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Chapter 1

I’d been behind the bar for as long as I could remember. In this business, you don’t stick around for that many years without gathering a few wild stories—ones you’d laugh about over drinks with friends, and others that you’d rather forget. I’d come across every kind of person imaginable, from drifters and dreamers to people who seemed like they stepped right out of a noir film—smoke, shadows, and all. The bar attracted its own brand of chaos, and some nights, I was just riding the wave. Some of the regulars had become close friends, while others… well, they lingered at the edge of dangerous territory. Both types kept things interesting.

I thought I’d seen it all by now. I had a year’s worth of wild stories from the time I left the business to travel the world. You spend enough time wandering through back alleys in Bangkok or diving bars in Tokyo, and you collect some serious tales. Once, I found myself in a tiny village in Vietnam, sitting cross-legged on a dirt floor, drinking homemade rice wine with a man who didn’t speak a word of English but swore we were brothers by the end of the night. Or there was that time in Bali, when I ended up playing bartender for a group of expats at a beachfront shack just to cover my drinks tab. Yeah, the world had its fair share of craziness, but somehow, nothing compared to the stories I collected when I came back to bartending. The bar was its own microcosm of madness.

Like that one time someone got themselves stuck in the bathroom cubicle. It was a busy Friday night—people crammed in like sardines, the music loud enough to make the walls thrum. I was swamped behind the bar when I noticed one of the waitresses frantically waving me over. “We’ve got a situation,” she said, eyes wide, pointing towards the restroom.

I groaned, imagining the worst, but it wasn’t what I expected. Some poor guy had managed to lock himself inside a toilet cubicle. And by ‘lock,’ I mean he somehow wedged the door shut so badly that not even a crowbar could get it open.

At first, I tried reasoning with him through the door, but he was half drunk, mumbling about how it was ‘haunted,’ and every time he tried to turn the handle, it felt like something was grabbing his arm. I wasn’t sure if he was too plastered to work a lock or if we were about to feature on some paranormal TV show. Either way, we needed to get him out.

After twenty minutes of trying to coach him into wriggling the latch free—and failing spectacularly—we had to call maintenance. They showed up with a toolkit and a heavy dose of skepticism. By this point, the guy was banging on the door like he was fighting for his life, hollering that ‘the ghosts’ were closing in.

It took an hour and a small army to finally break the door off its hinges. When it popped open, the poor guy stumbled out, drenched in sweat, looking like he’d just come face to face with a demon. All that drama because of a misaligned latch. He downed a double whiskey on the house, then bolted out the door like the devil himself was chasing him. We never saw him again, but to this day, I’ll swear the bathroom’s got a bit of a haunted vibe. I haven’t heard anyone else complain about ghostly hands in the cubicle, though—just the usual handsy couples trying to sneak in some private time.

In this place, you could never predict what the night would bring, but the one guarantee was that it was never dull. The pay was decent—especially when you counted the tips from the right kind of crowd—but it was more than that. There was something about the late-night hours that made you feel alive. The pulsing music, the low hum of voices, the clink of glasses—it got under your skin. And then there was the freedom: waking up in the early afternoon, when the rest of the world had already been up for hours, and knowing the night belonged to you. I loved every unpredictable minute of it.

One night, I was behind the bar, and it was creeping toward closing time. The kind of late hour where even the whiskey feels heavier, and everything seems to slow down, as if the night itself is winding up for its last breath. I’d already given last call, flipped on the extra lights to snap people out of their drunken haze, and was counting down the minutes until I could lock the door. That's when the front door creaked open.

It’s a universal truth in bars everywhere—when the door opens at that time of night, everyone turns to look. It’s like a collective instinct, heads swiveling in unison to check out who’s wandering in at this ungodly hour. It wasn’t the kind of place that saw a lot of new faces this late. Eddie’s Bar was your classic neighborhood dive—a little hole in the wall where most of the folks had known each other for years. Eddie’s was like a second home to the local working class. On weekends, we got a bit of life with the bands playing, but tonight was just another sleepy weekday, and the regulars had staked out their spots long before last call.

At this hour, only the die-hards were left. Joey was sitting close enough to the bar that I could catch the faint whiff of gin on his breath every time he chuckled. He lived just a couple doors down and had been living out his retirement in a perpetual state of happy drunkenness. Joey had stories, but they always got fuzzier the more he drank, until they were just fragments of half-remembered glory days. His old leather jacket—faded and cracked with age—hung loosely on his thin frame, a relic of his younger, wilder days when he swore he could drink anyone under the table. He was halfway through telling me about a fish he once caught that was apparently the size of a small car, though the details changed every time he told it.

Jake and Stevie sat a little further down. They were roofers, tough as nails and tanned from the sun, and tonight they were making the most of the next day’s thunderstorms by drinking like they had all the time in the world. Stevie had his ball cap pulled low over his face, hiding a wicked sunburn from the previous week’s work, while Jake absently flipped a coin between his fingers, a habit of his when he was deep in thought. They didn’t talk much to anyone except each other, but every now and then, I’d catch them eyeing the door as if they were waiting for someone to come in—maybe an ex, maybe a debt collector. Hard to tell with those two.

And then, at the far end of the bar, there was Kelly and Mitch. Kelly had been with the place longer than anyone. Hell, she practically came with the deed when my buddy Eddie bought the joint. The old owner had made it a condition of the sale that Kelly got to keep her job as the opening bartender, and Eddie hadn’t minded one bit. Kelly was a staple of the place. She knew the ins and outs of the bar business better than anyone—everything from ordering the booze to dealing with the occasional drunk who thought he could win her over with a tired pick-up line.

Kelly wasn’t just another bartender, though. She was like the bar’s guardian, its soul. She lived on that far end stool, the same place every night once she clocked out, sipping red wine until closing time. It was always on the house, of course. Eddie wouldn’t have dreamed of charging her. Some nights, when I got swamped, Kelly would hop up without a word and help me out, moving like she owned the place. And in a way, she kind of did. This bar was her life. She’d spent so many years here that she could probably mix a cocktail in her sleep.

Mitch, on the other hand, was more like her loyal sidekick. He was a big guy, worked down at the plant, and didn’t say much. But he was always there, sitting beside Kelly from the moment his shift ended until it was time to drag himself home. If Kelly so much as lifted a finger, Mitch would be on his feet, ready to help. They had a strange, unspoken bond—one that was more comfort than passion, like they’d settled into each other’s lives with no need for anything else. Mitch, for all his size, was soft around Kelly, like a big puppy following her lead.

Off to the side, slouched in a booth that looked like it hadn’t been cleaned since the Clinton administration, was old man Carl. He’d been nursing the same glass of bourbon for the past hour, stirring it lazily with his pinky finger, as if waiting for some kind of revelation to appear in the amber liquid. Carl was one of those guys who never seemed to age. He’d looked fifty for the last thirty years, with his grizzled beard and permanently furrowed brow. He claimed to have worked on the docks, though no one could remember the last time he had an actual job. He was a fixture at Eddie’s, like the warped floorboards and the flickering neon sign out front.

Next to Carl, barely conscious, was a guy I didn’t even know the name of—just some regular who had stumbled in too many times for me to care anymore. His face was hidden behind a mountain of greasy black hair, and his hand was still loosely gripping a half-empty bottle of beer. He’d spent most of the night in the corner, occasionally muttering to himself between sips. I wasn’t sure if he was waiting for someone or if he just preferred the company of his own thoughts—or lack thereof.

And then there was Nora. She was sitting alone at a high-top near the wall, her phone glowing in the dim light as she scrolled through something with a bored expression. Nora didn’t come in often, but when she did, she usually nursed a glass of wine and kept to herself. She was dressed in the kind of office attire that looked out of place in Eddie’s—black skirt, crisp white blouse—but it was clear she had come here to escape something. She seemed tired tonight, her shoulders slouched, her hair pulled back in a messy bun that had seen better days. Occasionally, she glanced up from her phone, as if expecting someone to come through the door, but when no one did, she went back to scrolling.

So there I was, leaning back against the bar, half-listening to Joey tell another rambling story about some fishing trip that may or may not have happened in the 70s, when that door opened. The regulars all glanced up from their drinks, their eyes heavy with booze and the lateness of the hour.

The person who walked in didn’t immediately strike me as out of the ordinary. Just another guy, probably looking for a last-minute drink to wash away whatever had been gnawing at him all day. He scanned the room, blinking against the brightness of the lights I’d turned on to gently nudge everyone toward the exit.

“Sorry, man, we’re closing up,” I called over, though not too loudly—I was still trying to get Joey to wrap up his tale without too much drama.

The guy nodded, looked around as if considering his options, and then—thankfully—turned and headed back out the door. The moment passed, the door clicked shut, and everyone went back to their drinks like nothing had happened.

I exhaled a little, relaxed again. The night was winding down, and I was grateful. But just then, Kelly shot me a look from the end of the bar, one eyebrow raised. “That guy looked like trouble,” she said, swirling her wine.

I chuckled. “Nah, just another stray looking for a drink.”

Kelly didn’t look convinced, but she took another sip of her wine and settled back into her chair, Mitch leaning in close enough that their shoulders touched. Trouble or not, we’d handle it. We always did. It was just another night at Eddie’s.


Chapter 2

No one expected to see who came through that door. After all, we were in Eddie's Bar, not exactly the kind of place where you get a lot of glamorous visitors, especially not at closing time on a weeknight. It was the kind of place where old-timers like Joey settled into their usual spots and worked through their drinks in peace. But when she walked in—scratch that, strutted in—it was like the entire room shifted.

She was the kind of woman who commanded attention the second she stepped into a room. And Eddie’s didn’t typically get women like her. She wasn’t just hot; she was smoldering. She had curves in all the right places, and she wasn’t shy about it either. Her blonde hair was tousled in that just-rolled-out-of-bed way that somehow managed to look both effortless and sultry. Her tight, short denim skirt clung to her hips, barely covering those shapely legs that seemed to go on forever. And let’s just say she had forgotten to wear a bra, because every step she took made those perfect breasts bounce under her thin, low-cut blouse. She walked on strappy sandals that accentuated her toned calves, the kind of legs that could stop traffic.

When she reached the chair, she bent over to rummage through her purse, and the room fell into a collective silence. Every guy in the place—myself included—was staring, no shame in it. The skirt rode up high enough that if she’d leaned over just a little more, we’d have all gotten a hell of a view. As it was, the peek we did get was enough to make us forget we were supposed to be closing up. Her legs were bare, smooth and toned, and when she finally found what she was looking for in her purse, she straightened up and spun around. That’s when she caught us—every single one of us—blatantly staring.

She paused for a beat, and then a slow, knowing smile crept across her lips. She didn’t seem the least bit surprised. In fact, she looked pleased, as if this was exactly the reaction she’d been hoping for. She sauntered over to the pool table, rolling a couple of quarters in her hand, her hips swaying with each step. When she reached the table, she shot a quick glance over her shoulder, flashing that same smile, as if Saming us to keep watching. And we did

That’s when I heard someone clear their throat from the end of the bar. My head snapped up, and there, standing by the door, was a guy I hadn’t even noticed come in. He must have followed her in, but she had stolen all of my attention.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as I realized I’d missed him. He was standing there with a roll of cash in hand, watching me with an unreadable expression. I quickly made my way down the bar to take his order, trying to play it cool.

“What can I get for you?” I asked, attempting to sound casual.

He smiled faintly, as if he knew exactly what had just gone down. “Just a beer for me and a screwdriver for the lady,” he said, his voice calm, relaxed. Too relaxed, I thought.

I glanced over at her again, still at the pool table, her back to us now as she leaned over to rack the balls. Those same breasts bounced lightly as she tightened up the rack, and I suddenly had to remind myself to stay focused.

I got him his drinks, and yes, I made hers strong. When I handed him his change, we locked eyes for a brief moment. There was something in his gaze, something knowing. He had definitely seen us all ogling his woman, and the look in his eyes told me he didn’t just notice—he was more than okay with it.

I cleared my throat. “We’ll be closing up soon,” I said, trying to shift the mood.

He just smiled again, nodding as he glanced back toward the pool table. “That’s fine. We’re just here for a quick drink and a game of pool. It’s been a while since we had a date night, and we’re not quite ready to call it quits yet. Just looking for a little fun, you know?”

The way he said it, the way his eyes lingered on me for a moment longer than they needed to, made me pause. But I had seen all kinds roll through here, and I wasn’t about to overthink it.

“Enjoy,” I said, nodding as I handed him the drinks.

He walked over to the table where his wife—assuming that’s what she was—had finished racking the balls. She stood up, tossed her hair over her shoulder, and flashed him a smile that was all mischief. He set the drinks down on a nearby table, and they both made their way over to the wall to choose their cues.

As they picked out their sticks, they whispered something to each other, their voices low. I saw her glance my way for just a split second before quickly looking away. The whole scene felt… charged. There was something unspoken between them, something that made the air feel heavier than usual. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but it was enough to stir my curiosity.

As I pulled a draft for Joey, I found myself sneaking another glance at the couple. She was leaning against the pool table now, waiting for her turn to break, while he stood just a little too close to her, his hand resting on her hip as if to remind everyone in the room that she was his. But the way she looked back at him, and then at me… yeah, there was more going on here than just a game of pool.

I wasn’t sure what their game was, but I had a feeling I’d find out soon enough.

"Dude! Did you see that shit?!" Joey nearly shouted, his voice cutting through the low hum of the bar. "She damn near showed us all her fuckin’ cooter!"

"Joey, shut the hell up, will ya?" I shot him a look, though I kept my tone light enough that he wouldn’t take it personally. "If she doesn’t realize what she’s doing, she might just do it again. You keep running your mouth, and you’ll scare her off before we get another show." I knew exactly how to keep Joey in line. He wasn’t a bad guy—just drunk, most of the time. And even in his perpetually buzzed state, he understood when it was time to keep quiet, especially when there was the promise of seeing more of that woman’s… assets.

What I didn’t bother explaining to him was the other things I had picked up on, the subtle signals that set off a quiet alarm in my gut. I didn’t know exactly what was going on with that couple, but something was off. Maybe they were into some kind of foreplay—showing her off to get a rise out of the room—or maybe there was something else to it. Either way, she was putting on a performance, and her husband was in on it, playing along in his own detached, casual way.

I slid Joey his beer and told him it’d be his last one of the night. He groaned but didn’t argue, his eyes locked on the pool table. I knew he wouldn’t be too eager to leave with that blonde still strutting around the place. But he also wasn’t one to cause trouble. Besides, Agnes—his wife—was only a phone call and three doors away, and he knew better than to push his luck.

"Thanks," Joey muttered, barely glancing at me as he took a long pull from his glass, his focus squarely on the blonde as she leaned over to line up her next shot.

She broke with surprising power, sending a couple of balls skidding across the table. One even jumped off the felt, clattering against the side rail, and her breasts followed suit, bouncing under the loose fabric of her blouse. She sunk a high ball with her break, and I watched as she went for a difficult cross-side shot next. The kind of shot that looked impressive but rarely hit home. She missed by a mile, but that didn’t seem to bother her one bit. She straightened up slowly, drawing out the movement, and I couldn’t help but notice how her skirt had hiked up so high that the curve of her firm ass was just visible at the hem. It was a tease, and it had me wondering—was she wearing a thong, or nothing at all?

More curious than anything, I caught myself analyzing her game. She’d had easier shots lined up—clean, simple ones she could’ve made without breaking a sweat. But instead, she’d gone for the flashy, low-percentage play. It was as if she wasn’t really trying to win, just looking for an excuse to stretch out across the table and show off those legs, that body. Her husband, meanwhile, was completely oblivious, his face buried in his phone. Some date night.

“So much for having fun,” I thought to myself, shaking my head.

She wandered back to their table, pretending to watch her husband line up his shot, but I saw her eyes scan the room, making sure every guy in the place had caught her little display. She glanced my way, and for just a second, our eyes met. A small, knowing smile curved on her lips, and before I could react, she tossed me a quick wink before turning away. The gesture was playful—suggestive—and I could feel a low heat stir in my gut.

I wasn’t sure what her game was, but she was clearly enjoying the attention. And judging by the way my pants suddenly felt a little tighter, I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t, either.

I turned my gaze back to her husband, who had finally looked up from his phone long enough to take his turn at the table. He stood there for a moment, squinting at the balls as if trying to figure out where the hell to aim. His technique was laughable—he barely seemed to know which ball he was shooting for. He lined up, wobbled his cue, and then awkwardly jabbed at the white ball. It careened off the rail, bounced into a couple of other balls, but didn’t sink a thing.

I stifled a laugh. He clearly had no idea what he was doing, and neither, it seemed, did his wife. They weren’t here to play pool—they were here to play us.

As he wandered back to their table, drink in hand, she gave him a quick peck on the cheek, though her eyes flicked my way again. The way they kept throwing glances my direction had me wondering if there was more to their little performance than just flirting. Maybe it wasn’t just about the thrill of being watched—maybe there was something else they were hoping for.

I poured Joey another draft and tried to shake off the feeling, but I couldn’t help myself. Something about them had me curious.

And I had a feeling the night wasn’t over just yet.





Chapter 3

For a minute, I thought they might be hustlers—pool sharks, using that whole "we’re bad at this" routine to bait someone into betting against them. The blonde was putting on a hell of a show, and her husband? Well, he was playing clueless just a little too well. Maybe they were hoping someone would challenge them, thinking they’d clean up some easy cash, only to get taken for everything they had.

When Blondie circled around to the near side of the table for her next shot, I noticed two things. One, this time, she’d picked a shot that was actually makeable—nothing flashy, but just difficult enough to hold interest. And two, if she didn’t nail it just right, she’d leave herself in a rough spot for a follow-up shot.

Actually, I noticed a third thing too. She was deliberately angling that sweet ass of hers right in front of Jake and Stevie. And neither of those guys had any interest in what was happening on the table—they were far more focused on the view directly in front of them.

Stevie, being the fun-loving smartass that he was, took the opportunity to ‘accidentally’ drop some change on the floor. The coins hit the ground with a metallic clink, and Stevie bent down to scoop them up, taking his time. I caught him stealing a glance up her short skirt, his head tilted just enough to catch the full view.

When he stood back up, his eyes were as wide as beer coasters, and he silently mouthed the words, “No fuckin’ panties!” The grin on his face was like a kid who just found the candy stash.

I quickly glanced at the husband, wondering if he’d caught Stevie in the act. The last thing I wanted was to break up a fight. But the guy seemed oblivious—still sitting there with his eyes glued to his phone. Or was he?

I squinted, studying him for a second. He had a perfect angle from where he sat, and it hit me—was he taking a picture? The way he held his phone, slightly angled, had me wondering if he was snapping a shot of his wife bent over the pool table, with Stevie in the background sneaking a peek up her skirt.

Nah, I thought, trying to shake it off. That’s crazy. But the more I watched them, the more it started to click. What if that’s exactly what they were doing? Setting the stage for us to fall right into their game.

Hubby eventually got up to take his turn, and I kept my eyes on him, curious. He fumbled with the cue stick, and when he finally took the shot, he completely screwed it up. Not only did he miss, but he somehow managed to bunch a cluster of balls together against the far rail, making the table even messier.

Was that really an accident? I wondered. Or was he deliberately making the game last longer, giving his wife more time to do… whatever it was they were really here to do?

She started her slow, deliberate walk around the table, her hips swaying just enough to draw attention. As she studied the angles, she’d stop every so often to eye up a potential shot, bending over, twisting her body just enough to show off those legs and that plunging neckline. Her skirt hiked up, and her tits swayed ever so slightly as she leaned forward, clearly relishing the attention. That confident little smile never left her face. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she was enjoying every second of it.

And she wasn’t just playing to the guys. I caught her glance my way again, her eyes seeking mine to make sure I was watching too. When our eyes met, she bit her bottom lip—a quick, subtle movement—and her eyes seemed to light up with that same playful glint I’d seen earlier. It was like she was inviting me to be part of the performance, letting me know that she was fully aware of the effect she was having.

I felt a twitch of heat, and despite myself, I couldn’t help but smile back. This wasn’t just a couple looking for some fun. They were running a show, and she was the star.

Her husband had returned to his seat and picked his phone back up, eyes locked on the screen again. He barely seemed to notice her now as she lined up another shot, her back to him. But as she bent over, aiming directly in front of him, I noticed something. His phone tilted ever so slightly, just enough to catch her in the frame.

She leaned over the table, getting up on her tiptoes, one foot rising behind her as she stretched to reach the cue ball. Her top dipped dangerously low, and for a moment, I half-expected her breasts to spill right out onto the felt. Whether it was the chill from the air conditioning or her thrill from being watched, I couldn’t tell, but her nipples were hard and brushing lightly against the table as she adjusted her position. She peeked through her tousled bangs, scanning the room with a sly, knowing gaze, as if to make sure every set of eyes was still on her.

She was in full control of the moment, pausing just long enough for the room to settle into a collective breath before she made her shot. Our eyes met again, and there was that smile—hers said she was pleased I was still watching, still part of the game. Mine? It told her I knew exactly what she was doing, and I wasn’t complaining. Not one bit.

I glanced toward her husband, wondering if he had as good a view of what was happening beneath that skirt as the rest of us did. If he noticed, he gave no sign—his attention remained fixed on his phone, or so it seemed. But there was something too casual about his disinterest, and the way his phone was positioned made me think he wasn’t just scrolling through social media. Was he capturing the whole scene?

I quickly scanned the bar, wondering if anyone else was picking up on what I was. But everyone else seemed too entranced by her breasts to notice the subtle choreography playing out between her and her husband. Everyone except Kelly, of course. Kelly had no time for women like this. She was already rolling her eyes, and Mitch? Well, he knew better than to let his gaze wander with Kelly around—especially since Kelly was always around.

The blonde finally took her shot, sinking a ball clean into the far corner pocket. The cue ball came back toward the cluster of balls near the rail, but not hard enough to break them up. It was a good shot, strategic even, and I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe she and her husband knew how to play better than they let on. She’d been calling her shots with precision, leaving herself decent setups for follow-ups, and yet… they kept playing just badly enough to keep anyone from taking them seriously. I couldn’t shake the feeling that pool wasn’t the only game they were interested in tonight.

As she circled the table, bending over here and there to line up her next shot, it was clear she wasn’t just angling for a better view of the table—she was giving her audience something to enjoy too. I caught myself following her every move, distracted by the deliberate sway of her hips and the way her skirt rode up with every lean, when Kelly’s voice cut through my thoughts.

“Better put yer eyes back in yer head, Dave, and get those dishes washed. Don’t leave ‘em all for me!” Kelly said, walking by with that no-nonsense tone she always had when she was ready to call it a night.

I grinned, pulling myself back into reality. “I won’t, Kelly. You know I never leave you a mess.”

She gave me a pointed look. “Yeah, well, you seem distracted tonight. Me? I’ve seen enough. I’m goin’ home. C’mon, Mitch!”

Mitch gave me his usual sheepish look as he followed Kelly out the door. “Right behind ya, dear,” he muttered.

I couldn’t imagine Mitch being anywhere else. As they left, I glanced over at Joey—his head was nodding, and he was clearly losing the battle to finish his last beer. Stevie was tipping back the last of his drink, and Jake was already empty, tossing his cigarette pack and lighter into his jacket pocket, leaving his usual $5 tip on the bar.

With a sigh, I started making my rounds. I flipped chairs up onto the tables, getting ready to mop the floors, and began shutting off the neon beer signs one by one. But as I worked, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was still being watched.

I glanced over to the jukebox, where the blonde was leaning, pretending to study the song choices. But her eyes kept Samting toward me from the corner of her gaze. Her husband was back at the pool table, lining up another shot. He had an easy shot lined up in the corner pocket, but somehow, he managed to completely botch it, sending the cue ball careening off the rails.

I turned back to the blonde, who was watching me now with a small, almost playful smile. The air between us felt charged—like there was something she was waiting for, some invitation I hadn’t quite figured out yet.

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was something. But whatever it was, I couldn’t deny that the night wasn’t over just yet.

"I'm going to be closing up soon, folks," I called over to them, wiping my hands on a bar towel. She shot me a look with those big blue eyes—hopeful, with a little bit of mischief behind them—as if to ask if they could finish their game.

Jake helped Joey off his barstool, and Stevie held the door open for them as they all staggered out, hollering their goodbyes.

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Stevie added with a grin.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Get outta here, Stevie. There’s not much you wouldn’t do anyway!”

Once they were gone, I made my way around the bar, flipping off the Budweiser sign in the window and lowering the shade. As I approached the jukebox, the blonde finally spoke up, her voice soft but with an edge of playfulness.

“So, can we finish our game?” she asked, tilting her head slightly. “We’re not quite ready to go home yet.”

I turned toward her, now close enough to get a good look at her face. Her eyes really were something—bright, beautiful, and full of that same naughty glint I’d caught a few times before. We’d been making eye contact and smiling at each other all night, each exchange feeling like a silent conversation full of unspoken possibilities.

I gave her a lopsided grin. “To be honest, the way you two play, it’ll be daylight again before you finish this game.” I chuckled, trying to keep things light.

She smiled back, her lips curving into a sultry grin. “First of all, don’t call me ‘ma’am.’ That’s for old ladies. Do I look like an old lady to you?”

She raised her arms above her head, casually tugging her fingers through her hair, arching her back as she did so. The movement pulled her shirt tight across her chest, emphasizing those full, perfect breasts. Her nipples were hard again, pressing against the thin fabric, and the slow way she shifted her hips told me she was fully aware of what she was doing. Then she spun on her tiptoes, her skirt swirling around her thighs before settling back into place.

I took her in for a moment, letting the silence hang between us before I answered, “No, you definitely don’t look like any old lady I’ve ever seen.” My voice was low, teasing. “But I don’t know your name, so I’ve got to call you something.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of her husband. Was he pointing his phone at us? Before I could be sure, she interrupted my thoughts.

“My name’s Samantha,” she said, her voice soft and inviting, “but everyone just calls me Sam.” She held out her hand, and as we shook, I half expected her to introduce her husband. But when she didn’t, I played along.

“Nice to meet you, Sam. I’m Dave. But, well… everyone just calls me Dave.” I chuckled, trying to keep it light.

She laughed too, but didn’t let go of my hand. Instead, she stepped in closer, closing the distance between us. Her body brushed against mine, and I felt the unmistakable press of her hard nipple against my bicep. She placed her other hand on my chest, that familiar gesture of flirting that usually meant one thing. My body responded before I could even think—I felt a twitch below as the tension between us ramped up.

“I admit, I’m a little rusty at pool,” she said, her voice dropping into a more seductive tone. “But I usually play better when I have someone decent to play with.” She shot a glance at her husband, who was still engrossed in his phone—or so it seemed. “My husband… well, as you could probably tell, he’s terrible. Sometimes I have to find a... replacement for him.” Her eyes sparkled with that same naughty gleam as she smiled up at me. “You know, someone else to play with occasionally.”


Chapter 4

By now, it was pretty clear to me what kind of game she and her husband were playing. And, judging by the way my body reacted again, I was beginning to catch on to their little arrangement. Leaning casually against the jukebox, I managed to get a better look at her husband—Nigel, she’d called him. And sure enough, he was snapping pictures with his phone, the camera pointed directly at us.

I glanced back at her, trying to gauge how deep this rabbit hole went. “And Nigel’s okay with you... finding other people to ‘play’ with?” I asked, my voice calm but curious. I flicked my eyes toward him again, but he didn’t even acknowledge us. He was still focused on capturing the moment on his phone.

Sam smiled, her eyes softening as she looked at her husband. There was genuine affection there. “Oh, Nigel would do anything to make me happy,” she said, her voice low and full of meaning. “He likes to see me having fun.” Then she leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “And I mean he really likes to watch me have fun.”

With that little confession hanging in the air, I felt a surge of adrenaline. The pieces were falling into place, and it was clear what this couple was all about. Feeling bolder, I slipped my arm around her waist and pulled her in closer. She let out a soft, pleased sound, pressing her body against mine, her fingers tracing down my chest and stomach. They stopped at my belt, and she gave me a teasing smile.

“Is that why he’s taking pictures?” I asked, my voice low. “So he can ‘enjoy’ this later?”

Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she nodded, glancing over her shoulder at Nigel, who was still snapping away. “Yeah,” she purred, “we both will. And not just us. We post some online, you know? Let people all over the world enjoy them too. The comments… they get me so hot.”

Her admission caught me off guard. I wasn’t exactly shy—I’d had my share of wild nights—but this? This was different. My pulse quickened, but a flicker of hesitation crept in. “So, any pictures he takes of us… of me playing with you… they’ll end up on the internet?”

She nodded slowly, her hand still resting at my belt, her eyes filled with heat. “Oh yeah,” she said softly. “And believe me, the attention only makes it better.”

I paused for a moment, taking in the weight of what she’d just said. I wasn’t a stranger to excitement or being watched, but this was a whole new level. It was one thing to fool around with someone else in the room—but having pictures of it out there for anyone to see? That gave me a moment of pause. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

I’ve always had a rule: no screwing around with married women. I’d heard stories about couples like this, of course. We used to get a pair in here every now and then, trolling for strangers. Some of the guys who took the bait said the husband just wanted to watch and jerk off. Some could deal with that, some couldn’t. I’d always wondered how I’d react if I found myself in that situation.

Now, I had the chance to find out. But this? Photos on the internet? That was a whole different level.

Sam, however, was a very convincing woman. Her body was now pressed firmly against mine, one leg on either side of mine as I leaned back against the jukebox. I could feel the heat of her skin against mine, like a live wire sparking with electricity. She was grinding against my upper thigh, and as her skirt inched up, I could feel the unmistakable heat radiating through the fabric of my shorts. The warmth and wetness of her pressed against me was enough to send my mind spinning.

Her hand had slipped beneath my belt, rubbing my now fully hard erection, and she whispered breathlessly into my ear. "Don’t worry," she purred, her lips grazing my earlobe. "Nigel’s a whiz with computers. Editing and stuff like that. He always blurs out faces. Sometimes..." She giggled softly, then continued, "One time, we hooked up with this guy—super serious, like one of those brooding, silent types who barely cracked a smile the whole night. Afterward, when Nigel edited the video, he swapped the guy’s face with a giant smiley face."

She laughed, her breath warm against my skin. "It was so ridiculous—this big, goofy grin on this stoic guy while we were, you know, going at it. But the best part?" She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "At one point, the guy’s head was between my legs, and there’s just this huge smiley face... going down on me." She pulled back slightly, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "It was so funny, I couldn’t stop laughing when we watched it. Nigel and I were dying."

Her laughter was infectious, and I found myself chuckling despite the situation. "And the guy?" I asked, grinning at the mental image.

"Oh, he was pissed," she said with a mischievous smile. "Couldn’t take a joke. But to me? That just made it hotter. Nigel and I, we don’t take ourselves too seriously. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to have fun with it."

There was a part of me—probably the rational part—screaming that this was a bad idea. But I couldn’t deny the pull of the moment, the way her body moved against mine, the sheer heat of her pressed so close. I still had some reservations about the photos, about Nigel and his camera, but it's true what they say: a hard dick has no conscience.

I slipped my hand down, pushing her skirt up further as I grabbed a handful of her firm, bare ass. It was smooth, toned, and as I pulled her closer, helping her grind against my leg, she let out a soft moan of pleasure. She was insistent, her fingers tugging at the leg of my shorts until I could feel her wetness directly against my skin. She was shaved smooth, her slick heat spreading across my thigh, and my pulse quickened.

It was intoxicating, the way her body responded to mine, the way she seemed to fit against me so perfectly. Every logical thought I had left was slipping away with each breathless moment. I couldn’t help but wonder how far I was willing to go. Was this really what I wanted—to be part of their game, to cross that line?

Sam pressed closer, her lips brushing against my neck as she whispered again. "I just want to have a little fun... Don’t you?"

I brought my other hand up to her chest, cupping one of her breasts, feeling the weight of it as I thumbed her nipple. They felt just as incredible as they looked—firm, soft, and perfectly warm beneath my touch. Her nipples were hard, poking through the fabric of her shirt, and she sucked in a sharp breath when I gave one a teasing pinch.

"So," I asked, trying to keep my thoughts straight even as the heat between us grew, "you keep everything anonymous?"

"Oh, hell yeah!" she breathed out, letting go of my cock just long enough to pull her shirt down, freeing one of her breasts for me to play with. I didn’t hesitate, my fingers wrapping around her bare skin as she continued, “We have to. We’ve got reputations to uphold, at least Nigel does.” She giggled, as if the thought of her husband’s double life amused her. “And we wouldn’t post anything without consent. That’d be a lawsuit waiting to happen, and well… that’d mess up the anonymity, right?” She gave me a wicked grin, her eyes flickering with that same playful glint. “Besides, if people don’t trust us, they won’t want to play anymore.”

Her hand was back on my cock, her fingers wrapping around me with a firm grip as she leaned in close. “So what do you say?” she whispered in my ear, her breath warm against my skin. Her tongue flicked up my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. I gasped, my pulse quickening as she pressed against me. I glanced over at Nigel—he hadn’t moved. If anything, he seemed even more invested, his phone still trained on us, his free hand now rubbing the bulge in his pants.

That was all the confirmation I needed.

Instead of answering with words, I let go of her breast and grabbed her chin, pulling her face up to mine and kissing her hard. There was no build-up, no gentle lead-in—it was all heat from the start. Our lips crashed together, tongues tangling, the intensity of the moment taking over. Her breath was hot, our kisses aggressive, primal. My hands roamed her body, and hers were just as eager, slipping down to unbuckle my belt in one swift motion.

She was quick with her hands, and in seconds, she had my shorts undone, her fingers already tugging at the zipper. My mind was spinning, and for a moment, I let myself get lost in the heat of it all—her warm, soft hand wrapping around my cock, her body pressing harder against me.

But then reality came rushing back.

I was still in the bar, in the middle of closing up, and for all the temptation she offered, I couldn’t ignore the lingering feeling that I needed to finish locking up. A flash of memory—the recent rash of break-ins and robberies that had been happening around the neighborhood—cut through the haze of lust.

“Time out, baby,” I said, pulling back just enough to catch my breath. “Let me finish locking up first.”

She didn’t want to stop. Her body pressed right back against mine, her voice low and teasing. “Leave it,” she murmured, her hand tightening around me. “You can finish up later.” Her grip was insistent, and she stroked me, her touch firm and deliberate. She clearly liked the fact that I wasn’t wearing underwear, her eyes gleaming with appreciation.

I could feel myself starting to cave, tempted to just let everything go and take her right there. My body was screaming to just give in, to let the moment carry me away. But the thought of someone walking in or, worse, a robbery happening while I was... distracted, snapped me back to my senses.

I grabbed her wrist, gently but firmly, pulling her hand away from me. “Just give me a second,” I said, my voice hoarse but steady. “I don’t want any interruptions. And trust me,” I added with a smirk, “I don’t want to be distracted from what I want to do to you.”

That seemed to convince her. With a final squeeze, she let go of my cock and stepped back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Hurry,” she whispered, before turning and sauntering back to Nigel, who was still sitting calmly, camera in hand, watching everything unfold.

And hurry I did. I practically sprinted around the bar, shutting off lights, locking the door, and unplugging the video games as fast as I could. My shorts started slipping down, so rather than deal with them tripping me up, I yanked them off and tossed them onto the pool table. Modesty wasn’t exactly a priority right now.

When Sam noticed me hustling around the bar in nothing but a t-shirt, tennis shoes, and my cock leading the charge, she burst out laughing. “Quite the look,” she teased, her voice lilting with amusement.

I couldn’t help but laugh with her. The whole situation was absurd and exhilarating, the anticipation mounting with every passing second. Counting the register? Washing the dishes? All that could wait. Kelly might roll her eyes if she ever found out, but right now, my focus was firmly elsewhere.

As I turned back to face them, Sam was sitting comfortably in Nigel’s lap, the two of them reviewing the photos on his phone. They looked strangely at ease, considering what was happening. And then I noticed her hand: she had Nigel’s cock out, casually stroking it while they talked. The image stopped me in my tracks for a moment.

I had half-expected Nigel to be, well, small—something that fit the stereotype of a man in this situation: content to watch while his wife sought out what he couldn’t provide. But what I saw was the opposite of that. Nigel wasn’t just watching idly; he was packing some serious size. His cock was long and reasonably thick—bigger than mine, without a doubt.

A strange feeling of conflict and curiosity welled up inside me. I wasn’t sure what I expected when I signed up for this, but it certainly wasn’t for Nigel to be sporting a cock that could put most men to shame. For a moment, I wondered why Sam would even need to involve another guy. Wasn’t Nigel already giving her everything she needed?


Chapter 5

But then it hit me. This wasn’t just about size for them. Sam wasn’t chasing after bigger or better; she was chasing something else entirely—the thrill of newness, the excitement of involving someone different. And Nigel was in on it, relishing the excitement just as much. Maybe even more. The fact that he wasn’t lacking made the whole thing even more intriguing, as if they were playing a game where the rules were completely different from what I thought.

Sam caught my eye, her hand still wrapped around Nigel’s cock as she gave him a final, playful squeeze. Her smile was wicked, full of intent, as she rose from his lap and sauntered toward me. “Come here,” she purred, her voice dripping with hunger and anticipation.

I hesitated for a moment, still processing the scene in front of me, but then I took a deep breath and stepped forward, closing the distance between us. The air felt charged, like a live wire buzzing between us. Whatever doubts or curiosities I had about Nigel’s size were quickly overridden by the pull of Sam’s body as she pressed up against me, her eyes never leaving mine.

Whatever Sam was chasing, I didn’t care anymore. When she turned around to face me, her eyes were blazing with a kind of raw, unfiltered desire. She didn’t hesitate—she reached for her top, pulling it off in one smooth motion and tossing it onto the pool table with my discarded shorts.

Her tits weren’t huge, but they were perfect—firm, with nipples that jutted out hard, pointed straight at me. They jiggled slightly as she walked toward me, her body radiating heat with each step. The anticipation between us felt electric, like there was no stopping the momentum we had built.

As soon as we came together, she threw her arms around my neck, her breasts pressing firmly into my chest as she pulled me in for a deep, hungry kiss. “Are you ready now, lover?” she whispered, her breath warm on my lips just before our mouths met. The fire in her voice matched the intensity in her eyes, and I could barely contain myself.

I reached down, my hands sliding under her skirt to grab handfuls of her bare ass, and with one swift movement, I lifted her off the floor. She squealed, wrapping her legs around me, her body clinging to mine as I carried her to the pool table.

“I guess you are,” she teased, answering her own question with a breathless laugh as I set her down on the edge of the table. She wasted no time, grabbing the hem of my shirt and tugging it over my head. I raised my arms, letting her pull it off me, and she tossed it onto the growing pile of clothes.

Her hands immediately went to my chest, her lips following suit as she kissed and licked across my skin. Her fingers trailed down my back, exploring me as if she wanted to memorize every inch. I let her have her moment, feeling her body respond to mine as I ground the length of my cock along her slick pussy lips. The friction sent jolts of pleasure through me, and the sound of her soft moans spurred me on as I played with her breasts, squeezing and teasing those perfect nipples.

But then, without warning, she pushed me back, her hands firm on my chest. Before I could even register what was happening, she dropped to her knees in front of me. Her mouth was on me almost instantly, half my cock disappearing between her lips in one fluid motion.

I let out a groan of pleasure, the sensation of her warm, wet mouth nearly overwhelming me. Her hand wrapped around the base of my cock while her other hand cupped my balls, gently massaging as she bobbed her head up and down. The rhythm of her movements, combined with the heat of her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, was enough to make my legs weak.

She pulled off just long enough to lick me from base to tip, teasing me as she ran her tongue along the length of my shaft. My hands instinctively found their way to her head, guiding her as she worked her magic. I lost myself in the sensation, in the way her mouth and hands seemed to know exactly what to do.

But then I saw movement out of the corner of my eye.

Nigel.

I had forgotten he was there. The shock of his presence hit me hard, like a cold splash of water, and I jumped slightly, my hands releasing Sam’s head as I became fully aware of him again. He stepped into my peripheral vision, his face calm, almost serene, as he gently placed his hand on my wrist.

He wasn’t angry—if anything, he looked amused. He simply wanted me to move my hand because it was blocking his view of Sam as she worked her mouth over me. It was a reminder that I wasn’t just part of this game—I was being watched. Carefully.

“Right,” I thought, the reality of the situation crashing back over me. I wasn’t alone with her. This wasn’t just about me and Sam. Nigel was here too, part of the equation, part of the experience. And as much as I wanted to get lost in what Sam was doing, there was no forgetting him now.

Sam didn’t seem to notice or care about the exchange between us. She was too focused on me, her lips and tongue moving with expert precision as she took me back into her mouth. But the presence of Nigel, the calm way he watched his wife pleasure me, added a new layer of complexity to the moment. It was thrilling, yes, but also surreal—this was uncharted territory for me, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

But when Sam moaned softly around my cock, sending vibrations through me, all my hesitations melted away again. I let my hands fall to my sides, surrendering to the experience, my pulse quickening as I allowed myself to be fully swept up in the heat of the moment once more.

Whatever Sam was chasing, I didn’t care anymore. The second she turned around to face me, her eyes blazing with a fire that seemed to burn hotter with every passing second, I knew I was in for the ride. Her hands moved without hesitation, gripping the hem of her shirt and pulling it off in one smooth, fluid motion. The fabric fluttered to the floor next to my shorts, discarded like an afterthought. Her breasts, now fully exposed, weren’t large, but they were perfect—round and firm, with hard, pink nipples that pointed directly at me, like they were begging for attention. They jiggled just enough as she walked towards me, her bare chest rising and falling with every breath, and the anticipation between us crackled in the air like static electricity.

When we finally came together, it felt like a collision of heat and want. She threw her arms around my neck, pulling me into her with a force that pressed her soft, warm breasts against my chest. Her skin was hot to the touch, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she pulled me in for a deep, needy kiss. Her lips were urgent, demanding, and the taste of her was intoxicating, like a heady mix of desire and something sweeter, something I couldn’t quite place. “Are you ready now, lover?” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, vibrating against my lips just before they met again. The fire in her eyes was matched by the fire in her kiss, and I could feel my own desire building, pushing me closer to the edge.

My hands moved instinctively, sliding down the curve of her back and under the hem of her skirt. The fabric was soft, almost silky, as I gripped handfuls of her bare ass, the skin smooth and firm beneath my fingers. With one swift movement, I lifted her off the floor, her legs wrapping around my waist as she squealed in delight, her body clinging to mine like we were made to fit together. Her breath was hot on my neck, and I could feel the wet heat of her pressing against my abdomen as I carried her over to the pool table.

“I guess you are,” she teased, her laughter breathless and full of excitement as I set her down on the side rail. Her eyes danced with mischief as she grabbed the hem of my shirt, tugging it up and over my head in one quick motion. The cool air hit my bare skin, but I didn’t feel it long before her warm hands and eager lips were on me, exploring every inch. She tossed my shirt onto the growing pile of clothes on the pool table, her movements quick and deliberate, as if every second of delay was too much.

Her lips were soft, trailing over my chest with gentle kisses that sent jolts of pleasure through me. She licked at my skin, her tongue warm and wet as she made her way across my torso, her fingers tracing lines down my spine. Her hands roamed with confidence, as if she was savoring the experience of getting to know my body. I let her take her time, grinding the length of my cock against her slick pussy lips in response. The heat between us was unbearable, her soft moans making my pulse race as I teased her nipples with my fingers, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger, feeling them harden even more beneath my touch.

But just as I was getting lost in the rhythm of our movements, Sam pushed me back with a firm hand on my chest, breaking the moment with a sudden shift in energy. Her eyes flashed with a different kind of hunger now, one that was even more primal. Before I could even react, she had dropped to her knees in front of me, her mouth already closing around the head of my cock. The wet heat of her mouth was almost overwhelming, and I let out a groan of pure pleasure as her lips slid further down my shaft. She took me in deep, her throat tightening around me as she bobbed her head, her hand wrapped firmly around the base of my cock, while her other hand gently cupped my balls, squeezing just enough to make my knees weak.

Her mouth was a masterclass in pleasure—she knew exactly what she was doing, her tongue flicking and swirling with expert precision. She pulled off for a moment, licking me from base to tip, teasing me as she ran her tongue along the ridge of my shaft, before swirling it around the sensitive head. Every movement was deliberate, and my body responded to her touch without hesitation. I could feel the tension building inside me, the pleasure mounting with every pass of her lips and tongue. My hands moved to her head instinctively, tangling in her hair as I guided her, my hips moving in time with her rhythm.

And that’s when I saw it. Out of the corner of my eye, there was movement—Nigel.

I had forgotten he was there. The realization hit me hard, pulling me out of the haze of pleasure just long enough to make me flinch. I instinctively loosened my grip on Sam’s head, my hands falling away as I remembered I wasn’t alone. Nigel stepped into view, his expression calm, almost amused. He gently placed his hand on my wrist, a soft reminder that he was watching, and more than that—he wanted an unobstructed view of his wife as she worked my cock.

It wasn’t just my hand in the way—I was blocking Nigel’s shot. I glanced over and realized he’d upgraded from his phone to a digital camera. A red light blinked on the front, signaling that he was now recording video. Sam was putting on a show for him, and it was clear she knew exactly what she was doing. As she ran her wet lips up and down the side of my cock, she made sure to look straight into the camera, her eyes smoldering with lust and excitement.

She ducked her head lower, her warm breath skimming over my skin as she licked my balls, taking her time as her hand stroked the length of my shaft. Every movement was deliberate, almost theatrical, as if she knew exactly how to play to her audience—both Nigel and me. Her tongue moved skillfully, leaving my balls dripping wet before she moved back up to the swollen head of my cock, teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes of her lips and tongue. Her gaze flicked back and forth between me and the camera, her eyes gleaming with mischievous heat.

Little by little, she began to take more of me into her mouth, her head bobbing rhythmically as she slowly worked to engulf me inch by inch. Watching her like this—her mouth stretched wide around my cock, her face flushed with excitement, her skin wet with spit and sweat—it was almost overwhelming. Her eyes, still flicking between mine and the camera’s lens, burned with intensity. She knew exactly how hot she looked, and it only made her work harder to please me.

Her pace quickened, her mouth tightening around me as she sucked with a steady, relentless pressure. She took me deeper than I expected, her throat opening up to accommodate me as her hand worked the lower half of my shaft. She was incredibly skilled, her movements smooth and confident as her tongue glided along the underside of my cock, swirling around the sensitive head on the upstroke. She’d occasionally pull her mouth off to run my slick cock across her lips and cheeks, leaving glistening trails of wetness before taking me deep again, her tongue constantly working.

She was good—too good. I could feel the pleasure building, a tight knot of heat coiling low in my stomach as her talented mouth continued to work me over. If I let her, I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. Every pull of her lips, every flick of her tongue was expertly designed to bring me closer to the edge, and I groaned with the sheer intensity of it. My hands clenched into fists at my sides as I fought the urge to let go right there.

But as much as I loved the attention she was giving me, I couldn’t stop thinking about the rest of her—those perfect tits, that tight, slick pussy. I wasn’t ready to finish yet; I needed more. I wanted all of her.

I reached down, sliding my hands under her arms, and gently lifted her off her knees. She looked up at me with wide, eager eyes, a mix of excitement and curiosity flashing across her flushed face.

“C’mere, baby,” I murmured, my voice rough with desire. “You’re not the only one who loves giving oral.”


Chapter 6

Her face lit up with delight, a squeal of pure joy escaping her lips as she wiped her face with the back of her hand. Her eyes sparkled as she blurted out, “Ooooh, I like the sound of that!”

I helped her to her feet, and as she stood, I pulled her in for another kiss. Her lips were as hungry as mine, and we fell into each other with a kind of desperate urgency. Our tongues dueled, probing and teasing in a way that felt like we were both trying to consume each other. Her taste was intoxicating—sweet and electric—and I couldn't get enough. But after a few moments, the need to explore more of her body took over. I let my lips trail down to her neck, feeling the rapid pulse beneath her skin. Every kiss drew out a soft moan from her, a sound that sent a thrill straight down my spine and made my cock throb with need.

When I kissed just behind her ear, she shuddered, tilting her head back instinctively to give me full access to that sensitive patch of skin. The scent of her—subtle and warm, with a hint of sweat and sex—filled my nostrils, heightening my already overwhelming desire. Her skin was impossibly soft under my lips as I kissed and nipped at her neck, and every breath she took seemed to tremble as I worked my way along her throat. I could feel the heat building between us, my cock rock-hard and throbbing against her thigh as I pressed her back toward the edge of the pool table.

As I guided her back onto the table, my hands slid down to her hips, gripping them tightly as I pulled her against me. Her body molded to mine, her bare breasts pressing against my chest, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps as I continued kissing her neck. I could tell she loved it—the way her body arched and trembled under my touch, the way her moans grew louder with each kiss, made it clear. Her neck was a playground for me, and I indulged every inch of it, letting my lips, tongue, and teeth explore her skin as my cock ground against the slick wetness between her legs.

She was soaked—so much so that I could feel her arousal spreading across my skin, slick and warm, soaking my cock as I rubbed against her. The friction sent jolts of pleasure through me, my cock so hard it felt like it might burst. But as much as I wanted to bury myself inside her, there was something else I craved even more: the taste of her. The thought of her on my tongue, the feel of her clit between my lips, was almost too much to bear.

I dropped my mouth lower, pushing her back onto the table as I leaned down to take one of her perfect breasts into my mouth. Her nipples were hard as pebbles, and I sucked on them greedily, feeling the weight of her tits in my hands as I moved back and forth between them. The taste of her skin was salty and warm, and every time I bit down on her nipples, she gasped and arched her back, pushing her chest further into my mouth. My cock throbbed painfully against her thigh as I indulged myself in her breasts, my hands squeezing and kneading them as I kissed, licked, and bit.

Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she moaned louder. She was lost in it, her body trembling with pleasure as I teased her nipples. The harder I bit, the louder she cried out, her body shuddering under my touch. And every time I felt her react like that, my cock twitched, so hard it felt like it could split me in two. But as much as I enjoyed teasing her breasts, the need to taste her pussy was becoming unbearable.

Without a word, I dropped to my knees, my hands sliding down to grip her thighs as I spread her wide open for me. The sight of her slick, swollen pussy made my mouth water, and my cock pulsed with renewed intensity as I took in the sight of her. The smell of her arousal was thick and heady, filling my senses as I buried my face between her legs. The moment my tongue touched her, I groaned in satisfaction—the taste of her was everything I’d been craving and more. Hot, slick, and salty, she was dripping wet, her juices coating my lips as I licked deep inside her.

There was something about giving oral that always drove me wild. The power of having her under me, the way her body reacted to every flick of my tongue, every swirl around her clit—it was addictive. The way she gasped and moaned, her fingers digging into my scalp as she bucked her hips against my face, only fueled my desire. I loved the taste of her, loved how wet and warm she was against my mouth, and I wanted nothing more than to keep her on the edge of orgasm for as long as I could.

Sam flopped back onto the table, her hands clenching in my hair as I devoured her. She was already cumming, her body shaking violently as I drove my tongue deep inside her, lapping up every drop of her wetness. My cock throbbed painfully, so hard it was almost unbearable, but I didn’t care—I was lost in the pleasure of making her moan, making her cum. The feel of her trembling beneath me, the way her juices flowed down my chin and coated my tongue, was the only thing that mattered.

Normally, I liked to take my time, to tease and build my partner’s pleasure until they couldn’t take it anymore. But with Sam, there was no need for that. She was already so primed, her body so responsive, that all she needed was to be pushed over the edge again and again. I plunged my tongue between her lips, licking her deeply before focusing on her clit, lapping at it with relentless intensity. Her cries grew louder, her body writhing on the table as I worked her over, and my cock twitched with every moan, every shudder of her hips.

"YES! OH FUCK, YES! EAT ME, BABY, EAT MY PUSSY!" she practically screamed, her voice echoing through the bar as I devoured her with unrelenting hunger. The sound of her pleasure was like music to my ears, spurring me on as I took her to the edge. Her hips bucked wildly against my face, and I could taste her flowing wetness as I buried my tongue deep inside her, savoring the heat and slickness of her pussy.

I gripped the back of her thighs, lifting her legs into the air as I repositioned myself. My mouth never left her clit, and with one smooth motion, I slipped two fingers into her convulsing snatch. She was so tight, so hot, and I could feel the walls of her pussy gripping my fingers with every thrust. As I sucked hard on her swollen clit, I curled my fingers inside her, searching for that sensitive spot deep within.

The moment I found it, she went fucking crazy. Her body convulsed, her hips jerking wildly as her head whipped from side to side. Her nails scraped desperately at the felt of the pool table, and for a moment, I thought she might tear it apart with the sheer intensity of her pleasure. Her voice seemed to catch in her throat, and she stopped screaming altogether, her breath coming in shallow gasps as her body writhed uncontrollably beneath me.

Her pussy was clenching tightly around my fingers, contracting in rhythm with her throbbing clit, and I knew then that she was going to be gloriously tight for my cock. The thought sent a pulse of heat through me, and my own arousal intensified, my cock throbbing so hard it felt like it could explode. But for now, I was lost in her pleasure, in the way her body responded to every touch, every flick of my tongue.

I started working her G-spot, pressing against that sensitive bundle of nerves as I licked and sucked her clit. She moaned deeply, her hips lifting off the table as she bucked against my face. Her heels dug into my back, pulling me closer as she fucked back onto my fingers, her back arching and her body trembling with the force of her pleasure. Her voice cracked, and she let out a sound that was somewhere between a sob and a moan, her throat catching as the waves of her orgasm crashed over her.

Her legs tightened around my head, clamping down as her body shook uncontrollably. And then, she let out a wail—a long, high-pitched scream that reverberated through the bar, loud enough to wake the dead. Or at least the tenant in the upstairs apartment, except that I was the one eating her pussy. The realization sent a surge of possessive pride through me, knowing I was the one making her lose control like this.

Her hands returned to my head, but this time, she wasn’t pulling me closer—she was pushing me away. "Stop!" she gasped, her voice shaky as she fought to catch her breath. "Oh fuck, stop! Please, please stop?" Her words came out in a desperate rush, her body still trembling as she tried to squirm away from the intensity of it all.

I was reluctant to stop. The feeling of her flowing wetness, the way her body reacted to my every touch—it was addictive. I loved making her cum so hard, feeling the power I had over her pleasure. But as much as I was enjoying it, I could tell she’d had enough. Besides, my cock was throbbing painfully, desperate for release, and I knew exactly where I wanted to be next.

I stood abruptly, my breath ragged as I positioned myself between her legs. My cock was rock-hard, and as I slid it along the slick folds of her pussy, I groaned at the sensation. The length of my shaft dragged against her swollen, oversensitive clit, and she let out a sharp gasp, her hips jerking upward as the contact sent her spiraling into yet another orgasm. Her body shook, and her pussy was so wet that I could feel her juices coating every inch of me as I teased her.

Her breath hitched, her body still riding the waves of her climax as I continued to rub the head of my cock against her. Every twitch of my flesh against her sensitive pussy seemed to send her spiraling higher, and the feeling of her slick heat against me was almost too much to bear. My cock throbbed painfully, aching to be inside her, and I knew that I couldn’t wait any longer.

"NO!" she squealed, her voice half-desperate, half-thrilled, as she reached down to grab my cock. I had her firm calves in my hands, holding her legs wide apart as I rolled my hips slowly, deliberately, letting the head of my cock glide across her slick pussy without ever giving her what she really wanted. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, trying to guide me inside, but I wasn’t ready to give in. Not yet. I kept my hips raised just enough to deny her the angle she needed to take me in, teasing her with the friction but never quite allowing her the satisfaction of penetration.

"No, stop teasing! Put it in me! Fuck me already!" she begged, her voice shaky with need. "I can't take it anymore! I need it inside me! Fuck me! Please, put it inside me!" Her hips were grinding against me, her whole body writhing as she tried to force me deeper. She was still riding the high of her orgasms, her pussy quivering with aftershocks, and the more she struggled to get my cock inside her, the more intense the sensation on her swollen clit and labia became. Each movement only drove her further over the edge, triggering one orgasm after another.

Her desperation was palpable, and the way her body responded to every little touch was driving me crazy, too. My cock was throbbing, so hard that I could feel it pulsing with every beat of my heart. I wanted to bury myself inside her, to feel her tight, wet heat clenching around me, but there was something about holding back, about teasing her, that made the moment even hotter. Her husband was still filming the entire thing, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw that he wasn’t just an observer anymore—he was jerking off with abandon, his cock in his hand, stroking furiously. The thought of him losing control and shooting all over me was the last thing I wanted, so I had to come up with something quick.

An idea popped into my head, one that I couldn’t resist. “What do you think, Nigel?” I asked, turning my head to look at him. “Should I fuck her yet?”





Chapter 7

The question caught him off guard. He froze, surprised that I was addressing him at all after I had spent so much time pretending he didn’t exist. His hand paused mid-stroke, and he blinked at me, as if he wasn’t sure he’d heard me right. “She’s ready,” he finally managed, his voice a little breathless. “I’ve never seen her so ready for some cock!” He was still filming, still jerking off, his excitement barely contained.

Sam, beneath me, was writhing in frustration. “Tell him to fuck me, Nigel! Tell him!” she cried, her voice full of lust and desperation.

“Yeah,” Nigel agreed eagerly, his voice a little louder now. “Fuck her! Just fuck her already!” He stepped closer, the camera still in hand, trying to get a better shot of the action as I teased her with my cock.

“Okay,” I said slowly, “but I don’t want her waking up the entire neighborhood when I finally put my cock in her.” I glanced at him, a sly grin spreading across my face as an idea formed. “I think you should climb up on the table and put your cock in her mouth first.”

Nigel’s hand stopped moving, his eyes widening in shock. He looked at me over the top of the camera, clearly taken aback by the suggestion. He wasn’t just surprised—I could see the hope in his eyes, the way he hesitated as though he wasn’t sure if this was really happening. “Really?” he asked quietly, almost like he needed reassurance that he wasn’t dreaming.

“Hell yeah, dude!” I laughed, glancing down at Sam, who was still bucking beneath me, desperate for release. “She’s definitely hot enough to take us both on. Just look at her.” I leaned in closer, rubbing my cock harder against her clit, feeling her tremble with every stroke. “And I’m pretty sure you know just how good she is with her mouth.”

Sam had stopped trying to force me inside her, her hands falling away as she processed what I’d said. She looked up at me, a strange mix of shock and excitement in her eyes. Was this new ground for them? Maybe. I would have thought a couple like this would’ve ventured down the MFM road before, but if they hadn’t, well, there was a first time for everything.

“Go ahead, Nigel,” I said, locking eyes with Sam as I continued rubbing the head of my cock against her soaked pussy. “Fuck her mouth while I fuck this hot, tight snatch.” I could see the excitement build in her gaze as the idea sank in, her pupils dilating as her breath came faster.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her voice low and throaty. “Yeah, Nigel, give me your dick, too. Come on, baby!” She tapped the table beside her, inviting him up with a lust-filled smile.

Nigel nearly dropped the camera in his rush to climb onto the pool table. The sight of him scrambling up, cock in hand, was almost comical, and I couldn’t help but grin at the thought. “Well, that’s going to need editing,” I thought with amusement.

Nigel already had his dick out, and the moment it was within reach, Sam grabbed it, her hand eagerly guiding him toward her waiting mouth. At the same time, I shifted my hips, positioning myself at her entrance, the head of my cock just barely pressing into her. She gasped at the dual sensation—the feeling of me teasing her pussy and Nigel's cock slipping across her lips.

Her eyes locked onto mine, filled with a mix of lust and anticipation, waiting for me to finally push forward. As I began to ease myself into her, we both groaned in unison, the tightness of her wet heat enveloping me. Nigel, too, let out a low grunt as Sam's lips wrapped around him, her mouth working hungrily over his shaft.

Nigel rocked his hips, gradually building a rhythm as he fucked her mouth. I timed my movements with his, slowly pushing deeper into her with every thrust. Her pussy clenched around me, so hot and slick, as I angled myself to glide my cock across her G-spot with each stroke. The pleasure was undeniable, each thrust sending jolts of heat through both of us.

Sam moaned around her husband's cock, her body writhing with pleasure even as she tried to keep her focus on him. But the more we worked her, the harder it became for her to maintain her composure. Her body tensed, her hips bucking against me as she rode the wave of another intense orgasm. Her eyes were wild with lust, her skin flushed a deep pink, and a sheen of sweat covered her body as she gave herself over completely to the moment.

I watched her as she came, her body trembling as her pussy tightened even more around me, squeezing my cock as if begging me to stay inside her. She tried to keep sucking Nigel's cock, but the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body made it difficult to keep control. The sight of her—lost in her ecstasy—made it impossible for me to hold back for much longer.

After all the buildup, I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. Her pussy was so fucking hot and tight, especially as she came again, clenching around me with every pulse of her orgasm. I tried to slow down, to pace myself, but she wasn’t having it. She pulled her mouth off Nigel just long enough to moan, “C'mon and fuck me! Pound my pussy, damn it!”

Her words sent a surge of desire through me. I grinned at her, my breath coming in short gasps as I told her, "Okay, baby." I slipped my hands under her knees, pushing her legs up until her knees were nearly by her tits, and then I started thrusting into her harder and faster. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed through the room, and the pressure inside me built with every deep thrust.

"I won’t last long like this, baby," I warned her through gritted teeth. "Your pussy feels too good!"

She tried to reply, but Nigel grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back toward his cock before she could speak. Her muffled moans became even more desperate, her eyes locking onto mine as her body jerked uncontrollably beneath me. She was completely at our mercy, lost in the sensation of being taken from both ends, and her eyes told me everything I needed to know—she didn’t want me to stop.

As Nigel fucked her mouth, he looked down at me and growled, "Fuck her, man. Cum in her pussy! She wants you to fill her with cum!" His words drove me over the edge. Her eyes agreed with him—filled with wild, unrestrained lust. She moaned desperately around his cock, her body shaking as she tried to arch up into me, her need clear in every movement.

I felt the pressure building to its breaking point, and I knew she didn’t want me to pull out. Her body was humping and jerking beneath me, and I could see how much she loved it. So I didn’t.

With one last, hard thrust, I grabbed her ankle and handed it to Nigel. "Here, Nigel," I panted. "Hold this for me, would ya?" He hesitated only for a second, switching the camera to his other hand as he let go of her hair and took her leg, spreading her even wider for me.

"Hell yeah, dude! Fuck her! Fuck that pussy!" Nigel shouted, his voice thick with excitement as he tried to capture it all on camera. His lens focused on my cock, thrusting in and out of her soaking wet pussy, then panned up to her body, where her hands were roughly tugging at her own tits. Her head was thrown back, her mouth still working over Nigel’s cock, and he zoomed in on every bit of it, making sure to catch all the action.

I held her other ankle out to the side, spreading her even wider as I drove into her again and again. She was completely helpless to our cocks, her body open and writhing with pleasure. Her moans grew louder, even as her mouth was filled with Nigel's cock, and she tugged harder on her nipples as her body humped back against mine. The room was filled with the sounds of our raw, primal pleasure, and I knew this was a moment neither of us would forget.

As I plunged into her with relentless intensity, each thrust felt like an electric jolt between us. My free hand drifted to her clit, my thumb working it in slow, deliberate circles. Her body was slick with arousal, her pussy dripping wet, practically begging for more. I didn't need any extra lubrication, but I spit on my fingers anyway, watching the glistening moisture coat her in an almost ritualistic fashion. It wasn’t just for effect—it was a way to claim her, to amplify the rawness of the moment.

Nigel groaned deeply as he watched me. His gaze locked on her, and his breathing grew more ragged. The energy in the room was thick with lust, and I could feel my release building, unstoppable. I knew she was still riding the wave of multiple orgasms, her body trembling beneath us. The thought of both Nigel and I finishing at the same time made my blood race. How would she handle that final onslaught? The idea drove me to the edge.

"I'm close," I warned them, voice strained with the effort of holding back. My eyes were locked on her, her body quivering, her mouth still filled with Nigel’s cock. "She’s so fucking hot. Fuck, baby—are you ready for it?"

I thrust harder, almost pulling out completely before slamming back in, each stroke designed to push her higher, to keep her on that precipice of pleasure and pain. She couldn't answer, not with Nigel deep in her throat, but he spoke for her, his voice hoarse with arousal. "Oh, she's ready," he said, his eyes dark and gleaming. "She wants it, man. Give it to her. Fill her up. She fucking loves it."

That was all the encouragement I needed. My body tightened, pleasure coiling like a spring ready to snap. "Fuck! Here it comes, baby—oh god, fuck!" I groaned, the heat of my release surging through me as I spilled into her. I kept moving, desperate to prolong the sensation, until finally, I buried myself as deep as I could, holding her close as my body emptied into hers.

Her reaction was immediate—her muscles clenched around me, pulling me deeper as she erupted in another wave of pleasure. She moaned louder, her cries echoing through the room, and the intensity of it all pushed Nigel over the edge too. He thrust deeper into her mouth, groaning with abandon. "Yes, take it all, baby, take every last drop."

I watched as her throat bobbed, trying to swallow his release, but some of it escaped, trickling down the corners of her mouth. Her lips glistened in the dim light, stained with his cum. Nigel caught it all on camera, every slick, filthy detail. He even focused on the way her pussy stretched around me, capturing the rawness of the moment in vivid detail. He was a pro with that camera, no doubt.

My legs quivered from the exertion, and I needed a moment to breathe. Slowly, I withdrew from her, my body shuddering with the aftershocks of pleasure. I staggered back to the nearest chair, collapsing into it as my chest heaved with ragged breaths. Nigel pulled out of her mouth, panting as he rolled onto the table, equally spent.

As I watched, Sam’s hand drifted up to her face. I half-expected her to gather the remnants of Nigel’s cum and suck it off her fingers, but she surprised me. Instead, she smeared it across her lips like a gloss, spreading it from her chin to just beneath her nose. It caught the light like a dewy sheen, and she smiled at me—a slow, seductive smile that sent a jolt of heat through me again. She ran her tongue lazily around her lips, savoring the taste with a low, satisfied moan, as if she had just sampled the finest delicacy.

Nigel, ever the cameraman, didn't miss a beat. "Oh shit!" he muttered suddenly, his eyes widening with the realization that he'd almost missed the perfect shot. He jumped off the table and hurried between Sam's still splayed legs, focusing the camera on her pussy as my cum slowly oozed out, slicking her swollen lips with a glistening sheen. "Damn, baby, he really filled you good," he murmured to his wife, his voice laced with pride and satisfaction.

But Sam was beyond words. She lay there on the table, her body limp and trembling, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Her eyes fluttered, half-closed in a dazed afterglow, still quivering in the aftermath of the pleasure we’d unleashed. Slowly, her hand drifted down between her thighs. Her fingers slipped through the slick mess I’d left inside her, and she smeared it over her pussy with a low, broken moan. The contact sent another shudder through her, and Nigel made sure to capture every last second of it.

After a while, she stirred, ready to get up. Nigel helped her off the table, steadying her as she swayed slightly. He was gentle, almost tender, as he guided her back into her top. Only then did he finally tuck his limp cock back into his pants, a satisfied smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. I staggered back to the table, still catching my breath, and gathered up my clothes. Once dressed, I headed behind the bar and poured us all fresh drinks.

I gestured toward the ladies' room door for Sam. "If you want to clean up..." I suggested. But she just smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes. "No thanks. I’m fine," she replied with a purr of satisfaction.

Nigel chuckled and added, "She likes the feeling of it—loves looking freshly fucked on the way home. She gets off on the stares." Sam grinned and ran her hands through her hair, clearly reveling in the thought of my cum running down her legs as she rode the subway. She seemed to thrive on that sense of exhibitionism, and the idea only made me want her more.

We downed our first round of drinks in near silence, the tension slowly dissipating into something calmer, more familiar. I poured us another round, and as we sat at the bar, it felt almost like any other night—except for the lingering heat in the air, the shared looks, and the way our skin still hummed with the echoes of what had just happened.

Nigel and I exchanged phone numbers and email addresses. They promised to send me stills from tonight's session and the full video for me to review before they posted it online. They assured me they’d edit out my face, my tattoos, and anything that might give away the bar's location. Professional, I thought. No wonder they had such a polished setup.

They even gave me the address of their website. As we talked, I looked it up on my phone and found their profile. I was already scrolling through their previous posts, watching videos of her with other partners, and thinking about how much I wanted to fuck her again before the night was over.

After we finished our second drink, they stood to leave. I walked around the bar to see them out, locking the door behind them. There was still work to be done before I could call it a night, though all I really wanted was to head upstairs to my apartment and crash. Sam leaned in close at the door, her lips brushing against my cheek in a soft kiss, her hand sliding down to give my crotch a teasing squeeze. She smiled up at me, eyes gleaming with promise. "We might just stop by again," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

"You’re always welcome," I replied, my voice low, rough with desire.

Nigel gave me a nod and a firm handshake before they both disappeared into the night.

Once they were gone, I sank down onto a barstool, nursing my beer in the quiet solitude of the empty room. It was my routine, sitting here after closing to decompress, to let the noise of the day fade away into the stillness. But tonight, the silence felt different—charged with the memory of what had happened. I could still feel the heat of Sam’s body, the tightness of her around me, the sound of her moans echoing in my head.

I sipped my drink slowly, my mind drifting to the videos I would soon receive—videos that would soon be seen by strangers all over the internet. I didn’t mind the idea of being watched; in fact, it excited me in a way I hadn’t expected. The thought of her, with all her wicked confidence, putting our night online for the world to see—her body, my cock—it made my pulse quicken again. I couldn’t wait to watch it all unfold on screen.

But as I sat there in the quiet, I also wondered if I’d see them again in person. Something about tonight felt unfinished, like there was more to explore between us. I glanced up at the bar’s security cameras and wondered briefly if I should share the surveillance footage with them—a private view, another angle of the night we’d all just shared.

Smirking to myself, I took another sip of beer and leaned back. Whatever happened next, I had a feeling this wasn’t the last I’d seen of them.

Six months later, as I was scrolling through PornHub on a lazy afternoon, I stumbled across something that made me sit up straight—there it was. The title was innocuous enough, something about a bar hookup, but the thumbnail stopped me cold. Even with my face expertly blurred, I knew instantly it was me. It was us.

I clicked on the video, my heart pounding a little harder with every second that ticked by. Nigel’s editing was sharp, professional. He had done exactly what he promised—blurring out my face and tattoos, concealing anything that might identify the bar. But there was no mistaking the scene. It was that night, every heated, desperate moment of it captured in stunning detail. As I watched, I could feel the memories flood back—her body under mine, the way she moaned, the way she looked at me as though I was the only man in the world.

I relived it all. The heat, the raw intensity, the way my hands had felt on her skin, slick with sweat and lust. The way she had milked every last drop of pleasure from me, leaving me shaking and breathless. It was surreal to watch it from this new angle, like an out-of-body experience, seeing everything through Nigel's lens.

When the video ended, I sat there for a moment, the silence of my apartment suddenly too loud. My fingers hovered over the mouse, but curiosity gnawed at me, and I clicked on their profile. My breath caught as I saw 46 more videos.

Forty-six. Forty-six different nights. Forty-six different men. In each one, Sam was the star. Always bold, always confident, always craving the eyes of strangers. She was every bit as wild and insatiable as I remembered. With every clip, I could see her leaning into that same thrill, the same raw, unapologetic hunger that had drawn me to her in the first place.

And yet, despite all of it—despite seeing her with all these other men—what stuck with me wasn’t jealousy or regret. It was a kind of quiet longing. Because no matter how many videos I watched, nothing compared to that night with her and Nigel. Nothing matched the pulse of heat, the connection that we’d shared. It wasn’t just sex—it was something more, something I hadn’t felt before or since.

As I closed the browser, I found myself staring at the bar’s door, as if she might walk through it at any moment. I hoped she would. I hoped Sam would waltz back into my life like she had before—unpredictable, shameless, and utterly intoxicating. Because no matter how many men she’d been with, I couldn’t shake the thought that our night had been different. That maybe, just maybe, she’d felt it too.

I could almost picture her now—sauntering in with that devilish grin, Nigel right behind her with the camera in hand, ready for another round of debauchery. And if she did, I knew one thing for sure—I’d be more than ready to fuck her again.

The End.
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Once You Go Black: A White Wife Discovers She Can't Go Back

How did I feel as I watched for the very first time? If I'm honest, it's a question I still can't answer. I know what I'm meant to say. I know the answer 99% of husbands would give.

The first time I saw my wife sucking a big black cock, I felt angry, disgusted, rage, hatred, etc. Any of those things. That's how I should have felt. But I didn't, well, not exactly.

I did feel angry, but there was something else. A massive serving of humiliation, too. But it was weird because the angrier I felt, the harder I got. The more humiliated I felt, the hornier I got.

Until I came, right then and there, without even touching myself. And then the arousal was gone, and I was left with pure embarrassment.

But she's done it now; she's had a big black cock, and we all know what they say. Once she goes black, she'll never go back!

Vacation Cuckold: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Exposed On Vacation 

It all started with something completely innocent; pure coincidence brought Luke to the website. But the chance to win a free vacation grabbed his attention. Apparently, all you had to do was agree to answer some questions and go through a screening interview and you would be in with a chance.

But after the first round of pretty normal questions with his wife Emma, they were invited back for the second stage. And that's when it got weird.

What sort of question is it to ask a husband what he thought about the idea of his wife giving oral sex to a black man? And when they asked both Luke and Emma to rank different men and women in terms of attractiveness, it didn't seem that strange until Emma found herself looking at image after image of naked black guys with huge cocks.

But the truly weird bit wasn't that she quite enjoyed it; they were good-looking guys with massive penises; what was not to like for her? The really weird bit was when Luke took a similar test and watched images of his wife next to big black cocks he felt his cock getting harder and harder.

And before they knew it, they had opened Pandora's box. They won the vacation, all expenses paid, with no strings attached. Two weeks in a beautiful Caribbean paradise.

From Housewife to Hotwife: A Young Wife Struggles To Resist Her Big Black Temptation

As twenty-six-year-old Carl Freeman opened the front door of his townhouse, he paused for a second to wave to his attractive next-door neighbor, Anna, before he walked into his home. As he started to climb the stairs, he immediately heard his 25-year-old blonde wife, Jessica, in their master bedroom. Sadly for Carl, the noises he heard were all too familiar to him by now.

"Oh my god yes!" Jessica moaned. "Yes, that's it, do me with that big black dick! I'm your pregnant little black dick slut! Oh god, Carter, darling, I love it when you fuck me like this!"

As he stepped into the bedroom, Carl saw that Jessica was on top of her black lover, straddling him with her big baby belly resting inches below his chiseled abs. Carl took a second to take in the sight in front of him of his wife, with her smooth white skin now covered in a whole series of tattoos, with none more prominent than the Queen of Spades that was very visible on her now bloated left breast, currently bouncing up and down as she moved rhythmically up and down on the huge dick that was currently impaled in her vagina.

"Hi Carl, honey, you're home early," Jessica panted, politely acknowledging her husband's arrival in their bedroom without stopping.

"Not really," Carl said pretty nonchalantly. "I'm going to take a quick shower. Are you sorting out dinner tonight?"

"Oh yeah, Sweetie," Jessica managed to mutter. "Ooohh, fuck yes! That's it, Carter! Come on, fuck me harder! We've got some leftover chicken. Oh, fuck yes! In an hour or so."
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