

Taken in the Sun

A Husband's Worst Nightmare Unfolds on Vacation

Scarlett Duffy


Copyright © 2024 Scarlett Duffy

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Just The Two Of Us

The Morning After

Seeing Is Believing

The Final Step

Before His Eyes

What Now?

Epilogue

Books By This Author


Just The Two Of Us

It was the first real vacation we’d managed to take in years. As I stood by the wide-open suite window, the warm, salty air of the Gulf Coast swept over me, brushing against my skin like an invisible balm. I exhaled deeply, feeling tension melt away with each breath as my gaze drifted toward the calm, turquoise waters stretching out into the horizon. The sunlight danced on the waves, shimmering like a thousand tiny jewels, creating a tranquil lullaby that seemed to soothe my weary soul. After seven years of marriage, the grind of daily life, and the relentless cycle of responsibilities, this—right here—felt like the purest form of therapy. Just one week. One week away from everything, just for us.

We had chosen Marco Island for its quiet, understated beauty, a peaceful sanctuary far removed from the dreary winters of Columbus. Gone were the gray skies and the biting cold, replaced by a soft, warm breeze and skies so blue they seemed almost unreal. The contrast felt like a shock to the system in the best way possible. This place was a far cry from the monotony we’d grown so accustomed to—an oasis, a promise of renewal.

Turning from the window, I let my gaze fall onto the bed. Victoria lay there, wrapped in sleep. The subtle rise and fall of her chest was rhythmic, soothing in its familiarity, yet something about her now stirred a deeper longing within me. She was just shy of thirty-five, but as she lay there, her dark hair spilling over the crisp white sheets, she looked like the girl I’d first fallen in love with in her twenties. Her beauty had always been understated, like a secret meant only for me to see. But now, bathed in the soft light that filtered through the room, she seemed even more breathtaking—timeless.

Her body had changed over the years, yes, but in ways that I found even more alluring. Standing, she was about five and a half feet tall, her frame voluptuous and full, the kind of curves that spoke of experience, motherhood, and the rich life we’d built together. She’d softened after two kids, her hips fuller, her breasts heavier, yet all I could think of was how damn gorgeous she was. My eyes traced the line of her body, the expensive linen barely clinging to the generous curve of her hips, her plump ass just visible beneath the soft fabric. My gaze moved higher to where the sheets shifted with her slow breaths, teasing glimpses of her large, natural breasts that still held the fullness I’d always adored.

A familiar heat flared low in my belly, desire waking after what felt like an eternity of sleep. My cock stirred, a heavy pulse that I hadn’t felt in longer than I cared to admit. Our sex life had been hit hard by the years—routine, stress, and the exhaustion that seemed to come hand-in-hand with parenthood had dulled the edges of our passion. But standing here now, in this luxurious hotel room with the scent of the ocean lingering in the air, something had shifted. Something primal.

The bedding shifted as she stirred, and then her voice broke through the silence, soft but teasing, “Are you staring at me?”

I smiled, caught but not caring in the slightest. “Couldn’t help it. You’re gorgeous.”

A playful glint appeared in her eyes as she stretched languidly, the sheets slipping even lower. “Creeper,” she teased, her lips curving into a smile as she lazily tossed a pillow in my direction.

The pillow landed short of its mark, but her laugh filled the room, light and free, and I couldn’t help but think that maybe this place really did hold a kind of magic. Something was different here—between us. Something promising.

I climbed onto the bed with deliberate care, my body drawn irresistibly toward hers, and within moments, I was above her, hovering. My lips found hers with an urgency I hadn’t felt in years, brushing aside any worries about morning breath as passion took control. Victoria’s mouth responded in kind, her kiss warm and full of hunger, her lips parting beneath mine as her hands slid around my neck, pulling me closer. Her legs, toned and smooth, opened slowly, wrapping around my waist with a tantalizing slowness that made my heart thud harder in my chest. The scent of the ocean still lingered faintly on her skin, mingling with the faint trace of the luxurious bedding.

My gaze drifted down, drawn irresistibly to the space between her legs as they parted wider. Her pubic hair, neatly trimmed to a tempting brown patch, framed her beautiful pussy, her glistening folds slowly revealing themselves as if inviting me in. My breath caught in my throat—this was the place I had known and loved for the last decade. It felt like home, yet the sight of it now stirred something deep within me, a primal desire I hadn’t allowed myself to feel in what seemed like forever.

I quickly shuffled my boxers down just enough to free my hardening cock. My five inches sprang forth, eager and ready. With a practiced yet passionate motion, I planted my length against her wet, warm mound, feeling the heat radiate from her as our bodies pressed together. My lips found hers again, tongues tangling in a fierce dance of desire, tasting the wine from last night and the sweet hint of her morning breath. It was intoxicating. The kind of kiss that made you forget where you were, forget everything except for the person in front of you.

There was something different in this room—something new, yet familiar. A kind of passion that had been missing from our lives for so long had suddenly returned. It was as if this room, with its ocean breeze and luxurious atmosphere, had breathed life back into us. And before either of us could exchange another word, I was inside her, thrusting forward with a groan of pure bliss.

Victoria’s moans were soft but urgent, muffled as she buried her face into my chest. Her voice—a sweet, sultry sound I had always found irresistible—was music to my ears. Each breathy whimper sent a pulse of heat through me, fanning the flames of my own desire. Her hands clung to my back as her hips moved in perfect rhythm with mine, her body arching beneath me as her pleasure built with every stroke. I could feel her tightening around me, her slick walls clamping down on my shaft as I tried to focus on her pleasure, desperate to make her come before I lost control.

But even in the midst of this intense connection, my mind wandered. It went to those dark places it sometimes does, where I cursed my genetics for not giving me a larger cock. I imagined what it might feel like for her if I were bigger—how she might react to it, how her body might respond. The thought both thrilled and frustrated me, and I had to shake it off quickly. There was no place for those doubts here. All that mattered was her, us, and this moment.

I was on the brink when I felt her orgasm ripple through her, her body tightening and convulsing around me. Her soft cry was muffled against my chest, her nails digging into my back as her pleasure consumed her. That was all it took to send me over the edge, and with one final thrust, I followed her into that sweet oblivion. We both came, our bodies trembling and pressed tightly together, wrapped in a shared moment of ecstasy.

Breathing heavily, I collapsed beside her, the warmth of her body still radiating against mine. A light sheen of sweat glistened on our skin, catching the soft light from the nearby lamp as we lay there, recovering. She turned to me with a lazy smile, her lips swollen from our kisses. “That was great,” she said, her voice still breathy and satisfied.

I kissed her gently, unable to resist the pull of her warmth. “It was,” I agreed, feeling a deep contentment settle over me. “This whole week is going to be amazing.” And I meant it. This place, this moment—it felt like a turning point. We had saved for so long, and now, it was all worth it.

The resort was nothing short of breathtaking. Victoria and I weren’t wealthy by any means, but we had planned for this, ensuring we could enjoy every luxury it offered. The grounds were sprawling, filled with towering palm trees and lush gardens that seemed to hum with life. There was a world-class spa, a state-of-the-art gym, an immense pool surrounded by a chic bar, and a selection of restaurants that boasted gourmet cuisine. Not to mention the pristine white sand beach that stretched out just beyond the resort’s edge, where the gentle lap of the waves called to us.

We spent that first full day wandering the grounds, holding hands as we explored the beach, the soft sand warming our feet while the ocean breeze tousled our hair. Every sight, every sound felt like a gift, a chance to reconnect with one another and with the world around us. The stress of our everyday lives seemed to fall away with every passing hour, replaced by the serene beauty of this place.

As dusk began to fall, we retreated to our room to prepare for a decadent dinner at one of the resort’s most elegant restaurants. I chose a succulent sea bass, perfectly paired with a crisp white wine, while Victoria opted for a rich, tender filet mignon. We laughed and talked as we shared a bottle of red, the warmth of the wine making our smiles a little wider, our laughter a little freer. Victoria looked divine in a low-cut black dress that hugged her curves, her ample breasts and full hips catching more than a few admiring glances from the staff. I could have sworn I saw one of the busboys nearly stumble as he exited the kitchen, his eyes glued to her as he walked away.

After dinner, we weren’t ready to call it a night. The resort’s lobby bar beckoned to us with its soft golden lighting and glittering chandeliers that hung from a vaulted ceiling high above. We found a cozy spot at the bar, nestled between a few other patrons, and ordered more wine. As we sipped our drinks, we let the atmosphere wash over us—the gentle hum of conversation, the clink of glasses, and the soft strains of live piano music that filled the room like a warm embrace.

Eventually, we struck up casual conversations with the people around us. Victoria began chatting with a woman on vacation with her friends, while I found myself deep in discussion with a man named Leon. He was in town on business, a construction manager overseeing a local project, and as luck would have it, we were in the same industry. Conversation flowed easily between us—work, sports, life. It was one of those rare moments where the world seemed to fade away, leaving only good company and the comfortable buzz of shared stories.

“Is this your wife?” Leon interjected during a lull in our conversation, nodding toward Victoria with a casual smile.

I chuckled, realizing how rude I’d been not to introduce them earlier. “Jesus, yeah, sorry. Babe,” I called over to Victoria, gently pulling her out of her conversation, “this is Leon. He’s in town as a project manager—works in hospitality construction, like my line of work.”

Victoria turned toward us, her cheeks flushed from the generous amount of wine we had both been indulging in. She smiled warmly, her lips full and her eyes sparkling under the bar’s soft, low light. “Hi there,” she greeted him, her voice sweet and slightly playful as she extended her hand.

I couldn’t help but notice the way Leon’s large hand completely enveloped hers as they shook. His grip seemed to swallow her smaller, delicate hand, and for a moment, I found myself transfixed by the contrast. Victoria’s fingers looked so small against his, her soft skin brushing against the rough calluses of his palm. My attention shifted, just for a second, to the way her dress clung to her curves. The deep, plunging neckline of her black dress showcased her ample cleavage, her breasts nearly spilling out with every subtle shift of her body. I saw Leon’s eyes flicker downward, a quick, almost instinctive glance, and I couldn’t fault him for it—her tits were impossible to ignore, practically begging for attention.

It was in that moment that I finally sized Leon up. He was older than us—maybe by ten years or so—but carried himself with a confidence that spoke of experience and maturity. Tall and powerfully built, he had the kind of physique that turned heads in any room he entered. His dark skin was smooth, his features sharp yet softened by a warm smile. Victoria’s hand lingered in his for just a moment longer before she pulled away, and I could sense her feeling just as tipsy and carefree as I was.

“Mike and I were just swapping stories about work,” Leon said with an easy smile, turning his attention back to both of us, “but what brings you two to town? A nice little getaway?”

Victoria was quick to answer, her excitement bubbling up as she nodded enthusiastically. “Yep! We’ve been long overdue for a vacation. Just got here yesterday, and we’ve got the whole week to ourselves.” Her voice was light and airy, the joy unmistakable as she leaned in closer to me, resting a hand on my leg under the table. She looked radiant in that moment, her energy infectious.

“That’s great,” Leon said with a nod. “I’m here for the week, too—though for work, of course. The wife isn’t thrilled when I’m gone this long,” he added with a wry grin.

That’s when I noticed the wedding band on his finger, gleaming subtly in the dim light. The conversation shifted naturally, and soon we were trading stories about home life. Leon had been with his wife for twenty years, having married young, and they had two kids—both in high school now. We swapped anecdotes about raising children, the small triumphs and challenges of family life. The more we talked, the more I found myself liking Leon. He was easygoing, charismatic, and our conversation flowed effortlessly between us. Victoria chimed in often, her laughter bubbling up at all the right moments, her hand occasionally brushing against my leg or resting on my arm. There was a warmth between all of us that felt comfortable, natural.

But as the night wore on, the energy in the room began to shift. The soft glow of the crystalline chandeliers dimmed slightly as more patrons trickled out, the once bustling bar quieting as the evening came to a close. We all knew it was getting late.

“Well,” Leon said, standing up from his seat and stretching his broad shoulders. “It’s been great talking with you two, but I should probably get some rest. Early day tomorrow.”

“Same here,” I agreed, though a part of me was reluctant to see the evening end. Victoria smiled warmly at Leon, her fingers lightly brushing her hair back as she stood as well.

“It was really nice meeting you, Leon,” she said, her voice soft with genuine warmth. “Hopefully we’ll see you around this week.”

“I’m sure we will,” Leon replied with a wink before offering a final nod to me. “Take care, Mike.”

We said our goodbyes, the three of us exchanging friendly smiles before Leon turned and disappeared into the lobby. Victoria and I watched him go for a moment before I turned to her, slipping an arm around her waist. Her body fit perfectly against mine, soft and warm, and I pressed a lingering kiss to her temple.

“Ready to head up?” I asked quietly, my voice low, feeling the weight of the evening settle over me.

She nodded, her lips curling into a soft smile. “Yeah… it’s been a good night.”

And as we made our way toward the elevators, the buzz of the night’s conversation still humming in my mind, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this week held more than just relaxation in store for us. Something had shifted, and though I couldn’t quite place it yet, I felt it. We were only just beginning.


The Morning After

The majority of the next morning and early afternoon passed in a blissful haze within the confines of our suite. It was as if something primal had awoken between us on this trip, a surge of youthful energy we hadn’t felt in years. Every glance, every touch seemed to ignite a fire beneath our skin, making it nearly impossible to keep our hands off one another. We reveled in it—the newfound passion, the exhilarating reconnection that seemed to grow with each passing moment. I could only hope this rush of desire wouldn’t fade anytime soon. After another round of intense lovemaking, our bodies tangled in the luxurious sheets, we finally decided to emerge from our cocoon of pleasure and head down to the beach.

It was late afternoon by the time we arrived, the sun hanging low in the sky, casting a golden hue over everything it touched. We easily found a perfect spot on the soft sand, nestled near the shore but far enough from the crowds to feel secluded. The waves lapped gently against the beach, their rhythmic sound mingling with the warm breeze that tousled Victoria’s hair as she peeled off her cover-up.

My breath caught for a moment as she revealed her red bikini, the vibrant color standing out against her bronzed skin. She looked stunning, her curves accentuated by the snug fabric, her skin glowing with the subtle tan she’d acquired since we’d left home. The soft, natural light kissed her body in all the right places, making her look like something out of a dream. I couldn’t help but watch her, mesmerized by the way she moved so effortlessly, her body all soft lines and inviting warmth.

We laid back, side by side, our bodies sinking into the warm sand. I closed my eyes, letting the sun’s gentle heat wash over me, lulling me into a pleasant drowsiness. The distant sounds of children playing and the occasional call of a seagull only added to the tranquility. I could feel myself starting to drift into a light sleep when a familiar voice pulled me back.

“Hey there, folks.”

I blinked my eyes open and squinted up at the figure standing over us, casting a shadow against the glowing sky. Leon. He was smiling down at us, his tall, muscular frame blocking out the sun for a moment.

“Hey!” Victoria responded warmly, lowering her sunglasses and pushing herself up slightly to greet him properly.

“Meetings ended early today,” Leon said with a casual grin. “Figured I’d hit the beach for a bit.”

As he spoke, I took in his appearance more fully. Shirtless, Leon was in reLeonable shape for a man his age—his torso broad and sculpted, each muscle defined under his dark skin. He seemed even taller now than he had the previous evening, though perhaps that was simply the perspective from lying down. His chest rose and fell with the easy breaths of someone who clearly took care of himself, and for a brief moment, I couldn’t help but feel a flicker of envy.

“Nice,” Victoria replied, smiling. She stretched lazily, her body arching in a way that made my heart skip a beat. “Yeah, we’ve had a beautifully lazy day so far,” she added, glancing over at me. Her cheeks had taken on a soft blush, and at first, I thought it was a shy reaction to Leon seeing her in that impossibly sexy bikini. But when I glanced back at Leon, the reason for her flush became instantly clear.

Leon was wearing a pair of snugly fitted blue bathing trunks—not quite as revealing as a speedo, but certainly more form-fitting than the standard beachwear most men opted for. And it was obvious why he chose them. An immense bulge pushed against the fabric, the outline of his manhood clearly visible, stretching downward in a way that was almost obscene. It was impossible to ignore, and I quickly averted my eyes, feeling a flicker of discomfort mingle with an odd fascination.

“Doing nothing is part of the appeal of a vacation,” Leon said, his smile widening as he caught the subtle exchange between us. He wasn’t embarrassed or self-conscious in the slightest—if anything, there was a quiet confidence in the way he carried himself. “Well, I don’t want to intrude. Maybe I’ll catch you guys at the bar later.”

“Yeah, man, for sure,” I replied, trying to maintain my composure. “We’ll probably head down there later tonight.”

Leon nodded and flashed another easy smile before turning and walking off toward a more secluded stretch of the beach. As he strode away, his broad back and powerful legs flexed with each step, leaving deep impressions in the sand behind him. Once he was out of earshot, Victoria turned to me with a bemused smile playing on her lips.

“Was I imagining that?” she asked, her voice low and incredulous, a blush creeping back up her cheeks.

“Nope,” I said dryly, shaking my head. “Dude is packing.” I wasn’t the jealous type—never had been—but I couldn’t deny that seeing Leon’s considerable endowment had bruised my ego just a little.

Victoria laughed softly, her eyes still wide with disbelief. She bit her lip, glancing over her shoulder toward where Leon had disappeared. “How can his wife even handle that thing?” she mused aloud, her voice filled with a mixture of awe and curiosity.

Her comment caught me by surprise, but the effect it had on me was even more startling. The uninhibited nature of her words sent a jolt of arousal through me—something I hadn’t anticipated. Victoria had never openly discussed another man’s size before, especially not in a casual setting like this. It felt dangerous and thrilling, like we had crossed into uncharted territory. I decided to push it further, wanting to see how far we could go with this playful tension.

“Don’t be jealous,” I quipped with a smirk, leaning in closer. “I’m sure you could handle it too, babe.” My voice was light, teasing, but there was a layer of heat beneath the joke. It wasn’t the first time I had teased her about taking a bigger man—those fantasies sometimes slipped out in the heat of passion, whispered between breathless kisses when desire took over my better judgment.

Victoria’s blush deepened, her cheeks glowing in the warm light of the late afternoon sun. She turned her head slightly, avoiding my gaze but smiling despite herself. “Mike, stop…” she said softly, her voice a mix of sweetness and embarrassment. “Don’t tease me like that.”

“I’m just joking around,” I replied, my tone playful yet suggestive. The ocean breeze swept over us, carrying with it a sense of freedom that seemed to lower both of our inhibitions. We were far from home, far from routine, and the idea of Victoria bedding another man—even as a joke—felt oddly liberating in this moment. It was as if this trip had opened the door to something new, something that existed between fantasy and reality, and I was more comfortable with it than I ever imagined I would be.

“I’ve seen the way he’s been looking at you,” I prodded, watching her reaction closely. “I’m sure he’d kill for a tussle with you.” My words were light, but I couldn’t deny the thrill I felt as I said them. Part of me was testing her, teasing out a reaction, while another part of me was genuinely intrigued by the thought.

Her blush lingered, but her playful side emerged as she flipped her hair back with a flirtatious gesture. “Who wouldn’t?” she replied, her voice dripping with mock confidence as she threw me a sly look. I laughed, both amused and aroused by her boldness. Victoria reached into our beach bag and pulled out a cold beer, the can hissing as she popped it open. She took a long, deliberate sip, her eyes distant as if she was turning something over in her mind. When she spoke again, her tone was exaggerated, teasing, but the words hung in the air between us like a challenge.

“Well, I’ve never been with a black man before…” she said with a teasing look, her lips curling into a smirk as the words escaped. The playfulness of her tone couldn’t mask the hint of intrigue behind them. My heart skipped a beat, and my cock stirred with arousal, responding to the forbidden excitement of the moment.

The ocean air had clearly worked its magic on both of us, lowering our walls and encouraging us to explore this unspoken territory. Her comment lingered in my mind throughout the evening, weaving itself into my thoughts as we prepared for the night ahead. As we walked down the sandy path toward the bar, the sun now slipping beneath the horizon, I couldn’t shake the image of Victoria and Leon. Her words had brought it to life—had she not found him attractive, she never would have entertained the joke. It was clear she fancied him, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the size of his manhood—the one we had both clearly noticed—wasn’t stoking her curiosity.

Once inside the dimly lit bar, we settled into a cozy corner, our bodies close, the warmth of the alcohol loosening our tongues and lowering our guards even further. We had been sitting there for nearly an hour, sipping cocktails and chatting with the bartender, when I realized I was feeling something strange: disappointment. The thought that we might not run into Leon tonight gnawed at me in a way I hadn’t expected. I glanced over at Victoria and caught her looking around the room, clearly scanning for a familiar face as well. The low hum of conversation surrounded us, but there was an undercurrent of anticipation hanging in the air between us. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but something had shifted since our talk on the beach.

A few more drinks deep, we had grown comfortable in our own bubble of banter when I heard the familiar baritone voice behind me.

“Evening, folks,” Leon said, pulling up a chair beside me.

I turned, an odd sense of relief washing over me as I greeted him. “Hey there!” I replied, a bit more enthusiastically than I had intended. I wasn’t sure why I felt so happy to see him, but I knew that his presence added an extra layer to the night—something exciting and unpredictable.

The three of us quickly fell into an easy rhythm of conversation, the laughter coming effortlessly as the drinks flowed freely. Leon was in good spirits, and I noticed almost immediately that his interactions with Victoria had taken on a slightly different tone. His flirtations were subtle, nothing overt, but there was a certain charm in the way he held her gaze a little longer than before, the way his fingers brushed her arm during moments of shared laughter. It wasn’t just him, though. Victoria, clearly feeling the effects of her cocktails, seemed more than willing to reciprocate. Her smiles lingered on her lips just a beat too long, her touches a shade more intimate. But it was all in good fun, lighthearted and harmless—at least, that’s what I told myself.

Another hour passed in a blur of laughter, stories, and clinking glasses when Leon’s phone suddenly rang, its shrill sound cutting through the din of the bar. He glanced at the screen and chuckled before picking it up. “Hey, love,” he answered, still seated beside us.

Victoria and I exchanged a glance as we sipped our drinks, listening in on the half of the conversation we could hear.

“Oh, nothing,” Leon said into the phone, his tone easy and relaxed. “Just down here at the bar… Yeah, I’m actually sitting with the couple I told you about.”

At this, Victoria and I shot each other amused looks, our curiosity piqued. Apparently, we had come up in conversation. But then the direction of the call shifted, and Leon let out a low laugh. “No, no I didn’t,” he said, shaking his head as he spoke. “Not everyone is into that lifestyle, sugar.”

My brow furrowed, and I glanced at Victoria again—this time with more intensity. I could see the intrigue flicker across her face as she processed his words. What lifestyle was he talking about? I wasn’t sure if I was more confused or curious, but the sudden change in the tone of the conversation had both of us on high alert.

Leon chuckled again into the phone. “Yes, yes, I know… Alright, okay, baby. Love you too,” he said before hanging up and sliding his phone back into his pocket. He looked up at us and must have noticed the way we were staring because he gave a sheepish smile.

“Sorry about that,” he said casually, taking a sip of his drink.

But Victoria and I couldn’t let it go. We were both too far down the rabbit hole of curiosity, and the alcohol had only made us bolder. Victoria, flushed with her fourth cocktail and always a bit more free-spirited when she reached this level of intoxication, leaned forward with an impish smile.

“Sorry, Leon,” she began, her voice soft but direct, “we couldn’t help but overhear. What’s this lifestyle that we’re apparently not into?” Her cheeks were flushed, but there was a spark of genuine curiosity in her eyes.

I chuckled, feeling a similar surge of intrigue as I nodded in agreement. “Yeah, I’ve gotta say, I’m kind of curious too,” I added, trying to keep the mood light but inwardly bracing myself for what might come next.

Leon’s expression shifted, a flicker of embarrassment crossing his face. He shifted slightly on his bar stool, clearly uncomfortable for the first time all evening. “Oh, you heard that, huh?” he said, rubbing the back of his neck with a small, awkward laugh. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to make things weird.”

Victoria wasn’t letting him off the hook that easily. Her eyes were locked on his, eager for more. “Well?” she pressed, her voice playful but insistent. “You’ve gotta give us something.”

Leon hesitated for a moment, his gaze flickering between the two of us as if weighing his options. He took a deep breath, then leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice just enough to make the moment feel even more intimate.

“Alright,” he said, his tone more serious now. “Here’s the thing. My wife and I… well, we’ve been married a long time. We got married young, and over the years, we’ve kind of developed an… open marriage, I guess you could say.”

I could feel my heart rate quicken as he spoke, a strange mix of surprise and excitement settling in my chest.

Leon glanced down at his drink, as if unsure how much more to reveal. “We don’t mind if the other one wants to sow some wild oats every now and then. You know, with other people. In fact, she kind of… encourages it, in my case.”

There was a brief silence, the kind that feels longer than it is, as the weight of his words settled over the table. I stared at him, my expression probably unreadable, but inside, my thoughts were racing. It was a lot to take in—this revelation about Leon and his wife’s arrangement—and I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about it. My blood pressure had definitely risen, though whether it was from discomfort or some strange thrill, I couldn’t quite tell.

Victoria, on the other hand, seemed completely engaged. Her lips parted slightly, and her cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red, but she didn’t look away from him. There was something in her eyes—something that told me she wasn’t as thrown by this information as I might have expected. She looked… intrigued.

Victoria smiled, though her blush deepened with a mixture of intrigue and embarrassment. “Well, that’s certainly… interesting,” she said slowly, her voice laced with curiosity. But then, with a naive innocence that caught me slightly off guard, she added, “What does that have to do with us?”

I already had a good idea of where this was headed, but I let the moment unfold.

Leon chuckled softly, leaning back in his seat as he answered her question with a calm ease. “Well,” he began, “I casually mentioned to Cynthia—that’s my wife—that I’d met a nice couple at the hotel. Told her you both seemed like well-established, good-natured people.” He turned to me mid-sentence, his expression light but sincere. “And I also let her know that the wife was particularly attractive.”

He smiled warmly, and I could see he was choosing his words carefully, not wanting to offend. “Mike, I mean no disrespect.”

I waved it off with a grin, feeling surprisingly unfazed. “No offense taken. Sounds like you were just being honest.”

Leon chuckled again, as if relieved by my reaction, and continued, turning his gaze back to Victoria. “So naturally, Cynthia asked if I was going to pursue anything with you two. She wondered if you might be open to sharing.”

There was a subtle shift in the air as his words hung between us, and I turned to Victoria with a massive smirk on my face, waiting to see her reaction. Her expression slowly transformed as the realization hit her—eyes widening, cheeks flushing even redder than before. She brought her hand to her mouth in a dramatic gesture, her fingers brushing against her lips as if to stifle a gasp.

I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing at the look on her face, and Leon joined me with a deep chuckle, clearly amused by the situation.

“So yeah,” Leon said, his voice rich with amusement. “That’s what I meant by ‘lifestyle.’”

Victoria, still processing everything, quickly took another swig of her cocktail, her eyes darting between Leon and me with a mix of shock and uncertainty. She looked almost terrified, as if she couldn’t quite believe the turn the conversation had taken.

I leaned in, grinning. “Will you relax?” I teased, my tone light. “You asked the man after all.”

She finally found her voice, though it wavered slightly with a mix of confusion and disbelief. “I-I’m just a little confused,” she admitted, her eyes still wide. “Your wife actually lets you sleep with other women?”

Leon didn’t hesitate, answering with candid ease. “Yeah, she does. We have a pretty open arrangement. But I’m only allowed to sleep with married women—Cynthia doesn’t trust the single ones.” He took a long swig of his drink before continuing. “I actually bull regularly for a married couple back home, and when I travel for business, I occasionally meet other couples who are into the same lifestyle.”

“Bull?” Victoria asked, her voice filled with genuine naivety. My brilliant wife, always so sharp and quick-witted, was suddenly on her heels, trying to make sense of this new world we had just stumbled into.

I leaned back, watching her with amusement as she tried to wrap her head around the concept. I could see the gears turning in her mind, her curiosity sparking even as she struggled with the unfamiliar terminology.

Leon’s blunt admission lingered in the air like a crackle of electricity, igniting something deep within me. “A bull,” he had said confidently, his gaze drifting to Victoria, “is a term used in the lifestyle. It basically means that I sleep with married women. I love taking married women to bed.”

There was something bizarrely arousing about Leon being so forward—so unapologetically open about what he enjoyed, especially since it was clear he would love nothing more than to take Victoria to bed if given the chance. The realization that after years of fantasizing about this exact scenario, someone like Leon would materialize and discuss it so openly with my wife and me was almost surreal. It sent my mind into overdrive, fantasies blurring with the sudden possibility of reality.

Victoria’s cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red, and I could tell she was still mulling it all over, her breathing coming in slightly heavier as she processed it. After a long pause, she spoke, her voice quiet but curious. “And the husbands… they allow it?” Her words tumbled out hesitantly, like she was stepping into unfamiliar territory.

“Encourage it, really,” Leon replied, his voice deep and steady. “I’ll only partake if the husband knows about it and wants it to happen. It’s a huge rush for most men to watch their wife cuckold them.”

He paused, his eyes settling on me with a knowing smile. “What about you, Mike?” he asked, his tone gentle but probing. “You seem awfully quiet, and you don’t seem as shocked as your wife here.”

My heart pounded in my chest. Every twisted fantasy I’d ever entertained rushed to the surface, culminating in a single vivid image of Victoria on her back, writhing in pleasure beneath another man—beneath Leon. This was cuckolding he was talking about. The very thing I had fantasized about in the shadows of my mind, now being laid out before me as a real possibility. I could barely believe it, and though I had imagined Victoria with another man countless times, hearing a real-life offer sent my brain into overload.

I cleared my throat, managing a small smile. “Mostly fascinated, really,” I replied, keeping my tone neutral as I tried to wrap my head around it all. “Just kind of… soaking it in.”

Leon chuckled again, sensing the tension beneath my words. “So, it’s safe to say you two have never done anything like this before,” he said, his tone light but teasing. “I told my wife I didn’t think you had.”

I glanced at Victoria, who was still blushing furiously, her fingers nervously tapping the edge of her glass. She shook her head in agreement, clearly as caught off guard as I was.

“Can’t say that we have,” I admitted, my voice quieter now, almost thoughtful.

Leon smiled, leaning back in his chair. “Well, look,” he said, his tone softening, “I don’t want to weird you two out any more than I already have. I’ve got a painfully early meeting tomorrow, so I think I’ll take my leave. Hopefully, I’ll catch you guys around tomorrow.”

He stood up, pausing briefly to leave cash on the counter before turning back to us. “Have a nice night,” he said, his deep voice still carrying that warm confidence, and with that, he was gone.


Seeing Is Believing

Victoria and I sat in silence for a moment, the weight of the conversation settling in. Then, I turned to her with a wicked grin. “I told you he wants to fuck you,” I said, my tone playful but loaded with meaning.

Her eyes widened in surprise before we both broke into a fit of absurd, muffled laughter, the tension dissipating into shared amusement. But the undercurrent of what had just been discussed remained, vibrating beneath our laughter, sparking something deep inside both of us.

The elevator ride back to our room was filled with a kind of restless energy, Victoria and I pawing at each other like teenagers. The sexual tension between us was palpable, heightened by the night’s provocative conversation. I wasn’t sure exactly what had gotten into us, but I knew Leon’s admission had stirred something primal—something we hadn’t felt in a long time.

By the time we tumbled into bed, we were already fumbling at each other’s bodies, breathless with anticipation. As I reached for the remote, Victoria looked at me curiously between kisses.

“What are you doing?” she managed to ask, her lips swollen and glistening from our fevered embrace.

The conversation from the bar had sent my mind spinning into overdrive, every perverted thought and fantasy suddenly feeling closer to reality than ever before. I decided to push things. “How about a movie?” I suggested, the thought of watching porn together after so many years adding a thrill to the moment.

Victoria’s eyes glimmered with arousal, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Go ahead,” she said, pretending to relent, but I could see the heat in her eyes. She was as turned on by the idea as I was.

“I’m going to clean up real quick,” she added, tossing me the remote. “You pick the movie.” She slipped off toward the bathroom, leaving me near giddy with anticipation.

As I stood under the shower, my cock hardened at the thought of what my wife might be doing in the other room, alone with her thoughts and the remote in hand. The memory of Leon’s proposition buzzed in my mind, feeding my arousal. I was so excited I cut my shower short, eager to return to her.

I dried off hastily, pulling on my boxers before stepping back into the room, my erection throbbing with curiosity. But as soon as I opened the bathroom door, I was greeted by the unmistakable sound of feminine moans and the rhythmic slapping of bodies. My heart skipped a beat as I rounded the corner into the bedroom, and the sight before me stopped me in my tracks.

Victoria lay sprawled on the bed, completely nude, her legs wide and her feet resting on the sheets. Her fingers were gliding over her wet pussy as she watched the images flickering on the screen. Her tits jiggled slightly with each movement of her body, her skin flushed with arousal. On the floor, her cocktail dress and stilettos lay discarded, along with her panties.

She glanced up at me when she noticed my presence, her cheeks flushed even deeper. “I didn’t mean to order this,” she blushed, her voice breathless with both embarrassment and desire.

“Order what?” I asked, approaching the bed with growing excitement.

She motioned toward the screen, where a woman was being pounded intensely by a massive black cock, her head thrown back in sheer ecstasy as she took the entire length inside her. The knot in my stomach tightened, and my cock strained to full hardness as I took in the sight.

“Wow,” I murmured, stunned. “I guess Leon’s proposition got to you?” I managed, my blood pressure rising with the mix of arousal and shock that coursed through me. The fact that she had chosen an interracial film—a genre we had never explored together—sent my mind racing in a million different directions.

Victoria stammered, her breath quickening, but her fingers didn’t stop their teasing dance over her sopping mound. “No, I… I saw the title, Naughty Wives, and tried to preview it. I don’t know how to work the remote, I guess I ordered it accidentally.”

I believed her, but her flushed cheeks and the way her legs remained spread told a different story. I couldn’t resist teasing her. “Uh huh. Sure you did, babe.”

Her blush deepened, and for a moment, she bashfully pressed her thighs together in a brief attempt at modesty. “I’m serious…” she whined softly, her voice carrying that mix of embarrassment and excitement that sent a thrill through me.

I didn’t reply, but instead approached her on the bed, the air between us thick with tension. Her body, laid bare before me, seemed to shimmer with the soft glow of the bedside lamp. Victoria’s pussy looked utterly divine—damp and plump from the attention of her own delicate fingers, now glistening with arousal. The scent of her filled the room, intoxicating, pulling me toward her without hesitation.

I crawled toward her, drawn in by instinct, my face inching closer to her wet heat. She must have sensed my intent because, with a sly smile, she slowly parted her legs further, exposing herself more fully as she moved her hand away to let me in. Her vulnerability mixed with the confident way she invited me closer made my heart race.

I started with kisses, soft and reverent, beginning at the inside of her thigh and trailing up toward her mound. Her skin was warm, and I could feel the quiver of anticipation as I made my way closer to her swollen clit. Victoria’s breath caught when my lips finally found her, and I planted a deep, passionate kiss right on the spot she craved most. Her reaction was instant—her moans filled the room as she grabbed at my hair, holding me there as I licked her with slow, deliberate strokes. I couldn't help but notice how wet she had become, her slickness a testament to just how aroused she truly was.

I glanced up between breaths, my lips slick from her wetness, and caught sight of her eyes, locked on the television screen. The sounds of the woman in the movie—deep moans and the rhythmic slapping of bodies—echoed in the background, creating a heady symphony of pleasure that only seemed to heighten the tension between us.

I paused for a moment to catch my breath, teasing her. “Well? Do you like the movie?” My voice was low, nearly a whisper, laced with curiosity and desire. Part of me hoped she did, that this unexpected moment had unlocked something new within her.

She nodded, biting her lip in that way she did when she was trying to hold back her excitement. Her voice was soft, almost shy, as she admitted, “It’s crazy, but I do. I’ve never seen a black one before.”

Her confession sent a bolt of heat straight through me. I could feel my pulse quicken, my blood pressure rising in response. Something about her admission felt forbidden yet thrilling, a line being blurred that neither of us had anticipated crossing tonight.

I leaned back in, placing a soft kiss on her clit before murmuring against her skin, “I bet Leon’s even bigger than that.”

I didn’t know why I said it—maybe it was the heat of the moment, the alcohol loosening my tongue—but the words slipped out before I could stop them. Victoria’s moans grew louder, her grip on my hair tightening as my words seemed to stoke her arousal even more.

I kissed her again, continuing the dirty talk. “You can admit you find him attractive. It doesn’t bother me,” I whispered, my voice coaxing her to explore the edge of this fantasy with me.

Her breath hitched, and she whined softly, her voice laced with embarrassment but undeniably turned on. “Mike, stoppp…” But the way she clutched at me, the way her hips rolled slightly in response to my words, told me she didn’t want me to stop.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I shuffled up onto my knees, positioning myself over her as I pressed my throbbing cock against her slick mound. Victoria’s body responded instantly, her back arching as I pushed into her with ease, her warmth enveloping me in a familiar yet heightened rush of pleasure.

She began moaning loudly, her voice filling the room with a passion I hadn’t heard from her in years. It was raw, unfiltered, as if the mix of our drunken arousal and the erotic charge of our conversation had unlocked something in her. In the heat of the moment, I found myself admitting something I had never fully voiced before.

“You know I fantasize about you with a bigger man, right?” The words tumbled out, fueled by the lust coursing through me.

Victoria’s nails dug into my shoulders as I thrust into her, her voice breathless as she cried out, “Oh god, Mike! Keep fucking me!”

The combination of alcohol and our wild arousal had stripped away any filter I normally held, and we were lost in each other, our bodies moving in a rhythm we hadn’t felt in a long time. Every word, every movement seemed to push us further into uncharted territory, a place where desire and fantasy melded into one.

"Oh, I will, baby," I whispered, my voice low and filled with lust. "And when I’m done, I’m gonna call Leon up here for his turn."

Victoria’s eyes began to glaze over, the mixture of my words and the pleasure overtaking her senses. I could feel the intensity building inside her, a powerful orgasm brewing just beneath the surface. Sensing her tipping point, I leaned in closer, my breath hot against her ear as I delivered the final push. “I’ll sit right there on that chair,” I murmured, “and watch as he pounds you with that big cock of his. I know you want it, Victoria.”

Her eyes rolled back into her head, and her entire body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her. It was rare to see her cum like this—so powerfully, so unrestrained—but tonight was different. The fantasy, the forbidden edge, had unlocked something deep within her. She bucked hard against me, moaning uncontrollably in pleasure, and the sight of her coming undone beneath me pushed me over the edge. My own release hit me like a tidal wave, my body shuddering as I spilled into her.

For a moment, we clung to each other, both of us shaking in the aftermath, our bodies slowly relaxing into a state of post-orgasmic bliss. I looked down at her, and she looked up at me. We smiled, kissed passionately, and soon fell into a deep, dreamless slumber, still wrapped in each other’s arms.

We awoke late the next morning, groggy but relaxed, and eventually made our way down to the lobby for brunch. The air between us was comfortable but charged, the memory of the previous night lingering in the silence as we gathered our thoughts. Victoria, as beautiful as ever, delicately arranged her eggs and bacon on her plate, her face soft in the morning light. I was just about to speak when she beat me to it.

“Were you serious about what you said last night?” she asked, her voice quiet, cautious.

The question sent a spark of excitement through me. Despite some lingering embarrassment, I knew I had to be honest. “Yeah…” I admitted. “I mean, it’s not something I think about all the time, but the thought of it… it turns me on.”

She blushed, her eyes dropping to her plate as she cut her food into small pieces, clearly processing what I’d said. She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice to make sure no one could hear. “You’re all I need, Mike,” she said with a small smile. “I can’t believe you’re such a perv.” She was teasing, but her smile deepened, and her blush only grew darker.

I matched her tone, leaning in with a grin. “I know, I am. But it’s just a kinky fantasy,” I said, shrugging it off with a lightheartedness that belied the excitement still simmering beneath the surface. I hesitated for a moment, then added, “I guess hearing Leon admit to… what he does… I don’t know, it breathed some life into it.”

Her face flushed again, and I couldn’t help but push her further. “Would you fuck him?” I asked, my voice soft but serious.

Victoria’s fork hovered over her plate as she played with her food, clearly uncomfortable yet intrigued. “Mike…” she said softly, as if trying to deflect the question.

“Judgment-free zone, Victoria,” I reassured her, smiling gently. “I know you find him attractive.”

She sighed, finally meeting my eyes, her cheeks still flushed. “Yes, he’s attractive,” she admitted quietly. “But we’re married, Mike. So no, of course, I wouldn’t fuck him.”

“Of course we’re married,” I replied, my voice calm and measured. “And we always will be.”

I paused for a moment, then decided to paint a picture—to see how she would react to the idea. My voice was light, almost casual, as I spoke.

“Imagine this,” I began. “We’re at the bar tonight. Leon’s there. We have a few drinks. You flirt with him a bit like you did last night. Then we go up to the room—the three of us. We strip you down, and he fucks you with that big cock of his. I watch, probably jerk off because I’ll be so insanely turned on. Then we go to sleep, never see him again, and wake up knowing we had some kinky fun on vacation one time.”

The fork slipped from Victoria’s fingers, clattering loudly against her plate and drawing a few glances from the other tables. Her eyes widened in shock, her face turning a deep shade of crimson. “Okay, Mike, that’s enough,” she whispered urgently, her voice filled with a mix of arousal and discomfort.

I decided to let it drop, sensing that I had pushed her far enough for now. We continued our meal in relative silence, though the tension between us remained. She refused to speak of it for the rest of the morning, and after a nap, we decided to head back down to the beach.

This time, we didn’t stop to lay down our blanket. Instead, we walked along the shore, letting the cool ocean breeze wash over us as we soaked in the beautiful day. I kept glancing at her, catching her eye and giving her knowing looks that made her blush every time. The conversation we’d had that morning still lingered between us, unspoken but palpable, and I could tell she was still turning it over in her mind.

We had never had a conversation like the one we’d had over brunch, and I could feel the uncharted territory we had stepped into. The excitement of it buzzed beneath my skin, and I found myself desperately wanting to revisit it, to see where it might lead us.

As we walked, our hands brushed together, and I looked at her, her face still flushed with the lingering effects of our earlier conversation. “Victoria,” I said softly, my voice carrying the weight of the moment, “I love you.”

She smiled at me, a softness in her eyes that hadn’t been there before. “I love you too, Mike,” she replied, her voice just as gentle.

And as we continued walking, the sun setting on the horizon, I couldn’t help but feel that something between us had shifted—something exciting and unknown, waiting just beneath the surface.

We had been walking for quite a while, the rhythmic crash of the waves and the warm sun soothing any lingering tension from the morning. That’s when we approached a small gathering of trees and a sign that read: Clothing Optional Beyond This Point — No Phones, No Cameras. Victoria glanced over at me with a playful shrug, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Might as well,” she teased. “Seems to be that kind of vacation.”

On a whim, we decided to continue, pushing through the brush into the clothing-optional section of the beach. At first, it didn’t seem all that different from where we had just been—just another stretch of shoreline dotted with sunbathers and swimmers. Some were fully suited, splashing in the ocean, while others lounged in the sun without a stitch of clothing. We strolled past an older Hispanic man, nude and at ease, his large gut and small penis exposed to the sun. I noticed Victoria quickly avert her eyes, trying to suppress a smile.

As we continued, we passed a younger couple who were also nude, their bodies tanned and fit. Neither of us stared, the novelty of it all making us somewhat bashful, yet I couldn’t deny the strange sense of relaxation that began to settle over me. For all its foreignness, the nude beach somehow felt liberating, a break from the normal constraints of life. But that sense of ease vanished the moment I saw Leon.

Victoria froze beside me, her entire body going rigid as if she’d been caught in the middle of some cosmic joke. I felt the same shock course through me—what were the odds? Suddenly, it clicked. He had headed this way after we’d run into him on the beach the other day. Still, it hadn’t crossed my mind that we’d find him here, like this.

Leon was striding toward us, his tall, muscular frame glistening in the sunlight. He was completely nude except for a towel slung casually over his shoulder. But what struck me—what absolutely floored me—was the size of his cock. It swayed heavily with each step, hanging thick and low between his legs. It was… obscene, and I felt my stomach drop as I tried to process what I was seeing.

I couldn’t help it; my eyes locked onto it, and the comparison was immediate and brutal. Even soft, Leon was bigger than I was fully hard—massively bigger. A wave of embarrassment crashed over me, the difference between us so stark, so undeniable that I couldn’t even begin to pretend otherwise. I could feel the blood rushing to my face, the heat of humiliation burning my cheeks as I stood there, frozen. The image was burned into my mind, a harsh reminder of my own inadequacy.

We both stood there like idiots, unsure of how to react as Leon approached, a friendly smile on his face as if this were the most natural encounter in the world. “Hey there, guys,” he said casually, his voice as warm as ever. “Didn’t expect to see you at this end of the beach.”

I could barely think straight, the sight of him still burned into my mind. Trying to gather myself, I forced a smile and stammered out a reply. “Yeah… it was kind of a spur-of-the-moment decision. Carefree vacation mode and all.” The words tumbled out of my mouth, disjointed and incoherent.

Leon chuckled, clearly sensing our unease. “First time on a nude beach?” he asked, glancing between the two of us.

“Yeah,” I replied quickly, eager to fill the silence. “Not many of these in Columbus, as I’m sure you can imagine.”

His gaze shifted to Victoria, a playful glint in his eyes. “Victoria’s idea?” he asked, smiling at her. But to my horror, I noticed that Victoria wasn’t listening. Her eyes were locked on his manhood, her gaze fixed on the thick, swaying length of him.

Leon noticed too. He glanced down and then back up, an amused smile tugging at his lips. I tried to snap Victoria out of her trance, half amused and half mortified. “Well, babe, was it your idea?”

She blinked, suddenly realizing she’d been caught staring. Her face flushed crimson, and she brought her hand to her mouth in embarrassment. “Oh my god,” she stammered. “How embarrassing.”

Leon, ever the gentleman, simply smiled and shrugged it off. “No worries,” he said smoothly. “I’m used to that.” He chuckled softly and draped the towel around his waist to cover up, though the image was already burned into both of our minds.

But as he covered himself, the damage was already done. The comparison had seared itself into my mind, a cruel reminder of the inadequacies I had tried to ignore. The sheer size of him, compared to me… I couldn’t stop thinking about it, couldn’t stop feeling that sharp sting of embarrassment. And the fact that Victoria had been staring too, openly admiring what Leon had to offer—it only made the feeling more intense, more painful.

Victoria’s face remained bright red as she stumbled over her words. “I… I’ve just never—seen one that big.”

Her admission hit me like a punch to the gut, my heart racing with a mixture of arousal and disbelief. My blood pressure skyrocketed as I stood there, trying to process what I’d just heard. My wife, openly admitting to this man that he was larger than me—much larger—was both shocking and strangely exhilarating. I didn’t know how to react, whether to feel jealous or turned on by the whole situation.

Leon didn’t seem fazed in the slightest. He just grinned, clearly proud. “No problem at all,” he said smoothly. “It’s not the first time I’ve heard that.”

There was a brief pause, the tension thick between us. Then Leon broke the silence with a casual laugh. “I’ve actually been out here baking in the sun way too long today,” he said, his voice light. “I’m heading back to my room. I don’t suppose you two would want to meet for a drink later?”

I looked at Victoria, wondering how much shame she might be feeling right now. Her expression was a mixture of surprise and something else I couldn’t quite place—was it excitement, curiosity, or confusion? I almost felt bad for her, but then I realized it ultimately wasn’t a big deal. She was still processing what had happened, just like I was.

“Babe?” I asked softly, trying to gauge where her mind was. “We didn’t have any plans…”

Victoria nodded slowly, still seeming a bit dazed by the whole encounter. “Sure,” she murmured, her voice almost distant. She wasn’t really answering my question—just agreeing to something she might not have fully grasped yet.

Leon smiled at her response, his face showing none of the tension that had crept between us. “Great, I’ll see you guys at the bar,” he said, and with that, he turned and walked off, his towel still loosely draped around his waist.

Victoria stood frozen for a moment, her mind clearly still blown by the whole situation. I watched her carefully, but she said nothing, and I wasn’t sure what to say either. We simply looked at each other, silent, before turning and heading back to the hotel.

The walk back to our room was quiet, a tension hanging in the air that neither of us dared disturb. Once inside, Victoria immediately began to undress. For a brief moment, I thought she might be feeling the same intense arousal I was—that maybe the sight of Leon’s big cock had sparked something in her, a desire she needed to quench right now. Maybe she would jump on me, desperate to satisfy her newly awakened lust.

Instead, she walked up to me, her eyes soft but unreadable, and kissed me deeply. Her lips lingered on mine for a tantalizing moment, but just as quickly, she pulled away and slipped into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

I stood there, dumbfounded. I wanted to hear her thoughts, to talk about what had just happened—about the bizarre and strangely arousing encounter at the beach. I wanted to know what she was feeling, if she was as turned on by it as I was. But all I heard was the sound of the shower turning on. I was left alone with my thoughts, unsure of what was happening inside her mind.

Just as I was about to sit on the bed, the bathroom door creaked open. Victoria’s head popped out, her hair damp and hanging loosely around her face.

“Babe…” she called out casually, as if she were asking me to pick up milk. “Why don’t you head down to the convenience store and buy some condoms? Magnums, please. I’m going to start getting ready for tonight.”

She disappeared back into the bathroom, leaving the door closed behind her.

My mind exploded. I stood there, frozen in place as her words began to sink in. Magnums? The thought sent a jolt of confusion and arousal through me, my heart racing in my chest. When the reality of what she had said hit me fully, I rushed to the bathroom door and flung it open.

Victoria stood naked in front of the mirror, one leg propped up on the counter as she casually shaved her legs. Her heavy breasts hung enticingly as she worked, completely at ease.

“You’re going to fuck him?” I asked, my voice trembling with a mixture of panic, shock, and… something else. Something darker. Something that scared me and thrilled me at the same time.

She glanced at me calmly, as if I had just asked her the most ordinary question. “Of course not, silly,” she said with a small, teasing smile. “But I want to make sure we aren’t being irresponsible in case something stupid happens tonight. I’m not on the pill right now.”

I blinked, confused and still trying to piece together her logic. “I don’t understand. You know I don’t fit into Magnums.”

The memory of that night early in our relationship flashed in my mind—me, naively thinking I could use one of my roommate’s Magnum condoms, only to find that my dick practically went swimming in it. It had been an embarrassing revelation, one I had quietly tucked away and never revisited.

She turned her head slightly, looking at me with a knowing smile. “I know you don’t,” she said, her voice soft and husky.

Her calm admission left me even more at a loss. “So… why do we need them?” I asked again, my voice barely a whisper as the arousal mixed with confusion in my chest.

Victoria finished shaving her leg, pulling it down from the counter before turning to face me fully. She walked up to me, her naked body pressing against mine as she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “I just want to have some large condoms on hand… in case.” She kissed me softly on the neck, her breath warm against my skin.

“In case what?” I managed to ask, though my mind was spinning too fast to process her words fully.

She was toying with me, and I both hated and loved it. She kissed me again, this time on the lips, her body molding against mine as her hand slipped down to massage my hardening cock through my trunks.

“Are you going to get them?” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction as she pulled away slightly, her eyes locked on mine with that same teasing, knowing look.

I stood there, completely at her mercy, my mind lost in a maze of perverted arousal. The question lingered in the air, thick with implication. In a trance, I nodded, barely registering my own response as I turned and headed for the door.


The Final Step

A couple of hours later, Victoria and I were headed down to the hotel lobby. She looked absolutely divine in a tightly fitted green dress, her brown hair cascading down to her shoulders in soft waves. Her skin glowed with sexual energy, and every time she moved, the fabric of the dress clung to her body, accentuating her curves. She walked with an effortless confidence, and I couldn’t help but feel completely captivated by her. As for myself, I was filled with something entirely different—nervous energy. Her teasing earlier in the afternoon had left me in a constant state of anticipation, the weight of those Magnum condoms still pressing on my mind. There were a thousand butterflies in my stomach, each one fluttering with the question of where the night might lead us.

We had a light meal, though I barely tasted the food, too distracted by the thoughts swirling in my mind. Afterward, we headed over to our usual spot at the hotel bar. For whatever reason, the bar was quieter than usual tonight, the low hum of conversation and the soft clink of glasses creating a sense of intimacy that hung in the air.

Victoria and I ordered a couple of glasses of wine and settled into the comfortable silence between us. There was a tension there—an unspoken understanding of what might be in play tonight. We exchanged few words, but every glance, every touch was filled with meaning. I grazed her ear and lightly adjusted one of her earrings, and she responded by resting her hand on my knee, her fingers grazing the fabric of my slacks as she smiled at me with that intoxicating blend of innocence and seduction. We leaned in for the occasional kiss, her lips soft and teasing, while my eyes lingered on the glittering cleavage peeking from her dress, lightly shimmering from moisturizer.

The anticipation was nearly unbearable when Leon finally arrived.

He strolled in wearing beige slacks and a snug dress shirt, looking as put together as ever. His easy confidence filled the room as he pulled up a chair next to me, his presence immediately commanding attention.

“Evening,” he greeted us with a smile, his voice as smooth as always.

“Good evening,” Victoria replied sweetly, her voice carrying a subtle undercurrent of flirtation.

Leon wasted no time ordering a drink, and to my surprise, he made sure to tell the bartender that we were on his tab tonight. I tried to protest, but he wouldn’t hear of it. “It’s the least I can do after the embarrassment I caused on the beach,” he said with a chuckle.

“Nonsense,” I replied, laughing lightly. “Serves us right for exploring places we probably shouldn’t have.”

The conversation flowed effortlessly after that, despite the earlier nude encounter that still lingered in the back of my mind. Leon was easy to talk to, and as the alcohol began to loosen our tongues, we all relaxed into the evening. An hour passed quickly, and by then we were all a bit tipsy, our laughter filling the quiet corners of the bar.

But as the night wore on, I couldn’t help but notice the way Leon and Victoria’s eyes kept finding each other. There was something electric in the air, an unspoken connection that hummed between them. The glances between them grew longer, more lingering, and I could feel the sexual energy in the room intensifying with every passing minute. My mind kept wandering to the possibilities of how this night might end, each thought more tantalizing than the last.

Just then, Leon’s phone buzzed. He glanced at it and smiled before answering. “Yeah, babe,” he said into the phone, standing from his chair and pacing near the bar as he spoke. From what I could gather, it was his wife on the other end of the line.

I took the moment to lean in and steal another kiss from Victoria, her lips parting slightly as our breath mingled. Her eyes were bright and lively as she pulled away, her cheeks flushed from the wine.

“Are you having a good time?” I asked, my voice low and heavy with meaning. It wasn’t just about the evening—it was about everything that had been building between us since that moment on the beach.

She nodded, her smile soft but full of unspoken excitement.

Before I could say anything more, Leon reappeared, holding his phone out in our direction. His expression was somewhere between playful and serious.

“She wants to talk to you,” he said, the phone now pointed directly at Victoria.

“Huh? Me?” Victoria’s voice was filled with awkward surprise, her brows furrowing as she glanced at Leon and then back at me.

"She probably wants to embarrass me," Leon said with a chuckle, handing the phone to Victoria. He then casually took a seat next to her, leaning in slightly, his presence immediately close and imposing.

Victoria’s face flushed a deep crimson as she accepted the phone, clearly caught off guard. “Hi! This is Victoria,” she greeted nervously, her voice lighter than usual.

From my position, I could only hear her side of the conversation, but even that was enough to set my heart racing. Her answers were short, almost clipped at times, as if she were trying to keep pace with an onslaught of rapid-fire questions from Leon’s wife.

“Yeah,” she answered, followed by a laugh that sounded equal parts nervous and excited. “Yeah.” Another laugh, but this time, her blush deepened into a rich red as her body seemed to tighten slightly in the chair. Then came a quiet gasp, one that made my pulse quicken in response.

Her voice dropped to a lower, more hushed tone. “No…” she whispered. “Yeah.” Then, suddenly, she giggled softly, almost as if in disbelief. “I can’t believe you’re asking me that!”

I was burning with curiosity, desperate to know what was being said on the other end of the line. My eyes locked onto Victoria, watching every subtle movement. I noticed her shifting in her seat, her legs crossing and uncrossing, her thighs pressing together as if some unseen tension was building within her. Her eyes now carried a different kind of gleam—a kind of arousal I wasn’t expecting to see from a simple phone conversation.

And then, as if sensing my gaze, she glanced up at me with a coy smile. “He does, actually,” she murmured into the phone, her eyes flickering with mischief. I felt my stomach flip, wondering what exactly she was referring to.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to know. But before I could ask, Victoria’s conversation seemed to be winding down. “I don’t know,” she replied softly, nodding at whatever Leon’s wife was saying. “Yeah, I know. Alright, well—it was really nice to talk to you!”

Her final words were quiet but polite, and she quickly handed the phone back to Leon, her face beet red, practically glowing with embarrassment and… something else. Something deeper.

Leon took the phone, smiling to himself as he glanced between us. “Well,” he asked playfully, “did she manage to embarrass me?”

Victoria stammered for a moment, trying to find the right words, her fingers nervously fidgeting with the stem of her wine glass. “Um… not exactly,” she said, her voice still slightly shaky. “She was actually very complimentary of you.” She took a long sip of her drink, clearly trying to compose herself.

Leon let out a warm laugh, bringing the phone back to his ear to finish up his conversation. He paced a few steps away from the table, his deep voice barely audible as he spoke to his wife.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I leaned in toward Victoria, my voice low and urgent. “What did she say?” I asked, barely able to keep the anxiety from seeping into my tone.

Victoria hesitated, her eyes darting away from mine as she fidgeted nervously with the hem of her dress. “You don’t want to know,” she whispered back.

“I do, actually,” I pressed, unable to shake the growing need to understand what had just transpired.

She sighed, then finally looked at me, her eyes filled with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. “She was… bragging about him,” Victoria admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “About his… endowment. And she was trying to encourage us… to go back to his room tonight.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, watching carefully as the impact of her words landed. “She was trying to encourage me… to cuckold you.”

I nearly dropped my glass, my mind reeling as the fantasy I had entertained for years collided with the reality of this moment. Time seemed to freeze, the world narrowing down to the weight of Victoria’s words and the strange, undeniable arousal that was now creeping into the edges of my thoughts.

Before I could even begin to form a response, Leon returned to the table and sat down beside Victoria, his casual demeanor unchanged. “Sorry about her,” he said with a chuckle. “She’s a loose cannon, that one.”

Victoria smiled at him, her tone soft and innocent. “No, she was very nice,” she replied, though I could hear the hint of something more in her voice—something that belied the simplicity of her words.

Leon’s gaze shifted to me then, his eyes sharp and full of excitement. “Is it true, Mike?” he asked quietly, his voice taking on a more serious tone. “That you’re actually keen on the idea?”

The air seemed to grow heavier with his question, the earth itself slowing as I processed what had just been laid out before me. I glanced at Victoria, whose face was bright red, her eyes wide with a combination of nerves and something deeper, more primal.

I didn’t know how to respond, my mind racing between thoughts of desire and apprehension. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I lifted my glass and took a long, deliberate sip of wine. After what felt like an eternity, I finally found my voice.

“In theory,” I managed to say, though the words came out more uncertain than I intended.

Leon smiled knowingly, his gaze still fixed on me. “Most men are,” he said, his voice calm and assured. “Most are also afraid to admit it—to themselves, to their wives.”

Beside me, Victoria seemed to be trembling with nervous excitement. I could see the way her hands gripped the edge of her chair, her breathing shallow as Leon’s words hung in the air. He must have sensed her tension because, without missing a beat, he gently placed his hand on her thigh, his touch soft but undeniably intimate.

“Here,” he said, adjusting his seated position so that he was facing more toward Victoria. “This is a little test I do with new couples. May I?”

His voice was low and steady, and as he reached for Victoria’s hand, I saw her face flush even deeper. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking to mine as if seeking permission. Then, slowly, she laid her palm into his, her movements delicate and deliberate. I would later learn that she already knew what he was going to attempt, his wife having told her during their strange conversation. But in that moment, I was locked in a trance, my mind awash in a mix of emotions—a knot of unease in my stomach and a familiar throbbing in my loins.

“Stop me at any time if this isn’t working for either one of you,” Leon said, his voice calm and sincere. Despite the surreal nature of the moment, there was something strangely reassuring in his tone, a sense of control that both terrified and aroused me.

I watched in a mix of aroused horror and fascination as Leon guided Victoria’s hand toward what I first thought was his upper thigh. But then I noticed the outline, the unmistakable bulge running down his pant leg. My heart leapt into my throat as the realization struck me: my wife’s hand was on his cock.

Victoria’s free hand flew to her mouth, her eyes wide with shock and disbelief. She didn’t pull away, though. She remained frozen, as if caught between wanting to stop and being unable to resist the allure of the moment. After years of fantasizing about such a perverted scene, the reality of it was wreaking havoc on my mind. It was one thing to think about it in the abstract, to let the fantasies play out in the safety of my imagination, but to actually see it—right here, right now—it overwhelmed me.

And yet, despite the chaos in my head, I was immediately and undeniably aroused.

I shot down a huge gulp of wine, my hand trembling slightly as I glanced nervously around the bar. Relief flooded through me when I saw no one on our side of the counter. Leon had probably already noticed that before making his move—carefully orchestrating the situation to ensure our privacy.

He calmly removed his hand from Victoria’s, his voice a soft command as he said, “Just leave it there, Victoria. Explore it while you enjoy your drink.”

I watched her closely, trying to read her expression as she let out a whispered, “My god. I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“It’s just a little fun on your vacation. Right, Mike?” Leon asked, his eyes flicking over to me to gauge my reaction.

“No harm at all,” I managed to reply, though my voice felt distant and strange to my own ears. My gaze drifted back to Victoria, who seemed to be moving in slow motion, her small hand gently running up and down the length of his concealed cock, her fingers grasping at his thickness through the thin fabric of his pants. The sight of it made my stomach twist with a potent mix of emotions—jealousy, excitement, fear, arousal. They all crashed together in a heady, confusing swirl.

Leon’s voice remained steady and calm, cutting through the haze in my mind. “Have you ever felt one that big?”

Victoria’s blush deepened, her lips parted slightly as she continued to stroke him. She shook her head, her voice barely audible as she replied, “God, no.”

We all sat there, suspended in a trance of lust and heightened arousal, our breaths heavy and our thoughts clouded by the intensity of the moment. My blood pressure was through the roof, every beat of my heart pulsing through my veins like a drum. Time seemed to slow down as my wife explored Leon’s manhood, her hand growing bolder with each passing minute.

After what felt like an eternity, Leon finally spoke again, breaking the charged silence. “Seems like you’re both enjoying this.”

Victoria looked at me then, her eyes wide and filled with worry, uncertainty, and raw desire. I could see the conflict playing out on her face, the question that neither of us dared to speak aloud hanging between us like a dark cloud.

I swallowed hard, my voice unsteady as I tried to find the right words. “Leon, why don’t you give us a minute to talk?” I said, forcing calm into my tone even as my mind raced.

“Certainly,” he replied with a knowing smile. He stood up, completely unconcerned by the massive tent in his pants as he casually walked toward the restroom. His confidence was both intimidating and oddly reassuring.

The moment he was gone, I turned to Victoria, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. She was still flushed, her breathing shallow as she glanced down at the table, avoiding my gaze. I could tell she was grappling with her own thoughts, caught between the desire to continue and the fear of what that might mean for us.

“Do you want to go up to his room?” I asked, my voice a mix of anxiety, panic, and hope. The words tumbled out before I could stop them, and I could hear the desperation in my tone.

“Oh God, Mike, what are we doing?” Victoria’s voice trembled with uncertainty, her wide eyes searching mine for reassurance.

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a tender yet passionate kiss. When I pulled away, I looked deep into her eyes and whispered, “We’ve been married for years, Victoria. We love each other, and we’re just spicing things up on a vacation. It’s completely normal… and incredibly exciting.”

She bit her lip, her brow furrowing with concern. “Aren’t you worried? Embarrassed?” she asked, her voice filled with trepidation.

I shook my head, feeling a thrill pulse through my veins. “No,” I said firmly. “I’m excited. I can’t explain it, but I’m completely fucking excited.”

I needed to know if she was feeling the same excitement coursing through me, so I let my hand drift beneath the hem of her dress, my fingers searching for her panties. Victoria gasped, her eyes widening with shock as I felt the warm, wet fabric beneath my touch. They were absolutely soaked.

“I think we should go up to his room,” I said with a grin, my voice low and full of intent.

Victoria hesitated for a moment, her breath coming in shallow, trembling bursts. Then, almost as if in surrender to the powerful current of desire between us, she whispered, “…Okay.”

We both stood there, caught in a sexual trance, the world around us blurring as we became consumed by the gravity of what was about to happen. I looked around the bar in a haze, my heart thudding in my chest as I tried to wrap my mind around the reality of this moment. Leon caught sight of us and returned, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

“I think we’ll take you up on that offer, Leon,” I said, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions inside me. “A nightcap up in your room.”

Leon’s face broke into a broad smile, clearly thrilled. “Great.”

The elevator ride up to his room was thick with tension, each moment heavy with sexual charge. Leon stood behind Victoria, his presence close and almost possessive. At one point, he reached around her body, his large hand gently grasping her tummy as he pulled her ass back against his crotch. Victoria’s eyes shot wide in response, her cheeks flushing a deep red. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she muttered softly to no one in particular, her voice shaking with disbelief.

Leon, confident and calm, leaned in and whispered against her ear, “You’re gonna have fun tonight, Victoria.”

I stood there, delirious with arousal, feeling as though I had entered another dimension where reality was bending at the seams. The speed with which things had escalated sent my mind spiraling, and yet, despite the whirlpool of emotions, my body responded with pure desire. The looming reality of my cuckolding, something that had once been a distant fantasy, was now standing before me in the form of this man, and it was both exhilarating and terrifying. My dick had never been harder.

When we reached his room, the doors opened to reveal a spacious presidential suite, far grander than our own. It was beautifully designed, with a plush beige couch, a full kitchenette, and an air of luxury that only heightened the surrealness of the situation.

Leon gently took Victoria by the hand, leading her to the couch with ease. She followed him, her eyes wide but compliant, her body moving on instinct. I watched as he sat her down beside him, their bodies close, their energy crackling with unspoken desire.

“Mike, why don’t you grab a cocktail from the bar?” Leon suggested smoothly, his attention momentarily shifting from Victoria to me. “Make yourself comfortable.”

Numbly, I nodded and headed to the mini-fridge. I opened the door in a fog, grabbing a soda and some rum from the side panel. My fingers shook slightly as I poured the drink, my mind whirling with a thousand thoughts. It all felt unreal—the fact that I was standing here, in this room, about to witness something I had only ever imagined in the darkest corners of my fantasies.

When I finally stood up, drink in hand, my heart nearly stopped. There, just a few feet away from me, was my wife. And she was kissing another man for the first time in our entire marriage.

The moment was burned into my mind, scorching itself into my memory with a vividness that felt almost surreal. My heart pounded in my chest, each thud growing louder as the room seemed to contract around me, suffocating me in the charged tension that buzzed in the air. Their lips met, and I could feel my stomach churn with a combination of jealousy and guilt, twisting itself into painful knots. Despite the shame, I could feel the blood rushing to my cock, stiffening painfully in my pants. The sick, twisted thrill of the moment gripped me—whether I wanted it to or not.

Victoria’s leg was draped over Leon’s thigh, her body melting into his as she teased the obscene bulge straining against his slacks. Her small hand danced over the tented fabric, fingers barely able to explore the full scope of his arousal beneath the material. I stood there, motionless, trapped between the urge to flee and the compulsion to witness every moment of this unfolding nightmare.

His hand—so large and commanding—slid up her torso, cupping her breast with an effortless possessiveness. His fingers brushed against her nipples through the fabric of her dress, teasing her with a slow, calculated confidence that made my throat tighten. The sharp contrast between his powerful grip and my own timid touch became impossible to ignore. In his hands, she seemed like something delicate and small—something to be claimed.

For a brief moment, Leon paused, his attention shifting to me, his eyes gleaming with a quiet challenge. I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his gaze pressing down on me like a boulder. Victoria turned as well, her eyes wide with embarrassment, her face flushed a deep crimson. She knew I was watching, and yet there was a hunger in her gaze—a flicker of something primal, unrestrained. "Why don't you have a seat, Mike?" Leon's voice was low, almost casual, but there was an unspoken command there that left no room for argument.

With wooden limbs, I moved toward the chair across from them, my steps slow and hesitant. I could feel the heat rising to my face, the embarrassment of the situation overwhelming me. My cock strained uncomfortably against my pants, but the shame gnawed at me, forcing me to remain still. I lowered myself into the chair, my heart hammering in my chest, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I struggled to process what I was about to witness.

Leon leaned back into the couch with the lazy confidence of a man who was entirely in control of the situation. His eyes never left mine as his hands moved to his belt, fingers working it loose with an almost deliberate slowness. The sound of the belt unbuckling sent a jolt of anxiety through me, the soft clink of the metal echoing in the heavy silence of the room.

And then, with excruciating precision, he began to slide his slacks down. My eyes widened as the fabric slipped away, revealing his massive, dark cock, standing thick and rigid—unfettered by any underwear. It sprang upward, an imposing testament to his arousal. The sheer size of him was overwhelming, monstrous even, his cock so large that it seemed to dominate the room, drawing all attention to itself. His slacks and loafers were kicked aside carelessly, but the focus of the room, of everyone in it, had shifted to the undeniable presence of his manhood.

My throat tightened as I looked at him, then at myself. The comparison was unbearable. My cock, though hard and pulsing in my pants, felt insignificant, almost pathetic in the face of his monstrous size. My mind betrayed me, conjuring images of her small hand wrapped around me so easily, her fingers effortlessly encircling my shaft, able to control and manipulate it with barely any effort. But here, with Leon, her hand was dwarfed by his size. She could barely stretch her fingers halfway around him, her tiny hand struggling to grasp him fully. It was a humiliating realization that made my heart sink.

Victoria’s gaze was fixed on his cock, her eyes wide with awe. She seemed transfixed by the sight of him, completely overwhelmed by the size of the manhood now inches from her face. Leon took her hand in his, his touch almost tender as he guided her fingers to his shaft. I watched in silent agony as she hesitated for only a moment before wrapping her hand around him. But her small hand could do nothing to contain his girth. Her fingers couldn’t even meet around his thickness—her pale skin a stark contrast against the dark, pulsing flesh of his cock.

The comparison was searing. When her hand touched me, it fit so perfectly, wrapping around me as if she could control every inch of me with ease. The memory of her fingers effortlessly circling my shaft now filled me with bitter shame. But here, with Leon, she was helpless. Her fingers stretched as far as they could, yet they barely dented the enormity of his cock. She began to pump him slowly, her hand moving up and down his length with a mix of wonder and desire. The movement was hypnotic, her eyes never leaving his cock, as though she were mesmerized by its size and power.

Leon groaned softly, his head tipping back as her strokes grew more confident. His hand slid back to her breast, squeezing and teasing her, eliciting soft moans from her lips as she continued to work him. Her delicate white hand moved rhythmically up and down his dark shaft, the contrast between them stark and erotic. She was completely engrossed in the task, her focus entirely on him, as though nothing else in the world mattered except for the manhood she now held in her hands.

My own cock ached painfully in my pants, but the humiliation kept me frozen in place. I could feel my body reacting to the scene in front of me, but my mind was locked in a spiral of inadequacy. This man—this towering, well-hung man—was everything I was not. His size, his confidence, his control over her—it was a crushing reminder of my own limitations. The shame swirled in my chest, tangling with the lust that I couldn’t shake, leaving me paralyzed.

"It's so big," Victoria whispered, her voice filled with breathless awe. Her words sent another pang of inadequacy through me. She had never spoken that way about me. She had never looked at me with the same wide-eyed fascination she now directed at Leon’s cock. I had always been enough for her—or so I had believed. But now, faced with the reality of her desire for this enormous man, I couldn’t help but feel small. Insignificant.

Leon grinned, his hand leaving her breast as he tugged his shirt off, revealing his chiseled torso. Every inch of him seemed sculpted from marble, an almost god-like figure that contrasted painfully with my own softer, less defined form. He stood fluidly, pulling Victoria up with him as if she weighed nothing. With a swift, practiced motion, he unzipped the back of her dress, peeling it away from her body in a way that felt almost ritualistic. The fabric slid from her shoulders, revealing her sopping wet panties and the straining cups of her bra.

He wasted no time unclasping her bra, letting her breasts spill free, pale and full, with nipples that were hard and flushed pink with arousal. Leon’s dark hands cupped her breasts, lifting them slightly before his mouth descended on one of her nipples. Victoria’s head fell back, a soft, desperate moan escaping her lips as she melted into his touch.








Before His Eyes

My mouth went dry as I watched him take control of her with such ease. She responded to him in ways I had never seen before—her body completely given over to him, lost in the moment. I sat frozen, my cock aching, my pride shattered, as I realized just how much she was enjoying his touch.

Leon sat her back down on the couch, his gaze dark with lust as he leaned back, allowing her to once again take him into her hands. "Go ahead, baby," he said, his voice low and commanding. "Play with my cock."

Victoria’s hands returned to him eagerly, her fingers moving with a newfound urgency as she pumped his shaft. Her breasts bounced enticingly with every movement, her small hand still hopelessly unable to encircle his girth. But she didn’t seem to care—in fact, she seemed even more driven by the challenge. Her other hand moved to his heavy balls, massaging them gently as she worked his cock with increasing fervor.

Leon let out a low, satisfied moan, his head falling back against the couch, his pleasure evident in every sound he made. The sight of her small, delicate hands working his massive cock was undeniably erotic, and despite the humiliation, I couldn’t tear my gaze away.

"God," Leon groaned, his voice thick with lust as his eyes locked onto hers. "I can't wait to fuck you, baby."

Victoria froze, her eyes widening as if she’d suddenly remembered something crucial. Her gaze flickered to me, the edges of her desire softening with the weight of a new thought. For a moment, she seemed lost in the haze of lust that clung to the air between us. Then, with deliberate slowness, she reached toward the handbag that sat on the side counter, half-forgotten in the heat of the moment.

Her hand emerged with the condoms I’d picked up earlier. The shiny, crinkling wrapper caught the dim light, a small, metallic whisper in the room’s heavy atmosphere.

Leon noticed immediately, his gaze sharpening with amusement as he caught sight of the brand. A slow, knowing chuckle escaped him, the deep timbre of his voice rolling through the charged silence like distant thunder. "I don’t think that’s gonna fit, sugar," he murmured, his eyes gleaming with mischief.

Victoria looked at him, then down at his thick, pulsing length, her lips curving into a teasing smile. With a flick of her fingers, she broke the seal on one of the packages and tried to roll the latex over the swollen head of his cock. But the material snapped back helplessly, dwarfed by his size.

A soft, breathless laugh bubbled out of her as she tried again, but the condom simply wouldn’t stretch to accommodate him. "I think you’re right," she giggled, still stunned by the sheer impossibility of it.

Leon smiled down at her, his expression darkening with hunger. "Don’t worry, Victoria." His voice was a low rumble as he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a slow, sensuous kiss. "I’m gonna cum all over these big titties anyway."

Her breath hitched at the lewdness of his words, and she fell back into the plush cushions of the sofa, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. A flush of arousal crept across her skin, heating her from within as Leon’s hands found her breasts again, his touch rougher now, filled with purpose. Her body responded immediately, her legs parting instinctively, welcoming his advance.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, his knuckles brushing the soft skin of her thighs as he began to peel the fabric down. The tension between them thickened with every inch he uncovered. She lifted her hips to help him, her body offering itself freely, her breath quickening as the cool air caressed her bare skin.

I sat in the shadows, caught between fascination and disbelief as her panties slipped from her feet and fell to the floor in a delicate heap.

Her pussy was already glistening, her body fully aroused and aching with anticipation. For a moment, the room felt suspended in time, their eyes locking with a shared desire so raw it was almost tangible. Leon moved with a slow, deliberate grace, lowering Victoria onto the couch cushions, his strong hands guiding her pliant body until she lay beneath him, her legs splayed open, her flesh exposed and trembling with need.

He knelt between her thighs, his hulking frame casting a shadow over her, his cock brushing against her sensitive folds. Victoria's breath hitched, her head falling back as if to escape the overwhelming sensation, her hands fluttering up to cover her eyes. She squirmed beneath him, her hips lifting in a silent plea for more, for everything he was about to give her.

Leon chuckled softly, his voice like molten honey. "Watch, baby," he whispered.

She obeyed, biting her lip as she lowered her gaze to the sight of his massive cock pressing against her entrance. He teased her, rubbing the broad head of his shaft along her slick folds, causing her to let out a helpless squeal of pleasure. Her body responded to every movement, every whisper of touch, as if it had been waiting for this moment her entire life.

I leaned forward, my pulse racing, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me. My mouth went dry as Leon pushed against her entrance, the thick head of his cock slowly breaching her, stretching her inch by inch. Victoria gasped, her head falling back again as her body struggled to accommodate his size. One hand flew to his chiseled abdomen, pressing lightly as if to hold him back. "Go slow, Leon," she whispered, her voice trembling with both fear and desire. "You’re so big..."

Leon leaned down and captured her lips in another kiss, his tongue teasing hers as he began to thrust again, slowly sinking more of his length into her. Her moan grew louder, more desperate, her body quivering beneath his weight.

"Oh god," she cried out, her voice echoing in the small room.

With every withdrawal, more and more of his cock was coated in her wetness, gleaming in the low light. Slowly, impossibly, he pushed deeper, his massive shaft disappearing inside her inch by inch, until half of him was buried within her. I knew, without a doubt, that he was deeper inside her than I had ever been, and a tight knot of conflicting emotions formed in my chest.

Victoria’s voice broke through the haze of my thoughts, her cry sharper now, filled with raw pleasure. "Oh my god, Leon!" Her voice was nearly a wail as she clung to him, her nails digging into his back.

"Almost there, love," he murmured, his voice strained as he pushed forward again. It felt like an eternity, each thrust slow and deliberate, as he stretched her to her limit. Finally, I watched in awe as his hips pressed flush against her, his entire length buried deep inside her. Her delicate pussy lips clung to him, impossibly stretched around his thick shaft. His heavy balls rested against her soft rear, a symbol of his complete conquest.

Their eyes met in the dim light, the connection between them almost palpable. "Do you like this dick, Victoria?" Leon asked, his voice rough with desire.

Her answer came out in a breathless rush. "Yes," she whispered, biting her lip as her body trembled beneath him. "I’ve never felt so full."

Leon’s smile widened as he kissed her again, his promise still hanging in the air. "I’m gonna fuck this pussy good, baby."

And with that, he began to move, his powerful hips driving into her with a steady, relentless rhythm. Victoria’s body responded immediately, her legs wrapping around his lower back as she latched onto him, riding the wave of pleasure that washed over her. Her moans grew louder, feverish, her voice breaking with every thrust as Leon claimed her over and over again. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies colliding, the wet slap of skin on skin as she creamed around him, her juices soaking the couch beneath them.

Each thrust seemed to bring her closer to the edge, her cries blending with the heavy thud of Leon’s cock plunging into her over and over again. She clung to him desperately, her voice hoarse with pleasure. "Oh! Oh! Oh, Leon!" Her hands clawed at his shoulders, her body arching beneath him as he drove her deeper into ecstasy

“Oh God! Oh my Goddd!” Victoria's cries were rising in pitch, a crescendo of pleasure that echoed in the room, vibrating through the air like a taut string ready to snap. Her body writhed beneath Leon’s relentless rhythm, every moan and gasp building toward something inevitable, unstoppable.

I could feel my own pulse hammering in my ears, my hands trembling as I fumbled with the zipper of my pants. My cock, straining and swollen with need, sprang free, pulsing with the same insatiable arousal that filled the room. But I resisted the urge to touch myself, knowing the touch would send me spiraling over the edge too soon. I wanted to prolong this moment—this voyeuristic ecstasy—as long as I could.

“Ohhh! Ohhh! Leon, don’t stoppp! I’m gonna… Ohhh!” Victoria’s voice was a breathless plea, raw and desperate as her hips bucked upward to meet every hard thrust. Her body arched and shook, teetering on the edge of something primal, something I had never managed to unlock within her.

Leon’s brow glistened with sweat, muscles taut with effort as he buried himself deeper inside her. His voice was a deep, guttural growl, barely contained by the intensity of his desire. “That’s it, baby. Let it go. I’m gonna make that pussy cum.”

And then it happened—Victoria’s body convulsed, a shuddering quake of ecstasy that rippled through her like an earthquake. Her legs kicked out wildly, toes curling, her hands clutching at Leon’s broad back as if she were trying to anchor herself in the storm. Her mouth opened in a scream—loud and raw, vibrating with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her eyes rolled back, lids fluttering, as wave after wave of the orgasm surged through her body, her pussy spasming around Leon’s thick cock, coating him in her slick wetness.

I could hardly breathe as I watched, frozen in disbelief. Her cries, her convulsions, the way her body seemed to give itself entirely to him in that moment—it was more than just arousal; it was a complete surrender to pleasure. "Ohhh!! Myyy!! Fuckkk...!!" Her scream reverberated through the room, her hips bucking involuntarily as she rode out the last, lingering tremors of her release.

Leon held her through the aftershocks, his strong hands steadying her trembling body. As the orgasm slowly ebbed, Victoria collapsed against him, panting heavily, her skin flushed and glistening with the remnants of their passion. He leaned down and kissed her, his lips tender in contrast to the intensity of what had just passed between them.

I blinked for the first time in what felt like hours, trying to process everything I’d just seen. My heart thundered in my chest, the room spinning slightly as I tried to catch my breath. "Jesus Christ," Victoria finally managed to whisper, her voice hoarse and trembling.

Leon’s grin was feral, his dark eyes flashing with pride and satisfaction. “You’re fucking hot, Victoria,” he growled, his hand sliding down her back in a possessive caress. Then, with surprising ease, he lifted her up off the couch, her legs still weak and shaking, before positioning her down on all fours. He gave her ass a playful smack, watching with hungry eyes as her plump cheeks jiggled in response. “And this ass,” he said with a low chuckle, “Goddamn, look at this ass.”

Victoria, still recovering from her first explosive orgasm, blinked slowly, her breath coming in soft pants as she steadied herself. She glanced over her shoulder at him, her lips parting in a soft moan as he smacked his heavy cock against her rear, the sticky remnants of their coupling clinging to her skin.

Then he shifted, lowering himself until he could drag his cock upward, the tip smacking lightly against her clit, sending a shudder through her already sensitive body. She let out a sharp gasp, her eyes fluttering closed again as pleasure surged back through her, reigniting the heat in her belly.

That’s when her gaze drifted to me, her eyes locking with mine for the first time in what felt like an eternity. My jaw was slack, my eyes wide with awe and lust, the sight of her on all fours, ready for more, searing itself into my memory. She smiled then, her lips curving into a knowing grin, a blush spreading across her cheeks despite the rawness of the moment. There was something impossibly womanly about her in that moment—something powerful and sensual that left me breathless.

“You were right, Mike,” she said with a soft chuckle, her voice husky and full of amusement. “This was a good idea.” Her laugh was soft, absurd even, but it sent a ripple of warmth through the room, momentarily breaking the tension.

Leon grinned down at her, then cast a glance in my direction. “Mike’s having almost as good a time as you are, trust me,” he said with a wink, his tone playful yet dominant.

And somehow, in that twisted, primal moment, he was right. I had never felt such an intense mix of emotions—lust, envy, fascination—all swirling inside me in a chaotic storm. It was like being a teenager again, discovering the female body for the first time, every nerve alive with a strange, intoxicating excitement.

Leon’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp, satisfying slap, the sound cutting through the air. Her flesh rippled from the impact, her body reacting in the most delicious way as she arched her back, glancing over her shoulder with a seductive, knowing smile. Her eyes were heavy with lust, lips parted as she whispered in a breathy voice, "Fuck me."

The words hung in the air like an invitation I wasn't supposed to hear but couldn't escape. My breath hitched, a heat flooding through my chest and tightening in my stomach, and despite my own restraint—or perhaps because of it—a dark thrill ran down my spine. Shame curled in my gut, hot and undeniable, because I felt it then: the pulse of my arousal surging dangerously close to the edge, almost cumming without being touched. I wanted her that badly—so badly it twisted my insides and left me trembling.

Leon didn’t hesitate. A wicked grin spread across his face as he positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips firmly before thrusting inside. The room seemed to tremble with the power of their connection, the deep, primal way their bodies collided. She gasped, her head falling forward as her hair spilled over her shoulders, eyes fluttering closed as her lips parted in a breathy moan of satisfaction.

The heat between them was palpable, a rising tension that crackled in the air. Leon’s movements became a steady rhythm—deep, hard thrusts that left no room for hesitation. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back against him as he plunged deeper into her, claiming her inch by inch. Her body rocked with the force of his thrusts, her heavy breasts swaying with the erotic rhythm, bouncing in time to their shared desire.

The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, a rhythmic, intoxicating beat punctuated by her gasps and breathless cries. Her voice was high and desperate, each word a testament to her pleasure. "Oh, God… it feels so good!" she moaned, her eyes half-lidded as she looked back at him, her breath coming in ragged pants. “You fuck me so good, Leon…”

He rewarded her with another sharp slap to her ass, and she gasped, arching her back further, presenting herself to him with even more need. "I know it, baby," he growled, his voice thick with lust, pushing into her harder, each thrust punctuated by the sharp smack of their bodies connecting.

But then—her gaze shifted, finding me across the room. Her dark, lust-filled eyes locked onto mine, and in that moment, it was as if nothing else existed. My throat tightened, and the shame I felt mingled with the raw desire that coursed through my veins. My hand moved instinctively to my cock, throbbing and aching in my grip, as I began to stroke myself slowly, every nerve ending alive with the undeniable pleasure of simply watching them. I wasn’t supposed to feel this way. I wasn’t supposed to want this so badly… yet I did. And the thrill of it, the sheer, intoxicating shame, made me want to cum right then and there, without even being touched.

Her lips curled into a sultry smile as she moaned louder, the sound wrapping around me, pulling me deeper into the moment. "Oh, God, baby, he's really fucking me!" Her voice was a desperate, breathy cry, full of raw pleasure, and it nearly shattered my control.

"I know, baby," I managed to growl, my voice thick with arousal and barely contained restraint. My body trembled with the effort of holding back, watching as Leon’s relentless thrusts pushed her closer to the edge.

She shuddered beneath him, her body writhing with pleasure as she locked eyes with me again. "Do you like watching me?" she asked, her voice teasing and laced with dark mischief.

Unable to speak, I let my actions speak for me. My hand stroked harder, faster along my length, and her gaze followed, her lips parting in a soft moan as she watched me. “Oh my God, this is so fucking naughty,” she whimpered, burying her face into the cushions as Leon continued to drive into her from behind, sending her body rocking with each powerful thrust.

Leon’s groans grew louder, more frequent, his rhythm starting to falter just slightly as he pushed closer to his own release. His grip tightened on her waist, pulling her back harder against him as he neared the edge.

Victoria’s eyes flickered up to me once more, her voice breathy and full of need. "Come here, Mike," she urged, her tone soft yet commanding.

I stepped out of my pants, my cock standing obscenely erect as I moved closer to her. She was already braced against the couch, her body a sinful arch of anticipation. Victoria glanced up at me, eyes gleaming with lust as she balanced herself, one hand reaching out to pull me closer. Without hesitation, her lips parted, taking me into her warm, eager mouth. The sensation was instant and overwhelming—soft, wet heat surrounding my throbbing cock. Every nerve in my body lit up with electric pleasure, and I knew it would take next to nothing to push me over the edge.

Her tongue swirled around my shaft, the subtle hum of her moans vibrating against me, sending delicious shudders down my spine. I groaned, unable to tear my eyes away from hers as she looked up at me, a wicked gleam in her gaze. Behind her, Leon continued his relentless rhythm, driving into her from behind with powerful, dominating thrusts. Her body rocked between the two of us, a perfect plaything caught between the weight of our desire. The intensity of it all—the feeling of her lips wrapped around me, the sight of her being taken so forcefully by another man—was nearly too much. I could feel myself teetering on the brink, so close to cumming that my muscles ached from the effort of holding back.

And then it happened—Leon groaned loudly, the sound rough and primal as he pulled his cock from her soaked entrance. With a quick, fluid motion, he grabbed Victoria’s hips and spun her onto her back. Her breasts bounced wildly as she landed on the couch, her body sprawled beneath him, lips swollen from sucking me. She gasped, her eyes fluttering open just in time to see Leon stroking himself rapidly, his face contorted in pure pleasure.

With a growl, he came, thick ropes of his heavy seed erupting from his engorged cock, splashing across Victoria’s heaving breasts and down her stomach. The sight of it—her glistening, sweat-slick body painted with his cum—was my undoing. My own release surged through me like a tidal wave, the tight coil of tension snapping violently as I let go. A guttural moan tore from my throat as I erupted, hot streams of cum spilling across her face, her cheeks and lips glistening with my release.

For a split second, everything was still. The only sound in the room was our ragged breathing as the weight of what had just happened settled over us. Victoria blinked, her expression one of breathless disbelief as she looked up at me, her skin painted with both mine and Leon’s cum. She looked between the two of us, her body trembling from the intensity of it all. It didn’t matter that Leon’s load had been heavier, more substantial—none of that mattered in the haze of this shared, insane sexual high. We had all pushed past something together, crossed a line we couldn’t uncross, and it felt euphoric.

For a moment, the room was thick with silence, the weight of our collective climax hanging in the air. But then Victoria, still catching her breath, let out a soft laugh. It was almost shy at first, but it grew, her smile widening into something relaxed, something deeply satisfied. I couldn’t help it—I started laughing too, the tension of the moment dissolving into something light, almost playful.

Leon joined in, his voice deep with contentment as he wiped the sweat from his brow. "See?" he said, chuckling. "I told you guys this would be fun. Never had a bad experience with this kind of thing. Guess I just know how to pick ’em."

After a few breathless moments, the air heavy with the scent of sex and sweat, Victoria let out a soft, almost absurd laugh. Her body, streaked and glistening with cum, shifted as she slowly sat up. "I need to clean up," she said, her voice oddly calm for someone who was covered head to toe in evidence of our collective release. It felt like a strange thing to say—almost too casual—but there she was, standing on trembling legs.

Leon, still effortlessly composed, leaned back against the wall, the corner of his mouth lifting into a half-smile. He gestured towards the hallway as if nothing at all had happened. "Shower’s through that door," he offered smoothly, as though we hadn’t just shattered every boundary imaginable. Victoria nodded, a quick and eager agreement, and then she scurried out of the room, disappearing behind the bathroom door.

I watched her leave, my brain feeling like it was lagging behind reality, struggling to process the sheer magnitude of what had just happened. Leon, already slipping back into his pants, strode to the bar like it was the most natural thing in the world, refilling his glass before grabbing the bottle and turning to me. His movements were practiced, his ease unnerving. Meanwhile, I fumbled with my own trousers, pulling them back up around my hips as I sank heavily into the couch, barely able to hold myself upright. My entire body hummed with a raw kind of exhaustion—an overwhelming cocktail of arousal, confusion, and sensory overload.

"Good shit, right Mike?" Leon’s voice broke through the fog in my head as he handed me another drink. His tone was casual, like we had just finished a game of pool and not… well, whatever this was.

I took the glass, my hand shaking just enough to make the amber liquid slosh inside the tumbler. Lifting it to my lips, I took a long, slow sip, letting the burn of the alcohol spread through my chest. But even that couldn’t anchor me; I still felt adrift, untethered from everything I thought I knew about myself, about Victoria, about what we’d just done.

I opened my mouth to speak, but all that came out was a hoarse murmur. "I can't believe how hot that was… it doesn't make sense." The words felt inadequate, so much smaller than the massive storm swirling inside of me. My head was swimming with the memory of Victoria’s body, the sound of her moans, the intensity of being a part of something so primal. I felt like I was floating between reality and a dream, unable to fully grasp either.

Leon chuckled, leaning back into the armchair across from me, still entirely at ease. "Hah, I know it," he said with a cocky grin, taking a swig of his own drink. His voice was steady, like nothing about tonight had phased him. For him, maybe it hadn't.

But for me, the enormity of it all was still crashing down like a tidal wave. The physical exhaustion, the emotional overload, the sheer weight of everything that had transpired—it was too much. The room began to blur at the edges, the soft hum of the shower in the next room becoming a distant white noise in the back of my mind. My body was sinking further into the couch, the tension draining from my muscles as my eyelids grew heavy, impossibly heavy.

I wanted to stay awake, to somehow make sense of everything swirling in my head. But the exhaustion was pulling me under, drowning me in the aftermath of all that had happened. My mind tried to grasp onto thoughts, but they slipped away as quickly as they came, lost in the haze of it all.

Leon’s voice drifted to me one last time, casual and easy. "You look beat, man. Just let it go."

And I did. My body gave in, my mind shutting down under the weight of everything that had transpired. My glass slipped from my hand, and I barely felt it hit the carpet as my eyes closed, too drained to care. The last thing I remembered before sleep overtook me was the faint echo of laughter—Leon’s low chuckle, Victoria’s distant, satisfied hum, and the sweet release of letting everything else melt away.

I fell asleep, consumed by the strange, intoxicating mix of pleasure, confusion, and relief. For now, the world could wait. I was spent, utterly overwhelmed, and for the first time in what felt like hours, my mind was quiet.





What Now?

When I woke, the room was empty. The hollow quiet gnawed at my insides, and for a moment, I thought it was over—that the storm had passed. But then, distant yet unmistakable, I heard it. Victoria’s moaning, soft but growing louder, filtering through the walls like a haunting refrain. My stomach twisted into that now too-familiar knot, a tight, suffocating churn of jealousy, arousal, and something darker—something I couldn’t name but that threatened to swallow me whole.

As I sat up, I noticed a sliver of light spilling through the cracked bedroom door. My heart pounded against my ribcage, my body betraying me once again as I felt the stirrings of unwanted arousal. My dick hardened almost instantly, shame prickling at the base of my spine as I stood, feeling the carpet cool beneath my bare feet. Step by step, I paced across the living room, the moans growing louder, clearer, more intimate. Every sound—every groan, every wet smack of flesh meeting flesh—hit me like a gut punch.

I moved closer, drawn in despite the bile rising in my throat. My heart pounded in my ears, each step toward that door like stepping off a cliff’s edge. My breath came ragged as I finally glanced through the crack. The sight on the other side slammed into me, almost knocking the wind from my lungs.

There they were, naked and intertwined, fucking with a kind of raw, unrestrained passion that twisted something deep inside of me. Leon’s large bed framed their writhing bodies, every motion between them a symphony of sin. My wife was on all fours, her skin glistening in the soft light, her hair falling in waves over her face. Leon towered behind her, his hands gripping her hips with a possessive intensity that made my stomach lurch. Each time he thrust into her, Victoria’s large breasts swung heavily beneath her, bouncing wildly in rhythm with his relentless pace. Her ass rippled with each powerful stroke as he drove into her with a force that left no doubt—this was the moment of my true cuckolding.

And yet… there was more. It wasn’t just the physical act that shattered me. It was the way they moved, the ease with which they melded together—bodies, breaths, desires—like they had crossed some unspoken line, emerging from our earlier exploration to discover something deeper, something primal. This wasn’t just fucking. It was communion.

“God, I love this tight pussy,” Leon growled through gritted teeth, punctuating his words with a rough smack to her ass. His cock slid in and out of her with a wet, obscene sound, and I watched in disbelief as Victoria arched her back further, opening herself up to him with an eager desperation that made my heart constrict painfully.

“Ohhh, fuck,” Victoria moaned, her voice hushed but unmistakably wanton. She looked back at him, eyes hazy with lust, and her words came out like a confession. “I love that big cock.”

Hearing those words spill from her lips was like a knife twisting in my gut. The way she said it—the way her voice quivered with a need she had never shown me—made my throat tighten. They spoke in whispers, almost conspiratorial, as if trying to keep their passion hidden from me. As if they didn’t want to wake me—but I was already wide awake, watching every second of their private entanglement unfold.

Leon’s hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as he increased his pace, each thrust sending his heavy balls slapping against her clit. The rhythmic sounds of their bodies colliding echoed through the room, drowning out the pounding in my chest. He was in total control, dominating her in a way that I had never dared, and she reveled in it. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, each breathless cry a testament to his mastery over her.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he growled, his voice low and rough as he tugged harder on her hair, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark, hungry, demanding an answer that would claim her completely. I had never asked her such a thing—I had never been so assertive, never pushed her boundaries in this way. And now, watching them, I couldn’t look away.

Victoria’s lips parted, her eyes locked on his, filled with something raw and unfiltered. She moaned his name, the sound of it sending a fresh wave of jealousy and shame surging through me. But beneath that shame was something even more perverse—a dark, twisted thrill that ran through my veins, poisoning my blood.

I stood there, a silent witness to their passion, unable to move, unable to stop watching. My stomach churned violently, but my dick remained painfully hard, betraying me yet again. The room seemed to close in around me, their groans and whispers echoing in my mind as I stood frozen in the doorway, helpless against the tide of emotions crashing through me. And through it all, one horrifying truth crystallized in my mind:

This was their moment. Not mine. And I would never forget it.

Her eyes fluttered, glazed and distant, as if searching for something—words, thoughts, anything to grasp onto as her body betrayed her completely. A lump formed in my throat, thick and heavy, making it hard to swallow. My hand, acting on instinct rather than any conscious decision, hovered near my throbbing cock, but I didn’t dare touch it. I was naked, standing in the dark hallway, fully exposed—just like this situation had left me. Vulnerable. Helpless.

Victoria moaned low and guttural, her voice thick with surrender. "Ohhh… Goddd… No one has ever fucked me like you, Leon!"

Leon’s grin widened wickedly, his hand coming down hard on her ass, the sharp crack of it reverberating through the room. Her cheeks rippled from the impact, her body shuddering as her toes curled into the sheets beneath her. It was absurd, but for the first time all night, I noticed her toenail polish—a dark, almost blood-red color, glistening in the dim light as her feet flexed in time with Leon’s brutal thrusts.

"Who owns this pussy, Victoria?" Leon’s voice was dark and commanding, dripping with dominance as he repeated the question. His pace quickened, relentless, as though he had something to prove.

She moaned again, her eyes fluttering shut as her body coiled tighter, trembling under the force of his movements. I could see it—her orgasm was brewing, rising from deep within her, building with every thrust. Leon’s hand came down on her ass again, even harder this time, making her body jerk forward. He growled into her ear, his voice dark and insistent. "Tell me I own it, Victoria. This is my pussy."

Her breath hitched, and for a fleeting moment, I saw hesitation in her. She was holding onto something—maybe the last remnants of loyalty to me. But as his cock plunged deeper into her, reaching depths I never had, the resistance cracked, her body responding to him in a way it never had with me. "It’s your pussy, Leon," she gasped, her voice breathy, broken, full of surrender. "Take it, baby."

Leon groaned, his breath ragged as he thrust into her with renewed intensity, their bodies moving in sync, driven by mutual desperation. The wet slap of their flesh echoed through the room, filling my ears with the sound of something primal, something I wasn’t a part of.

But then—Leon’s eyes flicked toward me.

He saw me.

A shock ran through my body, my heart pounding against my ribcage as my breath caught in my throat. I was standing there, naked, completely exposed, and Leon’s gaze locked onto mine, his eyes gleaming with something dark, something victorious. He had known I was watching. He had known this whole time. And now, instead of stopping—he smirked.

He wanted me to see this.

"Tell me, Victoria," Leon purred, his voice dangerously low, but his eyes stayed fixed on mine. His words were meant for her, but his smirk was aimed at me. "Who’s bigger? Me… or him?" He punctuated the question with a hard thrust, pushing deeper inside her, making her gasp.

Victoria hesitated again, her body trembling beneath him. I could see the conflict in her, the fleeting attempt to shield me from the truth. She didn’t want to say it—some part of her still loved me, still wanted to protect me. But Leon wasn’t going to let her off that easily. His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her head back as he thrust into her harder, forcing her to confront the question. "How much bigger am I, Victoria?" he growled, his voice dripping with dominance. "Tell me."

She groaned again, her resistance faltering as the pleasure overtook her. Her moans turned desperate, her body betraying her as she gasped, "You’re so much bigger, Leon."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt my legs go weak beneath me, but I couldn’t look away. My heart raced as Leon pushed her further. "How much better, Victoria?" he pressed, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Tell me how much better I fuck you than him."

Tears welled in her eyes for a brief moment before they fluttered shut again, her body arching back into him, surrendering completely. The dam broke. The words came pouring out, a flood of brutal, cutting truths that shattered me. "So much better," she whimpered, her voice full of raw honesty. "You fuck me so much better… oh God… I can’t even compare…"

Leon’s smirk grew as he stared me down, every thrust into her punctuated by the truth that I had feared but never fully confronted. He was bigger. He was better. And she had given herself to him completely.

"You hear that, Mike?" Leon growled, his lips curling into a sneer. "She loves this cock. You’ll never fuck her like I do."

And then—it happened.

Victoria’s body tensed, her moans turning to high-pitched squeals of pleasure. Her body bucked back against him, her ass slamming into his crotch as she milked him with her entire being, lost in the euphoria of her orgasm. Leon groaned in response, his muscles tensing as he held her hips steady, his face twisted with pleasure.

"Oh fuck yeah, baby!" he roared. "I’m cumming in this married pussy!" His cock pulsed inside her, thick and powerful, as his massive scrotum pulled tight against his shaft. I watched in disbelief as his cum flooded into her, his primal claim on her body undeniable and absolute.

Victoria screamed, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave as she clutched the sheets, her body trembling uncontrollably. Leon held her tight, every thrust pouring more of his seed deep into her womb, owning her in the most primal sense.

And at that moment, he turned to look at me again—just as I felt it. My body, as if betraying me in the cruelest way possible, began to tremble. I could feel the pressure building, my cock throbbing violently without me even touching it. I tried to stop it, tried to will it away, but it was too late.

Leon’s smirk grew wider, darker, as he saw what was happening to me. I felt the heat rise to my face as the shame overwhelmed me. I came without warning, my cock twitching and spurting weak, pathetic ropes of cum onto the floor beneath me. I groaned, my body shaking uncontrollably as I released my load, entirely powerless against the force of my own humiliation.

Victoria never saw me. She collapsed into the bed, utterly spent and satisfied, her body limp in the wake of her orgasm. Leon withdrew slowly, his cock still glistening with their fluids, and he wiped himself off with a smirk of triumph.

"That’s how it’s done," Leon said, his voice low and taunting as he glanced back at me. I stood there, naked, trembling, my cum still dripping from me onto the floor. His words hung in the air like a dark promise—a reminder that he had taken everything from me.

And I was powerless to stop him.


Epilogue

The following night, the room was dimly lit, shadows playing against the walls as Victoria lay sprawled on the bed. The air between us was thick with unspoken tension, the weight of everything that had happened pressing down on me, on us, yet there we were—alone together, as if nothing had changed. But it had. Something had shifted deep inside me, a wound I wasn’t sure would ever heal, even though I tried to push it aside, to focus on her, on pleasing her the only way I knew how.

I moved between her legs, my breath catching in my throat as I took her in—every curve, every dip, her scent filling my senses. Her skin was warm, soft beneath my fingertips, and I could feel her tremble slightly as I kissed my way down her stomach. She sighed, a soft, almost contented sound that sent a shiver through me. I wanted her to feel good—needed her to. Maybe if I could make her cum like this, I could somehow erase the ache that had lodged itself deep inside my chest since the night before.

My tongue slipped between her folds, warm and wet, tasting her deeply. She gasped, her hips shifting upward toward my mouth as her fingers curled into the sheets. I took my time, savoring every moment, every breathless sound that spilled from her lips. I knew I was good at this—I knew how to find the places that made her sigh, how to draw out her pleasure until she was trembling beneath me, her body begging for release. My tongue flicked against her clit, teasing it lightly before circling it slowly, making her shudder with each pass. I could feel her getting wetter, her body responding to me in the way it always had, but even in this moment of intimacy, that nagging thought wouldn’t leave me.

I paused, glancing up at her from between her thighs. Her eyes were closed, her head tilted back into the pillows, lost in the pleasure I was giving her. But I couldn’t hold back any longer—the question was eating me alive, festering in my gut, and I needed to hear it from her. I needed to know.

"Victoria," I murmured, my breath hot against her slick skin. She whimpered in response, her hips shifting impatiently, but I held still, waiting for her to acknowledge me. "Do you… did you prefer it? With Leon?"

She stiffened, her eyes snapping open. For a moment, she said nothing, just stared down at me as though she wasn’t sure how to respond. Her lips parted, but no words came out, only a hesitant breath. "It was… different," she finally said, her voice soft, almost apologetic. "It wasn’t the same, but…"

I could feel the tension rising in my chest, tightening with each second that passed. "Different how?" I pressed, my voice barely a whisper now, but I couldn’t let it go. I needed more. "Victoria, please… I need to know. Did you prefer it with him?"

Her eyes searched mine, and I could see the reluctance in them, the hesitation. She didn’t want to hurt me, that much was clear. But there was something else there, something darker—an honesty she was trying to keep buried, but I wasn’t going to let her. Not now.

"Please," I whispered, my voice cracking slightly. "Tell me the truth."

She swallowed hard, her breath catching in her throat as she looked away from me, her fingers twisting into the sheets. For a long moment, there was only silence—her breath coming in shallow gasps, my heart pounding in my chest, waiting for her to speak the words that would either break me or set me free.

"It was just different," she said again, her voice barely above a whisper, almost pleading with me to leave it at that.

But I couldn’t. I needed to hear her say it, even though I knew what it would do to me. "Was it better?" I asked, my voice hoarse, trembling with the weight of everything I feared.

She hesitated again, her body tensing beneath me, and for a moment, I thought she wouldn’t answer. But then, with a deep breath, she spoke. "Yes," she whispered, her voice raw and filled with a brutal honesty that cut through me like a knife. "It was better."

The words hung in the air, cold and sharp, and I felt them sink deep into my chest, twisting painfully as they settled there. But she wasn’t done. Once the dam broke, the words came pouring out of her, each one more brutal than the last. "Leon was… bigger," she said, her voice trembling. "And the way he took me… I’ve never felt anything like it. He was so… in control. He made me feel things I’ve never felt before, things I didn’t even know I wanted. It wasn’t just sex—it was more than that. I felt so alive… like I couldn’t get enough of him."

Her words hit me like a sledgehammer, each one driving deeper into the wound that had already been torn open inside of me. I could feel my breath coming faster, my chest tightening as the pain spread through me like wildfire. My hands trembled where they rested on her thighs, my whole body shaking with the force of what she was saying.

But even as she spoke, even as her words tore me apart, something dark and twisted began to rise within me. I could feel the pressure building again, my cock throbbing uncontrollably against the mattress beneath me. I wasn’t touching myself—hadn’t even thought about it—but my body was betraying me, just as it had the night before.

Victoria continued, unaware of the war raging inside me. "It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy being with you… I did. But with Leon… it was like something else took over. I didn’t have to think—I just let go. He made me feel… so powerful and powerless at the same time. And… I don’t know if I’ll ever feel that again."

Her voice cracked on the last word, her breath coming in shallow gasps as if she hadn’t wanted to admit it. But the truth was out now, laid bare between us. And as the weight of her confession settled over me, something inside me snapped.

I felt the telltale pressure building at the base of my spine, the tightening of my muscles, the heat spreading through my abdomen. It was happening again—I was going to cum. Without touching myself, without anything but the raw, agonizing truth of her words hanging in the air, my body gave in to the twisted pleasure of the moment.

Victoria’s eyes snapped back to mine just as my body seized up, my muscles locking as I gasped, a low moan escaping my throat. My cock pulsed violently, spurting hot, thick ropes of cum onto the sheets beneath me. I trembled, shaking uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me, mixing with the shame and humiliation that burned through my veins.

Victoria’s eyes widened in shock as she realized what was happening. Her lips parted in disbelief, but she didn’t move—just stared at me as I came without a single touch, my body betraying me yet again.

When it was over, I collapsed against her thighs, breathless and trembling, my mind reeling from everything that had just happened. The room was silent, the only sound the ragged breaths escaping both of us as the weight of her confession and my response settled over us like a dark cloud.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. We just lay there, tangled together in a mess of sheets, sweat, and broken truths. And as I lay there, my mind spiraled in a thousand different directions, trying to make sense of what we had become, of what had just happened between us.

But there were no answers—not tonight. Only the cold, hard truth that things would never be the same again.
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No Turning Back: A Young White Couple Cross The Line Into The Big Black Unknown

Nothing could have prepared Steve for what he saw when he opened the message. Sure, up until that point, he had loved the idea, the fantasy of it. He loved the idea of watching his pretty young wife with another man. He loved the dirty talk in bed about it.

But in a few chilling seconds, he realized this had all gone way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as he looked at the message from his wife. It was a selfie. Just like hundreds of others that she had sent him over the years. Do you like this dress? Should we come to this restaurant? All the usual stuff.

Except tonight the message simply read, 'Do I look good with his big black cock in my mouth?'

Sure, they'd talked about it, but nothing could ever have prepared Steve for the moment he received that message.

He felt sick. He felt like he'd been sucker punched in the guts. But the worst part was his little cock was so hard it was almost painful.

He knew that was it. That was the moment there was No Turning Back.

A Cuckold's Descent: A Husband's Journey From Vanilla to Creampie Cleanup

As I sat in the chair only inches from our bed, it felt like time had frozen. I felt like I had been sitting there forever as I asked myself one question over and over again. How did it come to this? How did we get to this point? Six weeks ago, we were a perfectly normal vanilla married couple.

But now, only inches in front of me, was Lucy, my pretty wife, on all fours with some guy she met recently behind her, pounding her with his massive cock like I'd never been able to.

And I know what you're thinking, that must have been the worst experience of my life. But here's the problem. I loved every second of it.

But there's more. It gets so much darker than that. You see, Lucy isn't just doing this because she enjoys it. Oh no, Lucy is doing this because she loves that feeling of power when she walks over to me at the end and kisses me, letting all their cum drip from her mouth into mine. Or when she sits on my face and lets me taste what her lover has left in her.

This is my Cuckold Descent. From vanilla husband to creampie cleanup bitch.

This Was Your Fantasy: A husband has to face up to the reality of his cuckold fantasy

If you asked me a few weeks ago, I would have said me and Cassie had a great marriage, a really happy, normal, ten-year marriage. We were just an ordinary married couple in our early thirties.

I'm just a normal guy, and my wife Cassie is a normal woman. I think she's pretty, but don't think she's some supermodel who could have any guy she wanted. She's just a normal girl with a big ass and a nice pair of tits. Like I said, we're just your average couple, or at least we were.

And then this happened. I won't bore you with the back story now, but all I will say is the first time I saw my wife's fingers wrapped around his cock I was almost overcome with the range of emotions I felt.

Inadequate because he was a lot thicker than me

Disgusted because that was my wife, and she really should be doing that.

A complete failure because I should have been the one to get her that excited.

And I was turned on beyond belief.

I was so disgusted by what I was seeing I felt like I was about to vomit, but I couldn't hide from the fact I had the biggest erection I'd had in years.

But that's the problem; it should have been my cock, not his. I knew full well it was completely wrong, and I should have put a stop to it, but I didn't. I just let it carry on.

And as her lips wrapped around the head of his big thick cock instead of shouting, stop, all I could think was 'she hasn't done that to me in at least six months.'

There was just one problem. This was actually my idea. This was my fantasy. I brought this upon myself.
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