but something about it intrigued her. “I... I’ll take it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

The clerk smirked. “Great choice. Need any lube? Maybe a DVD to go with it?”

Louisa shook her head quickly, clutching the dildo to her chest. “Just this,” she said, desperate to end the interaction.

At the counter, the clerk rang up her purchase, his gaze lingering on her as he bagged the item. Louisa handed him her cash, avoiding eye contact, and snatched the bag as soon as he handed it to her. She hurried out of the store, her face flaming as she pushed through the door and back into the night.

She didn’t stop walking until she reached her car. Sliding into the driver’s seat, she exhaled shakily, her hands gripping the steering wheel. The bag sat on the passenger seat, its contents feeling both thrilling and forbidden.

As she drove home, Louisa’s mind buzzed with anticipation. She had taken the first step—daring, awkward, and nerve-wracking as it was—and now, the real adventure was just beginning.

At home, with Jack working late, Louisa sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the nondescript shopping bag she had hastily shoved into the corner of her closet earlier that week. Her heart beat faster as she reached for it, pulling it out and setting it on the bed. The bag crinkled as she opened it, and she felt a mix of excitement and nervousness as she removed the dildo.

It looked so much more intimidating now than it had in the store. The sheer size of it—ten inches long and thick enough that her fingers barely met when she wrapped her hand around it—was worlds away from what she was used to. The flared head was large and detailed, with a subtle curve that added to its realism, and the textured veins along the shaft gave it an undeniably lifelike appearance. Except, of course, for the color—a deep, jet black that stood in stark contrast to Jack’s pale, average-sized cock.

Louisa held it in her hands, marveling at how real it felt. The silicone had a soft, spongy give under her fingers, but the core was firm and unyielding. She ran her fingers along the ridges and veins, tracing their path up to the pronounced head. The weight of it in her hands felt strangely thrilling, as though she were holding a secret she hadn’t yet dared to fully explore.

It’s so much bigger than Jack’s... The thought came unbidden, and she felt a pang of guilt, quickly followed by curiosity. She couldn’t help but compare it to her husband’s modest size. Jack’s cock was functional, average—enough to satisfy his needs, if not hers. But this? This was something else entirely. It was bold, unapologetic, almost intimidating in its proportions. She wondered what it would feel like inside her, stretching her in ways she had never experienced before.

As her mind wandered, another thought surfaced: Grace’s story. Grace had told her about a Tinder date with a man who had boasted about his size. “I thought he was exaggerating,” Grace had said with a laugh, “but when I pulled it out, Louisa, I swear my jaw dropped. It was huge. I didn’t even know if I could fit it in my mouth, but damn, I tried.” Grace’s recounting had been vivid—how she had licked it, kissed it, and finally taken as much as she could, gagging and drooling as she worked to handle his impressive girth. At the time, Louisa had been scandalized, unable to fathom doing something so explicit. But now, holding the dildo in her hands, she found herself wondering: What would that feel like? Could I even do it?

Her pulse quickened as she brought the dildo up to her mouth, tentatively kissing the head. It was a strange sensation, the smooth silicone cool against her lips. She realized with a jolt that she’d never kissed a cock before—not like this. When she had given Jack blowjobs in the past, it had always been something functional, something to get over with quickly. She had never lingered, never savored the act. The taste and texture had always put her off, and it wasn’t unusual for months to go by without her even considering going down on him. But now, as she kissed the large rubber head, she felt a rush of something new—something daring.

“This is so ridiculous,” she whispered to herself, but the words didn’t stop her. She parted her lips, her tongue darting out to flick across the head. The act felt almost sinful, and yet it sent a thrill down her spine. She licked the head again, this time slower, letting her tongue glide across the ridge. Her heart raced as she leaned forward, dragging her tongue along the underside of the shaft, all the way up to the ridge at the head. The smooth surface glided easily against her tongue, and she felt an unfamiliar warmth pooling low in her belly.

Grace’s voice echoed in her mind: “I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it, but once I got used to it? God, it was amazing.” Louisa swallowed hard, emboldened by the memory. She made an exaggerated oval with her mouth and slowly lowered her lips over the flared head. It stretched her mouth wider than she expected, and she paused for a moment, adjusting to the size. With a gentle push, she took more of it in, her tongue pressing against the ridges and veins.

She pulled it out briefly to catch her breath, then leaned forward again, this time sliding it in and out of her mouth with slow, deliberate movements. Her tongue flicked along the underside of the shaft, exploring every detail. As she worked, her lips glided further down, and she felt the tip of the dildo brush the back of her throat. She gagged instinctively, pulling it out with a gasp. Drool trickled down her chin, and she wiped it away, her cheeks flushed.

Louisa stared at the dildo, her breathing uneven. What would it feel like if this were real? The thought sent a shiver through her. She imagined the weight of a man’s hand on the back of her head, guiding her, encouraging her to take more. She imagined the warmth, the pulse, the sheer intensity of having something so large filling her mouth. It was a thought she’d never entertained before—not with Jack, whose modest size had never required any effort. But now? Now she wondered.

Determined, she tried again, this time going slower, controlling her movements. She worked the dildo deeper, pausing when it hit the back of her throat and pulling it back before trying again. Each time, she held it there a little longer, testing her limits. Saliva pooled in her mouth, dripping down her chin as she focused on the rhythm, the sensation. Her hands gripped the shaft tightly, guiding it as she pushed herself further.

By the time she stopped, her jaw ached, and her lips felt swollen. She set the dildo down, wiping her chin with the back of her hand as she caught her breath. Her mind raced, replaying the sensations, the sheer depravity of what she’d just done. It felt wicked, indulgent, and entirely unlike anything she had ever allowed herself to experience.

Louisa pulled the slick black dildo from her mouth, the wet head glistening in the soft light of the bedroom. She held it in front of her face, turning it slightly to admire its size and texture. Her lips tingled, still swollen from the effort of stretching around the thick shaft, and a faint line of drool glimmered on her chin. She wiped it away absently, her focus entirely on the toy in her hands.

Her curiosity sparked again as her gaze dropped to her chest. Tentatively, she leaned back against the headboard and slid the dildo down, guiding it toward her cleavage. Her breasts, full and firm at 36D, pressed together beneath her thin silk bra, creating a valley that seemed perfect for experimentation. She had tried this with Jack before, at his suggestion during one of their rare moments of spontaneity, but his cock had never been substantial enough to make it satisfying. Instead of poking out, it had all but disappeared between her breasts, the tip barely visible even when she squeezed them tightly together. They had both laughed it off at the time, but Louisa remembered feeling a flicker of disappointment—and maybe something deeper, something she hadn’t allowed herself to name.

This, though, was different. As she pressed the head of the dildo into her cleavage, the size made all the difference. The thick, flared tip easily emerged from the top of her breasts, slick and shiny from her saliva. She pushed her breasts together, using the soft mounds to grip the shaft as she began to slide it back and forth. The head glided smoothly, the saliva providing just enough lubrication as it wiped against her skin.

Louisa’s breath hitched as the sensation sent a faint thrill through her. She tilted her head down, watching the head bob in and out of her cleavage, and the sight alone made her pulse quicken. The contrast between the black shaft and her pale skin was striking, almost hypnotic. She thought again of Grace’s stories, of the bold confidence her friend exuded when recounting her escapades. What would it feel like if this were real? she wondered for the second time that night. The idea made her squirm, a fresh wave of heat coursing through her body.

She pulled the bra cup down over her left breast, exposing the soft, creamy skin and the rosy peak of her nipple. Guiding the dildo upward, she ran the head along the curve of her breast, teasing the edge of her areola. The contrast of the firm silicone against her tender skin sent a shiver through her, and her nipple hardened instantly in response. She bit her lip, dragging the head slowly across the sensitive bud, letting the ridges and curve of the tip provide just enough friction to make her gasp softly.

“This really might be a fun toy,” she murmured to herself, her voice low and breathy. The thought made her smile, though her mind was already drifting further, imagining what it would feel like if it weren’t just a toy. If it were warm and pulsing, a real cock being held and guided by strong hands. She closed her eyes briefly, the image vivid enough to make her thighs press together, a fresh wetness seeping into her thong.

Her free hand trailed down her stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her panties. She hesitated for a moment, letting the sensations build, her chest rising and falling as her breath quickened. The dildo continued its slow journey across her breast, circling her nipple before sliding back into her cleavage. Her juices soaked through the thin fabric of her thong, the evidence of her arousal unmistakable as her hips shifted involuntarily.

Louisa’s mind wandered again to Jack, to his suggestion years ago to try this very thing. At the time, she’d dismissed the disappointment she felt when it didn’t work, chalking it up to their bodies simply being mismatched for the act. But now, with the weight and size of the dildo in her hands, she realized what she had been missing. The fullness, the boldness of something so substantial—it wasn’t just a physical sensation; it was a psychological one too. She felt powerful, wicked, like she was unlocking a part of herself she’d kept hidden for far too long.

She tilted her head back, letting the toy slide lower again, brushing over her sternum and back to her nipple. Her mind raced with thoughts she couldn’t quite suppress—Grace’s stories, the idea of a man with a cock this size, the fantasy of being held down and taken in a way she had never experienced before. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, her juices pooling as her desire built. She had never allowed herself to fantasize like this before, but now it felt almost impossible to stop.

As she shifted the toy between her breasts again, she let out a soft, involuntary moan. The room felt charged, the air thick with the heady scent of her arousal. Louisa smiled to herself, her inhibitions melting away as she let the moment consume her. For the first time in years—maybe ever—she felt truly connected to her own desires.

Louisa dropped the dildo onto the bed, its weight bouncing slightly on the soft surface as she stood and began to undress. Her fingers trembled slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse, sliding it off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She reached for the zipper of her skirt next, tugging it down and stepping out of it until she stood in just her lace bra, matching black panties, and thigh-high stockings. Her reflection in the mirror caught her eye briefly—her flushed cheeks, the swell of her breasts pushing against the delicate lace—and for a moment, she hardly recognized herself.

She lay back on the bed, the cool sheets pressing against her bare skin, and placed her feet flat on the bedspread, spreading her legs wide. The position parted her thighs, exposing the damp fabric of her panties. Her arousal was evident, the lace clinging to her slick folds. The sight sent a thrill through her, the depravity of what she was about to do igniting something deep inside.

Reaching for the dark phallus, Louisa held it in her hands, marveling again at its size and weight. The flared head glistened from her earlier efforts, and she instinctively ran her thumb over the ridge, imagining how it would feel pressing against her most sensitive places. She brought the dildo to her inner thighs, rubbing the head up and down the soft skin just above her stocking tops. The sensation was new, and she let out a small, surprised gasp at how good it felt.

No man has ever done this to me with a real cock, she thought, her mind wandering briefly to Jack. Their sex had always been straightforward, routine—efficient, as if they were completing a task rather than exploring each other’s bodies. Jack had never taken the time to tease her like this, to savor the anticipation and build her arousal. The thought sent a pang of disappointment through her, quickly replaced by a heady sense of control as she moved the dildo closer to her drenched panties.

Louisa reached around behind her right leg, angling the dildo so the firm head pressed against her panty-covered slit. She let out a shaky breath as the pressure sent a jolt of pleasure through her, the thick shaft parting her sensitive labia even through the lace. The sensation was unlike anything she had felt before—intense, overwhelming, and undeniably arousing. She rubbed the head up and down, feeling it drag against her swollen folds, the friction sending her hips twitching in response.

With her left hand, Louisa hooked a finger into the waistband of her panties, pulling the wet fabric aside to expose her bare pussy. The cool air against her heated skin made her shiver, and she pressed the dildo directly against her entrance, moaning softly at the contrast between the rigid head and her slick, sensitive lips.

The rounded head felt impossibly wide against her opening, stretching her in a way Jack’s cock never had. She couldn’t help but compare the two—Jack’s uncircumcised cock, which she had always tolerated but never truly loved, and the perfectly sculpted, smooth dildo in her hand. The contrast was stark, and for the first time, she allowed herself to acknowledge just how much she disliked Jack’s foreskin.

Jack had been the first uncircumcised man she’d ever been with, and at the time, she hadn’t thought much of it. She’d heard about foreskin before but had no real frame of reference, and when they were dating, she hadn’t wanted to make him self-conscious. She remembered the first time she saw him naked, her curiosity mingled with confusion as she took in the sight of his cock. It wasn’t what she had expected—it seemed softer, less defined, with the head partially hidden beneath a fold of skin.

She told herself it didn’t matter, that love was about accepting someone fully, flaws and all. But as their sex life progressed, she couldn’t ignore her growing aversion. The way the skin bunched and moved during sex sometimes distracted her, pulling her focus away from her own pleasure. When she gave him blowjobs, the texture of the foreskin against her tongue made her cringe inwardly, though she never let it show. And there was the taste—faint, but different from what she’d imagined. Even when Jack was freshly showered, she found herself wishing for the clean, smooth surface she had always associated with men’s bodies.

She had been with circumcised men before Jack, and the memory of those experiences stood in stark contrast to what she had tolerated in her marriage. She remembered how neat and streamlined those cocks had been, how the smooth, firm skin glided perfectly under her touch. Oral had been simpler, more enjoyable—there was no awkward sliding, no extra folds getting in the way. She could trace every ridge and contour with her tongue, feel the shape of the head directly, without any barriers.

With Jack, it was different. The foreskin made everything feel muted, less defined. She hated the way it bunched and shifted, sometimes pulling back unpredictably and making her hesitate. The texture, too, had always felt off—slightly too soft, almost slippery in a way that made her uncomfortable. She had never admitted any of this to Jack, knowing it would hurt him, but the truth was she missed the simplicity and aesthetic of a circumcised cock.

Now, as she held the dildo in her hands, its smooth surface and pronounced head brought all those feelings rushing back. This wasn’t just different from Jack—it was better. The flared head pressed firmly against her sensitive lips, its ridges perfectly sculpted to catch and tease her in ways Jack’s cock never could.

With Jack, she had learned to accept it, to tolerate it because she loved him and didn’t want to hurt his feelings. But now, as she pressed the firm, flared head of the dildo against her swollen lips, the difference was glaring. The dildo’s head was perfectly shaped, smooth and rigid, with no excess to get in the way. Every ridge, every curve felt deliberate, designed to deliver maximum sensation. As she rubbed it against her bare pussy, her breath hitched, her hips shifting instinctively to press harder.

This is what it should feel like, she thought, the realization both thrilling and unsettling. The rounded head dragged over her clit, catching on the swollen bud and sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. She tilted the dildo slightly, letting the ridge slide against her opening, and moaned softly as her body reacted to the teasing pressure.

Her mind wandered back to Jack. His cock had always felt small to her, both in length and girth, but it was the foreskin that bothered her the most. She had never told him—how could she?—but she hated the way it seemed to smother him, concealing what she wanted to see and feel. She had fantasized more than once about what it might be like if he were different, if his cock were bigger, thicker, and circumcised, with a pronounced head like the one she was holding now. The dildo in her hands was everything Jack’s wasn’t, and the thought made her ache with longing.

As she continued to rub the dildo against her slick folds, she allowed herself to imagine a different man—someone with a cock like this, someone who would take his time teasing her, worshipping her body, and filling her in ways Jack never had. Her free hand moved to her breast, tugging the lace of her bra aside to pinch her hardened nipple. Her juices coated the toy, making it glide effortlessly, and she gasped as the ridge of the head pressed insistently against her entrance.

The thought of a man like that—bold, confident, and equipped with a cock that could stretch her and satisfy her—made her thighs tremble. She moaned again, louder this time, as she rocked her hips against the toy. Her mind raced with images, each one more vivid than the last, and for the first time, she allowed herself to fully indulge in the fantasy. What would it feel like to have something this perfect inside me? she wondered, the thought sending a fresh wave of arousal through her.

The dildo’s head pushed against her clit again, dragging over the sensitive nub with delicious friction, and she felt her hips buck in response. Her breath came faster, her body trembling as the tension built. For once, she wasn’t thinking about what Jack would want, or how to keep him happy. This was for her—just for her—and it felt intoxicating.

Tipping the head of the cock to the back of her slit, Louisa hesitated for a moment, biting her lip as she felt its rounded tip pressing firmly against her entrance. Her hand trembled slightly as she began to gently pulse it against her pussy hole, the ridge of the head catching on her swollen lips with every movement.

Oh God, it feels so big compared to Jack’s penis, she thought, her breath hitching. How can it possibly go into my pussy? Her free hand gripped the sheets beside her, her hips shifting instinctively as her body tried to accommodate the unrelenting size. The dildo felt impossibly large, and the sheer thickness of the head made her nerves tingle with both anticipation and apprehension.

With a little more pressure and the slickness of her arousal, she felt the head begin to push deeper each time she pressed. Her wetness coated the toy, easing its passage as her body responded eagerly despite her hesitation. “Oh my God,” she murmured aloud, her voice shaky. “It’s stretching my lips more and more...”

Suddenly, she felt the edge of the flared crown catch, then slip past the tight ring of her entrance. It was as though her pussy had sucked it inside, the head stretching her opening wider than it had ever been before. Louisa gasped, her head falling back against the pillows as a shockwave of sensation radiated from her core, sparking outward to every corner of her body. The stretch was intense, teetering on the edge of discomfort, but it sent a thrill through her that she had never experienced with Jack.

She held the dildo there for a moment, adjusting to the incredible fullness, before slowly pulling it back. The ridge of the head dragged against her sensitive inner walls, pulling at her clit with every movement. The sensation made her hips buck involuntarily, and a low moan escaped her lips. She began to pump it in and out, gradually increasing her pace, the firm shaft stroking her in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

This is what I’ve been missing, she thought, her mind racing. It’s pulling on my clit, stretching me, filling me... The sheer size and ridges of the dildo created a friction that escalated her pleasure with every thrust. Her breathing grew shallow, her chest rising and falling as her body moved in rhythm with the toy. She could feel the pressure building, a delicious tension coiling low in her belly as the thick shaft worked her closer to the edge.

Louisa’s back arched off the bed, her body desperate to take more of the pleasure rod inside. “Uuuhhhhh... ohhhh God,” she moaned, her voice rising in pitch as her hips thrust upward to meet the toy. The wet sounds of her pussy echoed in the quiet room, her juices splashing out and coating the black shaft, her thighs, and her trembling hand.

Her free hand moved to her breast, pinching her hardened nipple with increasing intensity as her body spiraled out of control. She rolled her head from side to side, her hair sticking to her damp skin, her lips parted as gasps and cries poured from her. The overwhelming pleasure made her lose track of time, her only focus the relentless rhythm of the toy plunging into her.

And then it happened. The coil of tension inside her snapped, detonating into an explosion of pure bliss that left her trembling and breathless. “UUUmmmmmm! OOOOOOwwwwww!” she cried out, her voice breaking as the orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched hard around the dildo, waves of pleasure radiating outward in relentless bursts.

Louisa’s hips flew up off the mattress, her body trembling violently as waves of electric pleasure coursed through her. It was as though every nerve in her body had ignited at once, sending shocks of sensation radiating outward from her core. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly, her knuckles white as she rode out the most intense orgasm of her life. Her cries filled the room, uninhibited and raw, as her body convulsed uncontrollably.

The climax seemed to go on forever, her pussy gripping the dildo like a vice as her hips bucked wildly against the unyielding shaft. She could feel every ridge, every inch of the toy’s girth stretching and filling her in ways she had never thought possible. Her back arched off the bed, her breasts heaving with every ragged breath, until finally, the tension began to ebb, leaving her spent and trembling.

Louisa collapsed onto the bed, her limbs heavy and her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. The dildo remained firmly planted in her pussy, its thick shaft still stretching her, the flared head locked inside her entrance. She glanced down, her gaze falling to where the black cock protruded from her. Four inches of it still jutted out, glistening with her juices, a stark reminder of just how massive it was.

“How could anyone take the whole thing?” she thought, her inner walls pulsing weakly around the part of the dildo that remained inside her. The thought sent a shiver through her, equal parts awe and challenge. A faint smile played at the corners of her lips as another thought crept in: But, if it makes it even better... God knows, I’ll try.

She reached down, her fingers brushing against the base of the toy, and slowly pulled it free. The sensation made her gasp softly, her oversensitive pussy twitching as the flared head finally slipped past her entrance. She held it in her hand, marveling at its size, its weight, and the way it had utterly transformed her body in the space of a single orgasm. She couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to take more of it, to stretch herself further, to push her limits.

But then, a pang of guilt pierced through the haze of her pleasure. She stared at the dildo, its black surface still glistening, and the realization hit her: Mentally, I’ve just been brought off by a cock that isn’t my husband’s. The thought made her cheeks flush, but it wasn’t embarrassment that burned her—it was remorse. Jack’s face flashed in her mind, his gentle smile, his steady presence. What would he think if he knew? What would he say if he saw her like this, trembling and satisfied in a way she had never been with him?

Louisa let out a shaky sigh, setting the dildo aside as she tried to gather her thoughts. The guilt lingered, but it was muted, overshadowed by the lingering echoes of her orgasm. Her body still hummed with pleasure, the kind that made her toes curl and her heart flutter. Nothing Jack has ever done has made me feel this way, she thought, her lips pressing into a thin line. It wasn’t just the size of the dildo, or the way it stretched her—it was the freedom, the control, the unapologetic indulgence in her own pleasure.

She closed her eyes, trying to reconcile the two parts of herself: the loyal wife who had always put Jack’s needs first, and the awakened woman who now knew what her body was capable of feeling. The guilt was there, but it was fleeting, pushed aside by the undeniable truth of her satisfaction. She couldn’t dwell on it for long—not when the memory of that climax still pulsed through her veins, not when her body ached for more.

Louisa rolled onto her side, her fingers brushing absently against her inner thigh. She knew this moment had changed something in her—opened a door she could never close again. And as she lay there, her body cooling, she found herself wondering what the next step would be. The thought sent a faint thrill through her, and she smiled softly to herself.

She didn’t have all the answers yet, but one thing was clear: she wasn’t going back to how things were before.


Chapter 3

Over the next several days, Louisa couldn’t keep her hands off herself. Every free moment she had, she found herself reaching for the big black dildo, exploring her body in ways she never had before. Time after time, she brought herself to climax, each orgasm leaving her trembling and breathless. She discovered that she never needed more than six or seven inches of the massive toy to send her over the edge—its sheer size and ridges were enough to ignite fireworks inside her. But as she got more comfortable, pushing herself a little further each time, a new thought crept into her mind: Would it be even better if I could take the whole thing? What would that feel like?

The question haunted her. Every time she used the dildo, she found herself imagining what it would be like to feel its full length buried inside her, stretching her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. The head reached places in her womb that had never been touched before, sending jolts of pleasure through her body with every thrust. The possibility of taking all ten inches felt both daunting and tantalizing, and she couldn’t shake the idea.

The following week, she found herself on the phone with Grace, eager to share her newfound experiences. Grace listened with an amused chuckle as Louisa recounted the details, her voice tinged with both excitement and embarrassment.

“So, tell me,” Louisa asked hesitantly, her cheeks burning even though Grace couldn’t see her. “Men aren’t really that big, are they? I mean, ten inches... that’s just... it can’t be real, right?”

Grace laughed outright at that, a deep, throaty sound that made Louisa’s stomach flip. “Oh, honey,” Grace said, “they’re out there. Trust me. I’ve had several men that large, and let me tell you—they’ll make you see stars.”

Louisa swallowed hard, her curiosity piqued. “But... wouldn’t it hurt?”

“At first, maybe,” Grace admitted. “But you get used to it fast. And once you do? Oh, Louisa, it’s worth every second. The stretch, the fullness—it’s like your body just lights up in ways you didn’t know it could. If you don’t believe me, go watch some videos on PornHub. You’ll see some monsters in those, but the real thing? It’s something else.”

Louisa hesitated, then asked, “What’s the biggest one you’ve ever... you know... had?”

Grace let out a low whistle. “That would be this young black guy I met on Tinder a while back. Louisa, he was huge. Ten inches at least, and thick as my wrist. I swear, the first time I saw him, I didn’t know if I could handle it. But once I got over the shock... oh, honey, he was a dream.”

Louisa felt her breath catch, her mind conjuring an image of the man Grace was describing. “What made him so special?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, for starters, he could stay hard after cumming,” Grace said, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “I mean, Jack doesn’t do that, does he?”

Louisa’s stomach twisted. “No,” she admitted, feeling a pang of guilt even as the comparison surfaced in her mind. Jack always rolled over and fell asleep after he finished, leaving her to deal with her own frustration. The idea of a man who could keep going—who could satisfy her completely before stopping—sent a thrill through her.

“And on top of that,” Grace continued, “he was incredible at oral. I mean, really knew what he was doing. I swear, he could bring me off three or four times just with his tongue before he even touched me with that massive cock of his. He’d take his time, you know? Pay attention to every little detail. By the time he finally slid inside me, I was so turned on I didn’t even care how big he was—I just wanted more.”

Louisa’s face burned as she listened, her body reacting in ways she couldn’t control. The image of this man—confident, skilled, and insatiable—filled her mind, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be with someone like that. Jack was kind and steady, but he had never been adventurous in bed, and he certainly didn’t have the stamina Grace was describing.

“That weekend was the most exhausting of my life,” Grace said with a laugh. “But God, it was worth it. I’ve never felt so alive.”

Louisa was silent for a moment, her mind racing. She couldn’t ignore the pang of judgment she felt about Grace’s lifestyle—multiple partners, random hookups, crossing boundaries Louisa had never dared approach. But at the same time, there was something else, something she couldn’t deny: envy. Grace sounded so elated, so completely satisfied with her experiences. Was it really possible to have that kind of fulfillment? Could a single weekend with the right man truly leave her feeling that way?

“Louisa,” Grace said, her tone softening, “you deserve to feel good. Don’t let yourself get stuck thinking there’s only one way to be happy in bed. Sometimes, you have to take a risk to find out what you really want.”

Louisa nodded, even though Grace couldn’t see her. The idea of taking that kind of leap felt impossible, and yet... hadn’t she already started? She glanced at the dildo sitting on her bedside table, its dark, imposing length a symbol of the boundaries she had begun to push. The thought sent a shiver through her.

“Maybe,” Louisa said finally, her voice tinged with uncertainty. “I don’t know if I could ever... you know...”

Grace laughed again. “You’re already halfway there, sweetheart. Trust me, once you start opening those doors, it’s hard to stop.”

As they hung up, Louisa sat in silence, her mind spinning with everything Grace had said. The idea of a man like the one Grace described—large, skilled, insatiable—was both thrilling and terrifying. But as her gaze lingered on the dildo, she couldn’t help but wonder: What if I could handle it? What if it really is that good?

The thought lingered as she lay down that night, her body already aching to find out.

Louisa hesitated before pulling into the parking lot of the adult store again. She told herself she didn’t need to go back, but the curiosity gnawed at her. The dildo she had purchased was so much bigger than Jack’s cock that she struggled to imagine a real penis being that size. It felt almost unreal, and a part of her needed to see it to believe it.

As she stepped inside, the familiar chime of the bell greeted her, and so did the same young clerk. His giant smile revealed perfect white teeth that stood out against his dark, black skin, and his eyes lit up in recognition. “Back again?” he asked with a teasing grin, his gaze sliding over her in a way that made her cheeks flush.

Louisa forced a smile and nodded. “Just... looking around.”

He leaned casually against the counter, his tone playful. “Well, let me know if you need help. Got lots to look at.”

She remembered what Grace had said about the biggest cock she’d ever had being a young black man, and a shiver ran through her body. She tried to push the thought away, but it lingered, persistent and tantalizing. Following his gesture, she made her way to the area with videos and clips, scanning the rows of titles. There were so many, far more than she had expected, and the explicit nature of the covers made her stomach twist with both embarrassment and excitement.

Her gaze landed on a title that felt almost too on-the-nose: Big Cocks for Horny Housewives. She hesitated, her fingers hovering over the case, before finally picking it up. Appropriate enough, she thought wryly, her cheeks burning as she headed to the counter.

The clerk’s grin widened as he rang her up. “Good choice,” he said, his voice dripping with innuendo. As he handed her the bag, he leaned forward slightly, his tone turning more playful. “Have fun, honey. Gimme a call if you need some help.”

Louisa’s face burned as she muttered a quick “Thanks,” and hurried out of the store. But his comment lingered in her mind, and she couldn’t stop the flood of thoughts it triggered—Grace and her young man, the massive cock she had described, and the possibility of what something like that might feel like. Louisa felt a faint dampness between her legs as she climbed into her car, her body betraying her conflicted emotions.

When Louisa got home and started watching the video, she wasn’t sure what to expect. At first, she was taken aback by the lack of plot and how quickly it progressed to blatant, graphic sex. It felt crude and overwhelming, and she almost turned it off. But as she kept watching, something shifted. Her eyes were drawn to the men, all of them massive, their cocks as large as—or even larger than—her toy.

Her body began to respond, a faint tingling spreading from her nipples and between her legs. Louisa found herself rubbing her sensitive areas through her clothes, her arousal growing as she watched the women on screen cry out in ecstasy. The way the actresses took those giant cocks into their mouths and pussies was both shocking and fascinating. She couldn’t look away.

Louisa’s fascination turned into action as she began watching the videos in her bedroom, lying nude on the bed with her dildo beside her. She mimicked the performers, using the dildo to replicate whatever the actresses were doing. If a woman was giving a blowjob, Louisa would take the dildo into her mouth, imagining the weight and heat of a real cock. If the actress was being fucked, Louisa would plunge the toy into herself, matching the rhythm of the scene. Each time, her excitement built alongside the performers’, and she found herself climaxing in sync with the women on screen.

One particular scene became her favorite: a big, muscular black house painter was working on a ladder outside the master bedroom, watching as the “housewife” lay on her bed, her robe open, grabbing her tit with one hand and plunging a large black dildo between her legs. Louisa couldn’t look away from the actress’s movements, so similar to her own. The housewife’s cries of pleasure, calling the painter’s name as she climaxed, made Louisa’s body respond with an almost primal intensity.

When the painter descended the ladder, stripped off his clothes, and revealed his massive cock, Louisa’s breath hitched. The contrast of his dark black skin against the pale, blonde actress made her stomach twist with excitement and guilt. It felt so forbidden, so depraved, but she couldn’t deny the thrill it gave her. As he took the housewife with that enormous cock—filling her mouth, then her pussy—Louisa imagined herself in the actress’s place, her body trembling with arousal as she brought herself to climax again and again.

The more she watched, the deeper her obsession grew. She returned to the store multiple times, seeking out more clips featuring black men and white women, often portraying housewives in scenarios that felt tantalizingly close to her own fantasies. Each time, she noticed the clerk’s smirk and the way his eyes lingered on her, and once, she caught herself glancing at his crotch. She was shocked by the visible bulge in his pants, clearly larger than her dildo, and the realization sent a surge of heat through her.

“You come back again,” he said with a knowing grin as she left. “I’d be happy to give you a live show.” His words made her cheeks flush, but they also stayed with her, adding fuel to the fantasies that now consumed her.

Louisa brought herself off to the videos at least once a day—sometimes in the morning after Jack had left for work, other times in the afternoon before he got home, and often in the evening if he was working late. Each time, she found herself fantasizing more vividly, imagining the real thing, wondering what it would feel like. She began to fantasize about black cocks during the day—at work, while driving, even while walking in the mall. Her dreams were filled with images of dark skin and massive lengths, and she often woke up with wet panties, her body aching with need.

She started checking out men’s crotches wherever she went, especially black men, her eyes lingering as she tried to guess how big their equipment might be. The guilt gnawed at her, but the arousal was undeniable, and each day, the line between fantasy and reality blurred a little more.


Chapter 4

Louisa hadn’t been planning anything when she agreed to join Grace and a couple of their friends for drinks that Friday night. It was meant to be a casual outing—just a chance to unwind and chat about work, relationships, and whatever gossip was circulating that week. She dressed simply but attractively, wearing a fitted blouse that highlighted her figure and a pair of jeans that hugged her hips just right. Nothing too flashy, but enough to feel confident.

The night started like any other. The group found a cozy booth at their favorite bar, ordered a round of drinks, and quickly fell into easy conversation. Louisa felt herself relaxing as the wine flowed, laughing along with Grace’s outrageous stories and the lighthearted teasing that inevitably cropped up whenever the group got together.

After their second round, Grace excused herself to go outside for a cigarette. Louisa, feeling a bit restless, decided to join her. She slipped on her jacket and followed Grace out to the patio, where the cool night air was a welcome contrast to the warmth of the bar. Grace was already lighting up when Louisa stepped outside, the flame from her lighter briefly illuminating her face.

“You’re going to kill yourself with those, you know,” Louisa teased, leaning against the railing beside her.

Grace exhaled a plume of smoke, smirking. “We’ve all got our vices, Louisa. Speaking of which...” She pulled her phone out of her pocket and wiggled it suggestively. “Want to see what I’ve been up to?”

Louisa raised an eyebrow, curious. “What do you mean?”

Grace grinned and tapped her screen a few times before holding it out to Louisa. The Tinder app was open, displaying a string of matches. “Take a look at these,” Grace said, her tone playful. “I’ve been a busy girl.”

Louisa took the phone hesitantly, scrolling through the profiles. Each one seemed more handsome than the last—fit, confident, and radiating a kind of swagger that made her stomach flutter. “Grace,” Louisa said, her voice half amused, half scandalized. “You’re such a slut.”

Grace laughed loudly, leaning closer. “Oh, honey, I know. But look at this one.” She tapped on one of the matches, opening the chat. The man’s name was Jordan, and his profile picture showed a tall, muscular black man with a dazzling smile. “He’s the one I’m meeting tonight after we finish here.”

Louisa’s eyes widened as she scrolled through their conversation. It was explicit, to say the least—Jordan wasn’t shy about describing what he wanted to do to Grace, and Grace’s responses were equally bold. “Grace!” Louisa exclaimed, feeling her cheeks flush. “This is... wow.”

“It gets better,” Grace said with a wicked grin, pulling up her WhatsApp. “Check this out.” She opened a message thread, and Louisa’s breath caught as she saw photo after photo of Jordan’s cock. It was massive, thick and dark, with veins running down its length and a head that looked impossibly large.

Louisa couldn’t tear her eyes away, her body reacting despite her embarrassment. “Oh my god,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. “That’s... that’s huge.”

“I know, right?” Grace said, laughing. “I can’t wait. And he’s not the only one.” She scrolled further, showing Louisa more messages and photos from other men—each one just as explicit, just as jaw-dropping. “This is why I love Tinder,” Grace said. “You find guys like this who know exactly what they want and aren’t afraid to go after it.”

Louisa felt a shiver run through her body, her mind racing. She tried to joke, to deflect. “You’re such a slut, Grace.”

Grace shrugged, unapologetic. “Absolutely. But you’re jealous, aren’t you?”

Louisa hesitated, torn between denial and the undeniable truth. “No,” she said weakly, her voice unconvincing.

Grace leaned closer, her eyes gleaming. “Come on, Louisa. Admit it. You’ve been fantasizing about this, haven’t you? I can see it in your face. You want to know what it’s like.”

Louisa’s cheeks burned, and she couldn’t meet Grace’s gaze. “It doesn’t matter,” she said finally. “I can’t. Jack would never...”

“Jack,” Grace said, rolling her eyes. “He doesn’t have to know. Or better yet, why don’t you make him part of it?”

Louisa stared at her, stunned. “What do you mean?”

Grace grinned wickedly. “It’s simple. Get him horny, get him drunk, and then start introducing the idea. Make it fun, make it about him. Men are easy, Louisa. Offer him something he can’t resist—like a blowjob in a threesome—and see how fast he changes his tune.”

Louisa’s heart pounded as she considered Grace’s words. The idea felt outrageous, scandalous... but also thrilling. “You really think he’d go for it?”

“Trust me,” Grace said confidently. “If you play it right, he’ll think it was his idea.”

They laughed, the tension breaking slightly, but Louisa couldn’t shake the seed Grace had planted. As they went back inside to rejoin their friends, her mind was already racing with possibilities. By the time the night ended, she had made up her mind: she was going to find a way to make this happen.

Louisa spent the rest of the week meticulously planning the evening. She wanted everything to be perfect—not too obvious, but just enough to put her plan into motion. By Thursday, she had made reservations at one of the trendiest restaurants downtown, a place with dim lighting, a vibrant atmosphere, and an excellent cocktail menu. It was somewhere Jack always liked, a spot they reserved for special occasions, which made it the perfect choice to put him in a good mood.

When she told Jack about the dinner, she kept her tone light and casual. “I really want to go out,” she said, her voice tinged with excitement. “It’s been a while since we’ve done something special, just the two of us.”

Jack had grumbled slightly at first—he preferred quiet nights at home after long workweeks—but the idea of good food, good drinks, and seeing Louisa all dressed up quickly won him over. “Okay,” he said, relenting with a smile. “But you’re buying the first round.”

Louisa laughed, giving him a playful kiss on the cheek. “Deal.”

She knew once she got him downtown, she could suggest going to a club afterward. Jack always enjoyed clubs—not for dancing, but for the people-watching. He had a particular fondness for watching the dynamic between men and women, observing the subtle flirtations and bolder advances as hot women interacted with confident men. She could already picture it: Jack nursing a drink at the bar, his eyes following the action on the dance floor, while she found the right moment to steer the conversation.

Friday afternoon, Louisa came home early, determined to make every moment of preparation count. She filled the tub with warm, fragrant water, lighting a few candles to set the mood for herself. Slipping out of her clothes, she stepped into the bath and let the heat soak into her skin. She closed her eyes, allowing herself a rare moment of relaxation, knowing tonight would be anything but calm.

After a while, she reached for her razor, steeling herself for what came next. It had been years—so many years, in fact, that she couldn’t remember the last time she’d fully shaved her pussy. She had always kept things tidy with a trim along the sides, but going completely bare had felt unnecessary, even indulgent. Tonight, though, was different. She wanted to feel every bit as daring as the plans she was putting into motion.

She started slowly, running the blade carefully over her skin, the water and shaving cream making each stroke smooth and deliberate. The sight of her bare skin emerging with each pass sent a thrill through her, a sense of renewal and sensuality she hadn’t felt in years. By the time she was finished, she couldn’t help but run her fingers over the silky-smooth surface, marveling at how sensitive and alive it felt.

Stepping out of the tub, Louisa toweled herself dry and began the next phase of her transformation. She carefully styled her short blonde hair, giving it just enough volume to frame her face attractively. Then came the makeup—more than she usually wore, almost daringly so. Her lips were painted a deep, glossy red, a shade that screamed confidence and sexuality, and her smoky eye makeup made her green eyes pop with an intensity that felt almost hypnotic. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she couldn’t deny that the result bordered on slutty. But tonight, that was exactly the look she wanted.

She had planned every detail, down to the dress she had bought earlier that week—a dress Jack had never seen before, one she never would have dared to wear until now. It was black, made of silky, clingy fabric that hugged her curves like a second skin. The neckline plunged scandalously low, opening all the way down past her 36D breasts to her belly button, leaving no room for a bra. The daring cut exposed the smooth, pale skin of her chest, showcasing her full, round tits in a way that felt both brazen and exhilarating. The skirt stopped just above her knees, but the way it clung to her hips and thighs made it anything but demure.

Louisa slipped on a matching black thong, the strap nestling into the curve of her freshly shaved pussy. She paired it with simple black heels—four inches, with delicate ankle straps that accentuated the length of her legs. As she stood in front of the mirror to take in the full effect, she twisted slightly, studying her reflection with a critical eye. Normally, she would have fixated on the soft curve of her stomach, the evidence of years spent neglecting the gym. But tonight, the way her tits spilled provocatively out of the dress more than made up for it.

She turned to the side, running her hands over her hips and down her thighs, feeling the fabric stretch and cling in all the right places. The dress was far more revealing than anything she had ever worn before, and the sight of herself in it made her heart race. She felt a surge of power, a confidence she hadn’t known she possessed.

Louisa’s gaze dropped lower, catching a glimpse of her freshly shaved pussy beneath the hem of the dress. The smoothness, the sense of daring—everything about it made her feel unstoppable. She smiled at her reflection, her lips curving into a wicked grin.

Tonight is different, she thought. Tonight, I’m in control.

With one final adjustment to her dress, Louisa grabbed her purse and headed downstairs, ready to set her plan into motion.

Jack’s mouth dropped open as Louisa descended the stairs. His eyes widened as he took in the sight of her in the black dress, the plunging neckline revealing her full, round tits that jiggled slightly with each step. Her nipples, hard and prominent, pressed against the thin fabric, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. With every movement, the overlapping panels of the skirt shifted, flashing glimpses of her thighs and the lace tops of her stockings.

For a moment, Jack was speechless, his mind struggling to reconcile the woman before him with the Louisa he knew—modest, reserved, never one to push boundaries. Finally, he managed to stammer, “Are you... are you going to show the whole world your body tonight?”

Louisa paused at the bottom of the stairs, tilting her head as she looked at him with a coy smile. “I wanted to really dress up for you, Jackie-boy,” she said, running her tongue slowly across her bright red lips. “Don’t you like it?”

Jack shifted uncomfortably, his face flushing. “It’s just... it’s a little... slutty,” he said, the word tumbling out before he could stop it.

Louisa’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She stepped closer, closing the distance between them, and placed her hands lightly on his chest. “Well,” she murmured, her voice low and seductive, “if you’re lucky, maybe this little slut will end up in this position for you later.”

Before Jack could respond, Louisa dropped into a slow squat right in front of him. Her dress parted further, revealing the smooth, pale skin of her thighs and the hint of her freshly shaved pussy beneath the thin strip of black fabric. Jack’s breath caught as Louisa leaned forward, her red lips brushing gently against his cock through his pants. The light pressure sent a jolt through him, and he felt his cock twitch in response, straining against the fabric.

Louisa glanced up at him, her expression wicked, and rose slowly to her feet. Her hands trailed up his chest as she stood, leaving him staring at her in stunned silence. “Let’s go,” she said, her voice playful as she grabbed her purse and turned toward the door.

Jack stood frozen for a moment, his mind racing. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—his wife, squatting in front of him, teasing him like that. It was so far outside her usual behavior, so bold, so... slutty. And yet, the thought of her following through on her promise had him rock hard, his pants uncomfortably tight.


Chapter 5

The cab ride downtown was silent, but the tension between them was palpable. Jack couldn’t take his eyes off her dress. Every time she shifted, the neckline gaped slightly, threatening to spill her tits out entirely. Her chubby stomach, which she usually kept covered, was plainly visible beneath the clingy fabric. It disgusted him—he couldn’t deny that. The dress was too tight, too revealing, and too daring for a woman like Louisa.

But no matter how much he tried to focus on his irritation, his cock remained stubbornly hard. Every glance at her reminded him of the moment she had crouched in front of him, her bright red lips brushing against his cock, her voice dripping with suggestion. The contrast between her usual modesty and this bold, unapologetic display made his head spin.

Even her makeup was different—heavier than usual, almost garish. Her lips looked too red, her eyes too dark. It wasn’t the Louisa he was used to, and yet, every time he looked at her, he couldn’t stop imagining those red lips wrapped around his cock, her green eyes looking up at him with that same wicked glint.

Louisa glanced at him, catching him staring, and smiled knowingly. “You okay over there?” she asked, her tone light but teasing.

Jack cleared his throat, looking away quickly. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Fine.”

But he wasn’t fine. He was torn between irritation and arousal, between disapproval and desire. By the time they arrived at the restaurant, he felt like he was on the verge of exploding—not just from the tension in his pants, but from the whirlwind of conflicting emotions swirling inside him.

The reservations had been made at Mattalio’s, one of the trendiest spots in town, and the place was buzzing with energy as Louisa and Jack walked in. The low hum of conversation mingled with the clinking of glasses and the faint strains of jazz music coming from the live band in the corner. The hostess guided them through the crowded dining room to their table, but Louisa barely noticed. Her focus was on the heads that turned as they walked by, the way men’s eyes lingered on her, their gazes shamelessly dropping to the deep plunge of her neckline.

Louisa felt a surge of exhilaration at the attention, her confidence growing with every lustful stare. She couldn’t help but notice the contrast between the men’s reactions and the icy looks she received from some of the women. Their eyes raked over her, their expressions a mix of envy and thinly veiled disdain. Louisa didn’t care. She reveled in it.

As she strutted to their table, she swayed her hips just enough to draw more attention, her heels clicking confidently against the polished floor. When she sat down, the waiter immediately appeared, his tone polite but his eyes unmistakably fixated on the daring neckline of her dress. Louisa caught him hovering more than once, pretending to check on their drinks while stealing glances down her top. She smirked inwardly, enjoying the subtle power she held over him.

Throughout the meal, Louisa played a game with herself, glancing around the room and meeting the eyes of the men who couldn’t stop staring. Each time a man walked by, her gaze would briefly drop to his crotch, a thrill running through her as she tried to guess how well-endowed he might be. She smiled to herself, letting her imagination run wild, though none of them seemed irresistible enough to make her linger too long.

Jack, for his part, was quieter than usual, his eyes darting around the room, clearly aware of the attention Louisa was attracting. His discomfort was palpable, but he said nothing, his expression a mix of pride and confusion. Louisa could feel the tension in him, the way his hand fidgeted with his drink and his gaze flickered between her and the men who couldn’t seem to look away.

As they finished their meal and stood to leave, Louisa grabbed Jack’s left arm, pulling him close and pressing her right breast firmly against it. Her nipples, still hard beneath the thin fabric of her dress, brushed against his sleeve, and she felt him stiffen slightly. Leaning into him, she brought her lips to his ear, her breath warm and teasing as she flicked her tongue lightly against his earlobe.

“Let’s go over to the Hyatt for a nightcap,” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. “I hear they have a great band there.”

Jack hesitated, his discomfort evident. “Oh, honey...” he began, his tone carrying a faint whine.

Louisa cut him off by pushing her tongue into his ear, her hand sliding down to his waist. “You never know what I’ll be in the mood for after a couple of ‘Between the Sheets,’” she murmured, her voice sultry and promising. Her lips brushed against his skin as she spoke, and she felt the telltale jerk in his groin that let her know she was getting to him.

Jack exhaled shakily, the resistance draining from him as he nodded. “Okay,” he said, his voice low. “Let’s go.”

Louisa smiled, victorious, and slipped her arm through his as they walked out of the restaurant. She could feel the eyes following her as they left, and the faint hum of satisfaction in her chest reminded her that tonight, she was the one in control.

The Hyatt lounge was buzzing with energy by the time they arrived. Music pumped through the speakers, a lively beat that seemed to infuse the entire room with motion. The dance floor was packed with bodies swaying and grinding under the dim, colorful lights, and the long, sleek bar stretched almost the entire length of the room, jutting out toward the edge of the dance floor so everyone could enjoy the dual spectacle of drinks and dancing.

Jack started to veer toward a quieter table along the wall, but Louisa tugged his arm, stopping him in his tracks. “Let’s sit at the bar,” she said firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He hesitated, glancing toward the bustling bar with a flicker of reluctance. “It’s pretty crowded,” he muttered.

“That’s the fun part,” Louisa said, giving him a sly smile as she led the way. She found an open stool about halfway down the bar on one side, with just enough space for Jack to stand beside her. Sliding onto the stool, she felt the smooth fabric of her dress shift, the slit parting further to reveal her silk-covered legs.

The man to her left immediately noticed, his gaze sliding down her exposed thigh before traveling back up her body. His eyes lingered on her round, smooth breasts, the deep plunge of her dress leaving little to the imagination. When his eyes finally reached her face, he grinned, clearly appreciative.

Louisa caught his grin and offered him a quick, cool smile—just enough to acknowledge his interest without inviting further attention—before turning her focus back to Jack. She could feel the man’s lingering gaze, but instead of feeling self-conscious, she felt a thrill of power course through her. Let them look, she thought. This is my night.

The bartender appeared quickly, and they ordered their drinks. Louisa opted for a cocktail, something sweet and strong, while Jack chose his usual scotch. As their drinks were placed in front of them, Jack turned his back to the bar, leaning against it as he surveyed the room. Louisa knew exactly what he was doing—scanning the crowd, taking in the women on the dance floor, the couples at tables, the groups laughing and drinking near the edges. This was Jack’s favorite part of going out: people-watching, enjoying the scenery.

Louisa, meanwhile, had her own agenda. She took a slow sip of her cocktail, letting the cool liquid slide down her throat as her eyes roamed the bar and the crowded dance floor beyond. The other side of the bar was packed, men and women jostling for drinks, their laughter and conversation blending with the pulsing music. She noticed a group of men near the far end, one of them tall and broad-shouldered, his dark skin gleaming under the lights as he laughed at something one of his friends said. Her eyes lingered for a moment before moving on.

On the dance floor, the crowd had thickened since they arrived. Couples swayed close, their bodies pressed together, while others danced more energetically, their movements drawing attention. Louisa felt the vibrations of the bass through the stool beneath her, the energy of the room infectious.

She leaned slightly toward Jack, brushing her arm against his. “Getting crowded,” she said, her tone casual as her eyes flicked toward the dance floor.

Jack nodded, taking a sip of his drink. “Yeah. A lot of eye candy tonight,” he said with a faint smirk, his gaze lingering on a particularly attractive blonde in a tight red dress. Louisa followed his line of sight, her lips curving into a knowing smile.

“Is that what you’re here for?” she teased, her voice low enough that only he could hear.

Jack chuckled, his eyes darting back to her. “Just looking,” he said. But as his gaze fell on her dress—on the way her tits seemed ready to spill out, on her bare, smooth thighs—his expression shifted. He swallowed hard, his throat bobbing as he shifted slightly on his feet.

Louisa caught the subtle movement, the way he adjusted himself, and felt a wave of satisfaction. She took another slow sip of her cocktail, her lips glistening as she set the glass down and turned back toward the bar. Her eyes swept the room again, this time more purposefully. Just sitting there, basking in the attention and energy of the space, made her feel alive, daring, and completely in control.

As she glanced down the bar once more, Louisa noticed the man to her left stealing another look at her legs. She crossed one over the other slowly, the motion deliberate, the slit of her dress falling further open. His gaze snapped back up, and when their eyes met, he quickly looked away, pretending to focus on his drink. Louisa smirked, her confidence growing by the second. She didn’t need to say a word—her presence alone was enough to command attention.

To Louisa’s right, toward the end of the bar near the wall on the opposite side, she suddenly noticed him—a tall man, probably 6’2” or 6’3”, with short, dark, curly hair and striking white teeth that contrasted sharply against his deep, rich skin. His broad chest was showcased by a fitted dark gray silk tee-shirt, its sheen catching the bar’s soft lighting, and a few gold chains hung around his neck, adding an air of sophistication. He exuded confidence, the kind that turned heads effortlessly, and he looked every bit as well-to-do as he was fit. He was also black.

Louisa felt it immediately—a visceral reaction that started in her gut and radiated downward, her abdomen tightening as if on instinct. She sucked in a sharp breath, her cheeks warming as she quickly looked away, her heart racing in a way she couldn’t control. What am I doing? she thought, gripping her glass tightly. The ice clinked against the sides as her hand trembled slightly.

When she dared to look in his direction again, she noticed his posture, relaxed but deliberate, and the way his eyes seemed to sweep casually over the room. She had the distinct impression he was looking at her, though she couldn’t be sure. Her stomach fluttered with a mix of excitement and guilt. This is crazy, she told herself. You’re married, Louisa. But even as the thought surfaced, she didn’t look away.

The third time their gazes met, there was no mistaking it—his dark brown eyes were locked onto hers, steady and confident, and this time, he raised his glass toward her in a silent toast. Louisa felt a warmth spread through her, an intoxicating mix of giddiness and mischief. Her pulse quickened, and she pressed her thighs together under the bar, trying to quell the ache building between her legs.

As she lifted her own glass in return, a rush of images flooded her mind—unbidden but irresistible. She saw the photos Grace had shown her, those impossibly large black cocks, each one bigger and thicker than anything she’d ever imagined. The memory sent a shiver through her, her pussy clenching involuntarily as her arousal surged. She tried to push the thought away, but it was no use. The man across the bar seemed to embody everything she had been fantasizing about, and the way he looked at her made her feel exposed, desired, and powerful all at once.

Louisa’s mind raced. You’re flirting with him, she realized. You’re actively trying to cheat on your husband. The thought hit her like a slap, and for a moment, she felt the weight of it—the betrayal, the selfishness, the line she was so dangerously close to crossing. She glanced at Jack, who was still surveying the dance floor, oblivious to her internal struggle. A pang of guilt stabbed through her, sharp and cutting, but it was quickly drowned out by the insistent pull of lust.

It’s just a game, she told herself, though she wasn’t sure she believed it. A little harmless fun. But even as she tried to rationalize her behavior, she felt her body betraying her, responding to the heat of the man’s gaze and the vivid fantasies swirling in her mind.

The next time she looked in his direction, she let herself be bolder. She met his eyes with an audacious smile, her lips curving upward in a way that felt both playful and inviting. Her heart pounded as she slowly protruded the tip of her tongue, letting it trace a deliberate circle around the oval of her lips. She saw his reaction immediately—his posture straightened slightly, his glass lowering to the bar as his full attention focused on her.

Louisa felt a rush of power, the kind she hadn’t experienced in years. The thrill of being seen, of being desired, was intoxicating, and for a moment, she forgot about Jack entirely. All that mattered was the connection between her and the man across the bar, the silent, electric tension building between them.

But beneath the excitement, the guilt still lingered, a small but insistent voice in the back of her mind. What are you doing? it whispered. This isn’t you. This isn’t right. Yet the images of Grace’s stories and the photos she’d seen overpowered her doubts, fueling her desire and pushing her further into the moment.

Louisa took another sip of her drink, the cool liquid doing little to quench the heat building inside her. She knew she was teetering on the edge, her actions veering dangerously close to the point of no return. But as her eyes locked with the man’s once more, she couldn’t bring herself to stop.

Over the next half hour, Louisa and Jack exchanged small talk, but the conversation was sporadic. Jack, as usual, was more interested in people-watching than in engaging deeply. He leaned with his back to the bar, his eyes fixed on the dance floor as he nursed his drink, entirely unaware of what was happening just behind him.

Louisa, on the other hand, was acutely aware of the man at the end of the bar. She could feel his eyes on her, a constant, steady heat that sent waves of excitement and guilt coursing through her. She told herself it was harmless, just a bit of teasing, but deep down, she knew that wasn’t true. You’re flirting with him, she thought, the words both thrilling and damning.

She shifted slightly in her seat, turning toward her right and leaning forward to rest her elbows on the bar. The movement caused her dress to gape further, revealing even more of her deep, tanned cleavage. Louisa pressed her arms against the sides of her breasts, pushing them upward and forcing more of her supple flesh above the neckline. The cool air of the bar brushed against her exposed skin, making her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric. She felt a wicked thrill as she realized just how much she was showing—and that it was entirely intentional.

Her gaze flicked to the man, and she saw his reaction immediately. His eyes darkened, his lips parting slightly as he took her in. Slowly, deliberately, he ran his tongue across his full lips, his gaze never leaving hers. The gesture sent a shiver down her spine, her body responding with a surge of heat that pooled low in her belly. She knew she was crossing a line, but the lust was taking over, drowning out the small voice in her head that whispered warnings.

Jack finished his drink and turned back to the bar, placing his empty glass on the counter. “You ready to—” he began, but his words faltered as the bartender appeared, setting two fresh drinks in front of them.

Jack frowned, confused. “Where did these come from?”

The bartender gestured toward the end of the bar. “From the gentleman over there.” He turned to point out the man who had paid, but hesitated when he couldn’t find him in the crowd.

Louisa’s heart skipped a beat, her pulse quickening as the bartender scanned the room. For a moment, she thought the man might have disappeared, and she felt a pang of disappointment mixed with relief. But then, the bartender turned back toward them, his eyes widening slightly as he noticed the man now standing directly to Louisa’s left.

“Oh,” the bartender said, nodding toward him. “It’s him.”

Jack looked up, craning his neck to meet the eyes of the tall black man standing before them. The man’s confident demeanor and commanding presence seemed to make the air around him electric, and Jack faltered under the intensity of his gaze. Before he could find the words to speak, Louisa turned toward the man, her chin dipping in surprise before her lips blossomed into a dazzling smile.

“I’ve been admiring this beautiful lady from the end of the bar,” the man said, his voice rich and smooth. “And I just had to come over to see her splendor up close.”

Louisa felt her breath hitch at the sheer audacity of his statement. The word splendor hung in the air like a challenge, and she couldn’t ignore the way his dark brown eyes locked onto hers, full of admiration and something darker—something unmistakably carnal. Her body tingled with awareness, heat rising in her cheeks and spreading downward as she struggled to steady herself.

Jack, clearly caught off guard, stumbled through a reply. “Uh, thanks... thanks for the drinks.”

The man’s lips curved into a faint smile, his attention flicking briefly to Jack before returning to Louisa, as though her husband were little more than an afterthought. Louisa, still beaming, could barely tear her gaze away from him. “Yeah,” she murmured, her voice soft and breathless. “Thanks.”

The words felt hollow, a placeholder for the torrent of emotions and sensations coursing through her. Her chest felt tight, her nipples pressing almost painfully against the thin fabric of her dress, and the heat pooling between her legs was impossible to ignore. She was entranced, her body betraying her guilt with every thrum of arousal that pulsed through her.

As she reluctantly turned back to Jack, trying to gather herself, she felt it—a tickling sensation on her left ear. Her eyes widened in shock as she realized what it was: the soft brush of their new acquaintance’s moustache, followed by the warmth of his breath against her skin. The intimacy of it sent a jolt through her, but before she could react, she felt the tip of his tongue tracing a slow, teasing path along the shell of her ear.

Her breath caught audibly, her pulse hammering in her chest. And then came the whisper, low and deliberate, each word dripping with lewd intent. “I wanted to see those great tits up close,” he murmured, his deep voice vibrating against her skin. “And those hard nipples poking through your dress.”

Louisa shuddered, her body reacting instantly to the crude boldness of his words. Her logical mind recoiled, the sheer vulgarity of the comment shocking her to her core. But at the same time, a wicked thrill surged through her, raw and undeniable, centering between her legs with a heat that made her squirm slightly on her stool.

This is wrong, she thought, panic warring with desire. This is so, so wrong. But as much as she tried to convince herself, the truth was impossible to ignore: she liked it. The audacity, the confidence, the way he saw her—admired her—made her feel desired in a way she hadn’t felt in years. Her body craved more, even as her mind screamed for her to stop.

She glanced at Jack, who was oblivious to what was happening mere inches away. His attention was briefly caught by a group of dancers near the floor, and Louisa felt a stab of guilt twist in her chest. He trusts you, a voice whispered in her mind. But even as the thought surfaced, the memory of Grace’s stories and the images of those black cocks filled her head, pushing her guilt further into the background.

Louisa didn’t move, her breath shallow and uneven as the man leaned back slightly, his lips curving into a knowing smile. He said nothing more, his bold statement lingering in the air like a challenge. Louisa swallowed hard, her hands gripping the edge of the bar as she struggled to compose herself. Her body was betraying her in the worst way, responding to his audacious advances with a hunger she couldn’t deny.

Jack’s irritation was plain as he glanced between the tall black man and Louisa. The man’s casual murmur to Louisa had unsettled him, but now her proximity to the stranger and the flirtatious glint in her eyes were beginning to grate. Finally, Jack couldn’t hold back. “Thanks for the drink again,” he said curtly, his voice tight with forced politeness. “But stop bothering my wife.”

Louisa turned to Jack, her expression calm but playful, her hand resting lightly on the bar. “Now, Jack,” she said, her voice soft but pointed, “he’s just being sociable. He seems like a nice man.” She turned back to the man beside her, her lips curving into a smile. “And look how he’s built—I bet he played football!”

The words hung in the air for a moment, charged with meaning, and Louisa felt her heart pounding in her chest. Her left hand hovered just above the bar, suspended in hesitation as a storm of emotions churned inside her. This is it, she thought, her pulse racing. This is the moment where everything changes.

A small voice in her mind screamed at her to stop, to pull back before she crossed a line she couldn’t uncross. You’re married. This is wrong. The guilt twisted in her chest, sharp and biting, and for a brief moment, she almost listened. But then she glanced at the man again, at his broad chest, his confident stance, the way his dark eyes seemed to pierce right through her. The pull of him was magnetic, impossible to ignore, and the memory of Grace’s stories flashed through her mind—those bold, explicit encounters that had left her yearning for more in her own life.

Her gaze dropped briefly to his chest, the tight silk shirt stretched over powerful muscles, and the heat pooling between her legs became undeniable. Her fingers trembled slightly as she hovered on the edge of a decision. She thought of Jack, of the years of routine, of the moments she had felt unseen and unfulfilled. And then she thought of the photos Grace had shown her, those impossibly large black cocks that had consumed her fantasies. The weight of her longing tipped the scale.

Her breath hitched as she made her choice.

With that, Louisa reached out, her left hand landing gently on the man’s chest. The touch was light at first, tentative, as though she were testing the waters. Beneath the smooth fabric of his shirt, she could feel the warmth of his skin, the solid strength of his body. Her heart raced, her body humming with a wicked thrill as she committed to the moment.

The man didn’t flinch or pull away; instead, his grin widened, his posture remaining confident and inviting. He glanced briefly at Jack, whose irritation was evident, but the subtle smirk on his lips made it clear he wasn’t worried. Louisa felt a shiver run through her at his boldness, her pulse quickening as she let her hand move.

Jack rolled his eyes and turned back toward the dance floor, shaking his head in exasperation. “Whatever,” he muttered, clearly trying to brush off the situation. But Louisa barely registered his words. Her focus was entirely on the man in front of her, her curiosity and desire driving her further than she’d ever thought she would go.

Her fingers trailed upward, exploring the contours of his torso. Beneath the expensive silk, she felt the ripple of his abs, firm and defined, and the powerful curve of his pecs. Her breath caught slightly as her hand moved higher, brushing over one of his nipples. She paused there for just a moment, her thumb and forefinger gently rolling the rigid bud in a teasing motion. A jolt of heat coursed through her, her body reacting with a hunger that startled her. You’re going too far, she thought, but the thrill of her boldness drowned out the voice of reason.

“What’s that?” Louisa asked, her fingers moving to the gold chain around his neck. She traced the number 11 that dangled from it, her touch light but lingering. “Was it your uniform number?”

The man chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that sent a shiver through her. He leaned in slightly, his grin turning mischievous. “No,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You’ll have to find out about that number for yourself.”

Louisa’s cheeks flushed, her lips parting slightly as she met his gaze. The intensity in his dark brown eyes made her stomach flip, her body reacting to the weight of his attention. She felt herself wet her lips, her tongue darting out to trace them slowly from side to side. Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, the heat between them building to an almost unbearable level.

She glanced briefly at Jack, guilt flickering through her like a shadow. He was oblivious, his eyes focused on the dancers, completely unaware of what was happening just inches away. You shouldn’t be doing this, she thought again, but the pull of the man beside her was too strong. The power of her lust overwhelmed her guilt, and she found herself leaning into the moment, her body betraying her better judgment.

“Thank you,” she murmured softly, her voice trembling slightly as her hand fell back to the bar. The man’s smile widened, his gaze lingering on her as though he knew exactly what was going through her mind.

The air between them was thick with tension, charged with the weight of unspoken desires. Louisa’s heart pounded in her chest as she fought to reconcile the war inside her—the guilt, the thrill, the overwhelming, undeniable lust. She knew she had crossed a line, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to step back.

Louisa learned that his name was Andre, that he was a sales VP with a major pharmaceutical company, and that he lived in Atlanta, where he was divorced with grown children. “I bet he’s got a whole stable of women back there,” she thought, her imagination running wild as she studied the confident way he carried himself. Andre’s deep voice, smooth and rich, made even the most mundane topics—weather, politics, and travel—sound magnetic. Their conversation, however, was anything but mundane, peppered with subtle yet undeniable sexual innuendos.

As they talked, Louisa couldn’t help but touch him. Her fingertips brushed softly against his face, trailing down to his jawline. She raked her nails lightly along his arm, her touch lingering just enough to send a message. When he made a particularly bold comment, she playfully pushed him on the chest, her hand pressing briefly against the firm muscles she had already explored. Each interaction felt electric, her body humming with anticipation and arousal.

Jack, meanwhile, stood on the other side of Louisa, leaning against the bar with his drink in hand. He attempted to interject into their conversation a few times, throwing out comments or observations, but they barely acknowledged him. After a while, he gave up, turning his attention back to the dance floor.

Louisa noticed him watching a petite redhead in a tight, shimmering dress that clung to her curves. The woman’s fiery hair cascaded over her bare shoulders as she moved sensuously to the beat of the music, her hips swaying in a way that drew the attention of more than one man. Louisa couldn’t tell if Jack was genuinely interested in her or just trying to make her jealous. Either way, it worked—her stomach churned with a mix of guilt and annoyance. He’s distracted. He doesn’t even notice what’s happening right in front of him, she thought, the realization both a relief and a source of frustration.

Andre, meanwhile, was anything but distracted. His right hand rested lightly on Louisa’s bare back where the spaghetti straps of her dress crossed in an intricate web. His touch started innocent, a brief caress here and there, but it quickly became more deliberate. His fingers began stroking her smooth, bronzed skin, tracing small circles that sent shivers up and down her spine. Each touch felt more intimate than the last, his hand lingering longer, his movements more purposeful.

Louisa’s breath quickened as Andre’s hand slid lower, his fingers grazing the swell of her hip through the soft fabric of her dress. Her body reacted instinctively, her nerves alight with the forbidden thrill of his touch. Jack, oblivious, remained focused on the redhead, his eyes following her movements as she danced provocatively with another man.

Andre’s fingers found the slippery silk of Louisa’s garter belt, and he gently rubbed back and forth, his touch sending a clear message. Louisa felt a gnawing ache between her legs, a visceral response to the awareness that he knew exactly how she had dressed tonight. His little finger traced along the bottom edge of the garter belt, pressing lightly into the flesh of her firm ass cheek.

Louisa bit her lip, her head spinning as Andre’s hand moved further down, his fingers brushing over the strap of her suspender. He traced the strap along her curved hip and down to the clip at the top of her stocking, his fingers pausing briefly to press against the lace before sliding back up again. Each pass of his hand sent electric shocks through her body, her thighs tightening involuntarily as she fought to maintain her composure.

In the middle of their conversation, Andre’s movements elicited a sharp intake of breath from Louisa. She quickly covered it by taking a sip of her drink, her hands trembling slightly as she set the glass back down. Her body was betraying her, responding to his touch with a hunger that she couldn’t control.

Andre’s fingers returned to the garter belt, his touch deliberate as he trailed along its bottom edge. Louisa’s heart raced as his hand moved lower, tracing over her ass until he encountered the thin band of her thong. Her breath hitched as his middle finger pressed lightly against the fabric, running along the crevice between her cheeks.

He leaned in slightly, his lips curving into a wicked smile as his finger pushed the material of her dress into her crack. Louisa’s entire body tensed as the tip of his finger brushed against her anus, his other fingers gripping her ass firmly. She was squirming now, her body unable to stay still as she tried to find relief. Her hips rocked subtly against the barstool, her pussy throbbing with need as she rubbed herself against the seat in a desperate attempt to ease the ache.

Jack, still oblivious, sipped his drink and chuckled softly at something happening on the dance floor. Louisa’s eyes flicked to him briefly, her guilt flaring, but the sensation of Andre’s finger moving against her quickly pulled her back into the moment. She felt completely out of control, her body driven by lust even as her mind screamed at her to stop.

What are you doing? she thought, panic mixing with desire. But the fire Andre had ignited in her was too strong, consuming her completely. The forbidden nature of it only heightened the thrill, and as his finger pressed further, she realized she didn’t want him to stop.

Andre leaned in close to Louisa’s left ear, his breath warm against her skin. His lips brushed her earlobe lightly, sending a shiver down her spine, before his tongue traced a slow, deliberate path along the curve of her ear. His voice, low and smooth, followed, each word dripping with confidence and intent. “A woman like you doesn’t wear lingerie like that for no reason,” he murmured, his tone equal parts admiration and desire. “I’m going to find out everything you’re hiding under that dress tonight.”

Louisa’s breath hitched at his words, her pulse racing as the meaning behind them sank in. His voice was calm and steady, as though he were stating a simple fact, yet the heat in his tone sent waves of anticipation coursing through her. She squirmed slightly in her seat, her body responding instinctively even as her mind battled with the forbidden nature of the moment.

Meanwhile, Jack, still standing to her right, seemed entirely oblivious to what was happening. His attention had shifted back to the dance floor, where the redhead in the tight dress was now dancing with a partner, her movements sultry and inviting. Louisa noticed his gaze lingering on her and felt a flicker of annoyance and jealousy, but it was quickly overshadowed by the sensations Andre was stirring within her.

Jack sighed and glanced at Louisa. “You ready to go yet?” he asked, his voice carrying a hint of boredom.

Louisa shook her head, her smile bright but slightly forced. “Not yet,” she replied, her voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside her. “I’m having fun.”

Jack rolled his eyes and set his drink on the bar. “Fine. I’m going to the restroom,” he said before turning and walking away, his focus shifting briefly back to the redhead as he passed.

The moment Jack was out of sight, Andre’s left hand moved purposefully to Louisa’s leg. His touch was confident, his strong fingers gripping just above her knee as he began a slow, deliberate ascent. His hand glided along the silky fabric of her dress, his thumb brushing over the lace border of her stocking. Louisa’s breathing quickened as his hand continued higher, sliding beneath the hem of her dress to reach the smooth, velvety skin at the top of her thigh.

Andre’s touch was firm but unhurried, his movements intentional as his fingers traced the edge of her garter belt. His thumb brushed lightly against her inner thigh, the contact sending jolts of pleasure and anticipation radiating through her. Louisa’s body trembled under his touch, her mind spinning with a mix of desire and guilt.

He leaned in again, his lips just grazing her ear as he spoke. His voice was low and intimate, every word deliberate and intoxicating. “I can feel how warm you are,” he said, his tone steady and assured. “By the end of tonight, you’re going to be screaming my name.”

Louisa shivered, her body quaking with the intensity of his words and the sensations his hand stirred as it moved. His fingers brushed the curve of her ass, the material of her thong tantalizingly thin beneath his touch. He pressed slightly, his fingertips teasing as they skimmed closer to her center.

Her breath hitched again, and she bit her lip to stifle the gasp threatening to escape. She was losing control, the boundary between right and wrong dissolving under the weight of her desire. The logical part of her mind screamed at her to stop, to push his hand away, to remember that Jack was just down the hall. But the heat pooling between her legs and the sheer confidence radiating from Andre made it impossible to pull away.

Louisa squirmed subtly in her seat, her thighs pressing together as she fought to maintain composure. The sensations Andre’s hand was evoking were overwhelming, sending sparks of pleasure through her that she couldn’t ignore. Her voice wavered slightly as she murmured, “Andre...”

He pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his dark eyes locking onto hers with a steady intensity that made her stomach flip. “I know,” he said simply, his lips curving into a small, confident smile. “You feel it too.”

Louisa’s breath was shallow, her body trembling as his words settled over her. She didn’t respond, but the unspoken truth hung heavily between them. She couldn’t deny what was happening, couldn’t deny the way he made her feel—alive, desired, and completely out of control.

Before Jack returned, Andre leaned in, his deep voice soft but firm. “Dance with me,” he said, holding out his hand. The way he phrased it wasn’t a request—it was an invitation that left little room for refusal. Louisa hesitated for a split second, the weight of her guilt pressing down on her. But then she found herself slipping her hand into his, her body betraying her better judgment.

“Maybe this will clear my head,” she told herself as they made their way to the dance floor. Maybe moving around will stop these feelings, these fantasies. But as soon as they reached the center of the floor, she knew she had underestimated the effect being so close to Andre would have on her.

Louisa was acutely aware of his size as they began to move together. At 6’3”, Andre towered over her even in her four-inch heels, his broad shoulders and strong legs commanding attention. The heat radiating from his body seemed to envelop her, and she couldn’t ignore the way his presence made her feel small and delicate—something she hadn’t experienced in years. His dark eyes lingered on her, taking in every bounce of her breasts in time to the music, every flash of her legs through the high slit of her dress, and every sway of her ass when she turned.

He’s undressing me with his eyes, she thought, her cheeks flushing as her nipples hardened under his gaze. But the knowledge didn’t embarrass her—it thrilled her, fueling the fire already burning inside her.

Andre’s hands weren’t idle. As they danced to the upbeat tempo, his touch seemed to be everywhere. His palms brushed over the small of her back, slid briefly along her stomach, and lingered on her hips. Each time they moved closer, his chest pressed against her breasts, his hips brushing hers just enough to remind her of his presence. Every contact was deliberate, teasing, and tantalizing, sending little shocks of pleasure skittering across her skin.

Louisa tried to focus on the music, on the crowd around them, but her thoughts kept drifting to Andre. His touch, his smell—clean, with a hint of spice—and the sheer size of him overwhelmed her senses. Her fantasies were no longer abstract; they were tangible, standing inches away, touching her, inflaming her.

By the time the band transitioned to a slower song, Louisa’s heart was already racing, though she wasn’t sure if it was from the dancing or the man in front of her. Andre stepped closer, his strong arms encircling her as the tempo shifted. His right hand rested on the small of her back, firm and possessive, pressing her closer to him. Her nipples, already stiff, rubbed against the hardness of his chest through the thin fabric of her dress, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

His left hand moved lower, settling on the curve of her ass. With a subtle but deliberate motion, he pulled her hips against his. Louisa gasped softly as she felt it—his cock, hard and thick, pressing against her mound through their clothes. The sensation sent thrilling shocks coursing through her, her body responding instinctively as her hips pressed back against him.

Oh my God, she thought, her breath catching. He feels huge. As the realization hit her, images from her conversation with Grace flooded her mind—the photos she had seen on Grace’s phone, those impossibly large black cocks that had consumed her fantasies. The memory of their size and girth, their dark, glistening lengths, made her shudder with both excitement and disbelief. Is he... could he be that big? she wondered, her thighs pressing together as her body throbbed with need.

The thought made her lightheaded, her arousal mounting as she remembered Grace’s stories, the way she had described the incredible stretch and fullness, the way those men had made her feel alive and insatiable. Now, with Andre’s hardness pressed against her, Louisa couldn’t help but compare. The reality of his size was undeniable, and the heat pooling between her legs became almost unbearable.

Andre’s right hand moved lower, sliding down her back until it found the thin strap of her thong. His fingers traced the fabric where it disappeared between her cheeks, his touch both bold and deliberate. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You feel so good against me,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. “I’ve been imagining this since the moment I saw you.”

Louisa’s knees wobbled slightly, the combination of his words and his touch making it hard to think. Her hands rested on his shoulders, her fingers curling slightly into the fabric of his shirt as she tried to steady herself. “Andre...” she began, but her voice faltered, the words she wanted to say lost amid the flood of sensations coursing through her.

His hand pressed her closer, his fingers following the line of her thong down the crack of her ass. She felt the tip of his finger brush against her button, and her breath hitched audibly. He adjusted his hips slightly, the thick ridge of his cock grinding against her clit in a way that sent sparks shooting through her. Louisa couldn’t stop herself—she rocked her hips against him, seeking more of the delicious friction.

The heat between them was undeniable, the tension thick enough to suffocate her. She knew she was playing with fire, that every movement brought her closer to a line she couldn’t uncross. But in that moment, all she could think about was the way his body felt against hers, the size of him pressing into her, and the raw need building inside her.

As the song continued, Louisa let herself get lost in the moment, her body swaying against Andre’s as though they were the only two people in the room. She knew Jack could return at any moment, but the risk only added to the thrill. Her mind was a whirlwind of conflict—guilt, desire, fear, and exhilaration—but her body had made its decision. She wanted this, wanted him, even if she couldn’t admit it to herself.

Without a word, Andre took Louisa’s right hand in his and guided it up to his neck. She instinctively followed his lead, reaching behind him with her left hand to clasp her fingers together. The motion pressed her chest closer to his, their bodies flush against one another. His free left hand moved purposefully to her lower back, then slid upward, pulling her tightly against him. The contact made her gasp softly as her breasts were mashed against his broad chest, the firm yet spongy sensation of her own body sending a fresh wave of heat through her.

The stimulation was overwhelming, and Louisa found herself tilting her head back, her lips parting as she looked up at Andre. Her breath was shallow, her mind a whirlwind of guilt, lust, and surrender. She barely had time to process the moment before Andre leaned down, his thick, full lips capturing hers in a powerful, consuming kiss.

His tongue pressed into her mouth, strong and broad, exploring her sweetness as he moved with confident precision. The sensation sent shockwaves through her, and before she could stop herself, she began kissing him back with equal intensity. Their tongues danced and dueled, her hunger growing with every passing second. Louisa felt as though she was drowning in the moment, her senses entirely consumed by Andre—his taste, his smell, the heat radiating from his body.

As their kiss deepened, Andre’s left hand moved to her chest, cupping her right breast through the thin fabric of her dress. His fingers explored its fullness, rubbing along the underside before palming the entire globe with a firm grip. Louisa moaned softly into his mouth as his touch became more deliberate, his hand grabbing, twisting, and pinching her hardened nipple until the sensations made her head spin.

Louisa’s body was on fire. She was humping against his groin, her hips grinding desperately against the hardness she could feel pressing against her. Her chest arched into his hand, silently begging for more, and her tongue pushed deeper into his mouth, meeting his with an almost frantic need. Her hands slid from his neck to his head, her fingers tangling in his short curls as she pulled him even closer.

Breaking the kiss for just a moment, she brought her lips to his ear, her breath hot and ragged. “I’ve got to fuck you tonight,” she whispered, her voice trembling with raw desire. “I need your big black cock.”

Andre pulled back slightly, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement and lust. “And Jack?” he asked, his tone low and teasing, but with an edge of curiosity.

Louisa’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she glanced toward the bar, where Jack was still absent. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice dripping with confidence. “He won’t have the balls to stop me.”

Andre chuckled softly, the sound reverberating through her chest as he released her breast and took her hand instead. “Then let’s not waste any time,” he said, his grin widening as he allowed her to lead him back toward the bar.

Jack was just returning to their spot when Louisa pulled Andre by the hand toward her stool. She sat down gracefully, but as she did, the dress on her left side slipped, the high slit falling open to reveal her smooth, stocking-clad leg and the garter strap attaching to the lace top. The movement was casual, but Louisa knew exactly what she was doing. She saw the way Andre’s eyes darkened as they roamed over her exposed skin.

“Nice,” he hissed appreciatively, his smile broad and full of satisfaction.


Chapter 6

Louisa turned her attention back to Jack, who was now watching them with a furrowed brow and a faint scowl. “Jack, we’ve been having such a great time dancing,” she said brightly, her tone cheerful but with an underlying edge of defiance.

Jack’s gaze flicked to Andre, then back to Louisa. “You two getting pretty friendly out there?” he asked, his voice tight.

“Aw, honey,” Louisa replied, brushing off his concern with a dismissive wave. “Andre is such a nice big man. We’re just having some fun together. Besides,” she added, her lips curving into a sly smile, “you don’t like to dance anyway.”

Jack’s jaw tightened, and he took a long sip of his drink, his frustration evident. Louisa felt a flicker of guilt, but it was quickly overshadowed by the thrill of the situation. She could feel Andre’s presence beside her, his hand still resting lightly on her thigh, and the memory of their kiss and his touch sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her.

Andre leaned casually against the bar, his foot resting on the rail at the back of Louisa’s bar stool. His hand, hidden from view by the shield of his leg, rested possessively on Louisa’s left butt cheek. His fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, exploring the curve of her ass through the silky fabric of her dress. Louisa tilted her head up toward him, her lips curving into a playful smile. She reached up, pulling his neck down so her lips brushed against his ear.

“Have fun,” she murmured, her voice low and enticing. Andre raised an eyebrow in confusion until Louisa turned away, leaning toward Jack.

She hooked her arms around the back of Jack’s neck, her breasts pressing lightly against his chest. The movement caused her to tip slightly to her right, lifting her left cheek off the bar stool and letting her dress fall away completely on that side. The slit in the fabric exposed her entire leg and hip, her garter strap taut against her smooth, stocking-clad thigh. Andre wasted no time, stepping closer so his groin pressed firmly against her exposed hip, his body heat searing through the thin material of her dress.

Louisa’s lips brushed against Jack’s right ear as she whispered, her tone dripping with sweetness and seduction. “Now, Jackie...” she began, using the nickname she reserved for moments when she wanted to bend him to her will. Her breath was warm against his skin, and her tongue darted out to trace the curve of his earlobe. “Your lovely wifie is having so much fun tonight. Being out, seeing people, dancing...” She let out a soft, trembling moan as Andre’s hand slid higher along the back of her thigh, his fingers grazing the lace edge of her garter.

Jack stiffened slightly, his jaw tightening as his hands gripped the edge of the bar. “Louisa,” he said quietly, his voice tinged with both warning and uncertainty.

Louisa ignored him, her mouth curling into a mischievous grin as she continued whispering in his ear. “You want your wife to have a good time, don’t you, Jackie?” she purred, her voice laced with mock innocence. “I mean, just look at me...” Her lips brushed against his earlobe as she tilted her chest forward slightly. “Don’t you see my nips poking through my dress?” she teased, her tone both playful and provocative.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips as Andre’s fingers slid higher, brushing over the sensitive flesh where her stockings ended and her bare thigh began. Her reaction drew the attention of a few nearby patrons, their curious gazes flicking toward her. Louisa didn’t care. She arched her back slightly, giving Andre even more access as his hand caressed her exposed skin.

Jack’s eyes darted toward Andre, who stood just behind Louisa, his broad smile confident and unyielding. The tension between the two men was palpable, but Jack couldn’t hold Andre’s gaze for long. He dropped his eyes, his discomfort clear as he tried to reconcile his feelings of jealousy, anger, and arousal.

Louisa, sensing Jack’s hesitation, pressed her advantage. She raised her left foot to the next rung on the bar stool, spreading her legs slightly and giving Andre more room to maneuver. His fingers wasted no time, sliding along the fabric of her thong until they found her slick, throbbing center. Louisa moaned softly, the sound barely restrained as his fingertips stroked her pussy lips through the damp cloth.

Her breath hitched, and she pressed her lips closer to Jack’s ear. “I’m getting so turned on, Jackie,” she whispered, her voice trembling with both lust and triumph. “Don’t you want your wife to feel good?” She rocked her hips subtly against Andre’s hand, the pressure sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her.

Jack’s hands tightened around his glass, his knuckles white as he glanced back and forth between Louisa and Andre. His throat bobbed as he swallowed hard, torn between the possessiveness he felt as her husband and the strange, undeniable arousal building in him as he watched her come alive in a way he hadn’t seen in years.

Louisa’s lips brushed against his ear one last time, her voice barely audible but filled with intent. “You remember what I promised you earlier, don’t you?” she murmured, her words a velvet caress. “You let me enjoy myself tonight, and maybe this little slut will end up on her knees for you later.”

Jack’s breath caught, his mind racing. The image of Louisa squatting in front of him, her lips painted red and glistening as she teased him with that same playful smile, was impossible to shake. The way she had looked at him earlier, the promise in her eyes—it all collided with the scene unfolding now, and he felt himself begin to crumble under her spell.

“Louisa...” he said again, his voice hoarse, but he didn’t finish. She pressed a soft kiss to his cheek, then pulled back just enough to catch his gaze. Her eyes were bright with mischief and challenge, daring him to say no.

Jack exhaled shakily, his resolve weakening as he nodded almost imperceptibly. “Fine,” he muttered, his voice barely audible. “Just... don’t go too far.”

Louisa smiled, triumphant, as she leaned back against Andre. Her body trembled with a mix of relief, guilt, and raw anticipation. She knew she was playing with fire, but the thrill of it was intoxicating, and she wasn’t ready to stop.

With the newfound freedom granted by Louisa’s subtle maneuvering, Andre’s hand became even bolder. His fingers traced her pussy lips through the soaked fabric of her thong, running teasingly along the outer edges before gliding closer and closer to her swollen clit with each pass. The anticipation was maddening, every touch sending jolts of electric pleasure through Louisa’s body.

She clung to Jack tighter, wrapping her arms more firmly around his neck as the sensations intensified. Her breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling against him, but Jack seemed oblivious to the true source of her agitation. His focus wavered, his confusion evident, but his arousal unmistakable. Louisa could feel the tension radiating from him, the possessive yet uncertain energy that betrayed his inner turmoil.

“Ohhhhhh, honey,” Louisa hissed into his ear, her voice dripping with false sweetness and a deliberate tremor that made her sound breathless with desire. “If I get really hot...” Her voice trailed off as Andre’s finger brushed closer to her clit, the light contact making her thighs tremble. “...just think what might happen when we get home tonight.”

Her words hung in the air, thick with double meaning. Louisa tightened her hold on Jack, pressing her lips against his ear as she let out a soft, trembling moan. She knew exactly what he would be imagining: her waiting for him, ready and willing to fulfill the promise she had dangled in front of him earlier. She could practically see the scene playing out in his mind—the thought of her lips wrapped around his cock, her submissive eagerness to please him.

But Louisa’s lips curled into a wry smile as the reality of her own desires clashed with the fantasy she was feeding him. What you’re picturing is so far from what I want tonight, she thought, the irony making her pulse race even faster. Jack was unwittingly giving her permission to continue with Andre, trusting her while being too blinded by his own arousal to see what was really happening.

Andre, meanwhile, was anything but oblivious. His hand moved with purpose, his finger now circling her clit through the thin, soaked fabric. Louisa’s body jerked slightly at the direct contact, her hips rocking subtly against his hand in a desperate attempt to find relief. She bit her lip to stifle the moan threatening to escape, but the way her body pressed harder into Jack’s made him think she was reacting to him.

“You okay?” Jack asked, his voice hesitant but laced with genuine concern.

Louisa’s breath hitched, and she forced herself to nod. “Just... really hot,” she murmured, her voice trembling as Andre’s finger increased its pressure. Her thighs quivered, her body betraying her as Andre expertly stoked her arousal to dizzying heights. She tilted her head back slightly, her lips brushing against Jack’s cheek as she added, “You always know how to make me feel so good, Jackie.”

Jack relaxed slightly at her words, his lips twitching into a faint smile as he misinterpreted her reaction. Louisa felt a pang of guilt twist in her chest, but it was quickly overshadowed by the intoxicating heat spreading through her. Andre’s touch was relentless, each stroke of his finger pushing her closer to the edge while Jack remained completely unaware.

Her wry smile deepened as she realized just how far she had gone—and how much further she was willing to go. The duplicity of the moment, the stark contrast between what Jack believed and what she desired, sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t deny. He has no idea, she thought, the weight of her deception both exhilarating and terrifying.

As Andre’s finger pressed firmly against her clit, Louisa’s hips bucked involuntarily, her body trembling as she fought to maintain control. She buried her face in Jack’s neck, her lips brushing against his skin as she let out another soft, breathless moan. “Mmmm, Jackie,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “You’re going to get so lucky tonight.”

Jack chuckled nervously, his discomfort easing slightly as her words seemed to reassure him. He had no idea that her mind was already far away, consumed by the fire Andre had ignited within her—and the promise of what was yet to come.

Louisa leaned into Jack, her lips brushing against his as she kissed him softly at first, then more insistently. Her right hand slid down his chest, her fingers tracing the outline of his torso before settling on the bulge in his pants. She stroked him gently, her fingers curling around his length through the fabric, feeling him harden beneath her touch. Jack groaned softly into her mouth, his arousal evident as he pressed closer to her.

But Louisa’s left hand had a different destination. Her fingers slipped down to Andre’s lap, brushing against the rigid length of his cock through his pants. Even through the fabric, the size of him was unmistakable, and as she wrapped her hand around his girth, a jolt of excitement mixed with a flicker of guilt shot through her.

God, he’s so much bigger than Jack, she thought, her hands moving simultaneously on both men. The contrast was undeniable, and for a brief moment, she felt a pang of remorse as she compared them. But that guilt was quickly replaced by a surge of frustration—Why couldn’t Jack ever satisfy me like this? she thought bitterly, her resentment flaring even as her arousal grew.

Her lips remained locked with Jack’s, her tongue teasing his as she intensified the kiss. Her right hand stroked him more deliberately, her fingers pressing against the shape of his cock, but her left hand mirrored her movements on Andre. She felt the heat of Andre’s erection through his pants, the sheer size of him making her tremble with both anticipation and disbelief.

Jack, utterly oblivious to what was happening on the other side of Louisa, groaned again, his attention entirely focused on the kiss and the growing pressure of her hand. But then something caught his eye—a flicker of movement on the dance floor. His gaze shifted briefly, and his breath hitched as he saw the redhead he’d been watching earlier.

The tight, shimmering dress she wore had slipped, and for at least ten seconds, her small, perky breasts were completely exposed as she continued to dance, blissfully unaware of her wardrobe malfunction. Jack’s eyes widened, his arousal momentarily redirected as he watched her carefree movements and the way her exposed skin caught the light.

Louisa noticed the change in his focus immediately. She broke the kiss, glancing toward the dance floor and spotting the redhead’s mishap. A small, wry smile tugged at her lips as she watched Jack’s gaze linger on the woman. Of course, she thought, her earlier irritation resurfacing. Even now, he’s distracted by someone else.

But the distraction worked to her advantage. With Jack’s attention elsewhere, Louisa shifted slightly, her body pressing closer to Andre’s. Her left hand moved more confidently now, sliding along his impressive length and tracing its contours with her fingertips. She marveled at the thickness of him, the way he seemed to fill her palm completely, and a fresh wave of heat pooled between her legs.

Andre leaned down, his breath warm against her ear as he murmured, “You feel what you do to me, don’t you?” His voice was low and teasing, each word dripping with confidence. Louisa shivered at the sound, her grip tightening on his cock in response.

Meanwhile, Jack finally realized what he was doing and tore his gaze away from the redhead, clearing his throat as he tried to act nonchalant. “Be a dear and order some more drinks,” Louisa said, her tone light but commanding. She punctuated her request by slipping her tongue into his ear, swirling it teasingly before pulling back with a playful smile.

Jack blinked, momentarily dazed, before nodding and turning toward the bar. “Sure,” he muttered, trying to regain his composure as he flagged down the bartender.

As Jack’s back turned, Louisa shifted slightly in her seat, trapping Andre’s hand between her thighs. His fingers continued their relentless exploration, pushing the fabric of her thong deeper into her sodden pussy. She gasped softly, her breath hitching as the sensation sent sparks of pleasure through her. Her left hand remained on Andre’s cock, her nails tracing a slow, deliberate line up its length. She glanced up at him, her lips parting in a wicked smile as her tongue flicked teasingly between her teeth.

Andre’s dark eyes gleamed with anticipation, his thoughts clearly racing ahead to where the night might lead. His hand tightened on her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh as he leaned in slightly. Louisa felt her heart pounding, her body trembling with the weight of what she was doing—and what she wanted to happen next.


Chapter 7

A minute later, Andre removed his hand from Louisa’s soaked pussy as the bartender placed their drinks in front of them. Andre’s timing was smooth, his movements seamless, and Jack didn’t seem to notice a thing. As Andre picked up his glass, Jack inexplicably raised his own in a toast, his obliviousness almost comical.

“Here’s to tonight!” Jack declared, his tone cheerful, though Louisa could sense an underlying edge of tension in his voice.

Louisa exchanged a knowing glance with Andre, the corner of her lips curling into a mischievous smile as she raised her glass. They drank, making small talk with Jack, who appeared to be trying to reassert some level of control over the evening. But Louisa’s attention was entirely on Andre, her body humming with anticipation as her thoughts raced ahead.

After a few minutes of chatting, Louisa set her glass down and grabbed Andre’s hand, her fingers lacing through his as she stood up. “Let’s dance again!” she said, her voice light and playful, but with a commanding undertone. She didn’t wait for Jack’s response, already leading Andre back to the dance floor.

As the music pulsed through the speakers, Louisa and Andre moved together, their bodies pressed close in a way that left little to the imagination. Their legs intertwined as they danced, Louisa’s thigh brushing deliberately against Andre’s shaft. The hard ridge pressed against her, sending sparks of pleasure through her core with every movement.

When she turned her back to him, she felt his hands slide to the undersides of her breasts. His thumbs brushed the fabric of her dress, flicking against her nipples in tantalizing strokes that made her gasp softly. Her rounded cheeks pressed against his cock, her movements deliberate as she ground against him, the friction driving both of them closer to the edge.

The heat between them was palpable, their temperatures rising with each passing second. When the band shifted to a slow song, Andre pulled her into him, their bodies melding together as they swayed in time to the music. Louisa’s breathing was shallow, her nipples hard against his chest, her pussy throbbing with need as Andre bent his knees slightly, sliding his right thigh between hers.

Louisa gasped softly as the hard muscle of his thigh pressed against her soaked, lace-covered slit. The sensation was exquisite, sending waves of pleasure radiating through her. She couldn’t stop herself from rubbing against him, the damp fabric of her thong sliding back and forth as she sought relief from the unbearable ache building inside her.

Her right leg lifted, her stocking-clad thigh brushing deliberately against Andre’s cock. She felt its thickness through his pants, the rigid length straining against the fabric. She moved her leg up and down, teasing him, her movements slow and deliberate as she reveled in the power she held over him in that moment.

After a few moments of teasing, Louisa lowered her leg, her breath hitching as she dropped her left hand between them. Her fingers found the base of his cock, gripping him through his pants as she let her hand explore his length. She stroked him slowly, her fingers running along the massive ridge. Her breath caught as she realized just how thick he was—her fingers couldn’t even come close to encircling him.

“Oh my God,” she murmured under her breath as her hand traveled further. She stroked him from base to tip, her fingers spreading wide as she reached the head. It was enormous, the size of a small apple, and the realization sent a mix of awe and arousal coursing through her.

Louisa bent her knees slightly, her fingers finally grazing the tip as she let out a soft moan. “Ohhh God,” she gasped, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and disbelief. “You’re going to destroy me!”

Andre’s lips curved into a confident smirk as he leaned closer, his deep voice low and steady. “Well,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, “you finally found out about the number.”

Louisa’s heart pounded in her chest as his words sank in. The number... 11, she thought, her mind flashing back to the gold chain he wore. She had been curious about its significance, but now the answer was clear—and it left her breathless.

Andre’s hand slid to her lower back, pulling her even closer as he added, “Don’t worry. I’ll have you begging for all of it.”

Louisa shuddered at his words, her body trembling as she pressed against him. She knew she was in too deep, that she was crossing lines she could never uncross. But in that moment, all she could think about was the fire burning inside her and the promise of what Andre would do to her before the night was over.

Andre leaned down, his lips brushing against Louisa’s ear as he whispered something low and indecipherable. Whatever he said made her cheeks flush, and she nodded quickly, her eyes glinting with a mix of excitement and nerves. Without a word, she stepped away from the booth and walked toward the ladies’ room, her hips swaying deliberately with each step. Andre’s dark eyes followed her until she disappeared around the corner, his lips curling into a confident smirk.

When Louisa returned a few minutes later, she didn’t go straight back to Andre. Instead, she made her way to Jack, who was leaning against the bar nursing his drink, his attention occasionally drifting to the redhead on the dance floor. Louisa stepped close to him, placing a hand on his shoulder as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Here’s a present,” she whispered, her voice sweet but laced with something mischievous. “Hold out your hand.”

Jack blinked, confused by the sudden request. “What?” he asked, his tone skeptical.

“Just do it,” Louisa said, her smile widening as she gave his shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

Hesitantly, Jack extended his hand, his palm open. Louisa reached into her clutch, pulling out a small, damp wad of black lace. With a sly smile, she placed it gently into his hand and then stepped back, watching his reaction.

Jack stared at the damp material in his palm, his confusion deepening as he tried to process what it was. For a moment, he thought it might be a napkin or a scrap of fabric, but then the realization hit him. His eyes widened as he recognized the delicate black lace of Louisa’s thong, its dampness unmistakable. He looked up at her, his expression a mix of surprise and disbelief.

Louisa’s grin widened as she leaned in again, her lips just brushing his ear. “We’re going to sit at a booth over there,” she murmured, pointing to the other side of the room where Andre was waiting. “Why don’t you bring the drinks over?”

Before Jack could respond, Louisa grabbed her drink and Andre’s from the bar, turning on her heel and sauntering across the room. Her dress clung to her curves as she walked, the high slit exposing the smooth, tanned skin of her thigh with every step. Jack’s eyes followed her, lingering on the sway of her big, round ass as it moved hypnotically in time with her stride.

It wasn’t until she was halfway to the booth that Jack glanced back down at his hand. He stared at the thong again, the damp lace a tangible reminder of just how turned on she was—and the fact that she had deliberately handed it to him in the middle of a crowded bar. His throat tightened as a wave of confusion and arousal washed over him. What the hell is she doing? he wondered, his grip tightening on the lace.

Across the room, Louisa reached the booth and slid in beside Andre, handing him his drink with a coy smile. Andre’s arm draped casually over her shoulders, his fingers brushing against her bare back where the straps of her dress crisscrossed. He leaned in close, murmuring something that made Louisa laugh softly, her cheeks flushing as she took a sip of her drink.

Jack stood frozen for a moment, staring at the thong in his hand before finally setting his drink down and following her. As he made his way to the booth, he couldn’t shake the mixture of emotions swirling inside him—confusion, jealousy, and a strange, undeniable excitement. Louisa’s actions were baffling, but they were also stirring something in him he hadn’t felt in years.

When he reached the booth, Louisa looked up at him with a smile that was equal parts innocent and wicked. “Thanks for bringing the drinks, Jackie,” she said sweetly, gesturing to the seat opposite her. “Why don’t you sit down and join us?”

Jack slid into the booth across from them, his discomfort evident as he shifted in his seat. The setup wasn’t ideal; walls above the backs of the seats separated the adjacent booths, creating an intimate little cocoon for Louisa and Andre on their side of the table. Jack felt isolated, a spectator to something he wasn’t sure he wanted to see.

Andre leaned back, his arm draped casually around Louisa’s shoulders. He looked at Jack with a grin that exuded confidence and barely concealed satisfaction. “You got some kind of woman here, Jack,” he said, his deep voice resonating with appreciation. “She’s the hottest wife I’ve ever met.”

Trepidation surged through Jack’s stomach at the boldness of the statement. He’s talking about Louisa like... like she’s not even my wife. He opened his mouth to object, but Louisa cut him off.

“Andre is so cool, honey,” she cooed, turning her attention to the man beside her. Her fingers reached up to trace the diamond stud in Andre’s earlobe, the gesture slow and intimate. She leaned closer, her eyes glinting with mischief as she pulled his head down to hers. Jack’s heart sank as their lips met, the kiss slow and deliberate. It was clear this wasn’t just a peck—this was passionate. He could see the movement of their mouths, the unmistakable play of their tongues as they explored each other.

“Louisa, what the—” Jack began, his voice a mix of confusion and protest.

But the couple seemed entirely unmindful of him, their kiss intensifying before they finally broke for air. Louisa leaned her head against Andre’s broad chest, her breath uneven as she looked up at him with a sultry smile. Her left hand slipped down to Andre’s lap, her arm moving subtly but unmistakably.

Jack’s stomach churned as realization dawned on him. Her arm moved back and forth, the motion obvious, though hidden from view. “Oh, Jackie,” Louisa murmured faintly, her voice soft and dreamy. “His cock is so big and long.”

“Louisa, please...” Jack protested weakly, his voice tinged with desperation.

Louisa turned her attention to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Aw, honey,” she purred, her tone teasing and condescending all at once. “Don’t get jealous. Remember what I promised you earlier?” She ran her tongue slowly across her lips, her gaze locking onto his. “If you’re good and let me have my fun tonight, maybe this little slut will end up on her knees for you later.”

Jack’s breath caught, his mind flashing back to her earlier teasing. The promise of a blowjob, something she so rarely offered, was like a lifeline in the chaos of the night. He clenched his jaw, torn between outrage and the faint hope that her words weren’t just a taunt.

Louisa didn’t wait for his response. She turned back to Andre, her hand still working in his lap, her fingers stroking him slowly through his pants. “God, Jackie,” she murmured, her voice carrying just enough for him to hear. “I can barely get my hand around it. It’s so thick.” She glanced at her husband with a wicked smile, her eyes gleaming with delight at his obvious discomfort.

Jack swallowed hard, his fists clenching on the table as he tried to keep his composure. “Louisa, this is... this is too much,” he said, his voice trembling.

But Louisa only giggled, pressing herself closer to Andre. “Too much?” she echoed, her tone mock-innocent. “Oh, honey, you have no idea.”

Andre leaned down, his voice low and teasing as he said, “She’s something else, Jack. You’ve got yourself a real gem here.” His hand slid down Louisa’s back, resting possessively on the curve of her hip.

Louisa tilted her head back to look at Andre, her lips parting slightly as if inviting him to kiss her again. But instead, she turned back to Jack, her smile softening just enough to feign sweetness. “Don’t pout, Jackie,” she said, her voice dripping with false reassurance. “Remember what I said. Be a good boy, and you might just get rewarded later.” Her hand on Andre’s cock slowed slightly as she licked her lips again, the promise lingering in the air.

Jack sat frozen, his emotions a tangled mess of jealousy, frustration, and a strange, undeniable arousal. Louisa’s words and actions were pushing him to the brink, but the memory of her earlier promise kept him tethered, a small spark of hope flickering in the chaos of his thoughts.

Andre turned and pressed a soft kiss against Louisa's ear, his lips lingering just enough to send a shiver down her spine. His left hand rested casually on her knee, but it didn't stay there long. Jack watched as Andre's arm began to move slowly upward along Louisa's thigh, then back down again in a teasing motion. The table obscured his view, but suspicion gnawed at him. He could feel the tension building, a mix of jealousy and arousal that he couldn't quite reconcile.

"Jackie," Louisa murmured, her voice breathy and filled with a feigned innocence that only heightened the tension. "Andre's hand is on my leg... rubbing up my stocking." Her eyes met Jack's, a mischievous glint reflecting in them. "Oh, Jackie... it's making me so hot."

"Louisa, that's enough! Stop right now!" Jack demanded, his tone firm but betraying a hint of desperation. Yet, despite his protest, he felt a stirring in his groin. The lewdness unfolding before him was igniting something deep and primal.

Louisa's lips curled into a sly smile. Without breaking eye contact, she reached across the table and swiftly grasped Jack's erection through his pants. He gasped at the sudden contact, his eyes widening in surprise. "Why the **** is this little thing rock hard if you want me to stop?" she whispered, her tone both mocking and seductive.

Jack's face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and anger. "Louisa, please..." he began, but his words faltered as her fingers gave him a teasing squeeze.

She leaned forward, her cleavage prominently displayed as she fixed him with a penetrating gaze. "Maybe you're enjoying this more than you want to admit," she purred. "Maybe you're thinking about that special treat I promised you earlier." Her thumb brushed over the tip of his arousal, sending a jolt through him. "But if you keep protesting, I might just forget all about it."

Across the table, Andre's hand continued its journey, slipping beneath the hem of Louisa's dress. His fingers traced slow circles on her inner thigh, inching ever closer to her core. Louisa's breath hitched as she felt his touch, her body responding eagerly. She shot a glance at Jack, noting the conflict evident on his face.

"Feels so good, Jackie," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "I can't stop." Her legs parted slightly under the table, giving Andre full access. "His fingers are so skilled... you have no idea."

Jack clenched his jaw, torn between the urge to put an end to this and the intoxicating effect of her words and touch. "Louisa, this is—"

She cut him off, her eyes flashing with a mix of challenge and desire. "You remember what I said, don't you? Be a good boy, and you might just get rewarded." Her hand released him, and she brought her fingers to her lips, tracing them slowly. "Imagine what these lips could do."

Jack swallowed hard, his resolve weakening. The ambiguity of her statement left him reeling. Was she talking about him? Or was her mind—and desires—focused entirely on Andre?

Andre leaned in closer to Louisa, his breath warm against her neck. His fingers found her slick warmth, and she bit back a moan, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. "He's touching me right now, Jackie," she whispered, her gaze locking onto her husband's. "Making me feel things I've never felt before."

"Louisa, please," Jack pleaded, his voice barely audible.

She tilted her head, her expression softening just a fraction. "What's wrong, honey? You seem... tense." Her foot brushed against his leg under the table. "Maybe you need to relax. Enjoy the moment."

Andre's hand moved rhythmically beneath her dress, and Louisa couldn't suppress the soft gasp that escaped her lips. "Oh... he's so deep," she breathed, her eyes never leaving Jack's face. "It's... incredible."

Jack's fists clenched on the table, his knuckles white. "I don't... I don't think..." he stammered, but his protest died on his lips as Louisa leaned back, a dreamy smile playing on her face.

"Just think about later," she whispered. "Think about what might happen when we get home." Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. "If you're patient, maybe you'll get exactly what you've been wanting."

The implication hung heavy in the air, the lines between her teasing and her true intentions blurring further. Jack sat back, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, confusion. He couldn't deny the effect her words and actions were having on him, but the uncertainty was maddening.

Louisa turned her attention back to Andre, her hand slipping under the table to rest on his thigh. "Tell me, Jackie," she said without looking at her husband, "have you ever wanted something so badly you could taste it?"

Jack didn't answer, his throat tight.

She glanced at him from the corner of her eye. "Because right now, I know exactly what I want." Her fingers drummed lightly on Andre's leg. "And I'm going to have it."

"Jackie... two fingers in me... so full... rubbing my clit with his thumb... getting so close!" Louisa’s voice was a strained whisper, her body trembling as Andre’s hand worked between her thighs. The booth’s intimate enclosure amplified the lewd squishing sounds of her drenched pussy as his fingers moved in and out, each thrust deliberate and skilled. The air around them seemed electric, charged with Louisa’s mounting arousal and the tension between the three of them.

Jack sat frozen across the table, his drink forgotten as he stared in a mix of disbelief and arousal. How is this happening? he thought, his emotions warring as he watched his wife, normally so composed and reserved, unravel before his eyes.

Louisa arched her back, her pelvis lifting off the bench as she rocked against Andre’s hand. Her dress shifted with her movements, the already revealing neckline dipping precariously lower with each thrust. Her lips pressed tightly together as she fought to suppress the moans threatening to spill out, but soft, muffled sounds still escaped her. “Mmmmmm... mmmmmm...” Her head thrashed from side to side, her blonde hair catching the dim light as she struggled against the sensations overtaking her.

Her mind spun with the enormity of what was happening. This is wrong. So wrong. But the thrill of being so utterly exposed, of being made to lose control in such a public setting, sent shivers of excitement coursing through her. She had never imagined herself in a situation like this, her conservative nature at odds with the wild woman she was becoming. Yet, she couldn’t stop. The pleasure was too intense, too consuming.

Andre leaned in closer, his dark eyes locked onto hers as his hand worked her body with expert precision. "You’re beautiful like this," he murmured, his voice low and full of admiration. "Let go, Louisa. Let me see you come undone."

Louisa’s grip on his cock tightened reflexively, her nails digging into his shaft through the fabric of his pants. Her body trembled, the tension building to an unbearable peak. “Oh God... oh God...” she whimpered, her voice shaking as she teetered on the edge.

Then Andre made his boldest move yet. His free hand reached up, pulling the neckline of her dress down to expose one of her large, round breasts. The cool air hit her flushed skin, her hardened nipple standing proud as the fabric slipped away. Louisa’s eyes widened in shock, her cheeks flaming red, but before she could protest, Andre’s mouth closed over her exposed nipple.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. His warm tongue flicked over the sensitive bud, his lips sucking gently before increasing the pressure. The combination of his fingers inside her, his thumb circling her clit, and his mouth on her breast was too much. Louisa’s body jerked violently as the orgasm tore through her, her head tilting back as a guttural moan escaped her lips despite her best efforts to suppress it.

“MMMMMMMmmmmmmmmmm! Ohhhhhh!” she cried, her hips bucking against his hand as waves of pleasure radiated from her core. The sheen of sweat on her face and shoulders glistened in the faint light, her entire body trembling as she surrendered completely to the moment. Her hands clawed at the table, gripping it for stability as her climax surged through her.

Jack watched in stunned silence, his own body reacting despite his disbelief. How can I hate this so much and still be so turned on? he thought, his cock straining against his pants. He couldn’t look away, even as he told himself he should.

Andre continued to suck on her breast, his hand slowing its movements but still keeping her riding the aftershocks of her orgasm. Louisa collapsed back onto the bench, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. “Ohhh God... oh my God,” she murmured, her voice barely audible as she came down from the high. “Outta sight...” she finally sighed, her eyes fluttering open to meet Andre’s.

Her gaze was filled with lust and gratitude as she reached up, grabbing the back of his neck and pulling him down to her. Their lips crashed together, her tongue plunging into his mouth with a desperate hunger. The kiss was raw and passionate, their connection electric as she clung to him.

Jack sat across from them, his head lowered as he stared dejectedly into his drink. He didn’t know whether to feel betrayed, aroused, or furious. All he knew was that the sight of his wife being brought to orgasm by another man had left him feeling utterly powerless.


Chapter 8

"Okay... time to go home now," Jack pronounced, his voice heavy with a mix of exhaustion and frustration. He stood, waiting for Louisa to respond, hoping this surreal night would finally come to an end.

Louisa turned to him, her lips curling into a mischievous grin. “Yeah, let’s go!” she replied brightly, as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. She grabbed Andre’s hand, lacing her fingers through his, and followed Jack toward the door.

As Jack held the front door open for her, he froze when he noticed Andre trailing behind. His face flushed with anger and disbelief. “Where the hell does he think he’s going?” he blurted, his voice rising in indignation.

Louisa stopped and turned to face him, her expression defiant. “Home with me,” she said, her tone calm but laced with a challenge. “We’re just getting started.”

Jack’s shoulders sagged, his body language betraying his defeat. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing—or seeing. This wasn’t the Louisa he knew, the conservative, reserved wife he had been married to for years. Tonight, she was a completely different person, bold and uninhibited, and he didn’t know how to handle it.

Without another word, Jack slowly moved toward the waiting Uber, his steps heavy. Behind him, Andre’s hand rested possessively on Louisa’s ass, his fingers kneading her firm cheeks as they walked. He leaned in close, his voice low and teasing. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?” he murmured, his fingers sliding along the curve of her crack.

Louisa shivered at his touch, her body still humming from the events at the bar. “You have no idea,” she whispered back, her voice thick with desire.

When they reached the car, Andre opened the back door for her, his hand never leaving her body. Louisa climbed in gracefully, crawling across the seat as her dress rode up, exposing the tops of her thighs. She cast a sultry glance back at Andre, biting her lip as she waited for him to join her.

Jack stood by the driver’s door, his fists clenched as he debated whether to say something. He opened his mouth, ready to object, but the words caught in his throat. What’s the point? he thought bitterly, his shoulders slumping as he realized he had no control over the situation. With a deep sigh, he walked round to the front seat next to the driver and shut the door behind him.

When Jack glanced in the rear-view mirror, he saw Andre already settled in the middle of the back seat, his legs straddling the transmission hump. Louisa wasted no time, pulling Andre’s head down to hers, her lips parting as her tongue eagerly sought his. The kiss was deep and hungry, their mouths moving together in a way that made Jack’s stomach churn.

Andre’s large, dark hand slid up Louisa’s chest, his fingers finding the bodice of her dress. With a quick tug, he pulled the fabric down, snapping one of the delicate spaghetti straps in the process. Louisa’s large, round breast spilled free, the pale skin contrasting starkly with Andre’s black fingers as he cupped her firmly. Her silver-dollar-sized areola and stiff, half-inch nipple stood out proudly, and Andre wasted no time, squeezing and kneading her flesh with obvious relish.

“Baby, you’ve got great tits,” Andre rumbled, his voice thick with arousal. “Can’t wait to cum all over ’em.”

Louisa moaned at his words, the illicit imagery flooding her mind and sending a fresh wave of heat coursing through her. She arched her back slightly, pressing her chest more firmly into his hand, the stimulation of his strong fingers sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. The mix of his rough touch, the taboo nature of the moment, and the sheer audacity of what was happening had her teetering on the edge of complete surrender.

In the front, Jack gripped the door tightly, his knuckles white as he tried to focus on anything other than the sounds coming from the back seat. He could hear Louisa’s soft moans, Andre’s deep murmurs, and the unmistakable rustle of fabric as hands explored forbidden territory.

When Jack glanced in the mirror again, he saw Andre’s fingers tweaking Louisa’s nipple, rolling the stiff bud between his thumb and forefinger as she gasped softly. Her head was tilted back, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. Jack’s stomach churned, a potent mix of jealousy, humiliation, and unwanted arousal twisting inside him.

Louisa glanced up, catching Jack’s eyes in the mirror. Her lips curled into a sly smile, her expression both challenging and teasing. “Don’t pout, Jackie,” she said sweetly, her voice dripping with mock affection. “Remember what I said earlier? Be a good boy, and maybe you’ll get your reward later.”

The ambiguity of her words hit him like a punch to the gut. Was she talking about him? Or Andre? The uncertainty gnawed at him, leaving him feeling even more powerless.

In the back seat, Louisa turned her attention back to Andre, her hands roaming over his chest as she whispered something Jack couldn’t make out. Whatever it was, it made Andre chuckle low in his throat, his deep voice vibrating through the confined space.

Louisa tugged Andre’s pants over his shoes and socks, her hands trembling slightly as she worked. Once the fabric was off, she rose up to face him, her eyes immediately drawn to the enormous cock standing proudly between his legs. It pointed straight up, almost grazing his abdomen, the size and girth making her breath hitch. The overhead light illuminated every detail, casting his dark shaft in a warm glow that seemed to command the attention of everyone in the car.

Jack glanced in the rearview mirror, unable to tear his eyes away despite the knot twisting in his stomach. Louisa was staring at Andre’s cock like it was something out of a dream—or a nightmare. The thick veins winding up the dark, ebony length, the flared ridge of the apple-sized head, the way the gaping slit seemed to glisten in the dim light—it all seemed surreal. Beneath the massive shaft, Andre’s heavy scrotum rested, his tangerine-sized balls completing the imposing display.

Louisa’s expression was a mixture of awe, fear, and undeniable thrill. Her lips parted slightly, her breath shallow as she stared, utterly transfixed. She had never seen anything like it, and the sheer size made her pulse race.

“What do you think, baby?” Andre asked, his voice low and teasing, though the look on her face gave him all the answer he needed. Louisa’s wide eyes and slackened jaw told him everything.

She didn’t respond, her voice seemingly lost. Instead, she reached out hesitantly, her fingers trembling as they closed around the thick base of his cock. “It’s... it’s so big,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. Even with both hands gripping him, several inches of his length remained uncovered. Her small, pale hands looked almost delicate against the contrast of his dark, rigid flesh.

“C’mon, baby,” Andre coaxed, his deep voice dripping with confidence. “Give it some love. Let those sweet lips make me feel good.”

Louisa froze for a moment, her conservative instincts screaming at her to stop, but the lust coursing through her body was impossible to ignore. She didn’t even like giving blowjobs normally—she avoided them whenever she could. But now, there was no denying the fire in her belly or the unmistakable look of pure, unbridled lust on her face.

Without being asked again, Louisa leaned forward, her lips parting as she pressed a soft, tentative kiss against the smooth, flared head. Jack’s heart sank as he watched in the mirror, his wife—a woman who had always balked at pleasuring him like this—kissing another man’s cock with an eagerness he had never seen before.

Louisa pulled back slightly, her lips glistening as she looked up at Andre. His hand slid to the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair as he gently guided her back. “That’s it, baby. Give me more,” he murmured, his tone soothing yet commanding.

She pressed her lips to the head again, this time lingering longer. Her tongue darted out, licking the taut skin over the slit, tasting the salty tang that made her shiver. She swirled her tongue around the smooth, rounded tip, her movements slow and deliberate. Andre groaned softly, the sound reverberating through the small space.

“Yeah, baby,” he encouraged, his hand tightening slightly on the back of her head. “Those married lips feel so good on my cock.”

Louisa’s confidence grew as she heard his praise. Her tongue traced the ridge of his cock, swirling around the base of the flared head before sliding back to the top. She opened her mouth wider, letting the head slip just inside as her lips stretched to accommodate him. Her hands gripped his shaft tightly, stroking the length she couldn’t take into her mouth.

Jack stared in stunned disbelief, his chest tight and his hands gripped the seat belt as though it were the only thing grounding him. This can’t be real, he thought, his mind reeling. He had spent years knowing Louisa didn’t enjoy giving him blowjobs, her reluctance always thinly veiled. But now, the sight of her devouring Andre’s cock with such hunger felt like a slap in the face.

“Damn, girl,” Andre groaned, his voice husky. “You’re a natural. That tongue... oh, yeah. Keep it going, baby.”

Louisa moaned softly, the vibrations traveling through her mouth and down Andre’s cock. She began to bob her head, taking him deeper with each motion. Her tongue pressed against the underside, tracing the ridge as her hands stroked the base. She couldn’t get him all in—his size was too overwhelming—but the way her mouth and hands worked in tandem made Andre groan louder.

Jack’s heart pounded as he fought to process what was happening. The sound of Louisa’s soft moans and the wet sounds of her mouth on Andre’s cock filled the car, each noise driving home the reality of the situation. He couldn’t ignore the heat pooling in his stomach, the unwanted arousal that made him hate himself even more.

Louisa pulled back for a moment, her lips swollen and glistening as she gasped for air. Her eyes met Andre’s, her cheeks flushed and her expression filled with lust. “You taste so good,” she whispered before leaning back in, her tongue dragging slowly along the underside of his cock as she took him into her mouth again.

“Goddamn, baby,” Andre growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’re going to make me lose it.”

Jack’s stomach churned. He couldn’t believe what he was witnessing—or the fact that he couldn’t bring himself to stop it.

Louisa’s left hand began pumping steadily up and down along Andre’s slick, shiny shaft, the wetness from her saliva and his pre-cum making her movements effortless. The thick veins beneath her fingers throbbed with each stroke, the heat of his cock radiating into her palms. Her tongue flicked over the flared head, her taste buds tingling as a new flavor hit her senses. It was salty, rich, and intensely masculine.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes widening as she noticed the clear, viscous liquid seeping from the slit at the tip. The pre-cum was flowing freely, spilling over the head and down the length of the shaft in glistening trails. It was more than she had ever seen from Jack during a full orgasm, and the sheer volume left her momentarily awestruck.

Louisa hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her tongue darting out to catch the flowing liquid. She dragged it slowly up the underside of his cock, savoring the strong, heady taste that coated her tongue. The sheer potency of his pre-cum ignited a fire deep inside her, her body responding instinctively as her lips pressed against the head once more.

This time, she didn’t stop at just kissing it. She placed her lips over the swollen tip and began to suck gently, her cheeks hollowing as she drew the liquid into her mouth. The salty, musky taste made her shiver, a mix of arousal and submission washing over her. Andre’s hand moved to the back of her head, his large fingers tangling in her blonde hair as he applied a subtle but firm pressure.

“Yeah, baby,” Andre rumbled, his deep voice vibrating with satisfaction. “Wrap those sweet wedded lips around my black cock.”

Louisa’s heart raced at his words, the vulgarity of them sending a thrill through her that she couldn’t deny. She opened her jaws wider, accommodating the girth of his cock as she slid further down. Her lips stretched tight around the thick circumference, her tongue pressing against the underside as she moved.

When her lips passed over the flared ridge of the head, her mouth felt impossibly full. The stretch was unlike anything she had experienced before, her jaw aching slightly as she adjusted to the sheer size of him. Her breath came in short, shallow bursts through her nose as she fought to keep control, her body trembling with a mix of effort and anticipation.

She pulled back briefly, her lips still wet and swollen as she paused to take in the sight of him. The thick, dark shaft stood proud and exposed, the smooth head glistening with pre-cum. Her fingers traced the ridge, marveling at its perfect contours. Thank fuck he doesn’t have an ugly foreskin, she thought, the relief almost making her laugh. She had always hated that about Jack, the way the extra skin bunched and shifted, making everything feel awkward and messy. But Andre? He was perfect—clean, smooth, and undeniably masculine.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she whispered, her voice trembling with awe as she leaned back in. Her tongue darted out to swirl around the head, tracing every ridge and vein as if committing them to memory.

Andre groaned above her, his grip on her head tightening slightly as he guided her movements. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his tone filled with encouragement. “Take it all. You’ll love it when you do.”

Louisa’s left hand continued stroking the base of his cock, her fingers slick with pre-cum as they moved in rhythm with her mouth. She could feel the heat of him pulsing against her palm, the sheer weight of his shaft grounding her in the moment. Her right hand rested lightly on his thigh, her nails grazing his skin as she steadied herself.

Jack’s eyes flicked to the rearview mirror, and the sight made his stomach churn. Louisa’s head bobbed slowly up and down, her blonde hair catching the light as Andre’s hand guided her. His wife’s pink lips, which had always been so reluctant to touch him this way, were stretched impossibly wide around another man’s cock. The wet sounds of her mouth working and the soft moans escaping her throat filled the car, making it impossible to ignore what was happening.

How is this even real? Jack thought. The jealousy and humiliation burned in his chest, but beneath it all, there was a flicker of something he couldn’t admit—arousal. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his gut as he watched the scene play out behind him. And then, as he turned to his left and looked at the driver he felt a new surge of humiliation wash over him. Until then he’d completely forgot there was a total stranger sat next to him, someone he’d never met before who was also watching his wife suck a random black guy’s cock in the back of the car.

Louisa didn’t notice—or care—that Jack or the driver were watching. Her focus was entirely on Andre, her body responding to his every word and movement. She slid her mouth down further, her tongue tracing the underside of his cock as she tried to take him deeper. The stretch was intense, almost overwhelming, but the challenge only spurred her on.

Andre groaned again, his hips lifting slightly as he pushed her a fraction deeper. “Damn, girl,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’ve got a natural talent. Those lips were made for sucking cock.”

Louisa moaned softly in response, the vibrations of her throat sending a jolt of pleasure through him. Her hands tightened their grip, her movements becoming more deliberate as she found a rhythm. She was lost in the moment, the combination of Andre’s taste, his size, and the sheer taboo nature of what she was doing driving her to new heights of lust.

Jack’s eyes darted back to the road, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He couldn’t decide whether to get the driver to stop the car, confront them, or let him keep driving and pretend none of this was happening. But the truth was, he didn’t have the courage to do anything but sit and watch, his body betraying him as his own arousal grew.

In spite of everything—his disgust, his jealousy, his utter disbelief—Jack couldn’t tear his eyes away from the rearview mirror. He watched, stunned, as Louisa’s head bobbed rhythmically up and down on Andre’s massive cock. Her blonde hair shimmered under the glow of the overhead light, her movements growing more eager with every passing second.

She was completely absorbed, her focus solely on Andre as if nothing else existed. Her lips stretched impossibly wide around his girth, the slick sounds of her mouth and the occasional low groan from Andre filling the small car. Her free hand worked the base of his cock, stroking the wet, glistening length with a fervor that made Jack’s stomach twist.

She’s never been like this. Not even close, Jack thought, his chest tightening. He tried to look away, to focus on the road ahead, but his gaze kept drifting back to the mirror. The woman he was watching now was unrecognizable. This wasn’t the reserved, conservative wife who avoided blowjobs whenever she could. This was someone else entirely—someone wild, uninhibited, and utterly consumed by lust.

Jack swallowed hard, his throat dry as he fought to process what he was seeing. His own cock strained against his pants, the pressure both uncomfortable and infuriating. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought. He hated what was happening, hated that his wife was so willing, so eager—but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his stomach, the undeniable arousal coursing through him.

Louisa’s enthusiasm only seemed to grow. Her movements quickened, her head bobbing faster as she worked Andre’s cock with both her mouth and hand. Saliva and pre-cum spilled from her lips, saturating the shaft and her fingers, making everything slick and shiny under the light. She didn’t seem to care about the mess; in fact, it only seemed to spur her on. She moaned softly around his cock, the vibrations making Andre groan in response.

Jack’s stomach churned as he compared this to his own experiences with Louisa. Blowjobs from her had always been rare and perfunctory, something she did begrudgingly and with little enthusiasm. She never got messy, never let herself lose control like this. With him, she had always been careful, reserved. But now? Now she was practically devouring Andre, her every movement dripping with desire.

She’s never wanted me like this, Jack realized, the thought hitting him like a punch to the gut. The inadequacy he had long buried came rushing to the surface, magnified by the sheer size of Andre’s cock. Even with both her hands on him, Louisa couldn’t fully encompass his girth. Jack’s own size—average at best—had never been a topic of conversation, but seeing the way she worshipped Andre’s massive length made him feel painfully inadequate.

Louisa’s head tilted slightly as her tongue swirled around the head of Andre’s cock, collecting more of the salty, viscous liquid seeping from the slit. She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she drew him deeper into her mouth. Her hips shifted subtly on the seat, her thighs pressing together as if trying to relieve some of the pressure building inside her.

Jack’s eyes flicked to her legs, catching a glimpse of the damp fabric clinging to her thighs. The realization hit him like a jolt—her arousal was so intense it was literally soaking through her dress. She’s dripping wet, just from sucking his cock, he thought, the humiliation mingling with an unwanted wave of arousal.

Louisa pulled back briefly, her lips swollen and glistening as she gasped for air. Strings of saliva and pre-cum connected her mouth to Andre’s cock, the sight both lewd and mesmerizing. She looked up at Andre, her eyes glassy with lust as she murmured, “You taste so good.” Without waiting for a response, she leaned back in, taking him even deeper.

Andre groaned, his hand tightening in her hair as he guided her movements. “Damn, baby,” he said, his voice low and husky. “You were made for this. That mouth... those lips... they feel so good.”

Jack clenched his jaw, his emotions swirling in a chaotic mess. He hated Andre’s confidence, hated the way he spoke to Louisa as if she were his. But what cut the deepest was the look on her face—the pure, unfiltered desire shining in her eyes as she looked up at Andre. It was a look she had never given Jack, a look that left him feeling small and insignificant.

The car felt suffocating, the tension thick and oppressive. Jack forced his eyes back to the road, his mind racing as he tried to make sense of what was happening. His wife—his Louisa—was transforming before his eyes, and he didn’t know if there was any way to get her back.

Andre’s breathing grew heavier, his hips subtly lifting off the seat as Louisa’s mouth continued its relentless rhythm. His low groans filled the car, each sound vibrating through Louisa’s body and fueling her efforts. She could feel his cock pulsing against her tongue, the telltale sign that he was close.

Jack noticed it too. His eyes darted to the rearview mirror, catching the slight arch of Andre’s back, the way his large hands tightened in Louisa’s hair. Panic surged in Jack’s chest as the realization hit him—Andre was about to cum. Louisa would stop now, wouldn’t she? She always did with him, pulling away and finishing him with her hand. She had made it clear long before they were married: I hate the taste of cum. I’ll never swallow.

But Louisa didn’t stop. If anything, she doubled down, her mouth sliding further down Andre’s shaft, her tongue pressing against the underside as she sucked harder. Jack’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of disbelief and humiliation washing over him. She’s really going to do this, he thought, his stomach twisting painfully.

“Fuck, baby,” Andre groaned, his voice strained with pleasure. “You’re so good at this... I’m going to fill that sweet mouth of yours.”

Louisa’s heart skipped a beat at his words. She knew what was coming, and for a moment, a flicker of hesitation crossed her mind. The thought of cum in her mouth—the taste, the texture—made her stomach turn. She hated it. She always had. But the look on Andre’s face, the deep, primal satisfaction in his eyes, spurred her on. I want to please him, she thought, her desire to satisfy him overpowering her revulsion.

Andre’s groans grew louder, his cock throbbing against her tongue as he reached the peak of his climax. Louisa braced herself as the first hot spurt hit the back of her throat. The taste was exactly as she feared—salty, thick, and overwhelming. Her gag reflex kicked in immediately, but she fought it, swallowing quickly to keep from choking.

“Good girl,” Andre growled, his hand tightening in her hair as his cock twitched again, another stream filling her mouth. “Take it all.”

Louisa’s eyes watered as she swallowed again and again, the sheer volume of his release shocking her. It seemed endless, each surge coating her tongue and throat. She hated every second of it—the taste, the texture—but the feeling of Andre’s satisfaction, the way he moaned her name, made it worth it. Her determination to please him drove her, pushing her past her limits.

Jack’s breath caught in his throat as he watched the scene unfold. His wife—the woman who had refused to even consider this with him—was eagerly swallowing another man’s cum in the back seat of his car. The way her throat moved as she swallowed, the soft gagging sounds she tried to suppress—it was too much. His chest tightened, his humiliation complete as he looked at the Uber driver who simply smiled back at him.

Finally, Andre’s cock stopped pulsing, and Louisa pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around the head as she sucked gently to catch every last drop. She let him slip from her mouth with a soft pop, her tongue darting out to catch the lingering traces on her lips.

Louisa sat back in her seat, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Both of her large, round breasts had slipped completely out of her dress, the fabric bunched around her waist. Her nipples were hard, her chest flushed with exertion. She looked utterly debauched, her hair disheveled, her lips swollen and glistening.

But it was her smile that struck Jack the hardest. She leaned back against the seat, a satisfied, almost triumphant smile spreading across her face. Her eyes sparkled with a mix of pride and arousal as she glanced at Andre, who was still recovering, his hand resting lazily on her thigh.

“Damn, girl,” Andre murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re a fucking goddess.”

Louisa laughed softly, her fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face as she glanced at Jack in the mirror. Her smile widened, her expression teasing as she said, “What can I say? I aim to please.”

Jack didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His throat was tight, his emotions a swirling mess of jealousy, humiliation, and something he couldn’t quite name. The woman sitting in the back seat was a stranger to him—a version of Louisa he had never known, and he wasn’t sure he ever wanted to.


Chapter 9

Louisa leaned back against the seat, catching her breath as she adjusted the bunched fabric of her dress around her waist. Her body still hummed with excitement, and she couldn’t help but glance down at Andre’s cock, expecting it to begin softening. Jack always went soft immediately after cumming—it was just how he was. She had resigned herself to the idea that Andre would be the same. Maybe they’d get home, have a drink, and wait for him to recover before continuing.

But that wasn’t happening.

Andre’s cock stood tall and proud, as rigid as it had been before. The thick shaft glistened with her saliva, the veins pulsing with life. Louisa blinked, her eyes widening as the realization hit her. He’s still hard. How is he still hard? She bit her lip, a mix of surprise and excitement flickering across her face as she turned toward Jack, who was stealing glances in the rearview mirror.

“Jackie... you ever seen anything like this?” she asked, her voice low and sultry as she wrapped her hand around Andre’s cock, holding it upright for Jack to see in the mirror. Her fingers barely closed around the thick girth, and she gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, her diamond wedding band catching the light. “He just came, and he’s still this hard.”

Jack’s throat tightened, his face flushing as he struggled to respond. His eyes darted back to the mirror, catching the sight of his wife’s hand stroking Andre’s cock, her delicate fingers looking so small against the massive shaft. The contrast was stark and humiliating. I can never stay hard after cumming, he thought bitterly, his stomach churning as the comparison sank in.

Louisa’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she glanced at Jack’s reflection. “I can’t wait to get home to fuck it,” she murmured, her voice dripping with anticipation. Her eyes glinted with mischief as she added, “Hell... I’d fuck it right now if I could.”

Jack’s breath caught in his throat, the words hitting him like a blow. Who is this woman? he wondered, his mind reeling. His normally reserved, conservative wife had transformed into someone he barely recognized, her boldness and vulgarity both shocking and arousing.

Andre chuckled, his confidence radiating as he rested a hand on Louisa’s thigh. “You like it, don’t you?” he said, his voice deep and teasing. “Can’t resist it.”

Louisa nodded, her cheeks flushing as her fingers tightened around his shaft. “It’s... incredible,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. Her hand moved slowly up and down, savoring the feel of his smooth, hard flesh. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

As if driven by an unstoppable urge, Louisa bunched the skirt of her dress higher, gathering the fabric around her waist as she shifted on the seat. She climbed onto Andre, her knees sinking into the cushion as she straddled his lap. Her movements were deliberate, her intent unmistakable.

“Gotta feel it in my pussy,” she breathed, her voice thick with need. She glanced back at Jack, her lips curling into a teasing smile. “Oh, Jackie... it’s so big and hard. You’ve got no idea.”

Jack’s hands gripped the seatbelt again as he fought to maintain his composure. He didn’t need to look in the mirror to know what was happening, but he couldn’t help himself. His eyes flicked upward, and the sight made his stomach twist.

Louisa’s tan, rounded ass was fully exposed, the soft, smooth skin glistening faintly in the dim light. Her drenched pussy lips peeked out between her thighs, the evidence of her arousal unmistakable. She leaned forward, her back pressed against the roof of the car, her head braced against Andre’s broad shoulder. Her left hand remained wrapped around his cock, her wedding band glinting as she tugged on the thick shaft.

Andre’s swollen head hovered just below her dripping entrance, the contrast between his dark, imposing length and her flushed, pink folds stark and undeniably erotic. Jack’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anger, jealousy, and shame roiling inside him. He had never seen Louisa like this—so brazen, so uninhibited.

Louisa paused for a moment, her gaze fixed on Andre’s cock as she adjusted her position. Her breath came in short, shallow bursts, her anticipation palpable. She glanced back at Jack again, her eyes locking with his in the mirror. “He’s still hard, Jackie,” she said softly, her voice carrying a hint of mockery. “Even after cumming. Can you believe that?”

Jack’s face burned with humiliation, the comparison cutting deeper than he wanted to admit. He couldn’t stay hard after cumming—it was just how he was. But Andre? Andre was a force of nature, his unrelenting arousal a stark reminder of Jack’s inadequacies.

Louisa’s smile widened as she shifted slightly, the head of Andre’s cock pressing against her entrance. She let out a soft gasp, her hips tilting instinctively. “This is going to be amazing,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

Jack’s eyes darted back to the road, his chest tight as he tried to block out the sounds and sights behind him. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t escape the reality of what was happening. His wife—his Louisa—was preparing to take another man inside her, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Louisa squatted just slightly, her legs trembling with anticipation as she gripped Andre’s cock, its massive head poised at her dripping entrance. She let out a shaky breath, her hand guiding the thick tip to her slick folds. Slowly, she began to stroke her furrow with his enormous head, the ridge parting her lips with each pass. The wetness was overwhelming, pooling around the tip and coating both of them. It was impossible to tell whose arousal it was—his or hers.

“God, Jackie,” Louisa moaned, her voice trembling. “His cock... it’s so excited... I’m shaking. Ohhh, he’s rubbing it against my clit!” Her words came out in breathless fragments as the wide head pressed firmly against her swollen nub, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through her body. “Ohhh... OOOOHHHHH!”

Jack’s eyes flicked to the rearview mirror, his breath hitching as he watched his wife’s movements. The sheer size of Andre’s cock was staggering, its girth pushing Louisa’s slick lips aside as she rubbed it up and down her sodden slit. The way she moved, the way she moaned—it was like nothing Jack had ever seen before. His chest tightened as he tried to reconcile the conservative wife he knew with the uninhibited woman in the back seat.

“Is my big black cock making your little pussy wet, baby?” Andre teased, his voice low and taunting. He grinned as he looked down at her, his confidence radiating. “You’re a slut in heat. Wait ’til it’s fucking in and out of you. We’ll see you scream!”

Louisa’s head tilted back, her eyes fluttering shut as she moaned deeply. “Oh yeah,” she gasped, her voice dripping with lust. “I want it so bad... I’ve never wanted to get fucked this bad in my entire life!”

With trembling thighs, Louisa began to lower herself onto Andre’s cock. Her hand gripped the thick shaft tightly, guiding the flared head to her entrance. Slowly, she pressed down, the swollen tip cramming itself between her soaked lips. Her breath caught, her body jerking as the sheer size of him stretched her like never before.

Jack’s heart pounded as he stared in disbelief. The sound of Louisa’s sharp, banshee-like scream filled the car, pulling his eyes back to the mirror. The sight was both mesmerizing and gut-wrenching. He could see the monstrous black rod extending out between Louisa’s legs, her hand wrapped tightly around the shaft as she tried to take more of him inside her.

Louisa’s thighs quivered as she began to move, her hips rocking up and down. Each time she slid upward, the thick ridge of Andre’s head stretched her opening to the brink, and each time she slid down, her inner walls clung tightly to his shaft, molding around the intrusion. The friction sent shockwaves of sensation rippling through her body, unlike anything she had ever felt before.

“Ahhh... OHHHH... AAAAAHHHH!” Louisa moaned with each thrust, her voice rising and falling with the rhythm of her movements. Her head tilted back, her blonde hair brushing against Andre’s broad chest as she lost herself in the overwhelming sensations. “God... it’s so big! I can feel it everywhere!”

Andre grinned, his hands resting on her hips as he watched her ride him. “You love it, don’t you?” he rumbled. “You were made for this cock.”

Louisa’s eyes fluttered open, her pupils blown wide with lust as she looked down at him. “I do,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I love it. I love your cock... oh, God, it feels so good!”

Her hand slid further down Andre’s shaft as she skewered herself deeper, each movement pushing more of him inside her. Jack’s stomach churned as he watched, his mind racing. Even after taking six inches or so, there was still a substantial length of Andre’s cock exposed, the slick, shiny shaft glistening in the faint light. Each time Louisa rose, Jack could see six or seven inches of Andre’s cock still visible, a stark reminder of how much more she had yet to take.

Louisa’s body trembled as she felt the head of Andre’s cock press against previously unexplored depths inside her. Her pussy stretched wider with every inch she took, fresh waves of pleasure crashing over her as her canal was opened in ways she had never thought possible. “Ohhh... it’s so enormous,” she cried, her voice cracking with emotion. “I love your cock... love it inside me! Ohhh, I never knew it could feel this good!”

Her words cut through Jack like a knife, each declaration of pleasure driving home the inadequacy he had always feared but never confronted. His own cock strained against his pants, a humiliating contradiction to the jealousy and despair flooding his mind. His vision blurred as he tried to focus on the road. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t block out the sounds of his wife’s moans or the sight of her body trembling in ecstasy in the mirror. And every time he looked over, he couldn’t block out the driver’s stupid grin.

Louisa’s pace quickened, her movements growing more desperate as she chased her release. The car filled with the sounds of her wetness, the slick squelch of her pussy clinging to Andre’s cock mixing with her cries of pleasure. “Oh God... oh God... I’m gonna cum!” she gasped, her voice ragged.

Jack’s heart pounded as he realized there was nothing he could do to stop what was happening—or the feelings it stirred within him.

“I told you you’d be screaming for it,” Andre growled, his voice low and mocking as he watched Louisa writhe on top of him. “Now you know what a real cock feels like. How’s it compare to that little white dick you’ve been wasting your time with?”

Louisa’s head snapped back, her mouth hanging open as another wave of pleasure rocked her body. “Oh God... it doesn’t compare!” she cried, her voice trembling with ecstasy. Her thighs trembled as she sank lower, taking more of his massive cock inside her. “Looooove big black cock! It’s so fucking perfect!”

Andre grinned, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he thrust up slightly, making her gasp. “Better than Jackie’s little stick?” he pressed, his tone dripping with derision.

Louisa moaned loudly, her nails digging into Andre’s chest as she tried to steady herself. “So much better!” she panted. “He can’t even touch me there. Ohhh... oh my God... you’re so enormous!”

Andre smirked, his confidence growing with each of her declarations. “That’s because you were built for this cock, baby,” he said, his voice filled with dominance. “You’ve been missing out your whole life, haven’t you? Bet that little dick never made you feel like this.”

Louisa let out a choked sob of pleasure, her hips grinding against him as her body adjusted to his size. “Never... oh God... never felt anything like this before!” she gasped. “You’re filling me... stretching me so good. Jackie could never... ohhhhh!”

Andre chuckled darkly, his fingers tightening on her hips as he thrust up into her again, making her scream. “That’s right, baby,” he said. “You’re mine now. That pussy was made for black cock, and you fucking know it.”

Jack couldn’t believe what he was hearing—or seeing. The sounds of his wife’s moans, her cries of pleasure, and the wet, obscene squelching of her pussy on Andre’s cock filled the car. Her juices were flowing freely, cascading down the thick, black shaft and pooling on Andre’s thighs, soaking the car seat beneath them. It was as though her body couldn’t contain her arousal, and the sight made Jack’s stomach churn with a mix of humiliation and unwanted arousal.

Louisa was wild, completely lost in the moment as she rode Andre’s massive cock. Her blonde hair clung to her damp face, her lips parted in breathless moans as she moved up and down with abandon. Andre’s large black hands gripped her pale, contracting ass cheeks, his fingers spreading her wide as he controlled her rhythm. Jack’s heart sank as he noticed Andre’s middle finger working its way into her anal opening, stretching her further. She’s never let me do that, Jack thought bitterly, the realization hitting him like a slap.

Louisa was panting, screaming, and crying out all at once, her voice rising in pitch as her climax approached. “I’m cuuuummmmmmminnnng! Oh my Gawd!” she screamed, her voice shaking as her body convulsed around the thick cock spearing her. “Oh, oh, oh, yyyyyeeeeesssss!” Her cries echoed in the small space as she slammed herself down, her body shaking uncontrollably.

Andre thrust upward, his cockhead banging against the entrance to her womb, sending a fresh wave of sensations rippling through her. Louisa’s hand still gripped the base of his cock tightly, her wedding band glinting as her fingers trembled. Her drenched hand was coated in their mingled fluids, a sticky sheen that only added to the debauchery of the scene.

“OH, OHH, OHHHH my fucking godddd!” Louisa cried, her voice cracking as she finally slumped forward against Andre’s broad chest. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Weakly, she pressed her lips to Andre’s neck, her kisses feeble but filled with gratitude and lingering desire.

Jack’s throat tightened as he watched, his chest heaving with emotions he couldn’t fully process. Disgust, jealousy, and an unrelenting sense of inadequacy warred within him. She’s never been like this with me, he thought, as he tried to block out the scene behind him.

Louisa remained seated on Andre’s cock, her body still trembling with occasional spasms as the aftershocks rippled through her. Her pussy walls clenched and massaged the massive shaft buried inside her, and she let out soft, involuntary moans as her body recovered. She felt utterly wrecked, but in the best possible way. The sensation of being so completely filled, so stretched, had only whetted her appetite for more.

Andre smirked, his hands still gripping her ass as he leaned back against the seat. “Damn, baby,” he rumbled, his voice low and satisfied. “That was just the beginning. You’re going to love round two.”

Louisa shivered at his words, her head tilting up to look at him with dazed, lust-filled eyes. She smiled weakly, her lips swollen and glistening. “I... I can’t wait,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Jack directed the Uber driver to pull the car all the way up to the garage, his hands trembling as he pointed out where to stop. He almost forced the driver to pull all the way in, to ensure none of the neighbors would witness the spectacle of his half-naked wife climbing out of the car with another man. “Okay, well thanks for the show guys,” the driver announced rather flatly. Clearly this wasn’t his first rodeo!

Louisa moaned deeply, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Mmmmmm... this cock is so incredible,” she purred, her hips giving an instinctive twitch as if reluctant to stop the connection. She reached for Andre’s face, pulling him into a heated kiss. Their mouths fused, her tongue sweeping eagerly into his, exploring and dueling with his in an erotic dance. The intensity of the kiss left her breathless, but she didn’t stop, shifting her focus to his ear. She dragged her tongue along the curve, her breath hot against his skin as she murmured, “Let’s go upstairs and have a real fuck.”

Her voice was low, sultry, and filled with promise. Andre smirked, his large hands still gripping her hips. “Baby, you’re insatiable,” he rumbled, his tone laced with amusement and satisfaction.

Louisa slowly began to raise and lower her hips, her round ass moving in deliberate, teasing strokes as she let his thick shaft rub the length of her canal. Each movement sent shivers of pleasure rippling through her, making her moan softly. “Ooooooowwww... it feels so good,” she breathed, her voice quivering with need.

The sensation was almost too much to bear, but finally, she lifted herself off his ebony pole with a soft, wet sound. The shaft, glistening with their mingled juices, throbbed in the cool air, a stark reminder of the intensity they had just shared. Louisa pouted, her lips forming a small, exaggerated “aww” as she looked down at the emptiness between her legs. “I miss it already,” she murmured, her tone playful but filled with genuine longing.

Her hand slid down to her slick folds, her fingers brushing against her swollen lips as she sighed softly. But then her expression shifted, her pout transforming into a sly smile as her eyes met Andre’s. What’s coming next is going to be even better, she thought, her anticipation igniting anew.

In the front seat, Jack sat frozen, his hands gripping the door as he tried to process what he had just witnessed. His wife—his Louisa—had just ridden another man in their car, and now she was practically begging to take him upstairs for more. The sight of her slick thighs, the way her body still trembled with aftershocks, and the satisfied glow on her face—it was all too much. The knot in his stomach tightened as he glanced in the rearview mirror, catching the sight of Andre’s cock still standing proud, smeared with Louisa’s juices.

Jack’s throat tightened, his inadequacy once again laid bare. He couldn’t even fathom being able to keep up with Louisa’s newfound desires, let alone compare to what she had just experienced. The night had spiraled so far beyond his control, and he couldn’t shake the sinking feeling that things would never return to the way they were.

Louisa, meanwhile, adjusted her dress slightly, though it still left her breasts exposed and glistening. She leaned forward, brushing a kiss against Andre’s cheek before whispering, “Let’s go. I’m not done with you yet.”

Andre chuckled, his confidence unshaken. “Oh, baby, we’re just getting started.”

Jack swallowed hard as he shut off the car, the weight of the moment pressing down on him like a boulder. He knew the night wasn’t over—not by a long shot.

Louisa opened the car door, the cool air brushing against her heated skin as she stepped out. Without hesitation, she reached for Andre’s hand, tugging him toward the house. Her dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled onto the garage floor, forgotten as she strode forward. Now, she was dressed in only her black garter belt, sheer stockings with seams running up the back, her high heels, and a bra that was still pulled below her exposed, flushed breasts. She looked like something out of a risqué magazine—a walking fantasy brought to life.

Andre followed her with a smirk, his shirt unbuttoned and hanging loose, his cock still glistening and rock-hard as it jutted forward with every step. The contrast between his powerful presence and his haphazardly discarded clothing made him look both ridiculous and utterly dominant. Louisa didn’t seem to care; her hand reached back, gripping his slick shaft as she led him inside, tugging him forward like a prize she couldn’t wait to claim again.


Chapter 10

Jack had already entered the house, retreating to the family room in a daze. He stood near the couch, his face pale and his thoughts racing as he tried to make sense of what had happened—and what was about to happen. The sound of heels clicking on the tile floor made him turn, and his breath hitched as Louisa and Andre entered the room.

“Whoa,” Andre exclaimed, his deep voice laced with amusement as he pointed toward Jack’s groin. “Looks like Jackie kind of liked watching his wife get off in the car!” His tone was mocking, dripping with superiority.

Jack’s eyes widened, his hands instinctively moving to cover himself. But it was too late. All three sets of eyes went straight to the wet spot at the top of his left pant leg, the undeniable evidence of his unwanted arousal glaring back at him.

“Got turned on watching her take a real man’s cock, huh, Jackie?” Andre taunted, his smirk widening. “Bet you’ve never seen her like that before. Bet she’s never been like that for you.”

Louisa turned her head to look at Jack, her expression shifting from playful to something softer—almost pitying, but not quite. “Oh, Jackie,” she said, her voice teasing but not cruel. “You should’ve said something if you were enjoying the show so much. Maybe we could’ve invited you to join in.”

Jack’s face flushed crimson, his humiliation complete. His throat tightened, but he couldn’t find the words to respond. What could he say? The evidence was there, glaring and undeniable, and it mocked him as much as Andre’s words did.

Louisa turned back to Andre, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Well, maybe next time,” she murmured, her fingers stroking the length of Andre’s still-hard cock. “But right now, I have something much bigger to focus on.”

Andre chuckled, his confidence unshaken as he leaned down to kiss Louisa deeply. Jack turned away, his chest tightening as he heard the soft, wet sounds of their kiss, punctuated by Louisa’s quiet moans. He clenched his fists, his body trembling with a mix of jealousy, shame, and that infuriating, lingering arousal he couldn’t suppress.

“C’mon, baby,” Andre said, his hand sliding down to cup Louisa’s exposed ass. “Let’s go upstairs. I’m not done with you yet.”

Louisa nodded eagerly, her eyes glinting with anticipation. She turned back to Jack one last time, her smile widening as she saw his stunned expression. “Be a dear and bring up some drinks, Jackie,” she said, her tone light and casual, as if nothing unusual had just happened. “I think we’re going to need them.”

And with that, she took Andre’s hand and led him toward the stairs, her laughter echoing softly as they disappeared from view.

Louisa ascended the stairs, her hips swaying with each step, her heart-shaped ass cheeks peeking tantalizingly beneath the hem of her garter belt. The dark seams of her stockings ran straight up the backs of her legs, ending at the lace tops that framed her thighs like an invitation. Andre followed close behind, his eyes glued to the rhythmic vacillation of her ass, his cock pulsing at the thought of taking her from behind before the night was over. That ass is too perfect not to claim, he thought, a smirk spreading across his face.

Louisa led him down the hallway and into the master bedroom. The large king-sized bed dominated the space, its plush spread piled high with pillows. She turned to face him, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she gestured toward the bed. “There, Andre,” she purred, her voice thick with anticipation. “Your playground.”

Andre chuckled, stepping into the room and closing the door behind him. Louisa wasted no time. She reached for his shirt, grabbing the fabric and pulling it apart with such force that the buttons popped off, scattering across the floor. She slid the shirt down his arms, leaving his torso bare, and let her manicured nails lightly graze his dark skin.

“Oh, God,” Louisa murmured, her voice trembling with admiration as her fingers danced across his broad chest. “What a body!” She traced the hard contours of his pecs, her nails raking gently against his skin before finding his stiff nipples. She pinched them playfully, making Andre jerk forward, his massive cock trapped between their stomachs. Louisa gasped at the heat and hardness pressing against her, instinctively grinding her mound against him. “I’m gonna get it so good tonight,” she breathed, her voice a mix of desire and awe.

Andre grinned, his hands sliding down to grab her ass, his fingers spreading across her pale, soft cheeks. “My hot married slut wants more of this big black cock, doesn’t she?” he teased, his deep voice vibrating with confidence. He pulled her tightly against him, rubbing her pussy side to side along his thick shaft, the wetness soaking through the fabric of her garter belt. “Can’t wait to see how much more you can take.”

Louisa moaned softly, her lips parting as she leaned up to capture his mouth. Her kiss was hungry, her tongue thrusting past his lips as her hands roamed his body. She explored the powerful expanse of his shoulders, the bulging muscles of his arms, and the ridges of his back, marveling at his strength. Her fingers slid lower, gripping his ass, her palms kneading the hard, round muscles as she found the hollow dimples at the base of his spine.

Her pussy tingled with anticipation as she imagined those robust muscles driving his immense rod deep into her, pushing her to new heights of pleasure. She whimpered against his lips, her body pressing closer as if trying to merge with him.

The sound of the door creaking open made her pause, but only for a moment. Jack walked in, his steps hesitant, his face a mask of disbelief. His eyes landed on his wife, her mouth locked with Andre’s as her tongue explored his, her hands running over every inch of his dark skin. Andre’s large black fingers were pressed deeply into the flesh of her pale ass cheeks, pulling her against him as their bodies ground together.

Jack swallowed hard, his throat dry as he took in the sight. Louisa’s exposed breasts pressed against Andre’s chest, the contrast between her creamy skin and his dark, muscular frame stark and undeniable. Her dress was still crumpled on the garage floor, and the only thing left on her body—her garter belt, stockings, and heels—made her look more like a fantasy than the reserved wife Jack had always known.

Louisa didn’t even glance at her husband. She was too absorbed in Andre, her desire palpable as her hands slid lower, gripping his powerful ass. Her voice, muffled by their kiss, carried a single, breathless word: “More.”

Jack’s chest tightened, his humiliation mixing with a strange, unwelcome arousal. He had never seen Louisa like this—so bold, so uninhibited, so completely captivated by another man. The sight made his stomach churn, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Andre finally broke the kiss, his lips glistening as he smirked at Jack. “You enjoyin’ the show, Jackie?” he taunted, his tone dripping with dominance. “Your wife’s loving every second of it. Can’t keep her hands off me.”

Louisa’s eyes fluttered open, her face flushed as she turned to look at Jack. Her lips curled into a sly smile, her breath still coming in shallow pants. “You don’t mind, do you, honey?” she teased, her voice light and playful. “After all, you’ve been watching this whole time.”

Jack’s fists clenched at his sides, his body trembling with a mix of anger and helplessness as he watched the scene unfold before him. The audacity of their unashamed display stoked his fury, but he was rooted in place, unable to intervene. Despite his anger, he couldn’t deny the magnetic pull of the erotic contrast between Andre’s dark ebony skin and Louisa’s lightly suntanned body. The sight of them together, so raw and primal, ignited something deep within him—a hedonistic fascination he couldn’t explain or suppress.

Andre’s deep, commanding voice broke through Jack’s haze. “Jackie boy,” he called, his tone dripping with authority and mockery. “Take your clothes off. Might as well let you get comfortable so you can play with your little dick when you get hot!” He smirked, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he pulled his tongue from Louisa’s mouth, leaving her lips swollen and glistening.

Jack’s face burned with humiliation, his breath coming in shallow bursts as he struggled to find a response. He opened his mouth to protest, but no words came out. The dominance in Andre’s voice and the sheer confidence with which he carried himself left Jack feeling small and powerless.

Andre turned his attention back to Louisa, his hand sliding down her back and into the crevice of her ass. “Gonna see your hot wife do things you’ve never even dreamt of,” he murmured, his voice low and taunting. His finger stroked along the sensitive skin of her rear, teasing her dark, puckered opening.

Louisa moaned softly, her body arching instinctively as Andre applied pressure to her tight hole. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her press her mound harder against his massive cock. “Ohhh... Andre,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. Her hips moved on their own, grinding against him as if her body couldn’t get enough.

Jack’s stomach twisted as he watched, his anger warring with the unwanted arousal stirring in his pants. The way Louisa responded to Andre, the way her body seemed to crave him, was unlike anything he had ever seen from her. She’s never been like this with me, he thought bitterly, the realization cutting deep.

Andre chuckled, his confidence unshaken as he continued to tease Louisa. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his finger circling her sensitive opening. “You’re such a good little slut, aren’t you? You love being touched like this.”

Louisa’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping Andre’s broad shoulders for support as her body shuddered. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice breathy and full of need. “I love it. I love the way you touch me.”

Jack turned his gaze to the floor, his face burning with humiliation as Andre’s words hung in the air. He felt like an intruder in his own home, a spectator to a performance he couldn’t escape. The power dynamic was undeniable, and it left him feeling more inadequate than ever.

Andre’s hand lifted and came down sharply on Louisa’s right ass cheek with a loud smack. The force of the slap echoed through the room, making Louisa let out a teasing, breathless moan. “Ohhhh!” she whimpered, her voice a tantalizing mix of pain and pleasure. Jack flinched at the sound, momentarily pausing as he fumbled to remove his trousers. His eyes widened as he saw the pale skin of her untouched bikini line bloom into a vivid scarlet under Andre’s hand.

Andre chuckled, his confidence unshaken. “Okay, you married cock slut,” he growled, his deep voice resonating through the room. “Get on the bed... show me where you want this big black cock.”

Louisa’s breath hitched at his words. She had never been spoken to like this in her life. The command, the sheer dominance in his tone, sent a shiver down her spine and made her insides clench with need. The domination of this larger-than-life sex machine both shocked and thrilled her, and she could feel fresh wetness pooling between her legs.

“Yes, sir,” she murmured, her voice trembling as she obeyed. She climbed onto the bed with a sensual grace, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood before she positioned herself on the plush mattress. She laid her head back among the pillows, her blonde hair spilling over them like a halo, her blue eyes darkened with desire. Her legs parted wide, her knees bent, and her strapped high-heeled shoes planted firmly on the bedspread.

Her chest rose and fell with shallow, uneven breaths, her anticipation palpable. Her firm, round breasts stood proudly from her chest, her pink areolas tight and her nipples hard, pointing upward in arousal. Her bare pussy lips were still slightly parted from their earlier coupling, glistening with the evidence of her pleasure. The insides of her thighs shimmered in the low light, streaked with her juices, and the tops of her stockings were darker where the fluid had soaked into the nylon.

“Come on, baby,” Louisa cried, her voice breaking with urgency. Her hands moved to her folds, pulling her swollen lips apart and exposing her soaked, flushed canal. “I’m ready for you! Fill me up with that fucking marvelous black cock of yours!”


Chapter 11

Jack froze in place, his pants halfway down his legs as her words hit him like a freight train. His conservative wife, who had always been reserved and proper, was begging—no, pleading—for another man to fuck her. And not just any man, but Andre, the embodiment of everything Jack wasn’t. The sight of Louisa splayed out like this, her body dripping with arousal and dressed in nothing but her stockings and heels, was almost too much to bear. She looked like a fantasy brought to life, the epitome of a high-class courtesan ready to be ravished.

His stomach churned, a wave of jealousy crashing over him, but it was joined by an undeniable pang of arousal. His cock twitched despite himself, betraying his conflicted emotions. How is this even real? he thought, his grip tightening on the waistband of his trousers.

Andre stood at the edge of the bed, his broad frame towering over Louisa as he admired the view. His cock jutted forward, still rock-hard and glistening with their combined fluids. “Damn, baby,” he growled, stroking himself slowly as he took in the sight of her trembling body. “You’re fucking perfect. That pussy’s dripping, just begging for me to stretch it out again.”

Louisa whimpered, her fingers brushing against her clit as her legs trembled. “Yes... yes, please,” she moaned, her voice quivering with desperation. “I need you inside me... I’ve never needed anything this bad before.”

Andre smirked, his confidence radiating as he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her spread thighs. His large hands gripped her hips firmly, his thumbs brushing against the delicate skin of her inner thighs. “You’re gonna get it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise. “And Jackie’s gonna watch his little wife take every inch of this cock like the slut she is.”

Jack’s chest tightened at Andre’s words, his humiliation mounting as he stood naked in the corner of the room, forced to witness his wife’s complete submission. He wanted to look away, to escape the scene unfolding before him, but he couldn’t. His eyes were drawn to Louisa—her flushed cheeks, her glistening pussy, the way her body trembled with anticipation. She was unrecognizable, and yet he couldn’t deny how stunning she looked.

Andre’s dark eyes were locked on Louisa’s soaked, glistening pussy, his lips curling into a wicked grin. “Look at you,” he murmured, his deep voice thick with lust. “You’re dripping, baby. That’s one perfect little pussy, begging for attention. Been missing this kind of care, huh?”

Without breaking eye contact, Andre hooked his powerful arms under Louisa’s thighs, lifting her legs effortlessly and pressing them toward her chest. The movement caused her to open even further, exposing her swollen, flushed folds to his hungry gaze. Louisa whimpered softly, her hands gripping the sheets as her vulnerability made her pulse with both excitement and trepidation.

Lowering his head, Andre brushed feather-light kisses along the tender, sensitive skin of her inner thighs, just above the tops of her dark stockings. His mustache tickled her flesh, sending electric jolts toward her core with every teasing touch. “Damn,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin. “So wet already. You’re about to get exactly what you’ve been needing.”

Louisa squirmed beneath him, her hips writhing as his lips and tongue worked their way higher. “Ahhh... ohhh!” she moaned, her voice trembling as sparks of pleasure ignited inside her. The combination of his strength and his expert, teasing touch left her feeling both completely dominated and thoroughly worshipped.

Jack stood frozen a few feet away, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched Andre’s head dip lower, his broad shoulders framing Louisa’s wide-spread legs. The sight was both obscene and mesmerizing. Louisa’s pale thighs, her garter straps stretched taut against her smooth skin, and the way her body trembled with every touch—it was all too much. The shame burned in Jack’s chest, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Andre wet his tongue generously with saliva, letting it glisten under the room’s soft light before dragging it slowly along the crease where Louisa’s thigh met her puffy lips. Louisa’s body jerked in response, her pelvis lifting off the bed as she gasped loudly. “Ohhh... oh my God!” she cried, her voice breaking with need. She pushed her hips higher, her desperation palpable as she tried to guide him closer to her aching core.

“Patience, baby,” Andre growled, his voice a tantalizing mix of amusement and command. He flattened his tongue, the strong, textured surface pressing against the base of her slit. Slowly, deliberately, he licked upward, dragging his tongue over each of her engorged lips in turn. The sensation sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through Louisa, her juices flowing freely and coating his mouth.

“AAAAHHHHHH!” Louisa moaned, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles turned white. Her hips bucked involuntarily, her body craving more of the exquisite torment.

Andre chuckled against her folds, his warm breath fanning over her sensitive skin. “You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his lips brushing against her clit as he spoke. “You’re incredible, baby. So sweet, so wet. Couldn’t stop now even if I wanted to.”

Louisa whimpered, her body trembling as Andre continued to tease her with his mouth. Jack’s stomach churned as he watched, his own arousal betraying him as his cock strained against his thigh. He hated how helpless he felt, standing there as Andre took his wife to heights of pleasure he knew he could never match. The humiliation was overwhelming, but the sight of Louisa’s body writhing in ecstasy was impossible to ignore.

Andre’s tongue delved deeper, slipping between her folds and lapping at her dripping entrance. Louisa’s cries grew louder, her thighs trembling as she felt the first stirrings of an orgasm building within her. “Ohhh... Andre... don’t stop!” she pleaded, her voice ragged and desperate. “Please... don’t stop!”

Andre’s strong hands gripped the backs of Louisa’s thighs, pushing her legs higher and tipping her up onto her shoulders. The position left her completely exposed, her trembling body laid bare for him. He leaned in closer, his tongue trailing down the deep crevice between her cheeks, sending a shiver through her as it teased the sensitive skin around her puckered star.

“OOOHHHH... NNNNOOOO!” Louisa shrieked, her voice high-pitched and breathless. But even as she cried out, her hips shifted instinctively, her body betraying her words. She wiggled her butt, trying to position herself so his tongue could push deeper. Andre smirked, his confidence unshaken as he curled his tongue to a firm point and pressed it against her tightly clenched hole. Slowly, deliberately, he worked the tip in, the slick warmth of his tongue breaching her resistance.

“OOOHHHHH JEEEEES!” Louisa groaned, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and ecstasy. The unfamiliar sensation sent ripples of pleasure radiating from her core, spreading through her pelvis in waves. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly as her body arched, her hips pressing harder against his probing tongue.

“Damn,” Andre murmured, his voice thick with amusement and lust. “Didn’t know the married slut had a hot ass too. Don’t worry, baby—I’ll take care of that soon enough.” He pulled back with a grin, his tongue leaving her puckered hole with a wet, lewd sound.

Louisa whimpered at the loss, her breathing ragged as she tried to process the new sensations. Before she could catch her breath, Andre’s tongue flattened out and moved upward, sliding along her soaked pussy slit with practiced ease. The rough, warm surface of his tongue grazed her sensitive folds, and Louisa cried out again, her hips jerking as he uncovered her clit from its hood.

“Ahhh... Andre!” she moaned, her body trembling violently as his pointed tongue flicked against the exposed nub. The intensity of the stimulation left her gasping, her thighs quivering as she struggled to hold still. Andre’s tongue moved with precision, alternating between slow, teasing licks and rapid, pointed flicks that sent jolts of pleasure shooting through her.

Sweet juices flowed freely from Louisa, flooding her folds and dripping onto the bed. Andre’s tongue dipped lower, plunging into her soaked channel with a deliberate thrust. The slick, wet heat of her pussy enveloped him, and he wiggled his tongue like a snake, agitating the ribbed surface of her G-spot.

Louisa’s back arched off the bed, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as her hips ground against his face. “God... it’s too much!” she gasped, her voice trembling. Jack’s cock isn’t even as big as his tongue, she thought, the humiliating realization only adding to her arousal. And this... this wiggling snake is driving me insane!

“AAAAARRRRRRGGGGGHHHH!” Louisa cried, her body convulsing as the pressure inside her reached a breaking point. Her hands shot to Andre’s head, grabbing handfuls of his hair as she began to hump his face with abandon. Her thighs trembled, her muscles clenching as the first wave of her orgasm tore through her.

Andre didn’t relent, his tongue working her relentlessly, lapping up her juices as they flowed from her in torrents. Louisa’s cries grew louder, her moans turning into broken sobs of pleasure as her climax consumed her. Her hips bucked wildly against his mouth, and her body shook with aftershocks as she rode out the waves of her release.

Jack stood frozen, his face pale and his fists clenched as he watched his wife’s complete surrender. The sounds of her moans, the sight of her arching body, and the wet, lewd noises of Andre’s mouth working her—everything about the scene left him reeling. His cock twitched painfully against his thigh, a humiliating reminder of his own arousal despite his inner turmoil.

Louisa collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her hands slipped from Andre’s head, her fingers trembling as they fell to her sides. She glanced down at him with half-lidded eyes, her lips curling into a weak, satisfied smile. “Oh... my God,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I’ve never... felt anything like that.”

Andre grinned, his confidence radiating as he sat up, wiping his glistening chin with the back of his hand. “That’s just the beginning, baby,” he said, his deep voice rumbling with promise. “You’ve got no idea how good it’s gonna get.”

As Louisa’s breathing began to steady, Andre shifted, crawling forward on his knees until he straddled her stomach. She could feel the weight of his heavy balls dragging across her belly button, their heat contrasting sharply with the cool air of the room. Her eyes widened as she watched his immense, swaying cock move above her, leading him like a predator preparing to strike. The thick, dark shaft looked almost menacing, its ridges and veins highlighted in the soft light. It’s like a cobra ready to strike, she thought, a mix of awe and trepidation coursing through her. And I’m about to be bitten.

Andre leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a deep, open-mouthed kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth, tangling with hers and leaving her no room to think. The taste was new—musky and unmistakably hers. Her own juices coated his tongue, and he shared them with her as he kissed her harder, dominating her completely. When he finally pulled back, his dark eyes bore into hers, a smirk playing on his lips.

“You like that, baby?” he rumbled, his voice low and teasing. “That’s your slutty little married pussy I’m letting you taste.”

Louisa blinked up at him, her lips tingling from the kiss. She wasn’t sure if she liked the taste, but the act itself—the sheer eroticism of tasting her own honey on his tongue—was enough to make her body shudder. A small quiver rippled through her pelvis, a silent confirmation of just how far gone she was.

Andre sat back slightly, adjusting his position. His massive black rod pressed against her chest, sliding into the valley between her luscious, heaving breasts. “Push your tits together,” he commanded, his tone firm but not harsh. “Squeeze it tight.”

Without hesitation, Louisa obeyed. Her hands moved to the sides of her breasts, pressing them together until the soft, creamy flesh enveloped his thick shaft. The sight of her pale skin framing his dark cock was as striking as it was obscene, and Louisa couldn’t look away. Andre reached down, letting a mix of saliva and her pussy juices drip from his mouth onto her cleavage, the warm liquid pooling between her breasts. He grinned as he began to move his hips, his cock sliding slickly through the improvised tunnel she created.

The flared head of his cock approached her mouth with each thrust, the broad tip glistening with lubrication. Louisa felt the weight of his balls dragging across her sternum, adding another layer of stimulation to the scene. Andre’s large hands moved to her nipples, pinching and pulling at the stiff peaks. Louisa gasped, her back arching as pleasure mingled with the faint sting of his touch.

“Damn, baby,” Andre muttered, watching the way his cock moved between her soft, silky chest pillows. “You’ve got the perfect tits for this. Some day I’ll take my time with them... but right now, I need to get back inside that pussy.”

Louisa’s breath hitched at his words, her anticipation growing as she gazed up at him with lust-filled eyes. His dominance, his sheer presence, left her trembling with need.

“Lick it,” he commanded, his voice dropping an octave as he shoved the broad tip of his cock toward her pink, swollen lips.

Louisa’s tongue darted out, obediently swiping across the slit at the tip. The salty tang of his pre-cum mixed with the faint taste of herself, and she couldn’t stop the small moan that escaped her throat. Her tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles around the dome, tracing the ridges with a mix of curiosity and eagerness.

“Good girl,” Andre murmured, his hand tangling in her hair as he pushed the head of his cock past her lips. Louisa’s mouth opened wide to accommodate him, her lips stretching into a perfect oval as the thick shaft pressed against her tongue. Her cheeks hollowed slightly as she instinctively sucked, the sensation making Andre groan deeply above her.

Andre looked down, his chest tightening at the sight. Louisa’s beautiful blonde hair framed her face, her blue eyes filled with submission and lust as she stared up at him. The contrast of his dark cock stretching her pink lips was mesmerizing, a tableau of pure eroticism. He felt his balls tighten, his body responding to the visual and physical stimulation.

“Ready to really get fucked by a real cock?” Andre growled, his voice low and threatening, yet dripping with confidence. His dark eyes bore into Louisa’s, reading every flicker of fear, anticipation, and raw desire that crossed her face. Louisa’s body tensed beneath him, her breath hitching as the enormity of what was about to happen hit her. Her heart pounded in her chest, and yet, the center of her being—her very core—quivered in excitement. Fresh juices seeped from her, a physical betrayal of her overwhelming need.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Give me that... big black cock.” She barely recognized her own voice, her plea sounding desperate and unrestrained. Images of the actresses she’d watched in the movies flashed through her mind—how they had reveled in taking cocks like Andre’s. Now it was her turn. She was about to experience it for herself.

Andre smirked, his dominance radiating as he turned his attention to Jack. “Jackie-boy, come here!” he barked, his tone making it clear it wasn’t a request. “You wanna see your sweet little housewife take this big black cock, don’t ya? I can tell—look at that little peanut pointing straight out, and you haven’t even touched it. Admit it, you think it’s hot as hell to see a real man take your wife, don’t ya?”

Jack froze, his face flushing with humiliation. His fists clenched at his sides, but he couldn’t deny the truth in Andre’s words. Reluctantly, he stepped closer, his legs feeling like lead as he approached the bed. He stopped at the side, his breath catching as he took in the sight before him: Louisa lying on her back, her legs spread wide, and Andre’s massive black cock resting on her soft, pale belly. The shiny, swollen head was leaking pre-cum just below her ribs, a stark reminder of how deep it would reach inside her.

“Look at this,” Andre taunted, gesturing to the dark, glistening shaft that seemed to dwarf everything in sight. “See where this black weapon is gonna go, Jackie-boy? Right into your wife’s pussy, all the way up here. Can you match that, pin-dick?” His words were brutal, each one a blow to Jack’s pride.

Louisa’s wide eyes darted to where the cockhead rested against her stomach, and her breath hitched. She couldn’t believe how deep it would reach, the sheer size of it both thrilling and terrifying. Yet, even as her trepidation built, it was overshadowed by the ecstasy coursing through her veins. Her body ached for more, every nerve alive with anticipation.

Andre’s grin widened as he glanced at Jack, who stood frozen, unable to tear his eyes away. “Jackie-boy,” he said, his tone mocking, “I’m gonna need some help. Get up here on the bed.”

Jack hesitated, his chest tightening at the command. “What?” he croaked, his voice cracking under the weight of the humiliation.

“You heard me,” Andre said firmly. “Get up here. I want you to help me. If I’m gonna fuck your wife, you’re gonna make yourself useful.”

Louisa watched Jack climb onto the bed, his movements stiff and reluctant. He knelt beside her, his eyes darting between her flushed, eager face and the massive black cock resting on her stomach. He couldn’t deny the twisted fascination that kept him rooted in place.

Andre shifted, positioning himself between Louisa’s legs, his cock still resting heavily on her belly. “Since I’m such a nice guy,” Andre began, his tone dripping with sarcasm, “I want to make sure you’re good with this, Jackie-boy. So here’s what you’re gonna do—you’re gonna guide my cock into her pussy.”

Jack’s eyes widened in shock, his stomach lurching at the demand. “I... I can’t...” he stammered, his voice weak.

Andre’s eyes narrowed, and he leaned forward slightly, his size and presence making the air in the room feel heavier. “Oh, you can, and you will,” Andre said firmly. “Unless you want me to get pissed off, and trust me—you don’t want that.”

Louisa’s heart pounded as she watched the exchange. A flicker of remorse crossed her mind as she realized how thoroughly Andre was belittling Jack, but the feeling was fleeting. Instead, it was quickly replaced by a surge of exhilaration. The thought of Jack being forced to guide Andre’s massive cock into her—of him being made to participate in this act—only heightened the wickedness of it all. Her body trembled with anticipation, her inner walls clenching around nothing as she imagined the sensation of being filled so completely.

“Come on, Jackie-boy,” Andre taunted, leaning back and gripping the base of his cock. He held it up, the thick, veiny length standing proudly as if daring Jack to touch it. “Get your little hands on this. Help your wife take what she’s been craving.”

Jack’s hand trembled as he reached out, his fingers hesitating mere inches from the slick, dark flesh. His humiliation was palpable, his mind screaming at him to stop, but his body moved on its own. As his hand finally closed around the base of Andre’s cock, the weight and heat of it shocked him. It was so much bigger than his own—so much bigger than anything he could have imagined.

“Good,” Andre growled, his grin widening. “Now, be a good boy and guide me in. Let’s see your wife lose her fucking mind.”

Jack’s breath came in shallow, ragged gasps as he watched the scene unfolding in front of him. His hands were still trembling from the act of guiding Andre’s massive cock into Louisa, and now he was frozen, unable to look away. His wife—his reserved, conservative wife—was writhing on the bed, crying out in ecstasy as her pussy stretched to accommodate the immense black cock that had claimed her. The wet, obscene sounds of her juices coating Andre’s shaft filled the room, mingling with Louisa’s moans and Andre’s growls of approval.

Jack’s mind was a cacophony of emotions, each one crashing into the next. He was humiliated beyond belief—how had it come to this? How had he allowed another man to take his wife in such a degrading, dominating way? And yet, beneath the shame, there was something darker, something he hated to admit even to himself. The sight of Louisa, spread wide and trembling with pleasure, was undeniably erotic. Her flushed cheeks, the way her body arched off the bed, the raw lust in her cries—it was unlike anything he had ever experienced with her.

She’s never looked like this with me, he thought bitterly, the realization cutting deep. She’s never sounded like this, begged like this. Is this what she’s been missing all along? The thought stung, but it was impossible to deny. His stomach churned, jealousy and inadequacy warring with a reluctant arousal that grew harder to ignore with every passing second.

Andre’s voice cut through Jack’s thoughts like a blade. “Look at her, Jackie,” he said, his tone dripping with smug satisfaction. “That’s what a woman looks like when she’s finally getting what she needs. You ever made her feel like this? No? Didn’t think so.”

Jack’s fists clenched at his sides, his nails digging into his palms as his cock twitched violently in response to Andre’s words. He wanted to refute it, to argue, but the truth was staring him in the face. Louisa’s body was shaking, her moans growing louder as she clung to Andre like her life depended on it. She’s never looked at me like that, Jack realized, the thought driving a dagger of humiliation straight into his chest.

His arousal, however, refused to be silenced. His cock strained painfully against his thigh, a shameful reminder of how much this was affecting him. He could feel the tension building in his groin, an ache that grew stronger with every cry from Louisa and every thrust of Andre’s cock.

When Louisa screamed, “Ohhhhh, sooooooo big and gooooood!” Jack felt something inside him snap. The intensity of her pleasure, the sheer rawness of the moment, pushed him over the edge. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts: shame, jealousy, arousal, disgust, fascination. Each one collided with the next, leaving him powerless to control his body’s response.

Without warning, Jack’s cock jerked violently, and a thin spurt of cum shot from the tip. The first burst landed on Louisa’s stomach, just below her navel, while the rest dribbled pathetically down the length of his shaft. His knees buckled slightly, and he let out a strangled gasp as the humiliation of what had just happened washed over him.

I didn’t even touch myself, he thought, horrified. His face burned with shame as he stared at the small puddle of his release pooling in Louisa’s belly button. The sight of it next to Andre’s towering cock only deepened his humiliation, the contrast a brutal reminder of his inadequacy.

Andre’s laugh echoed through the room, low and mocking. “Look at you, Jackie-boy,” he sneered, his grin widening. “You couldn’t even keep it together. Watching me fuck your wife got you so worked up you blew your load without anyone touching you. That’s pathetic, man.”

Jack’s stomach churned, his shame threatening to overwhelm him. He wanted to look away, to leave, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to Louisa, to the way her body trembled and her lips parted in a moan as Andre began to push deeper inside her. His chest tightened painfully as he realized that, despite everything, his own body had betrayed him in the worst possible way.

Louisa, oblivious to Jack’s predicament, whimpered softly, her hips bucking against Andre’s as she begged for more. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I need more.”

Andre smirked, his hands gripping her hips as he leaned down to kiss her. “Don’t worry, baby,” he murmured against her lips. “You’re about to get everything you’ve ever dreamed of.”

Andre’s deep chuckle echoed through the room as his sharp eyes caught sight of the small puddle of cum on Louisa’s stomach. He smirked, his confidence only growing as he tilted his head toward Jack. “Well, well, Jackie-boy,” he drawled, his voice dripping with mockery. “Did you just blow your load watching your wife get ready to take a real cock? That’s some next-level pathetic shit right there.”

Louisa blinked, her post-orgasmic haze interrupted as she glanced down and noticed the mess on her stomach. Her lips curled into a smirk, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh. “Oh my God, Jack,” she said, her voice laced with disdain. “You couldn’t even hold it together? No one’s even touched you, and you’re already making a mess like some horny teenager?”

Jack’s face flushed deep red, the humiliation burning through him as he struggled to form a response. He opened his mouth to speak, but Louisa cut him off, her tone sharp and cutting. “Honestly, it’s embarrassing,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re standing there, watching me finally get what I’ve needed for years, and this is what you contribute? Pathetic.”

Andre leaned in closer to Louisa, his large hands sliding possessively over her thighs. “Don’t be too hard on him, baby,” he said with a sly grin. “Jackie can’t help it. Watching a real man take care of you—it’s probably the hottest thing he’s ever seen.”


Chapter 12

Louisa laughed again, the sound rich with mockery. “You’re not wrong,” she said, her voice softening as she turned her attention back to Andre. Her gaze dropped to where his massive cock was poised against her swollen, glistening folds, her desire reigniting instantly. “Now, let’s show him how it’s really done.”

Andre’s grin widened as he reached down, hooking his arms beneath Louisa’s knees. In one smooth motion, he lifted her legs, spreading her wide and tilting her pelvis upward. His strong black hands moved to her breasts, seizing the soft, firm mounds with a commanding grip. His fingers dug into her silky flesh, kneading and molding her body as though she belonged to him.

Louisa gasped, her head falling back against the pillows as Andre’s touch sent shockwaves through her. The new angle brought her drenched pussy closer to his pelvis, and she whimpered in anticipation as the thick, dark head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

“Time to really fuck this sweet pussy,” Andre growled, his voice low and possessive. With a powerful thrust, he drove deeper into her soaked cunt, the sheer girth of his cock forcing her walls to stretch around him. Louisa let out a keening cry, her legs trembling as her body adjusted to his size.

Andre pulled back slowly, the ridges and veins of his cock dragging against her sensitive inner walls. Her pussy lips clung to him as he withdrew, and when he thrust back in, they rolled inward, stretched to their limit. Each stroke was deeper than the last, his powerful hips driving his cock further into her molten heat.

“OOOOHhhhhhhh! Jeeeeez!” Louisa screamed, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Never... could be like this! Fuck me... big black cock! Deeeeepeeer!”

Andre smirked at her cries, his hands sliding back up to her breasts. He captured her nipples between his fingers, pinching and pulling until the stiff peaks extended further than ever before. Louisa’s moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath him as the intense sensations overwhelmed her.

Andre’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. The wet, obscene sound of their coupling filled the room, mingling with Louisa’s cries and Andre’s low groans. Her body trembled uncontrollably, the vibrations of pleasure spreading through her entire being. She couldn’t distinguish where one sensation ended and another began—everything blurred together in a storm of raw ecstasy.

Jack stood frozen, his arms hanging limply at his sides, his chest tightening with each passing moment. His cock, which had betrayed him so humiliatingly just minutes ago, now hung limp between his legs, a stark symbol of his inadequacy. The foreskin, which Louisa had always hated, fully covered the head, and the remnants of his weak orgasm were dripping steadily onto the floor beneath him. Each drop seemed to echo in his ears, a cruel reminder of his failure.

His eyes remained glued to the scene on the bed, unable to look away despite the overwhelming shame coursing through him. Andre’s massive, dark cock was glistening with Louisa’s juices as it slid out of her, only to plunge back in with a powerful thrust that made her entire body jerk. The obscene squelching noises of their union filled the room, mingling with Louisa’s lurid moans and cries.

Jack swallowed hard, his throat dry as he watched Louisa writhe beneath Andre. Her flushed face, the way her fingers clawed at the sheets, her toes curling in ecstasy—she was completely lost in the moment, utterly consumed by the sensations Andre was giving her. She’s never looked like this with me, Jack thought bitterly, the sting of jealousy cutting through his chest. She’s never sounded like this. Never begged like this.

“OOOOHhhh Gawd!” Louisa screamed, her voice rising in pitch with each thrust. “He’s pounding on my womb! It huuuuurts... but it’s yours! OOOOOhhhhhh Jeeezzzz! Use me, black man! Anything...!!!”

Jack flinched at her words, the humiliation biting deep. Her voice was desperate, pleading, and full of a raw hunger he had never heard from her before. She wasn’t just enjoying this—she was surrendering completely, giving herself to Andre in a way she never had with him. The realization made Jack’s stomach churn, his face burning with shame as he shifted uncomfortably on his feet.

Andre glanced over his shoulder, catching sight of Jack’s pathetic figure standing there, his limp cock dripping onto the floor. “Look at you,” Andre sneered, his voice full of mockery. “Standing there with your little dick hanging out, watching your wife lose her fucking mind. Bet you never thought you’d see her like this, huh?”

Jack’s fists clenched at his sides, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to look away, to escape the relentless humiliation, but his feet wouldn’t move. His eyes darted back to Louisa, who was writhing on the bed, her hips bucking wildly as Andre drove into her. The sight sent another pang of inadequacy through him—his own cock, useless and spent, was a pitiful comparison to the massive ebony pole that was stretching his wife beyond anything he could provide.

Louisa’s cries grew louder, more frantic, as Andre picked up his pace. Her thighs trembled violently, and her back arched off the bed as she clung to him. “More! Oh God, Andre, more!” she begged, her voice raw with need. “I’m yours! Just... please... don’t stop!”

Jack’s stomach twisted painfully at her words. She’s never begged me like that, he thought, the realization sinking like a stone in his gut. The stark contrast between her passion now and the routine, uninspired intimacy they’d shared was glaringly obvious. The shame of his limp cock, dripping uselessly onto the floor, only deepened his sense of failure.

Andre smirked, his dominance radiating as he thrust harder, each stroke drawing more moans and screams from Louisa. “You hear that, Jackie-boy?” he taunted, his deep voice laced with amusement. “Your wife’s begging for this cock like her life depends on it. She’s all mine now.”

Louisa’s nails raked down Andre’s back, leaving red trails on his dark skin as she gasped, “Yes! All yours! Do whatever you want to me!”

Jack felt like the air had been knocked out of him. The room seemed to close in around him, the sound of their coupling echoing in his ears. The sticky warmth of his spent cum on his thighs and the floor beneath him was a constant reminder of how pitifully he’d failed. And yet, despite his humiliation, he couldn’t deny the twisted arousal that kept him rooted in place, watching every second of his wife’s unrestrained ecstasy.

Andre’s powerful thrusts grew even more relentless, each one driving deeper into Louisa’s quivering body. Her cries had become incoherent, a series of gasps, moans, and half-formed words as she clung desperately to him. Her nails dug into his back, her thighs trembling as the overwhelming sensations took hold of her.

“More!” she begged, her voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and desperation. “Please... more... I need it!”

Andre grinned, his dominance radiating as he adjusted his angle, his massive cock driving with precision and force. The head of his cock battered against her cervix, testing her limits. Louisa’s hips bucked wildly beneath him, her body begging for the release she was chasing.

Then, with one ferocious thrust, Andre broke through the tight entrance of her womb. Louisa’s reaction was immediate and visceral. She let out an incredible scream, her voice echoing through the room. Her entire body heaved, her back arching off the bed as her legs shot out straight, pressing against Andre’s chest and pushing him upright. The motion only drove his cock deeper into her, claiming her in a way she had never experienced before.

“OOOHHHH MMMMMMYYYY GAAAAAWWWWWDDDD!” Louisa hollered, her voice raw and strained as wave after wave of sensation tore through her. Her body convulsed beneath him, spasming uncontrollably as her hands clutched at the sheets, her knuckles white. The intensity was unlike anything she’d ever felt—so overwhelming, so consuming, that she thought she might shatter.

Andre paused for a brief moment, letting her adjust to the incredible depth. He leaned forward, his broad chest pressing against her trembling body, and growled in her ear, “That’s it, baby. You’ve never been fucked like this before, have you?”

Louisa could barely respond, her lips trembling as her head lolled to the side. “OOOOOOOHHHHHH SSSSSOOOOO GOOOOOOODDD!” she finally managed to cry out, her voice breaking with the sheer force of her pleasure. “I’ve been... really fucked!”

Her words only spurred Andre on. He gripped her thighs tightly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he began to move again, slow and deliberate at first, before picking up speed. Each thrust sent shockwaves through Louisa’s body, her inner walls clamping and pulsing around him as if trying to pull him even deeper.

Jack, standing at the side of the bed, watched in stunned silence. His eyes were wide, his breath shallow as he took in the sight of his wife—his reserved, conservative wife—completely undone beneath Andre’s unrelenting assault. Her legs trembled with each thrust, her breasts bouncing with the force of his movements, and her face contorted in pleasure unlike anything Jack had ever witnessed.

The shame and humiliation burned through Jack’s chest, but so did the twisted arousal that kept his eyes glued to the scene. His cock remained limp, hanging uselessly between his legs, a pathetic reminder of his inadequacy. Each of Louisa’s screams was a dagger to his pride, yet he couldn’t look away.

Louisa’s body spasmed again, her nails clawing at Andre’s back as she screamed, “More! Don’t stop! Fill me!” Her words echoed in Jack’s mind, the raw, unrestrained passion in her voice cutting deeper than any taunt Andre could throw his way.

As Louisa began to come down from the heights of her euphoric climax, she suddenly felt an intense warmth deep inside her. Andre let out a guttural groan, and his first powerful burst of cum surged into her womb. The sensation was overwhelming, unlike anything she had ever felt before—it was as though someone had turned on a hose inside her. Her body responded immediately, trembling uncontrollably as another orgasm wracked her.

“OHHH YYEEEES, Black Man!” she cried out, her voice breaking with ecstasy. “Give me your cream! OOOOOHHHHH, So MUUUUUCH!” Her legs spasmed around Andre’s waist, her hands clawing at his back as her hips bucked wildly beneath him.

Andre continued pumping into her, his cock plunging deep and pulling back just enough to amplify the friction. Each thrust sent fresh waves of his thick seed coating her inner walls, the sticky heat oozing out and mixing with her own juices. His cock was slick as he pulled back, glistening with the evidence of their raw passion. Streams of cum flowed from her stretched slit, pooling at the crack of her ass and seeping onto the bed beneath them.

His release seemed endless, each pulse stronger than the last. Louisa whimpered and moaned, her body reacting to the sensation of being filled so completely. Her aftershocks caused her inner walls to flutter and contract around him, milking every last drop of his potent load. Andre grunted with satisfaction, his hands gripping her thighs as he slowed his thrusts, savoring the sensation of her warm, wet pussy still clenching around him.

As he began to withdraw, his thick cock dragged against her sensitive inner walls, each movement drawing another gush of their combined fluids. He released another spurt as he pulled back, painting her tunnel with the last remnants of his climax. By the time he was nearly out, the sheer amount of cum leaking from Louisa was almost unbelievable, dripping in thick rivulets down her thighs and pooling beneath her.

Andre sat back slightly, admiring the mess he had made. His cock glistened with their combined juices, still semi-hard and twitching slightly as if ready for more. “Damn, baby,” he said, his voice rough with exertion and satisfaction. “You’re one hell of a woman. Never had anyone take it like that.”

Louisa’s chest heaved as she lay sprawled on the bed, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her climax. Her face was flushed, her eyes glassy with satisfaction as she murmured, “So full... so good...”

Andre’s attention shifted to Jack, who stood awkwardly at the side of the bed, his limp cock hanging between his legs. The humiliation on Jack’s face was palpable, his eyes darting between his wife’s thoroughly used body and the massive black cock that had conquered her. Andre grinned, his dominance radiating as he gestured toward the scene in front of him.

“You ever seen cum like that, Jackie-boy?” Andre taunted, his voice laced with mockery. “That’s what happens when a real man fucks your wife. She loses her damn mind and milks me dry.”

Jack’s face burned with shame, his hands balling into fists at his sides. He couldn’t deny the evidence in front of him—Louisa’s body was glistening with sweat and coated in cum, her pussy still oozing Andre’s seed in thick, sticky streams. The sight was both humiliating and strangely mesmerizing, leaving Jack rooted in place.

Andre leaned closer, his smirk widening as he pointed toward Louisa’s dripping slit. “Come here, Jackie-boy. Take a good look. See all that black spunk flowing out of her pussy? That’s what a real load looks like. And just think—there’s a whole lot more still up inside her.”

Louisa let out a soft, breathless moan at Andre’s words, her hands twitching at her sides. She was too overwhelmed to speak, her body still trembling from the intensity of her experience.

Andre’s tone turned sharp, his smirk fading as he added, “You better get it out of her, man, before she ends up with a little black baby. Think you can handle that, Jackie-boy?”

Jack’s stomach churned at the implication, his humiliation reaching its peak. He hesitated, his gaze flickering to Louisa, who lay pliant and satisfied, a stark contrast to his own feelings of inadequacy. The weight of Andre’s dominance hung heavy in the air, leaving Jack with no room to argue or resist.

Jack’s stomach churned as he stood frozen at the foot of the bed. The sight before him was both revolting and strangely mesmerizing: Louisa’s swollen, gaping pussy, slick with Andre’s thick white cum, her thighs glistening from the overflow that had dripped down to the curve of her ass. Her hips were still moving, undulating slowly, as if inviting more. She was insatiable, and the thought made Jack’s chest tighten.

“Come on, Jackie,” Louisa purred, her voice teasing and mocking as she caught his eye. “What are you waiting for? Clean me up. Get all this cum out of me.”

Jack’s face burned with humiliation. The idea repulsed him—licking another man’s cum out of his wife’s pussy was beyond anything he could have imagined. He opened his mouth to protest, but Louisa cut him off, her tone turning sharper, more brutal.

“What’s the matter?” she sneered. “Don’t tell me you’re too much of a coward to do it. Your little limp cock isn’t going to make me cum, Jackie. It never could. If you want me to get off, this is the only way. Use that tongue of yours—it’s all you’re good for now.”

Her words stung, each one landing like a slap. Jack’s eyes darted to her face, hoping for some trace of the woman he had married, but all he saw was a smug, satisfied grin. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief and dominance, and it was clear she wasn’t going to let him back out.

“Come on, Jackie,” she said again, this time with a playful lilt in her voice. “Be a good little cuck and clean up your wife’s mess. Or do I need Andre to help me out again? Maybe I’ll let him go for round two while you stand there with your tiny dick in your hand.”

Jack’s shoulders slumped as the weight of her words crushed what little resistance he had left. He glanced at Andre, who was lounging beside Louisa with a smug grin, his cock still half-hard and glistening with their combined fluids. The silent threat of Andre taking her again was enough to push Jack over the edge.

Reluctantly, Jack knelt on the bed, placing his hands on the tops of Louisa’s wet stocking-covered thighs. The sheer intimacy of the act only made his humiliation worse—this was his wife, and yet she felt like a stranger. He leaned forward, his nose wrinkling as the scent of their combined arousal hit him, and pressed his lips to her slick folds.

The taste was overwhelming—salty, musky, and undeniably tainted by Andre’s essence. Jack fought the urge to gag as he curled his tongue and dragged it up her slit, scooping out the thick, sticky cum that clung to her inner walls. Louisa let out a delighted moan, her hips bucking against his mouth as sparks of pleasure radiated through her.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mockery. “Eat it all, Jackie. Get every last drop. That’s the only way you’re ever going to make me cum.”

Jack’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop. His tongue moved instinctively, stroking her overflowing slit and flicking against her swollen clit at the top of each pass. The sound of her moans grew louder, spurring him on despite the revulsion twisting in his gut.

Louisa’s body trembled beneath him, her hands gripping the sheets as another orgasm crashed over her. “Yes, Jackie! Eat all our love juices. That’s a good boy!” she cried, her voice breathless and taunting. Her thighs clenched around his head, holding him in place as she rode out the waves of her pleasure.

Jack couldn’t believe what he was doing, but the sheer depravity of the act sent a jolt of arousal through him. He hated himself for it, but his limp cock began to stir, growing hard as he continued to lap at her, swallowing their mixed fluids until there was nothing left.

As he finally pulled back, his face glistening with their combined juices, Louisa let out a satisfied sigh. “Well, at least you’re good for something,” she said with a smirk. “But don’t think for a second you’re done.”

Andre sat up, his cock fully erect once more, and grabbed Louisa’s head. “Alright, married slut,” he growled, pulling her toward him. “Clean me up now. I’m not done with you yet.”

Louisa eagerly grasped his firm buttocks, pulling his cock deeper into her mouth until it hit the back of her throat. Jack, still kneeling at the edge of the bed, watched in stunned silence as his wife began to work her tongue and lips over Andre’s shaft with a hunger he had never seen before.

“Love that big black cock, don’t ya, fuck toy?” Andre growled, his deep voice dripping with authority as he looked down at Louisa.

Her response was immediate, nodding eagerly, her blue eyes wide with adoration as she kept her lips wrapped tightly around his firm, dark cock. The ridges and veins dragged along her tongue as she moved up and down his shaft, her enthusiasm growing with each passing second. Her moans of approval vibrated against his flesh, a muffled “Mmmmmffffph!” spilling from her lips.

“Never gonna be satisfied by Jackie’s little stick anymore, will ya?” Andre sneered, gripping her short blonde hair to guide her pace. “Only gonna want big black dicks from now on, huh?”

Louisa nodded again, her cheeks flushing as his words sank into her mind. Her body betrayed her, reacting to the dominance and humiliation in ways she couldn’t deny. Her nipples were hard and engorged, standing out proudly as her breasts swayed with her movements. The slick heat between her legs was undeniable, her pussy flooding with her lust juices as she more enthusiastically worked her mouth over his cock.

The reality of the moment hit her like a wave, eclipsing anything she had ever imagined during her nights alone with the porn flicks. She realized now that her fantasies—those forbidden images of white women surrendering to the power of black men—had become her reality. And it was so much better than she had ever dreamed. She wasn’t just one of those women now—she was his woman, completely captivated by his presence and the sensations he was giving her.

Andre suddenly pulled back, his thick cock slipping from her hot, yearning mouth. Saliva clung to her lips and chin, glistening in the dim light as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes. He grinned, the smug expression of a man who knew he was in complete control. He slapped her cheeks with his dripping cock, the wet, taut flesh leaving streaks of saliva and precum on her flushed skin. Each slap was deliberate, punctuating his dominance over her.

“Gonna be my wedded fuck slut this weekend, aren’t you, bitch?” Andre growled, his voice low and commanding. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his intense gaze. “Gonna do anything I ask, aren’t you, you married cunt?”

Louisa’s breath hitched, her blue eyes filled with a mix of submission and desire. She licked her lips, her body trembling with anticipation. “Yes,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice barely audible but filled with conviction.

Andre smirked, clearly pleased with her response. “You’d do anything to get fucked by this cock, wouldn’t you? Your married pussy demands it now, doesn’t it?”

Louisa let out a shuddering moan, her body trembling with anticipation. “Ohhhhh yeeeeees!” she cried, her voice raw with need, her hands grasping at Andre’s hips, desperate to pull him closer.

Andre grinned down at her, his dominant energy radiating as he gripped her chin, forcing her to look up at him. “Say it, my black cock bitch,” he growled, his tone commanding and unyielding. “Tell me what you want.”

Louisa’s lips trembled, her breath hitching as she struggled to form the words. “I... I want you in me!” she gasped, her voice breaking under the weight of her desire.

Andre chuckled darkly, shaking his head. “Not good enough to get it, slut,” he taunted, his grip tightening slightly. “Now, tell me what you really want. Say it like you mean it.”

Her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and raw hunger as her blue eyes locked onto his. The humiliation only fueled her desire, and her voice rose, louder, more desperate. “I want your incredible cock! I want your immense black cock in me all weekend!”

Andre raised an eyebrow, his smirk widening as he leaned in closer. “Still not enough, bitch,” he hissed. “Tell me exactly what you’re begging for.”

Louisa whimpered, her body quaking with need as she finally broke, the words tumbling out of her in a rush. “Just fuck me! Fuck me any way you want! I’ll do anything—just give it to me!” she cried, her hands clutching at his chest, her nails digging into his dark skin as she surrendered completely.

Andre straightened, his towering presence making her feel utterly small beneath him. “That’s more like it,” he growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Now, you’re ready to be fucked like the desperate slut you are.”

Louisa’s body shivered at his words, her heart pounding in her chest as she lay back, completely open and ready for him. She had never felt this alive, this consumed by desire, and she knew there was no going back now.

Andre grabbed the back of Louisa’s head, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair as he pulled her toward him. With a commanding thrust, he drove his cock deep into her searing mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. “Yes, you’re going to get it every which way!” he growled, his voice thick with dominance and lust.

Louisa moaned around his shaft, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through him. “MMMMppppfffffmmmm!” Her own body betrayed her as her pussy overflowed with juices, soaking her thighs and the sheets beneath her. The realization that she was about to be taken again—harder, deeper, and in every way imaginable—only heightened her arousal.

Andre’s large, calloused hands moved to her chest, gripping her spongy breasts with a possessive force. He kneaded the soft mounds, his fingers digging into her flesh, twisting and contorting her sensitive nipples until they were swollen and stiff. Louisa whimpered against his cock, her body trembling under his control.

With a fluid motion, Andre flipped her onto her back, positioning himself between her spread legs. Without hesitation, he slammed his massive black cock into her ravenous gash, the slick heat enveloping him completely. Louisa’s back arched off the bed as she cried out, her voice raw with need. “Fuck me deeper!” she screamed, her nails clawing at his shoulders.

Andre grinned wickedly, grabbing her hips and pulling her toward him with each thrust, his cock plunging deeper into her stretched channel. He shifted positions, flipping her onto all fours, and drove into her from behind. The new angle allowed for even deeper penetration, and Louisa let out a guttural moan as she felt him hit her innermost depths. His fingers slid to her rear entrance, teasing the tight ring with each thrust, sending shocks of sensation rippling through her.

“Fuck me harder!” Louisa begged, her voice muffled by the pillows as Andre’s powerful hands gripped her waist, holding her in place.

He crushed her knees against her breasts, folding her into a new position that allowed him to pound into her relentlessly. Her eyes rolled back as she screamed, “Love your big black prick!”

Andre shifted again, grabbing one of her legs and holding it straight up in the air. He angled himself beneath her, driving his cock upward into her soaked pussy, each thrust making her body tremble uncontrollably. “Shove that monster to my womb!” she cried, her voice desperate and raw as her hands gripped the sheets.

He wasn’t finished. Andre pulled her upright, wrapping his arms around her as he sat on the bed. Louisa straddled him, her legs on either side of his powerful thighs as she bounced on his cock. Each downward motion drove him deeper, and she could feel the head pressing against her cervix, sending shockwaves through her core. His hands mauled her breasts, his thumbs flicking her sensitive nipples as she threw her head back in ecstasy.

“Shoot your black baby juice into me!” Louisa screamed, her voice filled with an unrestrained desire she had never felt before. Her hips moved frantically against him, her body completely consumed by the overwhelming sensations.

Andre’s stamina amazed her. Having already cum once, he lasted much longer this time, his thrusts remaining steady and powerful as Louisa’s body shuddered with climax after climax. He flipped her one last time, pulling her onto her shoulders as he stood over her on the bed. His cock plunged into her from above, and Louisa’s cries of pleasure filled the room as he continued to claim her in every way possible.

Louisa was overwhelmed, her body trembling and quaking under the relentless power of Andre’s thrusts. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this way—her mind clouded with lust, her body wracked by an unending wave of pleasure. Each thrust sent her spiraling, her pussy contracting around his massive cock as if trying to pull him even deeper. She had lost count of the number of climaxes she’d had, each one blending seamlessly into the next.

Her body felt like it was on fire, every nerve alive with sensation. Her fingers gripped the sheets so tightly that her knuckles turned white, her legs trembling as Andre’s relentless rhythm pushed her to the edge again and again. She wasn’t sure if her screams were from the pleasure or the desperation to keep up with the storm raging inside her.

“Need your cock!” she screamed, her voice hoarse and raw from the unrelenting ecstasy. “Need your black cock so baaaad!”

The words spilled from her lips unbidden, the sheer need consuming her leaving no room for shame or hesitation. Her hips bucked wildly, meeting each of Andre’s powerful thrusts, her body moving instinctively to take him deeper, harder. Her eyes fluttered shut, and she let out a guttural moan, her mind filled with nothing but the sensation of him inside her.

Louisa’s mind raced, torn between disbelief and complete surrender. How is this even possible? she thought fleetingly, before another thrust shattered her coherence. Her world narrowed to just him—his strength, his dominance, the way he filled her so completely.

“Don’t stop!” she begged, her voice trembling with urgency. “Don’t ever stop! Oh God, I can’t... I can’t take it... but I need it!”

Andre smirked, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her with unrelenting power. “You were made for this cock, weren’t you, baby?” he growled, his voice thick with confidence and control. “Your pussy knows it. You know it.”

Louisa could only nod, her cries echoing in the room as she surrendered completely to the storm of pleasure consuming her.

Louisa lay sprawled on the bed, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Her body still trembled with the aftershocks of her climaxes, her skin glistening with sweat and the remnants of her shared passion with Andre. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the waves of residual pleasure wash over her before slowly sitting up.

Her gaze fell on Jack, standing awkwardly near the doorway, his face flushed and his posture tense. His cock stood rock hard between his legs, an unmistakable testament to the effect the evening had on him, despite the humiliation etched across his face. Louisa’s lips curled into a sly smile as she slid off the bed, her legs wobbling slightly as she crossed the room toward him.

Jack stiffened as Louisa reached him, her hands resting gently on his chest. She tilted her face up to his, her blue eyes locking with his for a moment before she leaned in, pressing her lips against his. The kiss was slow, deliberate, and Jack hesitated for a second before kissing her back. The taste of her breath hit him instantly—salty, musky, unmistakably tainted with the essence of Andre. The memory of her swallowing Andre’s cum in the car on the way home flashed through his mind, and his stomach churned with a mixture of disgust and twisted arousal.

Louisa pulled back slightly, her lips brushing against his as she murmured, “I haven’t forgotten about your reward, Jackie.”

She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding down his chest and over his stomach. Jack’s breath caught in his throat as her fingers wrapped around his cock, already stiff and throbbing. Her grip was firm but gentle, and she giggled softly, the sound playful but tinged with something darker.

Her eyes darted up to meet his, and her lips twisted into a smirk. “Well,” she said, her tone almost casual, “this is a lot easier to fit my hand around than Andre’s.”

The words hit Jack like a slap. His stomach sank, and his face burned with a deep flush of humiliation. His cock, which had been rock hard in her hand, seemed to twitch involuntarily at the cruel comparison. The shame of it all twisted in his chest, leaving him speechless as Louisa’s smirk deepened.

Louisa’s smirk lingered as her fingers slid over his shaft, her thumb brushing lightly along the underside. Her touch was soft, but her expression hardened as her other hand reached the head of his cock. Slowly, deliberately, she began to pull back his foreskin, the skin rolling down to reveal the head fully.

Her lips pressed together in a faint grimace, her nose wrinkling slightly as she stared at his exposed glans. “Hmm,” she murmured, tilting her head, her voice dripping with faint disgust. “I never really spent much time thinking about it before, but... God, foreskins are just so... ugly, aren’t they?”

Jack froze, his breath catching in his throat. “Louisa...” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She ignored him, her eyes still fixed on his cock as she ran her fingers along the exposed head. “It just looks so... messy,” she went on, her tone light but cruel. “I mean, all this extra skin? What’s the point of it? It’s just... in the way.” She gave a small laugh, shaking her head. “And the smell... How did I never notice how different it is from, well... a real man’s cock?”

Her words struck Jack like a blow, his stomach twisting with a nauseating mix of shame and disbelief. His cock, which had been painfully hard in her hand, began to soften, the humiliation sinking deep into his chest. He opened his mouth to protest, but nothing came out.

Louisa looked up at him, her blue eyes sharp and mocking. “I mean, after Andre? God, it’s just night and day. His cock is so smooth, so clean. It’s... perfect.” Her fingers flicked the loose foreskin back and forth with a disdainful look. “And this? It’s just...” She paused, letting out a small, derisive laugh. “...a little boy’s cock pretending to be a man’s.”

Jack’s face burned, his entire body tensing as he struggled to process her words. He had always known he was smaller than some men, but he had never realized how much Louisa disliked his uncircumcised cock. Her cutting remarks sliced through him, leaving him raw and exposed.

Louisa wasn’t finished. She tightened her grip slightly, her fingers wrapping fully around his shaft as she gave a soft giggle. “And look at this,” she said, her tone almost amused now. “It’s so much easier to fit my hand around than Andre’s.” She gave him a pointed look, her lips curling into a smirk. “I mean, I can barely use one hand on his. But this? This is practically... cute.”

Her laugh was light and airy, but to Jack, it was deafening. His cock, now barely semi-hard, twitched in her hand, his body betraying him even as his mind screamed for her to stop. Louisa’s eyes flicked to his, catching the mixture of pain and humiliation on his face, and her grin widened.

“What’s the matter, Jackie?” she teased, her voice soft but biting. “Don’t like hearing the truth? Or maybe...” She tilted her head, her fingers sliding lightly over the head of his now-softening cock. “...you just can’t handle being compared to a real man?”

Louisa’s fingers lingered on Jack’s now softening cock, her expression unreadable as she studied it for a moment. Just as he thought she might let him go, she leaned in, her warm breath grazing his sensitive skin. Without a word, her tongue slid out, starting at the base of his balls and running slowly, deliberately, up the length of his shaft. Jack’s breath hitched, his body instinctively tensing at the sensation.

She pulled his foreskin back again as her tongue reached the head, circling it with agonizing slowness before pausing. Her lips parted, and she leaned in further, wrapping them gently around the head of his cock. The warm, wet heat of her mouth was almost too much to bear, and Jack let out an involuntary groan as a jolt of pleasure shot through him. Instantly, his cock sprang back to life, throbbing with renewed hardness.

Louisa’s blue eyes flicked up to meet his, and a devilish smile curved her lips as she slowly pulled away, the suction on his cock leaving him aching for more. She straightened up, her hands sliding down her sides, and tilted her head slightly, the playful smirk never leaving her face.

“If you’re ready for your reward,” she purred, her voice low and sultry, “then, baby, go lay on the bed.”

Jack swallowed hard, his mind spinning as he stumbled toward the bed. His cock was painfully hard now, sticking out awkwardly as he climbed onto the mattress. He positioned himself in the middle, laying back against the pillows, his body tense with anticipation. He couldn’t believe this was happening—Louisa’s teasing, her dominance, and now the promise of what was to come.

As he settled in, Louisa turned and slowly began to walk toward him, her hips swaying seductively with each step. Her disheveled hair and flushed skin only added to her allure, the evidence of her earlier passion still visible. Andre had disappeared into the bathroom, the sound of the shower running faintly in the background.

Jack adjusted himself on the bed, his cock twitching with every movement as he waited for Louisa to join him. His chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, his eyes fixed on her as she closed the distance between them.

Jack’s heart raced as Louisa reached the bed. He watched her every move, anticipation building with every sway of her hips. He expected her to climb onto the mattress and move between his legs, her lips wrapping around his aching cock like before. But instead, Louisa surprised him.

She walked around to the other side of the bed, near his head. His brow furrowed in confusion as she climbed up, her movements deliberate and fluid. On all fours, she positioned herself above him, her body casting a shadow over his face. Jack’s eyes widened as he realized what she was doing.

Louisa paused for a moment, her hips hovering just above his face. Her shaved pussy was fully on display, glistening in the low light. The evidence of her earlier encounter with Andre was impossible to miss—her lips were swollen, stretched, and still leaking thick streams of cum. Jack’s stomach churned at the sight, but the memory of having gone down on her earlier eased his discomfort. I’ve already done this once tonight, he thought. I can do it again. I need that blowjob.

Louisa smirked down at him, her expression one of playful dominance as she gave a subtle wiggle of her hips. “Well, Jackie?” she teased, her voice light but commanding. “You know what to do.”

Driven by a mix of desire and desperation, Jack reached up, his hands gripping her round, firm ass cheeks. The contrast of her soft skin against his calloused hands sent a shiver through him. He pulled her down gently, his lips brushing against her sticky folds. His tongue darted out, tentatively at first, tasting the unmistakable mixture of her arousal and Andre’s seed.

Louisa let out a soft moan as Jack began to lick her, his tongue sweeping up her slit and circling her clit with practiced precision. She shifted slightly, lowering herself further onto his mouth, her hips grinding slowly against his face. “That’s it, Jackie,” she purred, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “Show me how much you want that reward.”

Jack’s mind raced as he worked his tongue, determined to please her despite the lingering humiliation of the situation. He told himself it was worth it. Just do this, he thought, and she’ll give me what I’ve been waiting for.

Jack’s tongue worked its way up Louisa’s slit, his hands gripping her firm, round ass to steady her as she ground down against him. Each flick and stroke of his tongue sent shivers through her body, her soft moans filling the room. But inside, Jack was struggling. The bitter, salty taste of Andre’s cum mixed with Louisa’s juices was overwhelming, making his stomach churn with every lick. How did I get here? he thought, the question echoing in his mind as he forced himself to continue.

He tried to focus on Louisa’s reactions—the way her body twitched above him, the way her moans grew louder when his tongue circled her clit—but the taste, the texture, the sheer reality of what he was doing was impossible to ignore. It wasn’t the first time tonight, but somehow, this felt worse. More degrading. The visual of her stretched, cum-filled pussy hovering over his face was burned into his mind, and the taste only reinforced the humiliation.

Just as he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, Louisa shifted slightly, her hips tilting forward as she leaned down. Her hand slid along his throbbing cock, her fingers wrapping around the shaft as she gave it a slow, deliberate stroke. He let out a groan against her pussy, the sensation almost enough to distract him from the disgust clawing at his gut.

Louisa chuckled softly, the sound low and teasing. “That’s it, Jackie,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Keep going. You’re doing such a good job.” She leaned further, her lips brushing over the sensitive head of his cock. Her tongue flicked out, teasing the tip before she sucked it lightly into her mouth. The pleasure was electric, and Jack’s hips bucked involuntarily, desperate for more.

But just as quickly as she started, she pulled away, her hand releasing his cock. “Not yet,” she murmured, smirking as she looked back at him. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Jack groaned, frustration and arousal warring within him as he reluctantly returned his attention to her pussy. The taste was just as bad as before, but the promise of release kept him going. He licked and sucked, his hands squeezing her ass as he tried to push through the revulsion.

Time seemed to blur as he focused on the task, each flick of his tongue bringing more humiliation, each tease from Louisa bringing him closer to the edge. And then, a new awareness crept into his mind. The sound of the shower had stopped.

He didn’t know how long ago it had ended—he’d been too distracted by Louisa’s teasing and the overwhelming sensations to notice. His stomach tightened as he realized Andre could reappear at any moment. The thought of being caught in such a compromising position sent a fresh wave of shame washing over him, but it also added an edge of nervous anticipation.

Louisa, seemingly oblivious to his turmoil, tilted her hips slightly, pressing her pussy more firmly against his mouth. “Don’t stop now, Jackie,” she teased, her tone light but commanding. “You’ve still got work to do.”

Jack was lost in the swirl of sensations—the bitter taste of Louisa's cum-filled pussy against his tongue, the slick heat of her grinding hips, and the maddening tease of her brief touches and kisses on his cock. His mind was a storm of disgust, arousal, and frustration, every flick of his tongue a reluctant step deeper into this surreal, degrading night.

Suddenly, the bed shifted, the faint scent of soap and Andre’s cologne filling the room. Jack froze as Andre, freshly out of the shower, climbed onto the bed behind Louisa. Before Jack could fully process what was happening, he felt the weight of Andre’s presence above him and the thick head of his cock pressing against Louisa’s swollen, dripping pussy—less than an inch from his face.

Jack jerked his head back, pulling his mouth away from Louisa’s clit. “Wait... What the hell?” he stammered, his voice trembling with a mix of shock and objection.

Louisa didn’t miss a beat. She shifted her hips slightly, keeping Andre’s cock lined up with her entrance, and leaned down, her mouth enveloping the head of Jack’s cock in one swift motion. The warmth of her mouth and the skillful swirl of her tongue short-circuited his protests, a deep groan escaping his lips as she slid him further down her throat. His objections faltered, drowned out by the overwhelming pleasure that made his hips buck instinctively.

For a moment, Jack lay still, his head spinning as Louisa’s lips worked their magic. But as she pulled back, her mouth releasing him with a wet pop, his focus returned to the situation at hand. “Louisa, this is—” he started again, but his words died in his throat as she silenced him in the same way, her lips and tongue sending a fresh wave of bliss through his body. He felt helpless, unable to resist the sensation as she brought him to the brink once more, only to stop before he could tip over the edge.

Louisa sat up slightly, her gaze locking with Jack’s as she smirked. “Listen, baby,” she began, her tone soft but laced with dominance. “Here’s the deal: You’re not cumming tonight until Andre does. You’re free to stop anytime, but if you want that release you’re so desperate for...” She trailed off, her hand sliding down to grip his cock. She stroked him agonizingly slowly, her thumb teasing the sensitive underside of the head, keeping him maddeningly close but never letting him go over.

Jack’s breathing was ragged, his body trembling as her words sank in. He hated this, hated how easily she controlled him, but the need to cum was overpowering. His cock throbbed in her hand, his hips twitching involuntarily with every slow stroke.

Louisa leaned closer, her voice a whisper but firm. “Be a good little boy and wait your turn. You’ve done so well so far, haven’t you? Just keep licking, Jackie. That’s your job now.”

Jack swallowed hard, the taste of her still lingering on his tongue as he reluctantly nodded. His face burned with shame, but his body betrayed him, the ache in his cock demanding satisfaction. He lowered his head again, his lips and tongue returning to Louisa’s soaked pussy. This time, he licked with more fervor, his need to please her—and earn his reward—pushing him past the point of resistance.

Above him, Andre let out a low groan as he slid his cock deep into Louisa’s pussy. The sounds of their bodies meeting, wet and raw, filled the room. Jack’s face was mere inches from Andre’s massive shaft as it plunged in and out of his wife, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Louisa’s hand remained on Jack’s cock, stroking him with calculated precision, keeping him right on the edge of release as she rode wave after wave of pleasure from Andre.

The room was a cacophony of sounds—Louisa’s moans, Andre’s deep grunts, and the wet, rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh. Jack closed his eyes, his tongue moving faster, his humiliation complete as he succumbed to the brutal reality of his situation.

Jack’s tongue moved feverishly, his humiliation and disgust momentarily eclipsed by the overwhelming need to comply, to earn the release Louisa had promised. His lips brushed against her swollen clit, flicking and sucking as her moans grew louder. Above him, Andre’s cock plunged into her pussy, stretching her in ways Jack knew he never could. The sounds of their bodies meeting were wet and raw, a stark reminder of his own inadequacy.

Andre chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made Jack’s stomach churn. “Look at you, Jackie,” he said, his tone dripping with mockery. “Down there licking up what’s left of me while I fuck your wife like she was made for it. That tiny little tongue of yours is the only thing you’ve got going for you, isn’t it?”

Louisa let out a breathless laugh, her hands gripping Andre’s thighs as he drove deeper into her. “Oh, he’s trying so hard, isn’t he?” she teased, her voice shaky with pleasure. “Poor little Jackie, working so hard for a reward he’s never going to measure up to.”

Jack’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop. The taste of Louisa and Andre’s combined essence was thick on his tongue, the reality of his position inescapable. Louisa’s hips began to buck against his mouth, her body trembling as she neared her peak.

“Keep going, Jackie,” Louisa moaned, her voice breathy and commanding. “You’re doing so well down there. Maybe if you work hard enough, I’ll let you watch Andre finish inside me.”

Andre laughed again, his pace quickening as he thrust harder into Louisa’s dripping pussy. “Yeah, Jackie, watch how a real man takes care of her. Look at her—she’s losing her mind over this cock, and all you can do is sit there and try to clean up the mess.”

Louisa’s cries grew louder, her body arching as she pressed down harder against Jack’s face. “Oh God, Jackie... keep licking... don’t stop!” Her voice was raw, desperate, her hands clawing at Andre’s back as she climbed higher and higher. “He’s so much better than you... his cock... his cock’s ruining me!”

Jack’s heart twisted at her words, the humiliation cutting deeper than ever, but he kept licking, his tongue moving with frantic desperation. Above him, Andre drove into her with relentless power, his hands gripping her hips as her moans turned into screams.

And then it happened. Louisa’s entire body tensed, her back arching as a scream tore from her throat. “OH MY GOD! ANDRE! JIMMIE! OH FUCKING GOD!” Her legs quivered, her head falling back as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her body. Andre didn’t stop, his thrusts driving her climax higher and higher until she was shaking uncontrollably, her body spasming as if she were about to pass out.

Jack froze for a moment, overwhelmed by the sight of Louisa completely undone, her body consumed by pleasure so intense it seemed otherworldly. He felt the warmth of her juices on his face, her moans echoing in his ears as her climax continued to roll through her.

“Look at her, Jackie,” Andre said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You think you’ve ever made her feel like this? You think that little pencil dick of yours could ever do this to her?”

Louisa, still trembling, managed a weak laugh, her breath hitching as she looked down at Jack. “Oh, Jackie,” she said, her voice soft but dripping with cruelty. “You’ll never be anything but a tongue and a warm-up act. And I think you know that now.”

Jack’s chest tightened, her words cutting deeper than any before, but he couldn’t stop. His tongue moved once again, his humiliation complete as he continued to lick, the sound of their combined pleasure ringing in his ears.

Andre’s thrusts grew erratic, his deep grunts filling the room as he pounded Louisa with ferocious intensity. Jack could feel the bed shaking beneath them, his tongue moving mechanically over Louisa’s clit as his mind spiraled with conflicting thoughts. Then, with one final thrust, Andre buried himself deep inside her, his groan loud and guttural as he released his seed.

Louisa screamed out, her body trembling above Jack as she felt the first powerful surge of Andre’s cum flood her insides. Jack couldn’t ignore the heat radiating from her pussy as it clenched around Andre’s cock, the reality of what was happening inches from his face making his stomach twist with revulsion. Andre remained still for a moment, savoring the last pulses of his climax, before slowly pulling out.

The moment Andre’s cock left her pussy, Louisa let out a loud, unmistakable queef. The sound was vulgar and wet, filling the room with an awful clarity. Jack’s stomach churned, but before he could react, Louisa shifted, lowering herself onto his face. The warmth and wetness of her pussy pressed against his lips, but this time it was worse—so much worse.

Andre’s cum was still piping hot, pouring out of her stretched opening in thick waves. The sheer volume of it overwhelmed Jack as it spilled onto his tongue and down his throat. The taste was stronger now, more potent, and the thought of what he was consuming made him gag. He tried to pull away, his hands pushing against Louisa’s ass in a desperate attempt to escape.

“Enough!” his mind screamed, but Louisa had other plans.

As if sensing his resistance, she leaned forward and slid her mouth over his cock once more. Her lips enveloped him, her tongue swirling around the head with maddening precision. The sudden surge of pleasure hit Jack like a freight train, his protests silenced by the overwhelming sensations. His body betrayed him instantly, his cock throbbing in her mouth as his hips jerked upward.

Jack was paralyzed, caught between the disgusting reality of what his mouth was doing and the exquisite pleasure radiating from his cock. The conflict tore through him, each sensation amplified by the other until he couldn’t think straight. Louisa’s tongue danced over the sensitive underside of his shaft, her hand pumping slowly at the base, keeping him teetering on the brink.

The humiliation, the revulsion, the aching need—it all blended into a single, unbearable moment. Jack’s breaths came in ragged gasps as he felt the tension in his body coil tighter and tighter. He knew what was coming, knew there was no way to stop it. His balls tightened, the familiar buildup signaling his impending release.

Whenever Louisa had given him head in the past, he had always warned her before cumming. She hated the taste of it, always pulling away before the first spurt. But this time was different. This time, he thought about everything she had done tonight—her mouth on Andre in the car, the way she had swallowed his load without hesitation. He thought about where she was now, sitting on his face, forcing him to consume the evidence of her infidelity.

Not tonight, he thought, a flicker of rebellion sparking within him. She deserves this.

Jack made his decision, his body trembling as the moment approached, and he steeled himself for what was about to come.

Jack felt the pressure in his cock building to an unbearable peak, his body trembling as Louisa’s lips worked his head with expert precision. Her tongue swirled and teased, the slick warmth of her mouth sending shocks of pleasure straight to his core. His balls tightened, his body tensing as he realized he was seconds away from release. Finally, he thought, his mind barely able to hold onto the concept of reward through the haze of sensation. I’m finally going to cum.

And then, just as he felt the first pulse of his orgasm begin to travel up his cock, Louisa abruptly pulled away.

She sat upright, pressing her pussy down onto his face with deliberate force, grinding herself against his mouth. At the same time, her hand wrapped firmly around the base of his cock, holding it completely still. There was no stroking, no stimulation—just the maddening stillness of her grip and the sound of her laughter echoing in his ears.

Jack’s mind shattered under the weight of conflicting emotions. The humiliation of her sudden withdrawal hit him like a tidal wave, her laughter stabbing at his pride. His cock throbbed in her unmoving hand, his body helplessly giving in to the orgasm that had already begun. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across his chest and stomach, some even hitting his face.

The intensity of the release was overwhelming, the most powerful climax of his life, yet it was utterly unsatisfying. His entire body spasmed as he emptied himself, but the lack of any stimulation at the critical moment left him aching, humiliated, and hollow. It was as though his body had betrayed him, forcing him to experience the peak of physical pleasure in the most degrading way imaginable.

Louisa, still perched on his face, let out a loud, vulgar queef, the sound ringing in Jack’s ears as her cum-filled pussy pushed down against his nose and mouth. He felt the wetness smear across his face, the scent of her mixed juices overpowering as she rolled off him with a satisfied sigh.

“Thanks, Jackie,” she said breezily, standing up and adjusting her disheveled hair. She glanced down at his spent, limp cock and the mess covering his chest and stomach, smirking at the sight. “You really are a good little boy when you put your mind to it.”

Andre, already waiting by the door, gave Jack a knowing chuckle. Louisa walked toward him, her hips swaying confidently as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. “Shower?” she asked with a grin, and Andre nodded, leading her out of the room without a second glance at Jack.

Left alone, Jack stared at the ceiling, his body limp and exhausted. His chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, the sticky warmth of his own cum clinging to his skin. His face was smeared with the remnants of Andre’s seed, the taste still lingering on his tongue. His cock lay spent and lifeless against his thigh, a pitiful reminder of the humiliation he had just endured.

He felt utterly drained, emotionally and physically, his mind a whirlwind of shame and confusion. The sound of the shower running down the hall was faint, but it echoed in his ears, a cruel reminder of where Louisa was and what she was doing next.

Twenty minutes later, Jack heard the faint sound of laughter and murmured conversation as Louisa and Andre emerged from the bathroom. His stomach churned as he turned his head to see them step into the bedroom. Andre’s hair was damp, his broad shoulders glistening slightly from the steam. He wore his shirt unbuttoned, exposing his muscular chest, but it was the bottom half of him that Jack couldn’t look away from.

Andre was completely naked from the waist down, his massive black cock swinging heavily as he moved. Jack’s throat tightened at the sight, his own spent cock twitching involuntarily at the memory of everything that had happened. Andre seemed to take his time pulling on his pants, deliberately leaving himself exposed as he chatted casually with Louisa. Jack’s humiliation deepened with every second.

Finally, Andre finished dressing, and Louisa walked him downstairs. Jack could hear their voices drifting faintly up the staircase, their tone light and intimate. The front door opened and closed, and moments later, Louisa returned to the bedroom.

She didn’t hesitate as she climbed into bed, moving close to Jack and pressing her body against his. She leaned in, her lips finding his in a deep, passionate kiss. The moment her tongue slid into his mouth, he tasted it—Andre. The strong, unmistakable flavor of his cum flooded his senses, and Jack couldn’t suppress a small groan.

Louisa pulled back slightly, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “No prizes for guessing why the shower took so long,” she said with a smirk, her voice soft but teasing.

Jack didn’t respond. Instead, he shifted on the bed, letting her settle against him. They lay in silence, their bodies pressed together under the covers. Louisa rested her head on his chest, her breathing soft and even as she quickly drifted off to sleep.

But Jack couldn’t sleep. He stared at the ceiling, his mind racing as he tried to process everything that had happened. The memories of the night played on a loop, each one more vivid and humiliating than the last. He couldn’t reconcile the woman lying beside him with the one who had screamed in ecstasy under Andre’s massive cock. He couldn’t understand the conflicting emotions swirling inside him—the arousal, the shame, the jealousy, the strange sense of satisfaction that Louisa was still here, still his.

As he tossed and turned, lost in thought, he suddenly felt Louisa’s breath against the back of his neck. A moment later, her hand slid under the covers, wrapping gently around his cock. He sucked in a sharp breath as he realized he was rock hard again, his body betraying him despite the turmoil in his mind.

Louisa’s lips brushed against his ear, and her voice was soft, almost tender, as she whispered, “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll always love you, and I’ll always make sure I’m a good wife... and take care of your little willy for you.”

Her hand began to move, slow and deliberate, her touch both comforting and teasing. Jack closed his eyes, his chest tightening at the brutal kindness of her words. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t think, as her hand worked him with practiced ease.

The room was quiet except for the sound of Louisa’s soft breaths and the faint rustle of the sheets as she stroked him. And as the tension in his body built once again, Jack was left with one inescapable truth: nothing would ever be the same.

OEBPS/image_rsrc13V.jpg
Black Man

A HUSBAND WATCHES HIS
WORST NIGHTMARE






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright Page

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177






