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Blindsided

Looking back, I should have seen it coming. There were signs, quiet shifts in our rhythm that I either ignored or convinced myself were normal. At the time, I told myself every marriage settles, that what we had was simply evolving. Now, when I think about those nights and the way she moved through our house — confident, beautiful, untouchable — it feels like I was watching a slow, inevitable unraveling and pretending not to notice.

My wife, Lucy, has always been breathtaking. She’s one of those women who seems to draw light to herself — high, natural cheekbones, impossibly blue eyes that make people forget what they were saying, and lips so full that friends of mine have made crude jokes about what they were made for. She’s tall, 5’9”, slender but sculpted, her curves shaped by the kind of gym dedication I could never match. Her enhanced breasts give her a movie-star silhouette in the tight dresses she loves, and every time we go out together, I feel both proud and uneasy. I catch men staring at her the way I used to, hungry and shameless, and part of me still can’t believe she chose me. Another part of me wonders if she ever really did.

The truth is, things changed not long after the wedding. It wasn’t sudden — more like a slow dimming of interest, an emotional cooling that I kept trying to warm up with effort, attention, gifts, anything that might bring back the spark. She was still affectionate, but sex became something I had to earn. Once a week, maybe less, and always on her terms.

When she wanted to, she could still make me forget everything. Lucy gives head like it’s an art form, deliberate and confident, with that wicked little glint in her eye. But those moments grew rare, almost transactional — rewards for something I’d done right. A new necklace, a weekend away, the kind of things that made her eyes light up for a while before they dulled again.

During the week, she’d stay late at work, claiming deadlines or meetings. By the time she came home, she’d say she was exhausted, and I didn’t press her. I told myself I was being understanding, supportive. But Fridays were different. Fridays were hers.

She called them her “girls’ nights out,” the release she needed after a long week. She’d tell me not to wait up, and I never did — partly because I trusted her, partly because I knew what usually came next. Those nights were the one time I felt like I still had a chance. She’d stumble in hours later, a little buzzed, cheeks flushed, that intoxicating mix of perfume and alcohol clinging to her skin. She’d slip out of her clothes, crawl into bed naked, and press her body against mine until I woke.

She would whisper against my neck, her voice husky, “Baby, I’m horny. I want you to go down on me.”

And I always did. I’d go down on her, losing myself in her taste, the heat of her body, the way she moved when she was close. I would lick her clit and tongue fuck her pussy until she was ready to explode. Then she would reach down, grab my hair, and fuck my face until she started to cum really loudly all over it. Only then would Lucy let me fuck her. By that point, I was usually so excited that I would cum in a couple of minutes, and after cumming, I would be so thoroughly spent that I would usually fall asleep a minute or two later.

We had been married just over five years when I discovered her infidelity. Sometimes I still wonder if fate wanted me to find out that day, or if it was just a cruel accident — a careless moment that cracked open the illusion I’d been living in.

It was a Saturday morning, quiet and ordinary, the kind of day when nothing feels out of place. I was looking for a receipt I thought I’d left in one of my pants pockets, digging through the laundry basket half-distracted, thinking about errands and the weekend ahead. That’s when I saw them.

A pair of delicate lace panties — black, almost sheer, the kind I’d bought her years ago but never seen her wear for me. I remember pausing for a second, smiling faintly, thinking maybe she’d rediscovered them. But when I picked them up, that smile froze.

The lace was stiff in places, the crotch marked with a thick, crusted patch of white. It took my brain a few seconds to catch up with what my eyes already knew. I turned the fabric in my hands, the air suddenly gone heavy, my heartbeat thudding in my ears. The smell was faint but unmistakable.

At first, I tried to reason with myself — to make sense of it some other way. Maybe she’d worn them during one of our nights together, maybe I’d forgotten. But deep down I knew. Lucy never wore lingerie like that for me anymore. She hadn’t in years.

I kept searching through the laundry as if the next thing I found might undo what I’d just seen. Instead, I found another pair — a softer, French-style set I remembered buying for an anniversary. They, too, were soiled the same way, the stain smaller but just as damning. My stomach twisted. I couldn’t pretend anymore.

That was the moment everything fell into place. The late nights. The exhaustion. The way she brushed me off with a kiss on the cheek and a quick “Love you” before disappearing upstairs. The sudden glow in her skin after certain Fridays, the faint scent of unfamiliar cologne I’d once convinced myself was from hugging her coworkers. Every memory I’d stored neatly away began rearranging itself into something uglier, truer.

I sat there, holding that ruined scrap of lace, and felt the world tilt. A part of me wanted to storm into the kitchen and confront her immediately, to throw the evidence down and demand the truth. But another part — the quieter, more terrified part — couldn’t move. It just kept whispering that maybe I was wrong, that I should wash them, pretend I’d never seen.

How could I have been so blind?

I thought of all those nights she said she was working late, or that she was grabbing drinks with colleagues. The countless Friday nights she’d call “girls’ nights out,” telling me not to wait up — the same nights I’d go to bed half-hard, thinking about how she’d come home to me afterward, warm and eager, whispering that she needed me.

But now, all I could see was the truth behind those nights — the blurred images my mind filled in against my will. Her body tangled with someone else’s. Her moans, her words, all those sounds I thought were mine alone. I felt sick. I felt angry. I felt hollow.

And beneath all of that, buried where I didn’t want to look, was something worse — the faint pulse of arousal that came with imagining it. A reaction I hated myself for even having.

That was the day everything changed. Not because she betrayed me — but because, for the first time, I saw how much I’d been lying to myself.

That night, I couldn’t sit still. I told myself I’d wait up for her just to talk, to keep my tone calm, rational. But the longer I sat there, the more the anger and confusion built inside me until my hands were trembling. When I finally heard her key turn in the lock, something in me went cold.

She walked in like nothing was wrong — hair a little tousled, makeup smudged just enough to look lived-in, that faint scent of perfume and wine trailing behind her. I stood there in the doorway to the kitchen, holding the evidence in my hand like some fragile, filthy truth.

“Lucy,” I said quietly, “what is this?”

At first, she froze, then tried to play it off. She said I was being ridiculous, that it must have been laundry detergent residue or something else. I could see her brain working, scrambling for an excuse, her face flushing in patches. But I didn’t back down.

“Please,” I said. “Just tell me the truth. I’m begging you, Lucy.”

Something in my voice must have broken through. The defensiveness drained from her expression, replaced by a long, heavy silence. Then she sighed, sat down at the kitchen table, and started to talk.

What came out next didn’t sound rehearsed — it sounded like something she’d been carrying for years. She told me she’d always been…wild. That it started in high school, when she was a cheerleader and realized what kind of power her looks gave her. How easily the attention came, how much she liked being wanted. She admitted that back then, it wasn’t about love — it was about excitement, about the rush of being chosen.

She told me that in college, it got worse. She joined a sorority, and the parties, the flirtation, the hookups — they were constant. Her name had floated through enough fraternity houses that she couldn’t pretend it was just gossip. By the time she graduated, she said, she was tired of herself. Tired of feeling empty the next morning, of pretending each night meant something new when it never did.

Her voice cracked when she told me that just before we met, she’d made a promise to herself to stop. She wanted to be different, to find something steady, someone who could ground her. “And then you came along,” she said. “You were everything I thought I needed. Kind. Stable. Real.”

She looked at me then — really looked at me — and for a second, I saw tears in her eyes. “You were safe,” she whispered. “I didn’t want to ruin it. That’s why I didn’t sleep with you right away. I made myself wait six weeks. I wanted to prove to myself that I could.”

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me was still reeling from the shock, another part was struck by how calm she sounded now, as if she’d already made peace with it long before confessing. I sat across from her, numb, watching her twist her fingers together while she talked about her past like it was someone else’s life.

I kept thinking how strange it was that she could tell me all this — so open, so matter-of-fact — and yet I still couldn’t make sense of it. The woman I married, the one who said she wanted something simple and true, had just admitted that the person I thought I knew had never really existed.

And even then, despite everything, a small, painful part of me still wanted to believe her.

Eventually, the words started to dry up and her voice began to tremble. She’d been holding herself together through sheer will, but the cracks were showing. Her hands were shaking, her mascara smudged, and then, finally, she broke.

Tears slipped down her cheeks as she whispered, “I do love you. I really do. But after a while… I started thinking about the way things used to be. About who I was back then. And I couldn’t stop.”

Her voice wavered between guilt and something I couldn’t quite name — maybe longing, maybe relief. “It’s like there’s this itch I can’t reach anymore,” she said quietly. “You did nothing wrong. You’re everything I thought I wanted. But I missed it — the excitement, the danger, the attention. I tried to fight it, but I couldn’t.”

For a moment, the room went silent except for her breathing. I just stared at her, every muscle in my body locked, waiting for the rest of the sentence — the one I didn’t want to hear.

Then she said it.

“I stayed in touch with a couple of guys I used to mess around with,” she confessed, looking down at her hands. “And… one night it just happened.”

The words hit like a punch. My mouth went dry. I forced myself to ask, “Who?”

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine — and for a second, I saw something raw there, almost defiant. “Oh, it’s not just him,” she said softly. “It’s a few guys.”

The world seemed to tilt. I blinked, thinking I’d misheard her. “A few?” I asked, my voice rasping out like it belonged to someone else.

She nodded slowly, wiping her face with the back of her hand. “There are two right now,” she said. “I’ve been seeing Carl again — my old boyfriend. It’s been on and off for a few years. And there’s Paul. I’ve only been with him a few months.”

She said their names like they were already familiar, like I should somehow know them. My brain couldn’t keep up — it was as if each word stripped another layer from the reality I thought I understood.

Carl. Paul. Two men who weren’t me. Two lives she was living without me even noticing.

I couldn’t speak. I could only stare at her, my heart pounding in my chest, trying to process the sheer weight of what she’d just confessed. The woman I loved — the woman I thought I knew inside and out — was sitting across from me, calmly telling me that fidelity had been gone from our marriage long before I’d ever suspected.

And what scared me most wasn’t just what she’d done. It was the realization that even as she said it, even as she cried, a part of her didn’t seem ashamed — only honest, like the truth itself was a kind of freedom.

I often wonder now why I kept asking questions. Why I needed to know everything. She’d already confessed — she’d told me she was cheating. That should have been enough. But it wasn’t. Some part of me needed to hear the details, to picture it, to force myself to confront every ugly truth I’d been blind to. Maybe I thought if I understood it, I could control it. Or maybe, deep down, I just couldn’t look away.

So I asked. And she told me.

Both Carl and Paul were married, she said, almost casually, like it was another small fact in a long list of mistakes. She would usually meet one or the other at least once a week after work, sometimes alternating, sometimes not. I remember the way her voice changed when she spoke about them — not affectionate, not apologetic, just matter-of-fact.

And then she told me why.

“They’re both really well endowed,” she said, like she was explaining something perfectly reasonable. “That’s all it is. There’s no feelings or anything there. It’s just that they’ve both got fucking huge cocks.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt sick, genuinely sick — the kind of nausea that starts in your chest before your stomach even reacts. I think I actually swayed where I stood. She couldn’t have known how precise the blow was, how exactly it landed on the softest, most insecure part of me.

I’ve never been one of those guys who thinks about size all the time, but I’ve always known the numbers. I’ve read the same studies everyone else has. Just over five inches long, a bit under five thick — shorter here, wider there. Statistically, I’m right in the middle. Not small, not big. Just…average. But hearing her say that out loud, in that tone, stripped the air from my lungs.

She went on, almost in a trance, telling me she couldn’t help herself. That it wasn’t about emotion or betrayal or even me — it was about the rush, the thrill of variety, the kind of satisfaction she couldn’t find at home. She admitted she’d also slept with other men she met at bars and dance clubs on her girls’ nights out. Strangers whose names she didn’t always remember.

By then, I couldn’t even look at her. I just sat there, staring at the floor, listening to the sound of my own heartbeat and her quiet, broken voice weaving together into something unbearable. And yet, even as she spoke, she said it again — that she loved me. That she wished she could lie, promise to never do it again, but she couldn’t. Not honestly. She said she didn’t want to hurt me anymore with false hope.

I didn’t shout. I didn’t slam a door. I just told her I needed time to think, to breathe, to figure out what the hell I was supposed to do with all of this. Then I got in my car and drove.

I don’t even remember where I went. I just remember the road stretching out in front of me, empty and silent, my hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly that my knuckles turned white. My thoughts looped over and over — her words, her tone, the images my mind wouldn’t stop creating.

Somewhere between anger and heartbreak, another feeling began to stir — one I didn’t expect, one that terrified me. I realized that even after everything she’d said, even knowing what she’d done, I still loved her. The thought of losing her made my chest ache. And beneath that, buried where I didn’t want to look, was a flicker of arousal.

It made no sense. But I couldn’t deny it.

I kept picturing her the way she must have looked — confident, wild, completely unrestrained in ways she never was with me. The thought disgusted me, but it also sent a strange heat through my body, something dark and uninvited. I gripped the wheel harder, trying to shake it, but the image of her acting so wantonly wouldn’t leave me.

After a few hours, I turned the car around and headed home. I didn’t know what I was going to say, only that I needed to see her again — to talk, to understand, to make sense of what she’d done and what I still felt for her.

When I got home, the house was quiet, but the light from our bedroom spilled softly across the landing. For a moment, I thought maybe she was waiting up for me — ready to talk, maybe even to make things right. But when I stepped into the room, my breath caught.

Lucy was sitting at her dressing table, leaning toward the mirror as she applied the finishing touches to her makeup. Her hair was flawless, her skin glowing under the warm light. She wasn’t waiting for me at all. She was getting ready to go out.

She wore a tight, sleeveless white knit top that clung to her chest, a short black leather skirt that hugged every curve, and sheer stockings with a single seam running straight up the back of her legs. A pair of black four-inch heels with delicate ankle straps completed the look — and the effect was devastating. She looked incredible. Confident. Sexy. Utterly untouchable.

For a few seconds, I just stood there, trying to make sense of it. Then I managed to find my voice. “Where are you going?” I asked, glancing at the clock on her bedside table. “It’s two in the morning.”

She didn’t even look up from the mirror. “Out,” she said, matter-of-factly, her tone casual, almost bored. She smoothed a final stroke of lipstick across her mouth, then added, “I’ve got a date.”

The words hung there between us, absurd and impossible. I blinked, hoping I’d misunderstood. “A date?” I repeated slowly. “With who? Carl? Paul?”

She turned in her chair, finally meeting my eyes through the reflection. “Oh, neither,” she said with a shrug. “They’re both married — they can’t get away on the weekends.” She stood then, adjusting her skirt, the leather creaking softly. “His name’s Dan. I haven’t seen him in a couple of months, but he was very happy to hear from me.”

I couldn’t move. My hands were clenched so tightly my nails bit into my palms. “Dan,” I echoed. The name meant nothing, but somehow it made everything worse.

Then she smiled, as if remembering something amusing. “Oh, and he doesn’t really have a big cock like Carl or Paul. In fact, his cock is about the same size as yours, give or take,” she said conversationally, “but he makes up for it with his stamina and enthusiasm. He can seriously go all night with a little rest between each round. I’m actually really looking forward to seeing him again.”

She said it so casually that my brain refused to process it at first. There was no malice in her tone, no intent to wound — she was simply being honest, as though it were the most natural conversation in the world. And somehow, that made it so much worse.

When she stepped closer, the scent of her perfume filled the space between us — warm, floral, familiar. She leaned down and kissed me gently on the cheek, leaving a faint smudge of cherry-red lipstick. Then, in that same calm, affectionate voice, she said, “I really do love you, baby, and I hope you’re here when I get home. But if you want to stay married to me, you’re going to need to accept this as your new lifestyle.”

I stared at her, speechless, my chest tight. She squeezed my hand once — almost tenderly — then picked up her purse.

“I need to go now,” she said softly. “We can talk about it some more when I get in. But please don’t wait up for me.”

And with that, she walked out — heels clicking across the floor, perfume lingering in the air, leaving me standing in our bedroom surrounded by the echo of everything she’d just said.

After she left, I just sat there in the silence, staring at the door long after it closed. The sound of her heels on the driveway faded, replaced by the dull hum of the night — the ticking of the clock, the faint whisper of the wind through the trees, the echo of her words looping endlessly in my head.

I told myself I should leave. Pack a bag, drive somewhere, anywhere. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Instead, I drifted through the house in a daze, every room feeling emptier than it had an hour ago. Her perfume still lingered in the hallway, soft and sweet, clinging to the air like a ghost.

I ended up sitting on the edge of our bed, my phone in my hand, staring at the time. 2:15. Then 2:45. Then 3:30. Each minute stretched longer than the last, feeding the thoughts I didn’t want to have.

I tried to picture her out there — laughing, drinking, flirting — but my mind wouldn’t stop there. It went further, darker. I could see her with him, this man I’d never met, her legs spread, her mouth open, her lipstick smudged from his cock. The image repulsed me, but it also rooted itself in me, pulsing with a kind of terrible fascination. I hated it — hated her for doing it, hated myself for imagining it, hated the way my body betrayed me.

I shifted on the bed, trying to shake it off, but the more I thought about it, the harder it became to think of anything else. My stomach twisted with jealousy and arousal, disgust and longing all tangled together until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

At some point, exhaustion must have taken over. I don’t remember falling asleep, only the way my mind kept replaying her voice, her laugh, her casual cruelty as she told me she was going to see another man.

When I woke, the room was dim and quiet. The clock on the nightstand said 5:42. For a second, I thought maybe she still wasn’t home — but then I felt it. The warmth of her body pressed against my back. The slow, steady rhythm of her breathing. The faint scent of perfume and something else — sweat, maybe, or sex — drifting between us.

Her arm slid around my waist, her skin cool against mine, and her lips brushed the back of my neck. “I wasn’t sure you’d still be here when I got back,” she whispered, her voice low and soft, almost affectionate. “But I’m glad you are.”

I froze. My heart was pounding. I didn’t know if I wanted to push her away or pull her closer.

“Lucy,” I said quietly, my throat raw, “where were you? What did you do with him?”

She didn’t answer right away. I turned toward her, and the look in her eyes stopped me cold — calm, almost amused, as if she’d expected the question.

“Don’t,” she murmured. “Not yet.”

But I couldn’t stop myself. The anger had been building all night, and now it came out sharp and ragged. “You told me his name. You said you were going to see him. What did you do, Lucy? Did you—”

I couldn’t even finish the sentence. My voice broke halfway through it, and I felt my body tremble with rage and confusion.

That’s when she noticed. Her gaze flicked downward, and before I even realized what she was looking at, she reached for me.

Her hand wrapped around me through the thin fabric of my shorts. I was hard — painfully, shamefully hard — and she smiled. Not mockingly, not cruelly, just knowingly.

“Really?” she whispered, her fingers tightening slightly. “You’re angry, but this turns you on?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but nothing came out. I couldn’t find words.

She moved closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Do you want to hear about my date then, baby?” she asked softly, her tone almost tender.

I swallowed hard, my mind screaming no while my body gave her the only answer it knew.

“Yes,” I heard myself say, barely more than a hoarse whisper.

"When I got to Dan’s place, my pulse was already racing from the drive over. Every minute of it had been filled with images of what I was about to do—of him, waiting for me, and the way his hands would feel once I was in front of him again. When he opened the door, the air between us felt charged, heavy with the kind of tension that doesn’t need words. We kissed right there in the doorway, slow at first, then deeper, harder, until I could taste the faint trace of wine still on his lips.

Inside, I dropped onto the couch, legs crossed, pretending to be calm though my heart was pounding. He came back with two drinks, his movements confident but almost hurried, like he was afraid I might disappear if he took too long. We clinked glasses in a silent toast, and as soon as the first sip touched my lips, I could feel his eyes on me—hungry, searching. I leaned in again, closing the distance, and our lips met in another kiss that quickly spiraled into something deeper. I could feel the heat rising between us, the tension building until I couldn’t bear to wait any longer.

He looked at me with that mix of excitement and disbelief, and I smiled, drained the rest of my drink, and told him to stand up. I unzipped his pants, got down on my knees right there by the sofa, and began sucking his already hard dick.

I looked up at him and told him that I was going to make him cum so that he could spend some time concentrating on pleasing me. I took his dick back in my mouth and started swirling my tongue around its head; you know that little trick you love while stroking his shaft. It wasn’t long before he was moaning, and his cock was leaking pre-cum. I looked up at him again and took his cock out of my mouth for a second to tell him that I wanted him to cum in my mouth. Then, before he replied, I went back down on him, and about five seconds, maybe even quicker, I felt him shooting his hot cum down my throat. After I had finished sucking him dry, I got up and told him to go make me another drink, and then it would be my turn to relax.”

My dick was now hard as a rock, and I could feel a bead of pre-cum sliding down as images of Lucy on her knees filled my mind—her lips wrapped around another man’s cock. The thought tore through me, equal parts jealousy and unbearable arousal. Lucy could feel it too. Her hips began to move, slow and deliberate, the heat of her pussy grinding against my leg while she kept talking in that breathy, confessional tone that made it impossible to look away.

"When he came back with my refill," she said, her voice a mix of mischief and satisfaction, "I very slowly stripped for him; I took off everything except my heels because I knew he loved that. Then I sat back on the sofa and told him to go down on me."

I could picture it vividly—the dim light, the sound of her heels against the floor, her legs parting as he knelt before her. My chest tightened as she went on.

"He crawled between my legs and started to run his tongue up and down my pussy, lapping up the juices that were flowing from me. He then started to alternate between long strokes with his tongue going all the way from my ass up to my clit, and then fucking my pussy with his tongue, pushing it in as deeply as it could get it."

Lucy’s breathing quickened as she described it, her hips rolling harder against me now. The air between us was electric—thick with scent, heat, and tension.

"He brought me to the edge of cumming so many times," she murmured, eyes half closed, "but he would always back off just before I came. He can be such a tease like that. He loves hearing me beg to cum. Finally, I told him that I couldn't take it any longer and that I desperately needed to cum. As soon as I said it, he stuck one finger into my dripping pussy, followed seconds later by another, and started slowly fucking me with them while his tongue moved up and concentrated on my clit. I started bucking against his hand and his mouth as I got closer and closer to cumming. Then it hit me. I just moaned with pleasure and felt my whole body stiffen up, and I came so hard that I almost passed out."

As she finished, her voice trembled slightly, not from shame but from the memory itself—raw and vivid. Her body was still pressed against mine, trembling faintly, and all I could do was breathe her in, lost between the story she’d told and the need it stirred inside me.

"When I had finished cumming," Lucy said, her voice still low and husky, "I looked down and saw that his cock was hard again already. Can you believe that?" She gave me a sly little smile and brushed her fingers over my thigh, teasing. "Not everyone’s a one-cum-and-done kind of guy like you, baby."

The jab stung just enough to make my cock twitch. She knew exactly what she was doing. Her tone was light, almost playful, but the image she painted—the other man still hard, still wanting her—burned into my mind.

"I got up from the sofa," she continued, "still catching my breath, and downed the rest of my drink in one go. Then I told him we should go to the bedroom because I wanted to fuck."

She paused, her eyes flicking over me, watching the effect her words had before she went on. "When we got to his bed, I pushed him down on his back, straddled him, slid his hard dick into my wet pussy, and started to ride him. Since he had already cum not all that long ago, I was able to ride him for pretty much as long as I liked. I rode him really hard until I had cum twice while I was on top of him. As I was cumming the second time, just as my pussy started spasming, I told him that I wanted him to cum as well, that I wanted to feel his hot cum filling my pussy up. He started to buck his hips, thrusting his cock up harder and harder into me, and then, with a really loud moan, I felt him empty his second load of the night into my dripping wet pussy."

She finished the story with a slow exhale, her hand still resting on my leg. The words lingered between us, heavy and taunting, while the ache in my chest mixed with the throbbing pulse between my legs.

"After we spent a few seconds catching our breath," Lucy said, her tone almost lazy, like she was recounting a casual errand instead of what she’d just confessed, "I finally climbed off him. His cock slipped out of me, and I could feel his cum start to run down my thighs. I leaned over, gave him one last kiss, and told him I needed to go. He begged me to stay, said he wanted another round, but I told him I’d already kept you waiting long enough."

She paused for a moment, almost smiling as she looked at me—me, sitting there, silent, trying to breathe through the tightness in my chest.

"When I stood up," she continued, "I could feel it still dripping out of me, soaking my panties. I didn’t even clean up; I just pulled my clothes back on and left. The smell of him was everywhere—on my skin, in my hair, on my hands. I could still taste him every time I swallowed."

She leaned back, voice soft but taunting. "Oh, and by the way," she added, almost laughing, "I took your car. Mine was out of gas."

The words hit harder than they should have. My car. Our car. The one I’d cleaned that morning.

"Every time I shifted in the seat," she went on, "I could feel his cum leaking out of me, dripping onto the leather. By the time I pulled into the driveway, I could feel it soaking through everything. I didn’t even care—I just hoped you’d still be here when I got home."

She said it like it was nothing, like it didn’t matter, while the image seared into my mind—her driving my car, her thighs sticky, another man’s cum spreading across the seat. And the worst part wasn’t the jealousy or even the humiliation—it was knowing that my cock was throbbing harder than ever as she said it.

Lucy went quiet for a moment after finishing her story. The room seemed to hum with leftover tension, like her words still hung in the air between us. I could hear her slow breathing, see the faint rise and fall of her chest, the gleam of sweat still caught in the hollow of her throat. She looked completely at ease—satisfied, glowing—while I sat frozen, my heart pounding, the image of her with him still looping through my head.

Then she smiled. It wasn’t gentle; it was knowing. “Telling you what I did on my date has got me so horny,” she said softly. “I’m so wet; I want you to go down on me.”

The words hit like a spark. For a second, I didn’t move. My throat tightened as my mind tried to catch up with what she was asking. The thought of her skin still warm from another man’s touch, her body still filled with traces of him—it should have repulsed me. And yet, my cock throbbed with a kind of helpless need.

I hesitated, searching her eyes for something—remorse, hesitation, anything—but all I found was that same calm, almost playful confidence. She tilted her head, sensing my reluctance immediately. “Go on, baby,” she whispered, voice slow and teasing. “Most of his cum has already leaked out of me on the drive back. Besides, it’s not like it’s something new, is it? You know you’ve done it a hundred times before.”

Her words sank in, twisting something deep inside me. I thought about all those nights when she’d gone out with her friends, all the times she’d come home flushed, tipsy, needy, and asked me to go down on her. I’d never questioned it back then. But now, as she looked at me with that same casual certainty, the truth burned in my chest—I knew she was right.

The memory of her date still played vividly in my mind, and the more I tried to resist it, the harder it was to breathe. My cock ached against the fabric of my shorts, straining as if her confession itself had made it harder. She must have seen it too because her lips curved into a devilish smile. “If you eat me out really well,” she murmured, leaning closer, “I’ll make sure I return the favor, and I’ll even let you cum in my mouth.”

That was it. The promise was too much. She knew me too well—knew exactly how to make me surrender.

I moved toward her without another word. My hands trembled as they found her thighs, parting them gently. The faint smell of her arousal hit me, mixed with something deeper—something new. My pulse quickened. I slowly kissed my way down her body from her breasts all the way down to her clit, and then, with my head still spinning at the thought of licking her recently fucked pussy, I slid my tongue down the few inches further and dove in, giving her a long lick along the length of her slit. The weirdest thing was that it tasted delicious. Lucy groaned and said, "Oh fuck yeah, yeah, that's it, babe, eat my naughty little pussy." I started to tongue fuck her, and she responded by grinding her pussy against my mouth. As I continued licking her pussy, she let out a loud moan, and I felt her start spasming against my tongue. A second later, a surge of her juices flowed into my mouth as I continued to lap at her wetness.

Her thighs tightened around my head, holding me there until the tremors faded. When she had finished cumming, she smiled down at me and said, "Now lay down, baby, it's your turn."

There was a flicker of something new in her eyes—satisfaction, maybe ownership—as she moved closer. A few seconds later, she took my leaking dick into her mouth and started swirling her tongue over the head and stroking the shaft at the same time, just like she had done for Dan not long ago.

Embarrassingly for me, it was less than thirty seconds later that Lucy was swallowing her second load of cum that night. My body was still trembling, overstimulated and raw, as she made sure to drain every last drop from my cock. When she finally pulled away, I collapsed back onto the bed, breathing hard. She slid up beside me, her skin warm against mine, and rested her head in the crook of my shoulder and neck.

The room felt impossibly still. My pulse was still racing, but my thoughts were a blur—somewhere between shame, awe, and an almost dizzy calm. I could smell her hair, faintly sweet and familiar, mixed with something darker that I didn’t want to think about.

Then she whispered, her voice soft and teasing, "You liked hearing about my date, didn't you, baby?"

The words lingered in the air. My throat tightened. I wanted to deny it, to push the thought away, but all I could manage was a quiet, broken “Yes.”

She shifted slightly, her lips brushing my jaw. “And I think you liked eating my naughty little pussy, didn’t you?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I whispered again, the word barely audible.

For a moment, I thought that would be the end of it—that we’d just lie there in the dark, our breathing slowly evening out. But something inside me cracked open. The pressure of everything—what I’d heard, what I’d done, what I’d imagined—was too much. It all came rushing to the surface before I could stop it.

“I really wish,” I murmured, almost to myself, “that I could have been there to watch you getting fucked by him.”

The moment the words left my mouth, I froze. It wasn’t something I’d meant to say—it had slipped out like a secret I hadn’t known I was keeping.

"Really?" she said, lifting her head slightly, her voice laced with genuine surprise.

I stared up at the ceiling, my chest tight. “Yeah,” I admitted, barely more than a whisper. “I don’t even know why… but yeah.”

For a second, neither of us spoke. Then she smiled—a slow, thoughtful smile that made my stomach twist. “Well,” she said softly, “I’ll have to see what I can do to make that happen for you.”

She rested her head back against me, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest. My mind spun, torn between panic and a strange, undeniable thrill. I should have stopped there, but something in her tone—teasing, knowing—pushed me further.

Still staring at the ceiling, I muttered, “See if you can make it happen with the guy you know with the biggest cock.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Oh, then that would be Carl,” she said casually, as if she were naming someone from work, not the man I’d just asked her to fuck.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms that night, her breath warm against my chest. My body eventually relaxed, but my mind didn’t. Every time I drifted toward sleep, I saw flashes of her with him—her body moving, her voice begging. My dreams that night were vivid in a way I’d never experienced before, and I’m sure I don’t need to tell you what their focus was.


The Morning After

As soon as I woke up the next morning, the memories came rushing back all at once—what she’d told me, what I’d done, what I’d said. The room still smelled faintly of her, the sheets still carried the heat from where her body had been. For a moment, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, my heart heavy with something that was equal parts shame and fascination. Lucy had turned me into a cuckold the night before, and no matter how surreal that word felt in my head, it was the truth.

Her side of the bed was empty. The sunlight spilling through the blinds made me squint as I sat up, disoriented. I could hear faint sounds from downstairs—the soft clink of a spoon against a mug, the distant hum of the coffee machine.

When I walked into the kitchen, she was sitting at the table, dressed in one of her loose t-shirts, legs crossed, coffee in hand. She looked radiant—serene, almost glowing—with a look of sheer contentment on her face that stopped me in my tracks.

I stood there for a moment, unsure how to break the silence. “How are you feeling?” I finally asked.

She looked up at me and smiled, that easy, satisfied smile that I hadn’t seen in years. “I feel fantastic, baby,” she said, her voice calm and bright. “I feel like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. It’s such a relief that I don’t have to lie to you anymore.”

I could only nod. The simplicity of her words made my chest tighten.

Then she leaned back in her chair, her eyes glinting with something playful but deliberate. “So,” she said softly, “how do you feel? How do you feel today, waking up for the first time knowing you’re married to a hotwife?” She paused, taking a slow sip of coffee before adding, “You certainly seemed to enjoy it last night.”

Her words hit with gentle precision, teasing but also strangely tender, like she wanted to hear my truth. I hesitated, feeling my throat go dry. My mind was a blur—humiliation and arousal, guilt and clarity all tangled together.

Finally, I exhaled and said quietly, “I liked it… I liked the feeling of you being in control.” I met her gaze, the words tasting unfamiliar but honest. “Or maybe… it’s that I liked being completely out of control. Submitting to you.”

Her expression softened. For a moment, she said nothing—just looked at me with that unreadable calm that made me feel both seen and exposed. Then the corner of her mouth lifted, and she reached out to rest her hand lightly over mine. The warmth of her touch was grounding, but the meaning behind it was anything but simple.

Lucy sat across from me at the kitchen table, her expression calm but curious. Then, in that same unflinching, matter-of-fact tone she’d used the night before, she asked, “Were you serious last night when you said you wanted to watch me fuck another guy?”

The question hung in the air, heavier than I expected. For a second, I just stared at her, caught off guard by how casually she’d said it. I could still taste the faint bitterness of coffee on my tongue, but suddenly my mouth felt dry.

“I…” I started, then stopped. There was no point pretending otherwise. “Yeah,” I said quietly. “I was serious.” I hesitated before adding, “Thinking about you with another man—watching you get pleasured by someone else—really turns me on. Especially if it’s a man with a massive dick.”

Lucy didn’t flinch. She just smiled, slow and knowing, like she’d already guessed. “Well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, “I’m meeting Carl on Tuesday after work. Maybe I’ll ask him about it.”

Something in my stomach dropped, but I nodded, trying to steady my breathing. She was so calm, so confident, and that balance between dread and excitement started to twist inside me again.

We spent the rest of the day together quietly, like a couple rediscovering their rhythm. We cooked dinner, watched TV, and curled up on the sofa, the kind of domestic normalcy that almost made me forget what we’d talked about. But underneath it all, there was a new current—unspoken but electric—something shifting between us.

Over the next two days, it became impossible to focus on anything else. Work felt like a blur of noise and meaningless tasks. Every time my phone buzzed, I wondered if it was her. Every spare second, my mind drifted to Tuesday—to Lucy with Carl. I imagined her on her knees, her lips sliding down his big cock; I pictured her straddling him, taking every inch while he gripped her hips. Each time the image formed, I tried to push it away, but it always came back stronger, sharper, more vivid.

By Tuesday afternoon, I could barely sit still. My heart raced as I watched the clock crawl toward five. I knew where she was. I knew what she was doing.

Like most evenings, I got home a couple of hours before her. Normally, I’d convince myself she was just staying late at work, but this time there was no pretending. I wandered the house aimlessly, my mind circling the same thought—Carl. Her. Together.

When she finally came through the door, it was after dark. She was glowing—flushed, energized, unmistakably satisfied. I didn’t even need to ask.

“Carl has agreed to let you watch me fuck him,” she said, her voice calm, matter-of-fact, “on the condition that you’re restrained so you can’t interfere if you change your mind or get mad at him. He doesn’t want a confrontation.”

I blinked, unsure I’d heard her right. “Restrained?” I asked.

She smiled, as if she’d expected the question. “Tied to a chair next to the bed,” she said simply. “That way, you can watch us fuck, but you can’t interfere.”

The words hit hard, but she held my gaze, steady and confident. I hesitated, the humiliation and arousal colliding so completely that I couldn’t tell one from the other. Finally, I nodded. “Okay,” I said. “I can agree to that.”

“Good,” she said, her tone brightening. “I set it up for Carl to come to our house next week.”

I stared at her, still processing what she’d said, the finality of it. She moved past me toward the kitchen counter, picking up her glass of water as though we’d just been discussing dinner plans.

I asked if she was going to tell me about her date, but she shook her head with a small, teasing smile. “No,” she said, “I’d rather keep you in suspense until you see for yourself next week.”

That casual tone of hers—the way she could talk about something that turned my world inside out as if it were nothing—made my pulse hammer.

Trying to sound calm, I asked if she wanted me to do anything for her, maybe go down on her like she usually liked after her nights out. She laughed softly and shook her head. “No, I’m pretty well fucked out, baby,” she said, her voice lazy, content. “I just want to eat dinner and relax a little before bed. Besides,” she added with a sly grin, “I prefer to save that for the weekend, when I’ve had a few drinks with the girls and come home feeling really naughty.”

Her words left me speechless. I watched her walk away, the sway of her hips casual, confident—like she already knew how much control she had over me. The house was quiet, but my thoughts were anything but. I had agreed. I had said yes. And now, all I could do was wait.

Lucy was true to her word. When Friday night rolled around, she came home later than usual, the faint scent of perfume and alcohol drifting through the air as she climbed into bed beside me. I’d been half-asleep, but the weight of her body, the warmth of her skin, and the soft sound of her giggle brought me instantly awake.

I blinked, disoriented in the dark. “Hey,” I murmured, my voice thick with sleep. “Did you have a good time with the girls?”

She laughed quietly, the sound light and careless. “Yeah,” she said between small bursts of laughter. “Yeah, I had a really good time.” She paused, then added with a teasing slur, “I was a naughty girl, though.”

That line alone sent a ripple through me—part dread, part excitement. “Naughty how?” I asked, my heart already thudding.

She rolled onto her side, facing me, her breath warm against my neck. “I danced with a bunch of guys I met at the club,” she said, her voice husky now. “And then I asked the cutest one if he wanted to go out to my car and fuck me.” She gave another lazy little laugh. “Of course he did, and we ended up fucking on the back seat of my car.”

Her words hit me like a punch and a caress all at once. I froze, every image she described burning into my mind before I could stop it—her in that dim parking lot, the sound of her moans muffled against the car windows.

She went on, utterly unfazed by my silence. “After he’d cum in me, we went back inside, and I used the restroom to freshen up a little. Then I left without saying goodbye to him.” She shrugged against me as if it were nothing. “He really wasn’t very good, though. He came too quick, and he had a skinny cock.”

Her voice was casual, detached, but the content was devastatingly intimate. I could barely process what I was hearing—shock, disbelief, and raw arousal colliding in a way that made my pulse race. She wasn’t confessing out of guilt. She was sharing, almost playfully, like she knew exactly what it did to me.

Then she shifted closer, her hand sliding across my chest. “I’m so horny now, baby,” she whispered. “I really need to cum. Mr. Skinny Cock didn’t make me cum, and you know how horny I can get when I haven’t cum.” She paused, her lips brushing my ear as she said, “I want you to eat me.”

Her tone left no room for doubt—it wasn’t a request, it was a command wrapped in a plea. The air between us thickened with the same electric tension that had haunted every night since her first confession. My body responded instantly, even as my mind spun, torn between humiliation and desire, both of them stronger than I’d ever known.

So, as I usually did after her Friday nights out, I went down on Lucy. It had become almost ritual—something unspoken between us. I moved down the bed slowly, the faint scent of her arousal already filling the air, my mind struggling to keep pace with what I knew. Her gorgeous, wet little pussy had been fucked by another man only hours earlier, and yet here I was again, drawn to her like gravity itself.

The first taste made my head spin. She still tasted delicious, that familiar sweetness I’d always loved, but there was something else there too—something subtle, different, that made my stomach tighten. I tried not to think about it, focusing instead on the way she writhed beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets, her voice breaking into breathless moans as I licked and sucked, devouring her until she began to tremble. I didn’t stop until she’d cum three times on my tongue, her hips jerking with each wave, her thighs clamping around my head until she finally pushed me away with a weak laugh.

She sat up slowly, her chest rising and falling, her face glowing with satisfaction. “Let’s fuck,” she said, her tone low and commanding.

I started to move over her, instinctively taking my usual place, but she caught me with a firm hand on my chest and shook her head, a small, confident smile curving her lips. “No,” she said softly. “I want to be on top of you.”

There was no hesitation in her movements as she climbed over me, straddling my hips. The warmth of her body enveloped me, the rhythm she set fast and sure. She rode me hard, her hair falling over her face, her breaths coming in gasps as our bodies collided again and again. The mix of exhaustion, arousal, and disbelief swirled through me until the world narrowed to nothing but the sound of her moans and the slap of her hips against mine.

A few minutes later, we both came—her back arching, my hands gripping her thighs, our bodies shuddering together in a release that felt as confusing as it was powerful. She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath, before sliding off me.

Leaning down, she gave me a quick kiss on the lips, light and affectionate, as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. “Goodnight, baby,” she murmured, rolling onto her side. “That was fun.”

Within minutes, her breathing slowed, steady and content. I lay there beside her, staring at the ceiling, my body still tingling, my mind spinning with the weight of everything that had changed—and how impossibly good it had felt all the same.


Her Decision

It was the following Monday when Lucy finally told me that Carl would be coming to our house the next evening. Her voice was casual, almost cheerful, as she stood in the kitchen pouring coffee. “He’ll be here at six fifteen,” she said, glancing at the clock. “So make sure you’re home no later than five forty-five to get ready before he arrives.”

The word ready hung in the air long after she said it. I nodded, pretending to take it in stride, but my stomach twisted the rest of the day.

When I got home Tuesday at five-thirty, the house felt charged—quiet but full of something unspoken. Lucy was already home, dressed simply but with that unmistakable glow that always meant she had everything planned down to the last detail. Without saying much, she took my hand and led me upstairs.

In our bedroom, I immediately noticed the change. One of the dining-room armchairs had been brought in and placed off to the side of our bed, maybe six feet away—close enough to see everything, far enough to be powerless. Lucy stood beside it, watching my reaction with a devilish look that made my heart pound.

“Take off all your clothes,” she said softly, “and go sit in that chair.”

I hesitated, half hoping she was joking. “Why do you want me naked?” I asked.

Her smile deepened. “Oh, babe,” she said, stepping closer, her voice turning low and teasing, “that way I can see how turned on you get while you watch us fuck.”

Something in her tone made resistance impossible. My hands shook as I undressed, every movement slow and deliberate, my breath uneven. I sat down in the chair, the cool fabric brushing against my skin, the reality of what was about to happen beginning to sink in.

Lucy opened her top drawer and pulled out six silk scarves—bright colors I recognized instantly. She’d used them before, but never like this. Without a word, she draped one over my wrist and tied it to the arm of the chair, then another for the other wrist. I stared at her hands as she worked—steady, confident, unhurried.

When she tied the next two scarves around my elbows, securing them tighter, the air in the room seemed to grow heavier. My breathing quickened. Then she knelt, tying my ankles to the chair legs, her fingers brushing my skin just long enough to make me twitch.

Finally, she reached for a coil of rope and wrapped it around my chest, just below my armpits, looping it behind the chair and pulling it snug until I could barely move. When she stepped back to look at me, her expression was pure satisfaction.

“That should do it,” she said, surveying her work. Then, in that same calm voice, “Now, when Carl gets here, we’ll probably start in the living room. Once we’re ready, I’ll bring him up here. You can watch, but I don’t want you to say anything. I don’t even want to know you’re here. Do you understand?”

Her tone left no doubt it was an order. I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I managed to say. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Good,” she said with a smile, and without another word, she turned and left the room.

The sound of her footsteps fading down the stairs left me surrounded by silence. I’d never felt so exposed. Naked, tied down, and completely at her mercy, I could feel every beat of my heart echoing in my chest. The room seemed smaller somehow, the shadows deeper. I stared at the doorway, imagining what would happen when it opened again.

The minutes dragged. I tried to slow my breathing, but each creak of the house made me flinch. The anticipation was maddening—a mixture of dread, shame, and unbearable excitement. I had no idea what I’d look like when she saw me again, whether she’d see fear or arousal in my eyes.

It seemed to take forever, though it couldn’t have been more than fifteen minutes, before I heard the faint chime of the doorbell. My stomach clenched. Footsteps, voices, muffled laughter.

Another fifteen minutes crawled by. Then, at last, the doorknob turned. The door opened slowly, and everything I’d been imagining—every fantasy, every fear—suddenly became real.

When Lucy brought Carl into the bedroom, the first thing that hit me was how natural they looked together—like they’d done this a hundred times before. Both were completely naked, and for a moment, I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Carl was better looking than I’d expected—tall, lean, and confident in a way that made me feel small just sitting there. His body wasn’t bulky but perfectly balanced, the kind of athletic build that spoke more of control than vanity. The light caught the faint sheen of sweat already forming on his shoulders, tracing the lines of muscle that moved easily under his skin.

But what really stole my breath was his cock. Holy fuck—it was something else. Lucy had clearly been taking care of him before they came in, because it was already hard, heavy, and impossibly thick. From where I sat, it looked like it might have been eight inches, maybe more, but it was the sheer girth that made my chest tighten. It was thicker than mine—so much thicker it looked unreal. I understood, in a flash, why she’d wanted him again.

Lucy climbed onto the bed without hesitation, her movements confident, like she knew exactly what she wanted. She got on her hands and knees, her back arched, her skin flushed with excitement. Carl joined her, his hand settling briefly on her hip as he rubbed the head of his cock along the slick slit of her pussy, coating himself in her wetness. Then, with one steady thrust, he pushed inside her.

Lucy gasped—a sharp, involuntary sound that sent a jolt through me. Carl began to move slowly, long strokes that made her body tremble with every push. Each time he slid deeper, she let out a soft, helpless moan that filled the room. I could see her fingers clutching at the sheets, her breaths quickening, her whole body alive with sensation.

After a while, Carl’s pace quickened, his hips driving harder, the sound of skin against skin echoing through the room. Lucy’s moans turned into breathless cries, her body flushed and glistening, her voice rising each time he sank into her. When she turned her head toward him, her hair clinging to her face, and nearly shouted, “Come on, Carl, fuck me harder!” it was like she had given herself over completely.

She dropped her head into the pillow, gripping it tight as her whole body shook. I watched, frozen, as she screamed into the fabric and came harder than I had ever seen her cum before. Carl didn’t stop—he kept thrusting, powerful and unrelenting, until Lucy’s body finally gave out. She gasped, trembling, and pulled herself forward, his thick cock slipping free from her drenched pussy.

After she had regained her composure, Lucy took Carl by the hand. Her movements were unhurried, almost tender, and it made my chest tighten. She led him toward the side of the bed, right in front of me—so close I could see the faint sheen of sweat on his back, the steady rise and fall of his chest. She guided him so he stood between the edge of the bed and my chair, his body turned slightly, offering me a perfect view of everything I both wanted and couldn’t bear to see.

I couldn’t look away. His cock was still hard, glistening with a mix of her and him—thick streaks of creamy fluid coating the shaft. The sight hit me like a punch to the gut. I should have been angry, disgusted even, but instead, there was a strange pull in my chest, something I didn’t understand. It felt wrong and yet impossible to turn from.

Lucy sank gracefully to her knees in front of him. My breath caught. There was something almost reverent in the way she looked up at him, like she was exactly where she wanted to be. When her tongue flicked across the head of his cock, licking away the creamy mix of their cum, I felt a wave of heat surge through me—jealousy, shame, arousal, all tangled together until I couldn’t separate one from the other.

She licked slowly, deliberately, savoring it. I could see the way her lips glistened as she tasted him, how her shoulders moved slightly as she adjusted her position. Every small sound—the soft wet noises, the quiet hum of her breathing—seemed to echo in my head.

When she finally took him in her mouth, I watched her lips stretch around him, her jaw working to take as much of his thickness as she could. A thin strand of saliva escaped from the corner of her mouth, glistening in the dim light. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock, but even with her thumb and forefinger touching, there was still space—he was too thick for her small hands to close around. I felt my stomach twist at the sight; it was humiliating and erotic all at once.

Her rhythm built gradually—stroking and sucking, her head bobbing with practiced ease, her moans faint but audible. Carl’s breathing grew louder, rougher. His hips started to tense, and I could see the muscles in his thighs tighten as he let out a deep, guttural groan. My pulse hammered in my ears as I realized what was about to happen, but I couldn’t move. I just sat there, watching his body jerk as he came in her mouth—long, powerful spurts that made her throat flex with each swallow.

It felt like the room had shrunk to nothing but the three of us—her on her knees, him standing proud, and me, trapped between fascination and despair. I wanted to look away, but my body betrayed me. I could feel how hard I still was, throbbing in my lap as I watched her finish him, her lips sealed tight around his shaft until he gave her the last of it.

When she was done, she rose quietly, almost gracefully, and took his hand again. She didn’t look at me as she led him out of the room. I sat there in silence, every nerve alive, every thought colliding in my head. Ten minutes later, when she finally came back into the bedroom alone, I was still sitting there in the same position. My dick was just as hard as when she had left, and I hated myself for it as much as I craved her return.

Lucy walked slowly across the bedroom toward me, every step deliberate, her body still flushed from what had just happened. I couldn’t move; I was frozen in the chair, caught between wanting to reach for her and wanting to disappear. When she stopped in front of me, she leaned forward so close I could feel the heat of her skin and smell the faint mix of sex and sweat clinging to her. Her eyes locked on mine as her hand reached down, fingers brushing over my stomach before wrapping, feather-light, around my hard cock.

The first touch made me gasp. She moved her fingertips slowly, tracing lazy circles along the shaft before starting to stroke me—barely any pressure, just enough to make my breath catch. Her gaze didn’t waver. There was a hint of mischief in her smile, but something darker too, a quiet certainty in the way she looked at me.

“Did you like the little show, baby?” she asked softly, her voice low and teasing. “Did you like watching him fuck me and make me cum like that? Did you like watching me suck his big, thick cock? Did you like watching him cum in your wife’s mouth?”

Her words hit like a pulse through my whole body. I wanted to deny it, to tell her it had been too much, but I couldn’t. My throat tightened, my heart raced, and all I could do was nod—barely—until the word finally slipped out in a whisper. “Yes.”

She smiled then, slow and satisfied, still stroking me with the same infuriating gentleness. “Good.”

Then she leaned in further. I felt her breath against my lips before she kissed me—deep, slow, claiming. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, meeting mine, and I tasted it immediately. There was no mistaking it. The faint, musky tang of Carl’s cum was still there, lingering on her tongue, on her lips. It sent a strange jolt through me—shock, jealousy, and arousal all colliding into one dizzying rush.

When she finally pulled back, her lips glistened, and her smile turned almost playful. “I can still taste his cum in my mouth,” she said softly. “Could you taste it, babe?”

I hesitated for a moment, my pulse thundering, before I nodded and whispered, “Just a little.”

"Did you like it?" she asked, her voice soft but edged with something that made my stomach tighten. I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing came out. I didn’t have the words. My mind was a blur of confusion and arousal, but my body betrayed me completely—my cock was throbbing in her fingers, twitching with every slow stroke. She noticed, of course she did. Lucy always noticed.

Her gaze held mine, steady and unrelenting. “Would you like me to suck your dick now, babe?” she murmured. It wasn’t really a question; she already knew the answer. She could read it on my face, see it in the way I was breathing, hear it in the tiny catch of my breath. She knew that her mouth was my undoing—that when she went down on me, the world disappeared and nothing else mattered.

She sank gracefully to her knees between my legs, spreading them apart with gentle insistence. The air felt thick with tension, her breath hot against my skin before her lips closed around me. The first glide of her tongue over the sensitive underside of my cock made my eyes roll back. Her hand wrapped around the base—her thumb and forefinger meeting easily where Carl’s hadn’t—and she began to move with that perfect rhythm only she had. The soft pull of her lips, the flick of her tongue, the smooth slide of her hand—it all came together until the world narrowed to the sound of her breathing and the wet heat of her mouth.

It didn’t take long. I was already on edge, wound too tight from everything that had happened. Within seconds, my muscles tensed, and pleasure exploded through me. I groaned—no, I screamed—as she kept stroking, milking every last spurt from me with deliberate, practiced control.

When she was done, Lucy rose slowly, her expression unreadable. She leaned in again, and before I could catch my breath, her mouth was on mine. Her tongue pushed past my lips, insistent, tasting, demanding. It took a second for my fogged mind to register what was happening—but then I realized: she hadn’t swallowed.

The warm, salty mixture of my own cum and her saliva filled my mouth as she passed it to me in the kiss. I froze, shocked by the sheer amount, by the taste, by the intimacy of it. My instinct was to pull away, but she held me there, her lips sealed against mine until I had no choice but to swallow. The act was overwhelming—humiliating, arousing, impossible to describe.

When it was done, she pulled back and looked down at me, her eyes bright, her lips glistening. “Did you enjoy that, baby?” she asked.

I felt my face flush hot as I nodded and whispered, “Yes.”

Her smile deepened as she reached to untie me, her voice calm and deliberate. “You can cum in my mouth anytime you want, babe,” she said. “You just have to ask… but from now on, I’ll be sharing it with you every time you do.”


Time To Talk

The next evening, after Lucy got home from work, there was a different kind of energy between us—calmer, but charged. She came into the room still in her work clothes, hair a little messy from the day, and leaned against the doorway, studying me for a moment before speaking. “So,” she said, her tone careful but curious, “how are you feeling about what happened last night?”

I hesitated, unsure how to even begin, but then decided to just tell her the truth. “Honestly,” I said, “it’s all I’ve been thinking about. All day at work, I couldn’t get it out of my head—watching you with Carl. Watching him fuck you, watching you suck his cock afterward. It’s like the whole thing burned itself into my mind.” I paused, embarrassed, but pushed on. “You two looked… unreal together. Like Barbie and Ken, almost. Perfect. I couldn’t stop replaying it, and I got so turned on I had to lock myself in a restroom stall and jerk off.”

Lucy’s lips curved into that devilish little smile I knew too well. “You really did that?” she asked softly, a teasing lilt in her voice. Then she nodded, as though filing it away, her expression turning thoughtful. “Funny you say that—Carl and I were talking about it earlier. We both agreed it was a huge turn-on having you there, watching. It added something… intense.”

My heart was pounding. Hearing her say that made everything feel even more surreal—like this wasn’t just my fantasy anymore; it was theirs too.

Then she tilted her head slightly, her smile widening. “Would you like to watch us again sometime?”

I could feel the heat rushing to my face as I nodded. “Yeah,” I admitted quietly. “I’d love to.”

“What did you have in mind for next time?” I asked.

She shrugged lightly, walking closer until she was standing right in front of me. “Haven’t talked it over with Carl yet,” she said, “but since you were so well-behaved last time, maybe you won’t have to be tied to the chair next time.”

“That sounds good to me,” I said, trying to sound casual, but my voice came out rough, uneven.

“Good,” she said, smirking. “Then I’ll set it up for next week. Same time.”

She turned to walk away, then paused and looked back over her shoulder. There was a glint in her eye now—something darker, more playful. “You know,” she said, “having you tied up like that was such a turn-on for me. It made me feel powerful. Completely in control.” She stepped closer again, her voice dropping. “I really liked it. Especially at the end, when I let you cum in my mouth and then shared it with you while you couldn’t stop me.” Her smile deepened as she studied my reaction. “I’ve been thinking about that all day.”

Then her tone softened, almost curious. “Tell me something, babe. Did you actually like me kissing you with your cum in my mouth… or were you just going along with it because you wanted more head?”

“No, I actually liked it,” I admitted, the words coming out quieter than I meant them to. My face felt hot, and I could barely look at her. “I wouldn’t have thought I would, but for some reason… I really did. Thinking about it afterward, about you kissing me like that—it was what finally pushed me over the edge. That’s what made me cum when I was jerking off at work today.”

Lucy’s lips curved into a slow, approving smile. “Good boy,” she said softly, her tone equal parts teasing and affectionate. She reached out, brushing her fingers along my jaw before adding, “Maybe we can try tying you up again sometime.”

The way she said it—so casual, almost playful—made my pulse quicken. She turned away a moment later, humming quietly to herself, as though she hadn’t just left me standing there with my heart pounding and my mind full of images I couldn’t escape.

On Friday morning, before she left for work, Lucy was calm and composed, her hair tied back, her lipstick perfectly applied. She lingered by the door for a moment, pulling on her coat, and then said lightly, “Just so you know, I’ll be going out after work for a few drinks—same as usual.”

She didn’t bother pretending it was a “girls’ night out” anymore. That fiction had disappeared weeks ago, replaced by something far more open, far more dangerous.

“Where are you going?” I asked, trying to sound casual, though my voice betrayed the tension underneath.

She smiled, that same faintly mischievous smile she always wore when she wanted me to imagine the worst. “I’m not sure yet,” she said, her tone deliberately vague. “But I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.”

She leaned in, gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and added with a little wink, “But please don’t wait up for me, babe.” Then she was gone, the sound of the door closing behind her leaving me standing in silence, wondering what the night would bring—and how much of it she’d tell me.

I was caught off guard when Lucy came home much earlier than usual for a Friday night. Normally, I’d half-expect to be lying awake, staring at the clock, wondering what she was doing and who she was with. But tonight, the sound of the front door closing came just after ten. She stepped into the living room, calm and composed, her cheeks slightly flushed, her eyes bright in that way they always were after she’d had a few drinks—or something more.

I tried to sound casual. “You have a good time?”

Her smile was slow, secretive. “Yeah, I did,” she said, slipping off her jacket and letting it fall over the back of the sofa. Then she looked at me with that look—the one that made my pulse quicken before she even spoke. “Why don’t you come to bed,” she murmured, “and I’ll tell you all the details while you lick my pussy.”

My breath caught. There was no hesitation in her voice, no trace of guilt or pretense. Just confidence. Desire. Ownership.

I followed her into the bedroom, my heart pounding and my dick hardening with every step. The room smelled faintly of her perfume and something deeper beneath it. She stripped off her clothes without a word, her movements unhurried, almost ceremonial. When she lay back on the bed, her legs fell open, and she crooked her finger at me with a little smile that told me she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I dropped to my knees and crawled between her thighs, my hands brushing her warm skin. I kissed the soft inside of her legs, tasting the faint salt of her skin as I moved upward, inch by inch. Just as my lips neared her pussy, she spoke in that teasing, sing-song tone that always made my stomach twist.

“You want to know what my naughty little pussy did tonight, baby?”

I gave her clit a slow, gentle lick and murmured, “Yes.”

Her fingers slid into my hair, holding me there lightly. “I was such a naughty girl,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “Are you sure you want me to tell you?”

“Yes,” I whispered again, already lost, already too far gone to stop. My tongue traced long, slow strokes along her slit, savoring the warmth, the taste, the sound of her breathing shifting as she began to talk.

“I didn’t really feel like going to a club tonight,” she began, her tone conversational, almost casual, even as her hips moved faintly against my mouth. “All I wanted was to get fucked. So I stopped at a hotel by the airport and went into the bar. There were a bunch of businessmen drinking alone—tired, lonely, all looking for something.” She let out a soft moan as I flicked my tongue over her clit, then continued, her words trembling slightly with pleasure. “I ordered a drink and started looking for the best-looking one.”

I could picture it—her sitting there, calm, confident, knowing exactly the effect she had on the room.

“It didn’t take long,” she went on. “There was this handsome guy—fit, maybe ten years older than me. I sat near him, and I caught him staring. So I smiled, just to let him know I was interested. He came over, sat next to me, started chatting me up.” Her voice grew softer, breathier. “I finished my drink, and he bought me another one. And when I finished that one… I asked if he was staying at the hotel. He said yes. So I asked if he wanted to go up to his room.”

I paused for a moment, my tongue still pressed against her clit, my mind reeling at her matter-of-fact tone.

“He looked nervous at first,” she said, a faint laugh escaping her. “Wanted to know if I was a prostitute. I guess that kind of thing happens in those hotels. So I told him no—I just like to fuck good-looking men.”

Her voice lingered on the last few words, and my whole body tightened as I listened. There was no shame in her tone—just confidence, satisfaction, and the faintest hint of pride.

I was getting more and more worked up, the taste of her and the rhythm of my tongue matching the pace of her voice as she continued her story. Every word came out slow and deliberate, like she wanted me to feel it as much as hear it. Her voice had that low, breathy edge that only came out when she was fully turned on, and even as she spoke about another man, her hips kept moving gently against my mouth.

"We began kissing in the elevator on the way up to his room," she said, her tone a mix of confession and arousal. "He had his hands all over me, like he couldn’t wait another second." Her breath hitched between sentences, and I could picture it—the close space, the rush of desire, her body pressed against his. "When we got to his room, we were already half undressed. We couldn’t stop touching each other. I just dropped to my knees and took hold of his cock. I pulled his foreskin back slowly and slid his dick in my mouth, working my tongue around the head. It’s kind of weird because normally I don’t like uncut cocks, but sucking his got me really wet."

Her voice softened for a second, and I could almost feel her remembering it. "I was so turned on I could barely think straight, so I pushed him down on the bed and straddled him. I started fucking him slow, taking my time, feeling every inch of him inside me. But then I lost control—I rode him harder, faster, until I came so hard it made me shake. Then I lay back and told him to fuck me like he meant it."

By then, I was tongue-fucking Lucy, lost in the taste of her as she kept talking. Her hands gripped the sheets, her breath coming faster between each word.

"He got on top of me and started thrusting his dick in and out of me until I started to cum again. He wasn’t big or anything—just average, maybe a little bigger than you—but he really knew what he was doing. He knew exactly how to fuck me. When I came again, my pussy just clenched around him, and that’s when he started to cum inside me."

Her voice dropped to a whisper now, slow and trembling. "Afterward, I went to the bathroom, got cleaned up, got dressed, and just said thank you for a good fuck. Then I left. But on the drive home, all I could think about was you—about how it would feel to have you going down on me while I told you what I’d done tonight."

As Lucy finished her story, her body tensed and her hands suddenly gripped my head, holding me firmly in place as she pressed herself harder against my mouth. Her hips moved with a desperate rhythm, and the sound that came from her throat was raw and unrestrained. I could feel every tremor as she came, her body arching, her thighs tightening around my face until her cum flooded my mouth. I didn’t stop; I couldn’t. I devoured every drop like I was starving for her.

When the waves of her orgasm began to fade, she loosened her grip and looked down at me, her expression shifting from pleasure to a teasing, wicked satisfaction. Her eyes locked with mine, glinting with that mix of affection and power that always made my heart pound.

“Did you enjoy licking my naughty pussy, baby?” she asked softly, her tone playful but edged with something deeper. “Do you like licking that pussy that another guy fucked only an hour ago?”

Her words hit me like an electric current—humiliation tangled with arousal. I swallowed, still tasting her, and told her the truth: that I’d do anything to please her, that making her happy was all that mattered to me.

Lucy smiled, a slow, knowing smile that showed she already knew what my answer would be. “I know there probably wasn’t much of his cum left in there,” she murmured, her voice low and intimate, “but when you were licking, could you taste it?”

I hesitated for a moment before admitting I wasn’t really sure. The smile on her lips deepened, and she leaned closer, brushing her fingers across my cheek. “You’ve been such a good boy,” she whispered. “I loved the way you ate my naughty little pussy so well.” Then, her voice dropped even lower—husky, deliberate. “Do you want me to fuck you now like I fucked that guy at the hotel tonight?”

My throat went dry, and I nodded immediately, my whole body already reacting to her words. “Yes,” I said, breathless. “I’d love you to ride me.”

Lucy swung a leg over me and lowered herself onto my hips with a slow, deliberate grace. Her eyes met mine as her hand wrapped around my cock, guiding it to her entrance. The warmth of her wet pussy surrounded me as she eased herself down, taking me inch by inch until I was buried completely inside her. The sensation made my breath catch—her body still soft and slick from before, her muscles tightening and releasing around me in slow waves.

She began to move, rocking her hips with a steady rhythm, forward and back, finding that perfect pace that made both of us gasp. Every motion felt intentional, almost cruel in how good it was—like she was showing me what he had felt, what I could never fully match but could still share through her.

“This is exactly how I fucked him,” she whispered, her voice trembling with both pride and lust.

Her movements grew faster, more urgent, the sound of her breathing filling the room. I watched her head tilt back, her hair falling loose around her face as she rode me harder, her body moving with raw, unrestrained pleasure.

“I’m going to cum again, baby,” she cried out, her voice rising as she moved faster still. “Just like I did when he fucked me!”

The words hit me like a shock. I tried to hold back, to last longer, to prove something—to her, to myself—but the memory of her story, the taste of her still fresh on my tongue, the way her pussy clenched around me—it was all too much. As she tightened around my cock, my control broke, and I came hard inside her, shuddering beneath her.

Lucy stayed still for a moment, catching her breath, then slowly lifted herself off me. She looked down with that same teasing glint in her eyes, part satisfaction, part mischief.

“The next time we fuck,” she said, her tone calm but commanding, “I want to tie you up again. I loved the feeling of control that gave me.”

I nodded, still breathless, my body spent but my mind reeling. “I’d like that,” I managed to say.

She smiled faintly, brushing her hair back from her face. “Good,” she murmured. “It’ll give you something to look forward to.”


Tied Up

The following Tuesday, Lucy called me on her drive home. Her voice was casual, but there was a teasing undercurrent that immediately caught my attention. She told me that something had come up and Carl wouldn’t be able to make it after all, then paused for a moment before adding, “But… I was wondering if you’d be up for me tying you up and fucking you instead.”

The words made my pulse quicken. I didn’t hesitate—I told her that sounded more than good. She laughed softly, pleased by how quickly I agreed, and told me to make sure I was home and ready at exactly 5:30.

When I walked through the door later, the house was quiet except for faint music coming from the bedroom. Lucy was already there, standing by the mirror in her underwear, fixing her hair. She looked up at me with that calm, confident expression that always made me feel both nervous and excited.

“Strip,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “Then lie down on the bed with your head toward the foot.”

I did as she said. The sheets were cool against my back, and I could already feel anticipation buzzing through me. She took her time walking over, moving with deliberate grace as she tied each of my wrists to my thighs with the same scarves she had used the week before. The silky fabric was soft but held tight enough that I couldn’t move much.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, brushing a hand across my chest as she turned toward the door. “I’ve got a little surprise for you.”

When she returned, there was a new kind of energy in her walk—more assured, more in control. She held up a pair of leather handcuffs and smiled. “Look what I bought,” she said as she closed the bedroom door behind her with a quiet click.

She fastened the cuffs around my ankles, testing their tightness before securing them to the bedposts with short cords. The position left me completely exposed, every muscle tense with expectation. Lucy took a slow breath, then began undressing, piece by piece, until she stood naked in front of me. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and her expression was pure mischief.

She climbed onto the bed and swung one leg over me, settling into a 69 position. “This is going to be so much fun,” she murmured, her voice low and warm.

Her lips found my cock almost immediately, kissing and licking until I was throbbing in her mouth. Then she lowered herself until her pussy hovered just above my face. “Lick me,” she commanded, and I obeyed without hesitation.

The moment my tongue slid between her folds, she gasped, her hips pressing down. I could taste her arousal building quickly, her body responding to every movement of my tongue. The combination of her mouth on me and her wet heat against my lips sent sparks racing through me. Within seconds, I was hard as a rock, my pulse pounding as I tried to focus on nothing but the sound of her breathing and the intoxicating rhythm of our bodies moving together.

As I focused on the slow, steady rhythm of my tongue moving against Lucy’s pussy, the room was filled only with the sounds of her soft moans and the wet, deliberate movements of her mouth on my cock. I was completely lost in the sensation—her taste, her warmth, the smell of her skin. Then, suddenly, I heard the quiet creak of the bedroom door opening. The sound cut through the haze, sharp and unmistakable.

My body tensed, but Lucy didn’t flinch. I could hear footsteps—slow, confident—crossing the room. Before I could say a word, she lifted her hips away from my face and shifted her body forward, settling on all fours above me. Her voice was calm, almost tender, but laced with excitement. “Oh,” she said, glancing down toward me, “your surprise is here, baby.”

I froze. My mind struggled to catch up with what was happening as a tall shadow loomed into view. Then I saw him—Carl—climbing onto the bed. The dim light caught the shape of his body, his muscles flexing as he moved closer. His cock was already hard, thick and heavy, and when he positioned himself between Lucy’s legs—right above my head—it felt surreal, almost unreal. He was so close that I could feel the air shift with each of his movements.

From my position beneath them, everything was magnified. I watched as he rubbed the head of his dick along the slick opening of her pussy—slow, testing, teasing. The sound of it was quiet but unmistakable, the wet glide of skin against skin. It was only then that the realization hit me like a wave: I had just licked her, tasted her, readied her for this.

A droplet of his pre-cum hung from the tip of his cock for a moment, catching the light, and then fell. I felt it land warm against my cheek. The instinct to move—to wipe it away—flared in me, but the scarves around my wrists and thighs held me in place. I couldn’t move. I could only lie there and watch.

Carl pushed forward slowly, guiding himself inside her, and Lucy gasped—a sound that was half pleasure, half shock. I watched her body respond, her pussy stretching around him, the lips parting wider and wider to take him in. The sight was both mesmerizing and devastating, my stomach tightening as his thick shaft disappeared inside her, inch by inch, until she had taken all of him.

He started to move then, slow at first, steady, deliberate. Each thrust made her body press lower, her weight shifting just above me. I could see every detail: the way her pussy gripped him, the slick motion as her folds clung to his cock, the soft wet sound of each stroke. It was hypnotic. My chest tightened, torn between disbelief, humiliation, and something darker—something that felt disturbingly like arousal.

Carl began to move faster, his hips slapping against her ass as he fucked her harder. Lucy’s moans filled the room—louder now, shameless, raw. “I love your big fucking dick!” she cried out. “Fuck me! Fuck me with that massive dick!”

Her words cut through me, but before I could even process the sting, I felt her shift again. Her head lowered toward me, and her lips found my cock. The heat of her mouth engulfed me, her moans vibrating through every inch of me as she sucked me while Carl’s cock slammed into her only inches above my face.

I lay there helpless, every sense overwhelmed—the sight, the sounds, the smell of sex filling the air—trapped between disgust, jealousy, and a throbbing, undeniable arousal I could no longer deny.

Carl’s breathing had changed—deep, uneven, almost ragged. Each thrust came heavier, slower, as if he was fighting to hold himself back. Above me, Lucy’s body trembled, her moans muffled by my cock still filling her mouth. I could feel her whole body begin to shudder; her hips jerked involuntarily, her pussy clenching around him in powerful, rhythmic spasms. The sound of her pleasure filled the room, raw and unrestrained.

From where I lay, the scene was almost too much to take in. Just inches from my face, her pussy tightened around Carl’s thick shaft, pulsing in time with the wet, obscene slap of their bodies meeting. Then it happened. I saw the change in his expression—his muscles tensing, his grip tightening on her hips—as his cock twitched deep inside her. His balls drew up, tight and ready, and I watched in disbelief as his body jerked with every pulse, releasing thick spurts of cum inside my wife.

The view was intimate, almost unbearable: the subtle tremor of Lucy’s thighs as she came, the glistening stretch of her folds as his cock filled her, the faint sound of her whimpering as he emptied himself into her. Each contraction was visible, visceral, right there before my eyes.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. My breath caught as his final thrusts slowed, his cock still buried deep in her, their mingled juices beginning to seep out and glisten in the light. When he finally pulled back, his thick shaft slid free just inches above me, glistening with their combined release.

Neither of them spoke. Carl looked down once—expression unreadable—then quietly stepped off the bed. His heavy breathing filled the silence for a brief moment before he turned and walked toward the door. The sound of it closing behind him left only Lucy’s soft, uneven breaths and the faint, intoxicating scent of sex hanging in the air.

After Carl had left the room, the air felt heavy, almost electric. The sound of the door closing seemed to echo forever, and I lay there frozen, still trying to process what had just happened. Lucy turned slowly, her body glistening in the dim light, a lazy, satisfied smirk on her face. When her eyes found mine, there was something new in them—authority, control, the kind of confidence that made my stomach tighten.

She climbed up onto the bed, deliberate in every movement, her posture radiating ownership. Then she straddled my chest, looking down at me with a calm, almost amused expression. “I want you to eat my pussy, baby,” she said softly, her tone playful but commanding. She paused just long enough for the words to sink in, watching my face as the meaning hit me. Then, in a firmer, lower voice, she added, “I want you to lick me clean.”

The words landed like a shock. My breath caught in my throat. I’d done this before—after she’d been with other men—but always later, when she’d showered, when it felt almost symbolic. This was different. Immediate. Real. The scent of sex still clung to her skin. I hesitated for a moment, my pulse racing, but her eyes didn’t waver.

“Now,” she said simply.

Something inside me cracked. I nodded weakly, and Lucy lowered herself toward me, holding my gaze until the warmth of her skin brushed my lips. My mouth opened instinctively. The taste hit me—sharp, musky, unmistakably tainted—and my first reaction was pure disgust. My stomach clenched, but before I could pull back, Lucy’s fingers slid into my hair, holding me firmly in place.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Don’t stop. Lick me, baby. Every bit of me.”

Her hips began to move in slow circles, her pussy grinding softly against my mouth. I could feel her heat, her slickness, and somewhere beneath the revulsion, a pulse of arousal started to build. My body betrayed me, the mix of humiliation and submission making me harder by the second.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice low and breathy. “Get it all. I want to feel that tongue everywhere.”

The words went straight through me. I obeyed without thought, my tongue tracing her slit, tasting the mingled salt and sweetness of her and him. Every time I swallowed, shame flooded through me—but so did a deeper, darker pleasure. Lucy’s moans grew louder. She rotated her hips more forcefully, riding my face, her control absolute.

“Come on,” she gasped, her tone now urgent. “Lick me clean, baby. All of it. You wanted this, didn’t you?”

I couldn’t answer—my mouth was full, my mind a blur—but my cock was throbbing, pressing hard against my stomach. I hated what I was doing, hated the taste, the stickiness, the loss of control—but I couldn’t stop. The way she moved, the sounds she made, the raw power in her voice—it had me completely undone.

Then her body tensed, a deep moan spilling from her lips. I could feel her pussy tighten around my tongue as she came, her entire body trembling above me. Another warm surge filled my mouth, and the shock of it almost made me flinch, but her hand pressed harder against my head.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “You finish what you started.”

I did. I kept licking, swallowing, lost somewhere between obedience and desperation until her breathing slowed and she finally let me go.

When she climbed off me, she didn’t speak right away. She just lay beside me, eyes half-lidded, still flushed from the orgasm. I turned my head, dazed, humiliated, my face wet and my chest heaving. I couldn’t look at her. My body was shaking.

She reached over, her hand closing around my cock, giving it a slow stroke. “Did you like your little surprise, baby?” she asked, her tone soft but taunting.

I tried to speak, but no words came out. My throat was dry, my mind still spinning from the conflicting sensations. She smiled, leaning closer, her voice a whisper now—sweet, cruel, intimate.

“You tasted him,” she said. “And you’re still hard. What does that tell you?”

I swallowed, unable to answer. She gave my cock another firm stroke, watching it twitch in her hand.

“Well,” she murmured, amusement curling around her words, “even if you can’t admit it, your little hard dick doesn’t lie.”

She leaned in, kissed the corner of my mouth, and whispered, “It says you liked it. A lot.”

After a long silence, Lucy shifted beside me and rolled onto her side, her face still glowing with that calm, almost predatory satisfaction. My chest was rising and falling fast, my head still spinning, when she slid her hand down to my cock. The touch was light at first, teasing, deliberate.

She formed a perfect circle around the base of my shaft with her thumb and forefinger, slowly gliding upward. Every time she reached the top, she eased off the pressure, using only her middle and index fingers to trace back down the underside—barely touching, but enough to make every nerve in my body twitch. The contrast between the firm downstroke and the featherlight return was torture.

I clenched my jaw, trying not to make a sound, but a low groan escaped anyway. She smiled faintly. “You’re so sensitive right now,” she murmured. “You can’t even breathe properly, can you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Her rhythm stayed maddeningly slow, her fingers coated with the slick sheen of my pre-cum. She spread it along my shaft with lazy precision, her eyes flicking up to mine now and then, reading every tiny reaction.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Leaking for me. You’re so embarrassed, aren’t you?” She gave another slow stroke, then another, her voice dropping to a whisper right beside my ear. “You loved it, didn’t you?”

My heart pounded. “No,” I managed to breathe out, barely audible.

That earned a quiet laugh. “Liar.” She squeezed a little tighter on the next stroke, then let her fingertips glide up again in that same excruciating way. “If you really hated it, you wouldn’t still be this hard.”

Her tone softened, but her control didn’t. “Come on, baby,” she said, her voice honeyed and cruel. “Just admit it. Admit that you liked eating the cum out of my dirty little pussy, and I’ll let you cum.”

Each word landed heavier than the last. My whole body was trembling, the mix of humiliation and arousal unbearable. She kept going, torturously slow, dragging the moment out until my resistance broke.

I looked at her—at the confident glint in her eyes, the smug curve of her mouth—and felt myself give in completely.

“I loved eating your dirty little pussy,” I whispered, the words catching in my throat.

The moment I said it, her expression changed—satisfaction, triumph, maybe even affection flickered through her eyes. Without another word, she leaned down, took the head of my cock into her mouth, and began stroking harder and faster, finishing what she’d started.

After a few slow, wet strokes of her mouth, Lucy let my cock slip free with a soft pop, the sudden cool air making me flinch. My whole body ached for release, but she wasn’t finished with me—far from it. She looked up, her eyes half-lidded, lips glistening, and the faintest smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“Remember, baby,” she murmured, her voice calm, steady, and devastatingly certain, “you can cum in my mouth if you want—but don’t forget, I won’t be the one swallowing it.”

The words hit harder than her touch. My chest tightened. For a second, I thought I might protest, but the look on her face silenced me. It wasn’t a taunt anymore—it was a test. A mirror. She wanted me to face exactly what I’d become in that moment: a man turned on by the very thing that should have disgusted him.

Then she lowered her head again, her tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path along the underside of my shaft. She took her time, licking from the base to the head, pausing just beneath the ridge to swirl her tongue there, over and over, until my hips began to tremble from holding back.

“God, you taste so sweet when you’re this close,” she whispered against me, her breath hot. “You love this, don’t you? Me using your body, making you cum when I say so.”

Her tone was soft but commanding—every word sinking deeper than her touch. I could feel myself twitching, straining, desperate, but she still didn’t let me finish. She lifted her head slightly, meeting my gaze again, eyes locked on mine with an intensity that froze me to the bed.

“Go on, baby,” she said, her lips brushing my tip as she spoke. “Cum for me. You know you want to.”

Then she took me back into her mouth, slow at first, then faster, her tongue pressing firmly against the underside, her hand twisting just beneath the head in perfect rhythm. I tried to hold back, tried to resist the inevitable, but her mouth was too much—too knowing, too skilled, too powerful.

The pleasure overwhelmed everything. I felt my body tense, the heat build, and then I was cumming hard, helpless, every muscle in my body tightening as she kept sucking, coaxing every drop from me with deliberate, expert care.

Even as my body trembled and the waves of release faded, she didn’t look away. She stayed there, eyes on mine, reminding me silently of exactly what she’d said—that this wasn’t over, that she still owned the moment.

When she was sure I was completely spent, Lucy shifted her weight and began to move up over me, slow and deliberate, her gaze never leaving mine. Her body glowed with the sheen of exertion, her breathing steady now—controlled, purposeful. When she reached my chest, she paused, straddling me, her face directly above mine. That’s when I saw it. Her cheeks were still full—rounded with the mixture of my cum and her saliva, her lips slick and glistening.

The realization hit me like a physical blow. My body tensed, my heart pounding in my ears. She was watching me, reading every reaction, her confidence unshaken.

Without a word, Lucy reached down and touched my chin with two fingers. The pressure was gentle at first, then firmer, until my mouth opened involuntarily. I could barely breathe. She tilted her head slightly, her lips pursing, and then—slowly, deliberately—she began to let the mixture drip from her mouth into mine.

It wasn’t a pour. It was a tease. A slow, steady drizzle that stretched out each second into eternity. I could feel it hit the back of my tongue, thick and warm, clinging as it slid toward my throat. It felt like a raw oyster, alien and revolting, and I fought the reflex to gag. Every instinct screamed to turn my head, to push her away—but I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Lucy’s eyes locked on mine the whole time. She was calm, collected, savoring the moment. When her mouth was finally empty, her hand moved down beneath my chin, two fingers pressing upward now, forcing my mouth shut.

Her voice came next—low, commanding, but laced with something almost tender. “Swallow.”

The word seemed to hang in the air. I hesitated, my throat tightening, then obeyed. The warm, viscous mixture slid down my throat, and the taste hit all at once—metallic, salty, and nauseating. My stomach turned, but at the same time, my cock twitched helplessly against my thigh.

Lucy saw it. Of course she did. Her smile deepened, slow and knowing, her eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“You are turning into such a little cum slut, aren’t you, baby?” she said softly, tilting her head.

I didn’t respond. My jaw trembled, my body still shivering with the aftershocks of shame and arousal colliding inside me. But in my mind, the truth echoed back at me—undeniable, humiliating, and somehow thrilling.

She was right.


Flickers Of Heat

Later that night, long after the room had gone quiet, I lay on my back staring at the ceiling, my mind refusing to settle. Lucy was beside me, breathing slow and even, the faint rhythm of her chest rising and falling in the half-light. But my thoughts wouldn’t stop circling what had happened only hours before—the words she’d whispered in that low, taunting voice: “You are turning into such a little cum slut, aren’t you, baby?”

The memory hit me in waves. I saw her again as she’d been—tied to the bed, legs parted, glistening in the soft glow of the lamp. I saw the thick white streaks that had spilled from her pussy, the proof of what she’d done with Carl still leaking out of her. My stomach twisted as I remembered the smell, that musky, unmistakable mix of sex and salt, and the moment she’d ordered me to clean her.

I could still feel it: the heat of her skin against my lips, the thick, creamy taste that should have revolted me but instead had left me shaking with confused arousal. The sweetness of her mixed with the salt of him—it had been obscene, wrong, and yet the memory pulsed in my head like an addiction.

Then came the rest—the blowjob afterward, the way she’d taken me in her mouth so sweetly, only to pull back and make me swallow my own release. I could still feel the texture of it sliding down my throat, still remember the look in her eyes as she watched me obey her. The taste hadn’t been so different from his, I realized now—and that thought alone made my cock twitch beneath the sheets.

By the time I noticed it, I was already hard again, my body betraying every attempt to suppress the images flashing behind my eyes. I shifted slightly, trying to steady my breathing, but Lucy stirred beside me. She turned her head toward me, eyes half-open, that familiar, knowing smile already forming on her lips.

“Are you thinking about what happened earlier tonight, babe?” she asked softly, her voice drowsy but edged with mischief.

Her words sent another jolt through me, and I knew she could see the answer without me saying a thing.

When I nodded, too shy to say the words out loud, Lucy’s smile deepened—the kind of slow, knowing grin that made my pulse quicken. She shifted closer, her breath brushing against my cheek as she whispered, “I guess you liked your little surprise then, didn’t you, baby?” Her tone was teasing but edged with authority. “I’ll bet you can’t wait to do it again. I bet you can’t wait to eat your next creampie from my naughty little pussy, can you? Go on. Tell me you want to do it again.”

I hesitated, my throat dry. Every instinct screamed not to say it, but her eyes locked on mine, and the silence between us became unbearable. “Urm… okay,” I finally stammered. “Yes… yes, I want to do it again.”

Her face lit up with pleasure. “Good boy,” she said softly, giving me a quick kiss on the lips before pulling back just enough to look at me. “We’re going to have so much fun together.” Her voice softened then, almost affectionate, but still heavy with control. “My little cum slut.”

The words hung between us, sweet and poisonous. I should have felt ashamed, but all I felt was a strange kind of relief—like something inside me had just been named for the first time.

The next day, while I was at work, my phone buzzed. I glanced down and saw her name on the screen. Just the sight of it made my stomach tighten. I answered quietly, glancing around to make sure no one could overhear.

“Hi, baby,” Lucy said, her voice playful and warm. “How’s my little cum slut doing today?”

My chest tightened again. “I’m… okay,” I said, my voice low.

“Are you still thinking about what we did last night?” she asked, dragging out each word with deliberate sweetness.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I really haven’t gotten much work done today at all. I keep… thinking about it. I think I might have to go to the restroom and take care of this problem that I’m having.”

She laughed softly, that same teasing, mocking sound that made my cock twitch instantly. “Awwhhh, poor little baby,” she said. “You can edge your little dick all you want, but I don’t want you cumming unless you’re with me.” Her tone shifted slightly, firm but affectionate. “I want you to have a nice big load built up in those balls the next time I feed it to you. Okay?”

I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Promise?” she pressed, her voice low, velvet-smooth but commanding.

“Yes,” I said. “I promise.”

There was a beat of silence, then the soft sound of her smile through the phone. “Good boy.”

There was a pause that felt endless, though it could only have been a few seconds. I could hear her faint breathing on the other end of the line, calm, steady—too calm. Then Lucy spoke again, her tone casual, almost cheerful, as if she were suggesting dinner plans.

“So,” she began, “I’ve got an idea for this Friday night.”

My stomach tightened instantly. “Okay…” I said cautiously.

“The guy I met at the hotel bar near the airport—the one from last time—turns out he’s working on a project in town for the next couple of weeks,” she continued. “He gave me his number before I left his room and told me to call if I wanted to meet up again.” She let that hang for a second, letting me picture it before adding, “I thought it would be fun if you booked us a room at the hotel this Friday. You could wait in the room until I’m finished fucking him, and then I could come back to you and we could have some fun together.”

Her voice dipped slightly on that last part, softer, more deliberate. “That way,” she said, “I’d have a nice, fresh creampie for my little cum slut to clean up.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. I couldn’t believe how easily she said it—how casually she could mix sweetness and cruelty in the same breath.

“Plus,” she added, her tone brightening again, “I could drink as much as I wanted, with him paying obviously, and not have to worry about driving home. How does that sound to you?”

I hesitated, my mind spinning. “Urm… I don’t really know,” I managed, my voice uneven. “I think I’d go crazy waiting for you in a hotel room all by myself.”

The truth was, I already was going crazy—just from the idea of it. My heart was pounding, my face hot, and even as I tried to sound uncertain, my cock was rock hard beneath the desk. The thought of her out there, with him, while I waited alone, was both unbearable and intoxicating.

She must have sensed it. “You could watch some porn on your laptop, babe,” she suggested, her tone silky now, “and edge while you’re waiting for me. Come on, it’ll be so much fun. And I promise…”—her voice dipped low—“I’ll make sure I take extra good care of you once you’re done cleaning me up.”

The silence that followed was filled only by the sound of my pulse hammering in my ears. I knew what my answer would be before I even said it.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “I’ll book us a room.”

“Good boy,” she replied, her smile audible through the phone.

When Lucy got home from work, she still had that faint, unreadable smile that always made me nervous. She dropped her bag by the door, slipped off her heels, and said in that deceptively light tone, “I’ve got good news and bad news.”

I tried to sound casual, though my pulse was already quickening. “Alright,” I said, “let’s start with the good news.”

She tilted her head, her expression softening just a little. “The good news,” she said, “is that Luke—the guy I met at the hotel bar last Friday—was really happy to hear from me. He’s definitely up for a repeat this Friday.”

I nodded, my heart skipping a beat as the image of him flashed through my mind: tall, confident, the kind of man she’d described with that gleam in her eye. My voice came out more strained than I meant it to. “Okay… so what’s the bad news?”

Her smile faded slightly. “Well,” she began carefully, “I also talked to Carl earlier today. He said he felt a little uncomfortable with you being so close while he fucked me last night. He’s fine with you watching, like before, but he doesn’t want it to feel like a threesome—or for it to become a regular thing.”

The words hit me harder than I expected. For a moment, I just stood there, trying to process the strange mix of emotions rising in my chest. A part of me was relieved—relieved that I wouldn’t have to face that intensity again so soon—but another part of me felt a dull, surprising ache.

“Oh, babe,” I said finally, trying to keep my voice steady but unable to hide the disappointment. “That’s too bad. I really liked watching you fuck his big dick.” The admission came out before I could stop it, honest and humiliating all at once.

Then, almost as if to distract myself, I added quickly, “How about Paul? You know, the other guy with the big dick that you’ve been urm… seeing?”

Lucy smiled faintly again, her eyes glinting with amusement as she stepped closer, the tension between us shifting back into that familiar, dangerous territory.

Lucy paused for a second before answering, as if weighing how much she wanted to tell me. Her expression softened, but there was still that mischievous glint in her eyes—the one that always made it impossible to tell whether she was teasing me or testing me.

“Well,” she said slowly, “Paul’s been busy lately. We haven’t talked much, but I’m sure if I wanted to see him again, I could.”

Something in the way she said it made my stomach tighten. It wasn’t just the words—it was her tone. Calm. Assured. Like she knew exactly how much power she had and exactly how much I was struggling to hide how it made me feel.

I tried to laugh it off, but my voice came out awkward. “Yeah, I’m sure he’d make time if you called.”

Lucy’s smile widened slightly, amused by my attempt at composure. “You know,” she said, stepping closer, “you really don’t have to worry, babe. There are plenty of guys out there with big dicks.”

She said it so casually—so effortlessly—that it took a few seconds for the words to land. Plenty of guys.

The phrase echoed in my head, sharp and unsettling. I couldn’t help wondering how many she meant. How many had there been before Carl, before Luke, before the ones I knew about? How many had she tasted, felt, taken inside her without me knowing?

Lucy didn’t seem to notice the shift in my expression—or maybe she did and simply enjoyed it. She reached out and brushed her fingers along my arm, her voice dropping to a soft, almost soothing murmur.

“Don’t look so serious,” she whispered. “You know I always come home to you.”

Her touch was warm, her tone affectionate, but the words did little to calm the storm in my head. That one casual sentence—there are plenty of guys out there with big dicks—had already burrowed deep, feeding the jealousy, the curiosity, the strange arousal that had begun to define everything between us.

And as she leaned in to kiss me, smiling against my lips, I realized with a shiver that she knew exactly what she was doing.


Static

The rest of that week crawled by with agonizing slowness. Every quiet moment at work, every drive home, every night in bed beside Lucy seemed to stretch forever. I couldn’t stop replaying what had happened earlier in the week—the taste, the smell, the way she had looked at me when she’d made me do it. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop imagining what was coming next.

By Thursday, it had become a kind of constant background noise in my head. Every time I pictured her with Luke, my body reacted before my mind could stop it. By Friday morning, the tension was unbearable. I felt wired, distracted, my skin almost humming. My balls felt heavy, aching, like all that pent-up need had nowhere to go.

When Lucy finally called that evening, my heart jumped before I even answered. Her voice was bright, casual, but underneath it there was that unmistakable thrill.

“Hey, baby,” she said. “Everything’s ready. I just checked into the room—it’s on the same floor as Luke’s. I’m about to meet him in the bar for a drink.”

My throat went dry. “Okay,” I managed.

“I told the front desk to have a key ready for you under your name,” she continued. “You can come whenever you want. I’ll come back to you after I’m done with Luke, but it won’t be too late. Just relax, have a few drinks while you wait for me.” She paused, then added, her tone dipping into a playful hum, “I’ll be having a few with him first, so you might as well keep up.”

When the call ended, I sat there for a long moment, staring at my phone, trying to process what I’d just agreed to again.

I got to the hotel just after eight. The lobby was softly lit, the faint scent of perfume lingering in the air. At the front desk, a redheaded receptionist smiled politely when I gave my name. She handed me the keycard with practiced grace, her voice light and friendly. “Room 203,” she said.

As I took the elevator up, my thoughts were a chaotic mix of jealousy and anticipation. I couldn’t stop wondering which room Lucy was in, whether she was laughing at something Luke said, whether his hand was already on her thigh.

Inside the room, everything felt unnervingly normal: crisp sheets, a neatly folded duvet, a quiet hum from the mini-fridge. I grabbed a beer from the small bar, popped the top, and tried to distract myself.

I opened my laptop, fingers shaking slightly, and loaded up Pornhub. The thumbnails blurred together until I found something that matched the ache in my chest—a video called Hotwife Gangbang. I clicked play, the screen filling with the image of a tattooed blonde housewife being taken by a group of men, her face twisted in a mix of pleasure and surrender.

The sounds filled the small room. I sipped my beer and edged myself through one video after another, each scene blurring into the next, each orgasm on-screen pushing me closer to the edge but never quite letting me tip over.

By the time the clock on my phone read nearly ten, I was three beers in and had gone through at least ten different clips, my mind trapped somewhere between excitement and unease.

Then I heard the soft click of the door. The latch turned, and the door swung open. Lucy stepped inside, the low hallway light outlining her silhouette. She shut the door behind her and turned toward me with that familiar, slow smile—the kind that always told me she knew exactly how long I’d been waiting.

“Hi, babe,” Lucy said as the door closed softly behind her. Her voice was light, almost musical, but there was a charge beneath it that made my pulse spike. She leaned back against the door for a moment, smiling, then added, “I brought you a little present.”

Before I could speak, she began to move—graceful, deliberate. Her heels clicked once against the carpet as she stepped closer, then she slipped them off with a flick of her toes. Her skirt followed, then her top, each motion slow enough to feel intentional, teasing. Within seconds, she stood completely naked in front of me, skin flushed, hair slightly tousled, her body glowing from what she’d just done upstairs.

“I was in such a hurry to leave Luke’s room and get down here,” she said, her voice dropping to a murmur, “that I didn’t even bother putting my panties back on. I just stuffed them in my purse.”

She gave a little smirk and took a step closer. “I wanted to get here as quickly as possible,” she continued, “so I didn’t let your present leak out of me.”

For a moment, I couldn’t move. My throat tightened. The words sank in one by one, and I felt the room tilt around me—half disbelief, half desire.

“Now,” she said softly, her tone shifting into command, “lay back on the bed, babe, so I can give it to you.”

I did as she said, my body moving on instinct while my mind spun. The sheets were cool against my back. A heartbeat later, the mattress dipped, and Lucy was climbing onto the bed, positioning herself over me with the same composure she always had when she was fully in control.

She straddled my chest first, then shifted forward until she was directly above my face. The scent hit me instantly—intense, unmistakable—and my breath caught. She looked down at me with that same devilish smile, eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“Are you ready for your present, baby?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I looked up at her, frozen between dread and anticipation, and then she began to lower herself, slow and steady. Her swollen, glistening pussy descended toward my mouth, the heat radiating from her skin.

When she finally reached me, she didn’t press down all at once. She started to move in small, lazy circles, grinding softly, spreading the warmth and wetness across my lips.

“I’ve been holding his cum in there since I left his room, babe,” she murmured, her words trembling with both mischief and satisfaction. “Now stick your tongue up there… and clean up my naughty little pussy.”

When she lowered herself over me, the first thing that hit me was the heat of her skin and the scent of everything she’d just done upstairs. My whole body tensed. I hesitated only for a heartbeat before pressing my tongue between her lips, tasting the slick warmth of her and him mixed together—the sweet, familiar edge of Lucy’s body and the sharper, saltier trace of Luke. The taste made my stomach twist, but my cock pulsed harder against my stomach.

“Deeper, babe,” she whispered, her tone low and commanding. “Come on, really get his cum flowing out of me.”

I obeyed, pushing my tongue as deep as I could, feeling her body tighten around it. The sound she made was half sigh, half moan. Her hips began to move, slow at first, then faster, her rhythm finding its own pulse.

“That’s it… yes, baby, just like that,” she breathed. “Yeah, fuck me with your tongue.”

Her words drove through me like electricity. I could feel her thighs trembling on either side of my head as she rocked against me, her breathing growing heavier with every pass of my tongue.

Then, all at once, her body seized and shuddered. The sound she made was sharp, breathless. A gush of warmth flooded my mouth, and I realized the floodgates had opened. I could taste everything—the thick, unmistakable blend of her pleasure and the remnants of him.

I didn’t stop. I licked, swallowed, let it coat my tongue, chasing every drop as if that was the only thing keeping me grounded. The mixture was heavy and warm and strange beyond words, but the more I tasted, the harder I got.

When her tremors finally eased, she lifted herself slightly, her pussy glistening in the dim light. I swallowed reflexively, feeling the slick warmth slide down the back of my throat.

Lucy looked down at me, her lips curling into that soft, satisfied smile that always made my heart race. Her voice came out quiet but filled with authority.

“What a good little creampie eater you are.”

The words hit me harder than anything else. I lay there, breathing hard, staring up at her, the taste of her and him still clinging to my mouth—and somewhere beneath the humiliation and the disbelief, I felt that same, unbearable rush of arousal that I couldn’t deny.

Lucy began to slide down my chest, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes fixed on mine the whole time. The heat of her skin against me was dizzying. When she reached my hips, she lifted herself just enough to line me up, then sank down in one smooth motion, impaling herself on my cock with a soft gasp.

“This is how I fucked him, baby,” she murmured, her voice breathless but sure. “Just like this.”

The words hit me as hard as the feeling of her body did. She started to move—fast, hard, unrestrained. The wet sound of her hips slapping against mine filled the room, the smell of sweat and sex thick in the air. Even though she felt looser, slipperier than usual, I was so wound up from the night’s tension that it didn’t matter. My whole body was on edge, desperate. I grabbed her hips, trying to match her rhythm, but she was in control, riding me with a pace that was impossible to keep up with.

Within seconds, the pressure broke. All the pent-up need that had been building all week—and especially that night—rushed through me in one unstoppable wave. I came hard, my body jerking beneath hers as I filled her with everything I had.

Lucy’s expression didn’t soften. If anything, her smile grew. She stayed straddled over me, her chest rising and falling, and then leaned forward slightly, her eyes glinting.

“I guess cleaning up my naughty little pussy got you a little too excited, didn’t it?” she said, her tone equal parts teasing and cruel. “Well, now that you’ve filled it back up…” She paused, her lips curling into that wicked smile again. “I guess you’ll just have to clean it up again.”

Before I could even catch my breath, she lifted herself off me and slid forward, her body gliding up my chest. Her pussy hovered above my face, glistening, dripping with the mix of everything we’d both just released.

“Gives a whole new meaning to the term sloppy seconds, doesn’t it, babe?” she whispered, and then slowly lowered herself toward my waiting mouth.

When Lucy lowered herself over me again, I could feel the warmth of our mixed cum already starting to spill from her. The scent of it filled the air—raw, musky, intimate—and before I could think, my tongue was already moving. I began to lap at her freshly used hole, slow at first, then deeper, tasting the thick, salty mix as it flowed freely from her.

She shivered above me, her fingers threading lazily through my hair. Looking down with that familiar glint of amusement, she said, “Two nice big creampies in the same night! Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

All I could manage was a muffled, “Mmm hmm,” against her skin. My tongue kept working as she pressed her pussy harder onto my face, grinding softly while I slurped and swallowed everything that leaked from her. The rhythm of her breathing slowed gradually, her sighs softening until she finally lifted herself away.

Lucy slid off me and lay back beside me, the mattress dipping slightly under her weight. Her body was relaxed now, her tone calm but still laced with that edge of superiority. “My little cum slut,” she murmured, almost fondly. Then she turned her head toward me, her smile returning.

“You should’ve seen the look on Luke’s face when he asked why I was in such a rush to leave,” she said with a soft laugh. “I told him my husband was waiting in another room down the hall—ready to clean up his creampie.”

I froze, staring at her as she spoke, watching the casual satisfaction in her eyes. She laughed again, shaking her head slightly. “His jaw literally dropped,” she continued. “But he recovered nicely—and told me he’d be glad to help us out whenever he’s in town.”

Her voice faded into a lazy hum as she rolled onto her side, completely at ease, while I lay there beside her—my heart still pounding, the taste of her and him still lingering on my tongue, and the weight of what she’d said settling deeper than I wanted to admit.

Pornhub was still playing quietly on the laptop in the corner of the room, the soft flicker of the screen casting shifting light across the bed. Lucy turned her head toward it, and for a moment, I thought she might tell me to shut it off. Instead, she watched. Her eyes followed the movement on the screen—bodies tangled, breathless sounds filling the silence between us.

After a few seconds, she let out a soft, knowing laugh. “No wonder you were so worked up,” she said, glancing back at me. Her tone was teasing, but there was something else there too—curiosity, maybe even reflection. “Were you imagining those guys were fucking me? Would it turn you on to actually see me doing that?”

I hesitated, my mouth dry. I wanted to deny it, to say something that would make me sound less pathetic, but instead, I deflected. “Have you ever done anything like that?” I asked quietly.

The question hung in the air. For a long moment, Lucy didn’t answer. Her expression shifted, the playfulness fading into something more distant. She looked back at the screen again, her eyes soft but unfocused, like she was seeing something far away.

“Well…” she began slowly, “when I was a cheerleader in high school, there was this party after one of the games.” She paused, drawing a breath. “I got really drunk. And… I kind of let a bunch of the players take turns with me.”

Her voice was steady, almost detached, as if she’d told herself this story so many times it no longer felt real. “It got around school pretty quickly that I’d pulled a train,” she continued. “My reputation was ruined—or at least that’s what the other cheerleaders thought.”

She gave a faint, ironic smile and met my eyes. “But I guess not everyone saw it that way. The football players seemed to like me a lot after that.”

She laughed softly then, but it was different from her usual laugh—quieter, tinged with something like shame or nostalgia. The sound of the porn still played in the background, faint moans and grunts filling the silence between her words.

I watched her closely, unsure what to say. There was something raw in the way she’d told it—no performance this time, no teasing dominance. Just honesty. For the first time in a long while, Lucy looked vulnerable.

When she finally looked back at me, there was a flicker of a smile, small but real. “Guess I’ve always had a thing for being watched,” she said quietly.

Lucy shifted slightly, pulling the sheet up just enough to cover her stomach. Her expression had softened, the sharp edge of confidence replaced by something almost wistful. The blue glow from the laptop screen danced across her face as she continued, her voice quiet but unflinchingly honest.

“Then when I was a freshman in college,” she said, “when I was a little sister in my fraternity, I went to a few of the house parties.” She paused, smiling faintly to herself. “Let’s just say I might’ve ended up fucking four or five of the frat brothers over a few weekends.”

She laughed softly, a breathy sound that was half amusement, half disbelief. “Oh, yeah—and once, I lost at strip poker pretty badly. That night ended with me blowing four guys.” Her eyes flicked toward me for a second before looking away. “Alcohol may have been involved then, too.”

For a moment, there was only the hum of the air conditioning and the muted noise from the laptop. She seemed to be weighing whether to stop there, but then she added, almost as an afterthought, “I’ve also had threesomes with two guys a few times.”

That admission came out so calmly, so matter-of-factly, that it took me a second to process it. “But,” she added quickly, glancing at me again, “I haven’t done more than one guy at a time since long before I met you.”

I swallowed hard. “Do you like getting fucked by more than one guy at a time?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lucy smiled then—a soft, knowing smile that reached her eyes. She tilted her head, the corners of her lips curling in amusement. “You know me, baby,” she said with a quiet giggle. “I’ve always loved being the center of attention.”

She leaned in and kissed me lightly, her breath warm against my lips, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell whether she was trying to comfort me or remind me exactly who she was.


Thoughts of Last Night

When I woke the next morning, the room was still dim, a faint strip of light cutting through the curtains. Lucy was warm against me, her body soft and relaxed in my arms. I could feel the steady rhythm of her breathing, the smooth curve of her back pressed to my chest—and the hard weight of my cock nestled between her cheeks.

I started to move just a little, slow and careful, letting the head of my cock glide along the curve of her ass. The sensation was enough to make my breath hitch. I didn’t even realize I was doing it until she stirred slightly and gave a sleepy little sigh.

“Hmm,” she murmured, her voice rough from sleep but already tinged with mischief. “You’re up early, baby.”

I froze for a second, but she shifted her hips back against me, trapping my cock between us. Her movement was deliberate.

After a quiet moment, she spoke again, her tone low and lazy. “Let me guess,” she said, “you’re thinking about last night, aren’t you?”

Her words sent a pulse through me. “Yeah,” I admitted softly. “I can’t stop.”

She gave a slow, amused hum. “You mean those two creampies you ate for me?” she teased, her voice soft and dangerous. “My sexy little cum slut can’t get them out of his head, can he?”

I swallowed hard. “No,” I breathed. “I can’t.”

She turned her head slightly, enough for me to see the faint smile curving her lips. “Poor baby,” she whispered. “All that thinking’s made you so hard again, hasn’t it?” Her hand slid back, tracing the shape of me through the sheets, fingers curling lightly around the base just long enough to make me twitch.

She waited a beat, her breath warm against my throat. “Mmm,” she sighed, “maybe you need a little help with that.”

Her tone changed—slower, silkier—as she drew the words out. “Tell me, baby,” she murmured, “would you like me to take care of it for you? Maybe use my mouth?” She let the question hang there, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Would you like that?”

I nodded before I could form words, my chest tight.

Lucy smiled to herself, still not moving, still making me wait. “You can cum in my mouth if you want,” she said finally, her voice soft as a promise. “Does that sound good, babe?”

“That sounds… delicious,” I whispered.

Only then did she roll over, her body sliding against mine as she shifted down between my legs. The air felt cooler on my skin as she moved, but the moment her tongue found me, everything else disappeared. She started slow, almost tender—long, teasing strokes up the underside of my cock, her tongue flicking the tip with every pass, drawing out the torture, keeping me right on the edge.

"Come on, Lucy, don't be such a tease," I begged, my voice trembling, "Please make me cum."

She smiled, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on mine. “You never answered my question last night, baby,” she said softly, her tone both playful and dangerous. “You know, when I asked if it would excite you to watch me getting gangbanged. Would you like to see that?” Her hand never stopped moving, each stroke firm and measured, keeping me right on the edge.

My throat tightened. I could feel my pulse pounding in my chest as the words caught somewhere between fear and desire. My mouth was dry, my lips parting just enough to whisper, “Yes.”

That single word seemed to thrill her. She watched me intently as she used her fingertip to gather a bead of precum from the head of my dick, then raised it slowly to my lips. The moment I tasted myself, she gave a satisfied little hum, and then her mouth was on me again. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing, tracing, until I couldn’t hold back a low groan. She wrapped her fingers around the base and began to stroke in rhythm with her mouth, her movements confident, practiced, intoxicating.

Lucy pulled back for a moment, lips glistening, her breath warm against my skin. She looked up through her lashes, a wicked spark in her eyes. “I’m going to milk you until you’ve shot every last drop of your cum into my mouth. Then I’m going to come and give it all back to you. That’s what you want, isn’t it, baby? That’s what my little cum slut wants?”

“Yes,” I gasped, every muscle tight with need, every thought stripped away except the desire she’d built inside me. “I want you to feed it to me.”

Taking my dick back into her mouth, she began to work me with purpose, her hand moving in long, steady strokes that seemed to draw the pleasure straight from my core. Every flick of her tongue against the head sent jolts of heat through me, the rhythm of her mouth perfectly matched to the pressure of her grip. The tension built fast—too fast—and I could feel the heat boiling up inside me, my body trembling as the release surged through me. Lucy didn’t ease up; she stroked harder, sucked deeper, determined to drain every drop. I felt her swallow each pulse of cum, her mouth sealed tightly around me until the pleasure blurred into aching sensitivity and I had to beg her to stop.

Only then did she lift her head, her lips wet and swollen, her breathing quick. Without hesitation, she climbed up and pressed her mouth against mine. Her lips parted and her tongue pushed forward, forcing the entire mouthful of cum into my mouth with a deliberate, possessive motion. When she finally pulled away, her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Swallow for me, cum slut.”

The taste hit instantly—salty, raw, unmistakable. I felt it coat my tongue before sliding down the back of my throat, thick and heavy. I hated the flavor, always had, but the act itself—the way she made me do it—sent a dark, electric thrill through me. That was what I craved most about when Lucy snowballed me: not the taste, but the feeling, that slow, slippery descent as it slid down my throat like a raw oyster, marking me in a way that words never could.

She watched closely, eyes sharp and satisfied. “What a good little cum slut you are,” she murmured. “Did you enjoy that?”

There was no point pretending. My body betrayed me, every nerve still alive with the echo of her control. I met her gaze and confessed what she already knew. “I loved it,” I said quietly. “I love being your little cum slut.”


Talking To Who?

It was a quiet Monday afternoon, the kind that drags on endlessly, when my phone buzzed on the desk. Seeing Lucy’s name flash across the screen made my chest tighten instantly. She always had that effect on me—one call and I’d forget everything else.

Her voice came through light and teasing. “So, guess who I was talking to today, baby?”

I smiled despite myself. “I don’t know, babe, who?”

There was a pause, long enough to make me uneasy, before she continued in that playful, knowing tone that always hinted at something more. “Remember Luke? The guy I met at the airport hotel bar a few months ago? The one who said he’d be glad to help us out again whenever he was in town?”

My grip on the phone tightened. The memory of that night came rushing back—the room down the hall from his, Lucy’s flushed face when she slipped back in afterward, her body trembling as she pulled me to her so I could taste what they’d done together.

“Yeah,” I said slowly, trying to keep my voice steady. “Of course I remember. How could I forget? Is he back in town?”

“He is,” she said, her excitement impossible to hide. “He wants to get together with me again, and guess what?” She let the question hang, clearly savoring the tension she knew it caused. “I told him that my husband wanted to watch us fuck. And he said that was fine with him—so long as you weren’t expecting anything between you and him. I told him you just wanted to watch and clean me up straight afterward, like you did last time.”

Her words sank in slowly, spreading through me like heat. Even though I’d known something like this might happen again, hearing her say it out loud sent a sharp current of jealousy and arousal twisting together in my gut.

"That’s great, babe! You know how much I’ve wanted to watch you get fucked again!" I said, trying to sound casual, though my heart was already pounding. The words had barely left my mouth before my mind betrayed me—flashing back to that unforgettable night with Carl. I could still see Lucy on all fours, her body moving in perfect rhythm as he took her from behind, his cock driving into her just inches above my face. I could hear her moans, raw and real, feel the heat of their bodies, smell the sex in the air. And afterward—when she’d collapsed beside me, full of him—I’d licked her clean, tasting every trace of what they’d done together. That image had never left me; it lived somewhere deep inside, both haunting and thrilling me in equal measure.

“When can we get together with Luke then, babe?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Friday evening,” she replied smoothly. “The usual spot—the airport hotel. We’ll go over everything when I get back tonight. Remember, I’m staying late at work, and then I’m stopping by SteveCarl. Make sure you’re ready by the time I get home; I’ll have a little gift for you.”

Her tone made it clear that “ready” meant more than just physically. My stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and dread, that familiar cocktail I could never seem to resist.

“Sounds… delightful,” I managed, forcing a laugh that came out a little too breathless.

After we hung up, I just sat there staring at my computer screen, the office around me fading into background noise. My productivity vanished completely. No matter how hard I tried to focus, my mind kept drifting back to Lucy—to Friday—to what she might be planning this time.

While waiting for Lucy to get home that evening, I had more than enough time to let my mind wander back to the last time she’d been with Luke. It had started innocently enough—just another one of her so-called girls’ nights out at the hotel bar—but when she came home later that night, flushed and glowing, I knew something had happened. She didn’t try to hide it; she told me everything, every detail of how she’d let him fuck her, and then pulled me between her legs to taste her, to taste him. Even then, I’d been shocked by how much the story turned me on, how every word she spoke and every movement of her body made me harder, hungrier.

A week later, she’d taken it a step further. It had been her idea to book another room in the same hotel, just a few doors down from Luke’s. She said it so casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world: she’d go to him first, and when she came back, she’d bring me a fresh creampie to clean. That night changed something in me. As much as I loved the taste, the raw intimacy of licking her clean, I realized what I truly craved wasn’t just the aftermath—it was the act itself. I wanted to see her getting fucked. To watch her lose herself completely, to see the way her body responded, to witness her being filled before I ever touched her again.

The thought pulled me deeper into memory. I could still picture the first time I’d watched her with Carl. She’d tied me to a chair beside the bed—something I’d agreed to, though I hadn’t fully understood how powerless it would make me feel. I remember her climbing onto the bed, her body moving with a kind of freedom I’d never seen before, Carl’s hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. I couldn’t move, couldn’t even reach for her; all I could do was watch and listen as she moaned for him. When it was over, she knelt between his legs, licking him clean right in front of me while I sat there trembling.

After Carl left, Lucy turned to me, her eyes dark with mischief. She sank to her knees, took me into her mouth, and sucked until I came. But instead of swallowing, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, forcing every drop from her mouth into mine with a slow, deliberate kiss. That was my first cum kiss—and though I hadn’t known it then, it was only the beginning.

My second chance to see Carl with her came just a week later—but this time, Lucy took things even further. She tied me to our bed herself, looping the restraints tight enough that I could barely move. Then she climbed up, straddled my face, and positioned herself so close that I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. When Carl entered her from behind, I could see every movement—every thrust, every tremor—as he drove into her only inches above my face. The sound of their bodies meeting, the smell of sweat and sex, the helplessness of being bound beneath them—it all fused into something overwhelming and addictive.

When Carl finally came, Lucy didn’t hesitate. She lowered herself down onto my face, pressing her dripping pussy against my mouth until I had no choice but to taste everything they’d done together. The moment I felt Carl’s cum slide down my throat, thick and hot, I knew something had changed in me forever. I was hooked. Lucy saw it in my eyes, heard it in the way I moaned beneath her. From that day on, she began calling me her little cum slut—and we both knew she was right.

Unfortunately, Carl wasn’t as enthusiastic about performing in front of me again. Whatever thrill he’d felt that night seemed to fade quickly, and Lucy had to find other ways to keep our dynamic alive. I learned to settle for what I could get—waiting at home for her to return from their weekly meetings, my reward being the taste of her after he was done. Just like tonight.

I was lying on our bed, completely naked, my hand moving lazily up and down my stiff cock, when I heard the front door open. A few seconds later, Lucy appeared in the doorway. Without a word, she slipped off her heels, then unzipped her skirt and let it fall in a soft heap around her ankles. She unbuttoned her blouse one button at a time, her eyes locked on mine, until she was standing there in nothing but her baby-blue satin bra and matching panties.

She gave a slow, knowing smile—the kind that always made my pulse race—and said, “I hope you’re hungry, baby. Carl’s wife has been out of town all week, so he’s left a fucking enormous load of cum in my naughty little pussy.”

As Lucy stepped closer to the bed, the soft rustle of her movements made my breath catch. In the low light, I could just make out a dark, wet patch spreading across the pale blue satin between her legs. My eyes locked on it, unable to look away. When she stopped at the edge of the bed, she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and eased them down just enough to show me what she’d brought home.

“I tried to hold it all in as best I could, baby,” she said, her voice low and teasing, “but there was just so much I couldn’t stop it.”

The sight made my heart pound. Thick strands of cum stretched between the fabric and her skin, glistening as she moved. It looked obscene and beautiful all at once—proof of everything she’d just done, and everything she wanted me to do next.

Lucy released the waistband, letting the satin snap back against her skin with a sharp little sound that made me flinch with anticipation. Then she climbed onto the bed, her movements unhurried, confident. She positioned herself beside me at first, then shifted her knees until she was straddling my head. I could smell her before I could see her properly—warm, musky, unmistakable.

With one hand, she reached down and pulled the crotch of her panties to the side, revealing her swollen, glistening lips, still coated in Carl’s cum. She looked down at me, her eyes full of satisfaction and mischief, and said softly, “Bon appétit, baby.”

Then, with excruciating slowness, she lowered herself until her slick lips hovered just above my mouth, close enough that I could feel the heat of her skin and smell everything she’d brought back for me.

I didn’t need her to tell me what to do—my body already knew its role. I extended my tongue and began to lick the strands of cum that clung to the edge of her panties, the fabric trembling slightly against my lips. The taste was thick and unmistakable, coating my tongue as I worked along the soft satin, cleaning away every glistening thread. When I reached the small pool that had gathered in the crotch, I dipped my tongue into it, slurping up a warm dollop into my mouth, swallowing slowly as I felt its texture slide down my throat.

Lucy let out a low, satisfied hum, the sound vibrating through her body as I shifted my attention to her. I traced the tip of my tongue along the curve of her lips, collecting the drops that glistened there, licking them away one by one. Her breath deepened, and when I glanced up, her head was tilted back, her eyes half-closed, lost in the sensation.

When her lips were clean, I began to press further, slipping the tip of my tongue into the soft crease of her slit. She gasped and, with a flick of her wrist, pulled the fabric aside completely, exposing herself to me. Then she lowered her hips until her warmth filled my mouth, her wetness pressing against me with purpose.

“Oh yeah, that’s it, yes, baby,” she moaned, her voice breathy and urgent. “Get your tongue right in there, nice and deep. Come on, clean all of Carl’s cum out of me.”

Her words hit me like a spark. I pushed my tongue deeper, licking the full length of her, tasting everything as the mixture of their fluids began to flow freely into my mouth. The sound of her breathing grew louder, her body rocking gently against me as I kept going. She hadn’t been exaggerating—Carl had left an enormous load in her, and I could taste every bit of it as she rode my face, urging me to take more.

Once I was sure every trace of him had been cleaned from her, I shifted my focus, circling her clit with quick, flicking strokes of my tongue, alternating between teasing and sucking. Lucy’s body tensed above me, her breathing ragged, her hands gripping the sheets tightly. “Oh fuck, yes, that’s it, baby! Don’t stop! Oh fuck yes, yes, I’m cumming!” she groaned, her voice breaking as the waves hit her. I felt her thighs tighten around my head, her whole body shuddering, and then a final rush of their mixed cum spilled from her pussy, warm and wet across my face.

When the tremors finally subsided, Lucy climbed off me with a breathless little laugh, glancing down at the mess she’d made. “Babe,” she said, grinning wickedly, “you look like a fucking glazed donut! Was that enough cum for you?”

Before I could even answer, she slipped off her panties, turned them inside out, and held the crotch up for me to see. A small, creamy patch still glistened in the satin. “Here’s a bit more for you, my little cum slut,” she murmured, pressing the damp fabric against my lips.

The touch of it triggered a flood of memory. I thought back to the first time I’d realized Lucy had been cheating on me—before all of this had ever become part of our strange, shared truth. I’d found a pair of lace panties in the laundry basket, a pair I’d given her years earlier, but she’d never once worn for me. The crotch had been stiff with dried cum, the evidence both humiliating and electrifying in ways I couldn’t understand then. That discovery had been the beginning of everything that followed.

Now, as I licked the last remnants of Carl’s cum from the satin, I felt something entirely different—something closer to awe. We had crossed so many boundaries together, transformed something that once would have destroyed us into something we both needed. Looking up at her, still flushed and beautiful, I smiled and said quietly, “I love you.”

Lucy’s expression softened instantly. “I love you too, baby,” she said, her voice gentle now, the teasing edge gone. Then, with a faint smile, she added, “Listen, I’m pretty much fucked out tonight, baby, but if you want, I can give you a blowjob.”

Lucy shifted toward the edge of the bed and gave me a look that left no room for hesitation. “Stand here,” she said softly, patting the space beside her. I moved closer until I was standing just within her reach. The motor in our adjustable bed hummed quietly as she pressed the remote, raising the head until her mouth was perfectly level with my cock. The precision of it, the way she orchestrated even the smallest details, sent a shiver of anticipation through me.

Reaching for the small bottle of silicone lube on the nightstand, she poured a little into her palm and began rubbing her hands together before wrapping one around the base of my shaft. The first slow stroke made me groan out loud; her touch was firm, confident, knowing exactly how to drag the tension higher. Then she leaned forward, lips parting, and took the head of my cock into her mouth.

The warmth of her tongue was immediate, swirling and teasing, tracing slow circles around the most sensitive spot. My breath caught. The combination of her mouth and her hand working together was too much—after everything that had just happened, I was already trembling on the edge. Every moan that escaped me only seemed to spur her on, each movement of her hand faster, tighter, more deliberate.

Sensing how close I was, Lucy released me from her mouth, keeping her hand in motion as she looked up at me with that wicked smile. “I want you to cum all over my tits, baby,” she said, her tone low and commanding. Without breaking eye contact, she angled my cock toward her chest and began stroking faster, her voice rising over the sound of slick skin. “Cum for me, babe. That’s it—cum on my tits.”

Her words, her gaze, the sight of her waiting for it—it was all I needed.

I let out a final groan as the tension broke, my whole body shuddering with release while thick ropes of cum splattered across Lucy’s perfect 36C breasts. Each pulse seemed to drain the last of my strength, leaving me trembling and breathless. When the last drops spilled out, I looked down at her—her chest gleaming, her skin flushed, and that satisfied smile curving her lips.

“Wow, that was a lot of cum, babe,” she murmured, glancing down at the mess across her chest before meeting my eyes. Her voice softened, teasing but firm. “Now come here and be a good little cum slut and lick it all up for me.”

The words sent a jolt through me. I leaned forward, my breath still ragged, and took one of her nipples between my lips. Her skin was warm and slick beneath my tongue, the taste unmistakable. I rolled her hard little nipple slowly, deliberately, before letting it slip free and moving lower, tracing each streak of cum with the tip of my tongue. I could feel her watching me, her chest rising and falling faster with every movement.

When I switched to the other breast, she let out a soft moan of approval, her fingers sliding through my hair as I cleaned her completely. By the time I finished, her skin was damp only with my saliva, and I could feel her eyes on me—pleased, almost proud.

“Good boy,” Lucy said quietly, the edge of dominance in her tone making my pulse quicken again. Then she leaned down, caught my chin between her fingers, and kissed me—deep and slow—her tongue slipping past my lips to share the faint, lingering taste of my own cum.

Over the next few days, we worked out the details for our Friday night with Luke. At first, Lucy wanted me to stay upstairs in our hotel room until she brought him back. That idea made sense on paper—it was how she’d handled her other nights—but this time I wanted something different. I told her I wanted to see it from the start. I wanted to be there, to watch the way she drew men in, the way she made them forget everything else until they were hers. I admitted that I’d fantasized about being part of it, not just hearing about it later but watching the whole thing unfold.

She paused, thinking it over, her expression unreadable for a few seconds. Then a slow, mischievous smile crept across her face. She said that since she’d already been with Luke twice, it wouldn’t hurt to bend the rules this time. We’d meet him together, go to the hotel bar half an hour before he arrived, and play a little game—pretend she was meeting him for the first time. If it all went smoothly, she said, maybe next time I could tag along on one of her other “girls’ nights out.” The idea sent a pulse of excitement through me; it felt like stepping into something we’d only ever talked about before.

Friday came quickly. After checking into the hotel and grabbing dinner, we headed back to the room so Lucy could get ready. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her transform in front of the mirror. She fastened a black lace push-up bra that lifted her breasts perfectly, then clipped a delicate garter belt around her waist and slid into sheer black stockings that shimmered softly under the light. Her matching panties came next, smooth and snug over the garter straps.

She slipped into a low-cut blouse and a tight black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ended just above her knees, then added a pair of black heels with thin ankle straps. Every detail was deliberate, calculated. Finally, she turned her attention to her makeup—dark, smoky eyes, a touch of liner to sharpen the shape, and mascara thick enough to make every blink look sultry. Then came the lipstick: a deep, glossy red that seemed to command attention. I watched her press her lips together, and for a moment, I couldn’t look away.

By the time she stood up and turned to face me, she looked devastating—confident, alluring, and completely in control. Everything about her said temptation. And as I watched her adjust her skirt and smile knowingly at my reflection in the mirror, I realized she wasn’t just getting ready for him—she was preparing to perform, to blur the lines between fantasy and reality, and I was about to witness every second of it.

Just before 8:30, we made our way down to the hotel bar. The air was low-lit and intimate—soft music playing, muted laughter from scattered tables, and the faint clink of glassware behind the counter. Lucy led the way with that confident sway in her hips, scanning the room until she spotted a secluded booth tucked into the far corner. It was the perfect vantage point: private enough to talk, but with a clear view of the bar and the entrance.

She ordered a martini—dry, with extra olives—and I got a scotch. As we settled in, she crossed one leg over the other, the slit in her pencil skirt opening just enough to reveal the dark lace at the top of her stocking. She was in her element, calm and composed, her eyes moving slowly from one end of the room to the other.

“We’ve got about thirty minutes,” she murmured, stirring her drink idly with the little cocktail pick. Then her gaze caught on someone near the bar. “Babe, you see that guy sitting alone at the end?” she asked, nodding subtly in his direction. “I think he’s pretty hot. If I were here on my own—and if I wasn’t supposed to be meeting Luke—I’d definitely consider making a move on him.”

I followed her gaze: a man in a navy blazer, probably early thirties, nursing a beer and scrolling through his phone. “How would you do it?” I asked, curious but also oddly captivated by the way she was studying him.

“Easy,” she said, her tone confident, almost playful. “I’d go sit near him. Not right next to him—that’s too obvious—but close enough to make him notice. If he didn’t say something first, I’d start the conversation myself. Once we were talking, if I decided I wanted him, I’d slide over to the seat beside him. Simple as that.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “And what if I was with you? How would it work then?”

She turned to me, eyes gleaming under the soft amber light. “Well, if you’re going to be part of this with me, you’ll have to be my wingman,” she said. “You’ll be the one to approach the guy, invite him over, make it easy for him to say yes. When he looks over, I’ll give him a smile—the kind that tells him exactly what’s on offer.” She took another slow sip of her martini, watching me over the rim of her glass. “You can practice with Luke tonight. He’s supposed to sit at the bar when he arrives. Once he orders a drink, you go over and ask if he wants to join us. He won’t recognize you right away, but he will when he sees me.”

Her plan was casual in tone but deliberate in design, and the thought of it—of being part of her seduction, even in a small way—sent a ripple of excitement through me. She turned back toward the bar, her lips curving into that familiar, knowing smile, and I realized she was already in character.

Luke arrived just before nine, punctual as ever. From our booth, we watched him enter—tall, confident, the faint air of someone who knew he was desired. He took a seat at the bar, far from the man Lucy had noticed earlier, and ordered a drink. The lighting caught his profile, and I saw the faint smile that flickered across Lucy’s face as she watched him.

When the bartender placed his glass down, Luke took a slow sip, glanced at his watch, and leaned casually against the counter. Lucy turned to me, her tone low but commanding. “Go on, babe,” she said, eyes fixed on him. “Ask him to join us.”

My pulse quickened. I slid out of the booth, the soft hum of conversation and clinking glassware filling the air as I crossed the room. “Excuse me,” I said when I reached him. “Lucy and I were wondering if you’d like to join us?”

Luke looked up, clearly not expecting to be approached by a stranger. I gestured toward our corner booth. The moment his gaze found Lucy, recognition sparked in his expression—followed by a slow, unmistakable grin. Without a word, he lifted his drink, stood, and followed my lead across the bar.

When we reached the booth, he slid in beside Lucy without hesitation, greeting her with a kiss that was far from restrained. “It’s good to see you again,” he murmured. She smiled, brushing a hand lightly against his arm as if the rest of the room had disappeared.

I sat opposite them, my heart pounding as I tried to play it cool. They exchanged small talk—casual words layered with a current of heat that was impossible to ignore. Then Lucy turned to me, her tone teasing but deliberate. “Why don’t you ask Luke if he’d like to come up to our room and fuck me, baby?”

The air seemed to thicken. My throat went dry, but I held her gaze and turned to Luke. “Would you like to come up to our room and fuck Lucy?” I asked, my own voice low and unsteady.

Luke didn’t even hesitate. He smiled, drained the rest of his drink, and set the glass down. Lucy did the same, then stood, smoothing her skirt before slipping her hand into his. I followed as they walked toward the elevators—her body pressed against his, their laughter low and intimate.

When the doors closed behind us, it was like watching a dam break. Luke pulled her close, their mouths colliding in a hungry kiss, hands roaming freely as the elevator began its slow climb. I stood behind them, watching the reflection in the mirrored panel—the image of my wife melting into another man’s embrace—feeling the familiar rush of jealousy and arousal coil together inside me.

When we reached the room, the tension was electric—thick enough to feel on my skin. The door clicked shut behind us, and Lucy immediately slipped into command. Her tone was calm but firm, carrying that quiet authority that always made my pulse quicken. “Sit in the chair,” she said, nodding toward the armchair by the foot of the bed. “And keep quiet until we’re finished.”

I obeyed without question. The soft thud of my steps across the carpet sounded louder than it should have as I sank into the chair, my body already tight with anticipation. From where I sat, the room seemed smaller—filled by their energy, their breathing, the heat of what was about to happen.

Lucy turned to face Luke, her blouse still perfectly buttoned, her expression unreadable but her eyes already dark with intent. For a moment, they simply looked at each other—no words, just that silent exchange that said everything. Then, slowly, she began to undress.

She unfastened her blouse one button at a time, revealing the lace edge of her bra beneath. Each motion was deliberate, measured, almost theatrical. The blouse slipped from her shoulders, falling soundlessly to the floor. She reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, letting it slide down her hips until it pooled around her heels. Standing there in her lingerie and stockings, she looked both powerful and impossibly feminine.

Luke stepped closer, his hands already moving to his belt, but Lucy stopped him with a raised hand. “Not yet,” she murmured. Then, with a slow, graceful motion, she sank to her knees before him.

The air seemed to hold still. She undid his pants, drawing them down just enough to free his cock. Even from across the room, I could see the contrast—her small hands wrapped around his thick shaft, the faint glisten of precum catching the light. She slid back his foreskin with care, studying him for a heartbeat before leaning forward and guiding him into her mouth.

The sound of her lips meeting his skin was quiet but devastating. Her rhythm was unhurried at first, almost reverent, her tongue tracing lazy circles before she began to suck him properly. Her hands worked in sync—one stroking his shaft, the other cradling his balls—and soon Luke’s head tilted back, a low groan escaping his throat.

From the chair, I could barely breathe. My hand drifted to my lap, pressing against the ache beneath my pants. Every motion she made—every flick of her wrist, every muffled sound—seemed to draw me deeper into the scene.

Luke’s breathing quickened. His hips started to move with hers, slow at first, then with more purpose. He placed both hands on the back of her head, guiding her gently, letting her set the pace. When she didn’t resist, his movements grew more confident, sliding in deeper, his groans growing louder with each thrust. The sight of my wife on her knees like that—submitting so completely yet somehow still in control—was almost unbearable.

When it became clear he was close, Luke stopped himself. He stepped back, his chest rising and falling, and began undressing in full. Lucy stayed where she was, her lips parted, a faint sheen of saliva glistening on her chin. She watched him strip, her breathing still heavy, her eyes following every motion until he was completely naked.

Then he reached for her hand, lifting her to her feet and guiding her toward the bed. The way he handled her—gentle but certain—made something tighten deep in my chest. He laid her down on the sheets, then slowly slid her panties down her thighs and off her legs, leaving her in nothing but her black garter and stockings.

Without a word, Luke moved between her legs and lowered his head. The sight made my throat go dry. Lucy let out a sharp breath as his tongue made contact. Her hands clenched the sheets, then one slid down to his head, tangling in his hair.

Her breathing grew erratic, soft moans spilling into the air. Luke alternated between long, teasing strokes and quick, focused movements that made her hips lift off the bed. The sounds coming from her—those desperate, involuntary noises—filled the room. I could see the muscles in her stomach tightening, her thighs trembling as the tension built.

Then she gasped—sharp and high—and her whole body arched. Her hand tightened in Luke’s hair, holding him there as the orgasm rolled through her. For a few seconds, everything else seemed to fade away except her voice and the sound of her breathless cry.

When it passed, she fell back against the pillow, chest heaving. “Oh, fuck me,” she managed between breaths, her voice hoarse and trembling. Then she looked down at him, eyes blazing with need. “I want you to fuck me now.”

Luke climbed on top of Lucy and easily slid his cock into her wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around his back as he started to pound away at her and pulled him in deeper.

From where I sat, it was like watching everything I’d fantasized about finally take on flesh and heat. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, wet and rhythmic, a raw reminder of what was actually happening just feet away from me. Lucy’s head tilted back against the pillow, her lips parted as breathy moans slipped out one after another. Her hands roamed his back, nails lightly scratching down his skin, urging him on.

Luke’s muscles flexed with every thrust, his body working with an effortless rhythm, driving into her again and again. The bed creaked softly beneath them, the faint thud of the headboard tapping against the wall setting a relentless pace. I could see the way Lucy’s toes curled, her thighs tightening around him, the way her body seemed to open up to him completely.

I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. Every movement, every gasp, every sound seemed to pull me deeper into the moment. I felt my own heart hammering, my breath shallow, my cock straining against my pants. There was something hypnotic about it—the sight of my wife’s face twisted in pleasure as another man took her exactly the way she needed.

Luke lowered his head and kissed her neck, whispering something too quiet for me to hear. Lucy answered him with a soft moan, her hips lifting in perfect sync with his. Sweat gleamed on their skin, the lamplight catching on every motion, every tremor of muscle and movement.

After a couple of minutes of intense fucking, Lucy let out a loud moan as she came again.

Her entire body arched beneath him, her legs tightening around his waist as the orgasm tore through her. The sound that left her throat was deep and unrestrained, pure ecstasy. I could see the way her fingers gripped at the sheets, the tremors running through her as the pleasure consumed her.

The contractions of her pussy must have pushed Luke over the edge, too, because he almost instantly let out a loud moan of his own as he filled her hot pussy with his cum.

His body went rigid, his thrusts becoming slower, deeper, more deliberate as he emptied himself into her. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the only sounds their mingled breathing and the soft rhythm of skin against skin. He groaned again, lower this time, a sound that came from somewhere deep in his chest.

He continued to fuck her as he emptied every last drop of cum from his balls into her.

Lucy’s body trembled with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her hands still gripping his shoulders as if she didn’t want him to stop. The sight of them together—of Luke’s slow, lingering movements, of Lucy’s body glistening with sweat and satisfaction—made my pulse thunder in my ears. I could barely breathe. It was raw, intimate, and completely real.

When Luke finally slowed and collapsed beside her, their bodies glistening under the dim light, the room fell into a heavy silence. Only their breathing broke it—deep, uneven, the sound of two people utterly spent. I stayed frozen in the chair, the weight of what I’d just witnessed pressing down on me in a way I couldn’t name.

After they recovered from their mutual orgasms and Luke rolled off Lucy, she propped herself up on her elbows, looked over at me, and smiled that devilish smile as she said, "It's your turn now, baby," motioning with her index finger for me to come to her.

Luke climbed off the bed and started to put his clothes back on as I walked across the room.

For a few moments, I could barely move. My legs felt unsteady, my body heavy with the weight of everything I’d just seen. Luke’s breathing was still rough, his chest slick with sweat as he reached for his clothes. The quiet rustle of fabric filled the air as he dressed—small, ordinary sounds that somehow made the moment even more surreal.

Lucy was still sprawled on the bed, her body glowing under the low light, her skin flushed and damp. When she turned her head toward me, there was no hesitation in her eyes, no uncertainty. Only that familiar confidence that always seemed to take command of everything around her.

“Take off your clothes and lie on the bed,” she said. Her voice was soft but carried that tone I couldn’t resist—the one that made obedience feel inevitable.

I stripped down quickly, my hands trembling slightly, the air cool against my skin. The sheets were still warm when I lay down, faintly damp with their mingled heat. My pulse thundered as Lucy shifted, climbing up onto the bed with unhurried grace. The mattress dipped beneath her weight as she swung one leg over me, her silhouette framed in the warm light from the bedside lamp.

Lucy climbed up and straddled my face, then lowered her dripping pussy down onto my mouth, saying, "This is what you were waiting for, isn't it Baby?"

The words cut through the air, half taunt, half invitation. Her voice trembled just slightly on the last syllable, still breathless from what Luke had done to her. The scent of her hit me first—thick, intoxicating, heavy with arousal and the unmistakable trace of what had just happened. My heart pounded harder, the reality of it pressing down on me as she settled fully against my mouth.

As her gooey cum filled pussy met my lips, I heard Luke say, "Well, I guess I'll leave you guys alone now, so your husband can enjoy his dessert."

His tone was casual, almost playful, but it carried an edge that made my stomach twist. I could hear him moving around, picking up his keys and wallet, the soft jingle of metal against wood.

"Thanks, Luke!" Lucy replied, her voice bright and unashamed. "Call me when you're next in town, and we'll do this again."

"It was my pleasure, Lucy, and I will. I'd love to do this again," he replied as he walked out of the room.

The sound of the door opening, then closing, left a vacuum of silence behind it. I lay beneath her, my hands gripping her thighs, my mind spinning with the impossible mix of emotions crashing inside me—jealousy, disbelief, arousal, submission—all tangled into something I could no longer separate.

And above me, Lucy breathed deeply, still pulsing with satisfaction, her body relaxed but alive with control.

Alone at last, Lucy started to slowly rock her cum-filled pussy against my mouth as my tongue penetrated the folds of her little pussy.

The shift in the room was immediate. The faint hum of the air conditioner, the distant thrum of hotel noise—all of it faded into the background until there was nothing but the sound of her breathing and the slick, obscene rhythm of her movements. She was in total control now, her confidence radiating through every motion. The weight of her body pressed down on my face as she began to move with deliberate slowness, her hips rolling in lazy, possessive circles that made me feel completely at her mercy.

Cum started to flow out of her and into my mouth, sliding down my tongue and collecting in the back of my mouth.

The taste was unmistakable—thick, salty, and raw. My tongue trembled as I tried to keep up with her, the mixture of their fluids coating my lips and chin. The sensation was overwhelming: the heat of her skin, the musk of sweat and sex, the faint tremor in her thighs as she rode my face.

Lucy started to moan gently. "That's it, that's my good little cum slut," she whispered as I lapped Luke's cum, mixed with her pussy juice, from her naughty little pussy.

The words hit me harder than I expected—sharp, commanding, filled with satisfaction. She sounded powerful, almost cruel in her pleasure, like she was savoring every ounce of control she had over me. I could feel the tremor in her thighs grow stronger as she ground herself down harder, pushing my tongue deeper between her folds.

When my mouth was finally full, I swallowed and felt the distinctive raw oyster feel of fresh cum sliding down the back of my throat.

The act itself was primal, humiliating, and yet I couldn’t stop. The warmth slid down my throat, leaving a taste that clung to the back of my mouth. My whole body tensed as I swallowed again, my heart hammering from the intensity of it all. Above me, Lucy’s breathing quickened, each exhale a soft sound of approval.

I was now able to concentrate on Lucy's pleasure again and started to suck on her clit until I had her cumming loudly on my face.

Her hips jerked forward, and she let out a guttural moan that filled the room. Her fingers threaded through my hair, gripping tight as she rode the waves of pleasure. I could feel her muscles tighten and pulse against my tongue, the unmistakable signs of her orgasm building and breaking over me.

"Keep licking! Don't fucking stop until I tell you to!" she ordered as she ground her pussy down hard against my tongue.

Her voice was fierce—hoarse, breathless, yet absolutely commanding. She used me like a toy, moving with unrestrained rhythm, grinding harder as her body trembled. The pressure of her hips, the slick heat against my lips, the taste of her—all of it blurred into a haze of submission and need.

She continued grinding her pussy against my tongue until the waves of her orgasm had finally subsided, eventually telling me, "Okay, babe, I'm done now."

Her words came out softer this time, spent but still in control. She lifted herself slowly, her breathing uneven, her body glowing with sweat and satisfaction. I stayed still beneath her, dazed, every sense heightened, the air thick with the scent of sex and power.

Lucy glanced down at me—her expression calm, confident, dominant—and I knew, without a word spoken, that something fundamental between us had shifted.

Lucy then climbed off my face and took my dick into her mouth, smearing the pre-cum that had been oozing from the tip down the shaft with her lips.

The shift in her energy was immediate. One moment, she’d been in total control above me—commanding, ruthless in her pleasure—and now, she moved with a kind of slow, deliberate hunger that made my breath catch. The air between us was thick with the smell of sex and sweat, her skin still flushed from her orgasm. When her lips closed around the head of my cock, the heat of her mouth was overwhelming, a shock that tore a groan from my throat.

Grabbing my shaft with one hand, she started to stroke me with a furious desire. Looking up at me, she said, "Now I'm going to milk you dry," and then wrapped her lips around the head of my dick.

Her eyes locked on mine as she spoke, her tone low and teasing, but there was a darker promise beneath it—a determination to take every ounce I had left to give. The sound of her mouth on me, wet and rhythmic, filled the room, blending with my ragged breathing. Her hand moved in a blur, her grip just tight enough to make my whole body tense with need.

Sucking firmly as I felt her tongue flicking the sensitive underside of the head, she continued her rapid but firm stroking with her hand until I felt my cum boiling up from my balls.

Every muscle in my body coiled as the pressure built, the pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable. Her tongue kept working that one spot that made my hips jerk helplessly, and I knew there was no stopping it.

I moaned as I tensed up and arched my back as I started to explode into her mouth.

The release hit me like a shockwave—hot, violent, endless. She didn’t flinch, didn’t back off; she took every pulse, every spasm, her lips sealed tight around me.

She didn't stop and continued stroking as she extracted every last drop of cum from me, not stopping until there was absolutely nothing left for her to take.

Even as the last shudders ran through me, she kept going, relentless in her focus. The pleasure was so intense that it was turning to pain, and I had to beg her to stop.

When she finally relented, I could see her cheeks were full. Then, she pushed herself up to my face, looked at me with lust-filled eyes, and then very slowly lowered her lips to mine and kissed me.

The sight of her—cheeks rounded, eyes dark and glinting with satisfaction—made my breath stall. She kissed me deeply, her lips soft and slick, and for a second, I thought she was teasing. But then, as her tongue slid between my lips, I realized what she was about to do.

Parting my lips with the tip of her tongue as usual, she let the entire contents of her mouth fall into mine in one go.

The rush was instant—hot and thick, filling my mouth before I could even swallow. It was too much at once, and I struggled to breathe, the sheer volume of it shocking even me.

It was a huge load, and it took several swallows for me to consume all of it, and she didn't break the kiss until I had swallowed every drop.

The sound of my own swallowing filled the silence between us. Her tongue brushed mine, slow and deliberate, until the last traces were gone. When she finally pulled back, her lips were still wet, her breath shallow, and the look in her eyes made me feel completely undone.

Looking down at me, she said, "Good boy!"

The words hit with the same mix of dominance and affection that always left me dizzy. My chest was still heaving, my body spent, but I couldn’t help smiling weakly up at her.

"Good enough to be your wingman?" I asked.

Lucy gave me a sly grin and said, "I'll tell you what, babe, the night's still young; why don't we go down and see if that hot guy is still in the bar."

Her voice was playful again, but her expression carried that unmistakable spark—the same one that had started all of this. As she stood and began to adjust her clothes, I realized that for Lucy, the night was far from over.


Another Drink

"If we're going back down to the bar to try to find another guy for me to fuck tonight, then I need to take a quick shower and sort out my makeup," Lucy said to me as she headed to the bathroom.

Her tone was casual, almost cheerful, as though she were talking about something as ordinary as freshening up before dinner. She paused in the doorway, glancing back at me with that sly, knowing smile. "You should probably go and wash Luke's cum off your face, too," she added, her voice soft but laced with amusement, and then disappeared into the bathroom. Moments later, the sound of running water filled the silence.

I stood there for a moment, dazed. The echo of her words seemed to hang in the air, heavier than the quiet hum of the shower. Then I moved toward the sink. The mirror above it caught me off guard—I barely recognized the man staring back. My hair was messy, my face flushed, the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to my skin. The faint scent of Lucy’s arousal and Luke’s release lingered on me, tangible proof of what I’d done, what I’d become part of.

I turned on the tap and splashed cold water over my face, the shock of it making me gasp. As I wiped my skin clean, my mind replayed the night’s events in slow motion. I thought about the two loads of cum that I had already eaten that evening; Luke's, from Lucy's pussy after I had watched him fuck her right in front of me, and my own, which she had snowballed from her mouth to mine after she had gone down on me when he left.

The memory of each act hit differently—the raw humiliation, the impossible intimacy, the way every boundary we’d ever known had been stripped away. And now, she was getting ready again. She wanted to go back downstairs, to see if she could find someone else, another man whose body she could take, whose cum I would undoubtedly end up licking from her pussy too.

The thought should have unsettled me. It should have made me recoil. But instead, it sent a pulse of heat straight to my groin. This was going to be my first real chance to be her wingman—to be part of her seduction from the very beginning.

As the water ran down the drain, I looked at my reflection once more. My pulse was pounding, my breathing shallow, and beneath the surface of all that disbelief and confusion was a growing, undeniable excitement. I felt my dick begin to stiffen.

After cleaning up, we headed downstairs to the bar to look for the hot guy that Lucy had spotted earlier.

The corridor outside our room was quiet, but my pulse wasn’t. My chest still felt tight, my thoughts looping through everything that had already happened. Lucy walked ahead of me, her heels clicking softly on the carpet, her hair still damp from the shower and her perfume fresh enough to leave a faint, heady trail behind her. By the time we reached the elevator, I could feel the weight of anticipation building again—the strange mix of nervousness and arousal that had become so familiar over the course of the night.

As soon as we walked into the bar, I saw him immediately—still sitting at the end, just like before—but now he wasn’t alone. Another man had joined him, similar age, relaxed posture, laughing at something the first guy said. Together, they looked confident, self-assured, the kind of men Lucy naturally drew toward her without even trying.

The booth we’d used earlier was now full, a group of business travelers with loosened ties and half-empty glasses. We found an empty table off to the side, far enough to watch without being too obvious. The low lighting and steady murmur of conversation wrapped around us like a curtain.

We ordered a round of drinks and settled in. I couldn’t stop glancing toward the two men—one of them the same guy Lucy had wanted earlier, the other a wild card I hadn’t expected. They leaned close as they talked, relaxed and at ease, the kind of chemistry that suggested they’d known each other for years.

Turning to Lucy, I said quietly, “Shit, they’re clearly friends. How are we going to get him alone?”

Lucy didn’t even hesitate. She took a slow sip of her drink, her lipstick leaving a perfect red mark on the rim of the glass, then turned to me with a sly smile that made my pulse jump. “I don’t know, babe,” she said, voice smooth as silk. “But his friend is pretty good-looking, too. Why don’t we see if they’d both like to join us?”

I blinked, trying to process what she’d just said. “Urm… really?” I managed, the shock catching in my throat as I tried to picture it—her with both of them, two strangers, their hands all over her, their bodies surrounding her. The thought alone made my cock twitch.

Lucy’s smile only widened. “Sure,” she said casually, as if she were suggesting another drink instead of something that would push the night even further past the point of no return. “I mean, it’s nothing I haven’t done before; it’s just been a while.” She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping lower, teasing. “I’ve always liked being the center of attention.”

She held my gaze for a few long seconds before adding, “Why don’t you go ask them? The worst thing that can happen is they say no. Right?”

My mouth went dry. The way she said it—confident, daring, playful—left me no room to argue. I looked over at the two men again, my heart hammering, realizing that whether they said yes or no, the night was already spiraling into something I could never have imagined just hours earlier.

I pounded down the last of my drink, feeling the burn of the alcohol slide down my throat as I gathered the nerve to move. My pulse was heavy, steady, the kind of rhythm that felt too loud in my chest. Lucy didn’t say a word, but when I glanced at her, she gave me a small, knowing nod—permission, encouragement, and challenge all rolled into one.

I took the empty glass and made my way to the bar, trying to look casual as I stepped up beside the hot guy’s friend. He glanced at me briefly, offering a polite smile before returning his attention to his drink. The bartender appeared, and I ordered another round—two more for Lucy and me. As I waited, I could feel the weight of anticipation pressing at the back of my neck. The drinks arrived; I paid, thanked the bartender, and took a small step back from the counter, feeling both men’s presence beside me.

Holding the two glasses, I turned slightly until I caught the hot guy’s eye. My throat was dry, but I managed to find my voice. “Hey, man,” I said, forcing a friendly smile. “My wife and I were wondering if you two would like to come join us.” I nodded toward our table, where Lucy sat watching.

Both men turned their heads in unison. Lucy, ever the performer, met their gaze instantly. She pursed her lips, her expression soft and playful, and then—just as their attention locked on her—she blew them a kiss. The faintest twinkle lit up her eyes before a slow, devilish smile curved her mouth. It was the kind of smile that didn’t just invite—it promised.

The two men exchanged a quick look. There was a beat of silence, then matching grins spread across their faces. They both shrugged, and, almost in sync, said, “Sure. Why not?”

A spark of adrenaline ran through me as I led them back to the table. Lucy’s eyes followed us the entire way, calm and confident, like she’d been expecting this outcome all along.

After we all made our introductions, I sat across from Lucy so Jack—the hot guy—could take the seat beside her, while George, his friend, slid in on her other side. Up close, their differences became clearer. Jack had that easy charm about him—the smooth, practiced confidence of someone who’d never struggled to get a woman’s attention. George was different: broader shoulders, a more rugged look, the kind of guy who probably turned heads without realizing it.

They both ordered drinks and joined the conversation easily, their laughter blending with Lucy’s in a way that felt dangerously natural. Jack leaned in close when he spoke, his hand occasionally brushing Lucy’s arm, while George seemed more direct—complimenting her smile, her dress, the way she carried herself. Lucy played along effortlessly, her touch lingering a little longer each time, her laughter a little softer, more intimate.

From where I sat, I could see everything—the subtle glances, the teasing smiles, the slow shift in body language as the tension began to build. They flirted with her like it was the most natural thing in the world, and she encouraged them without hesitation, her fingertips grazing over their hands, their forearms, the edge of a collar here and there. Each touch was small, almost innocent on the surface, but the meaning was unmistakable.

The drinks kept coming, and the space between them kept shrinking. Lucy had become the undeniable center of attention, exactly as she’d said she liked—and from my seat across the table, I could feel the night sliding further into uncharted territory, one heartbeat at a time.

After we had finished our drinks, Lucy looked at me and gave a small nod—subtle, but clear. It was our signal, the one that meant she was ready to take things further. My heart skipped, and I felt the weight of the moment settle in. Her expression was calm, controlled, but her eyes gleamed with that unmistakable spark of excitement.

I took a slow breath, then leaned forward slightly toward Jack and George. “So,” I began, trying to sound casual though my pulse was racing, “my wife Lucy has a very high sex drive, and she thinks you’re both attractive guys. We have a room upstairs, and we were wondering if the two of you would be interested in joining us?”

For a split second, I wondered if I’d gone too far—but the hesitation I expected never came. Jack grinned, his eyes flicking to Lucy. George looked amused, surprised maybe, but not uncertain. They exchanged a glance—a silent conversation between two men who’d been here before—and then both smiled. “Sure,” Jack said, nodding. “Why not?” George mirrored the gesture, his easy confidence matching Jack’s.

A pulse of adrenaline shot through me. Lucy didn’t say a word; she just reached for her purse, stood up, and extended a hand toward the two of them. The movement was fluid, natural—like this had always been part of her plan.

A few minutes later, we were walking down the quiet hallway toward the elevators. Lucy was sandwiched between them, her arms draped around their waists, her laughter echoing softly in the corridor. The sight of her—pressed between two men, her body language so relaxed and open—sent my thoughts spiraling. I followed a few steps behind, my stomach tight with a strange mix of nerves, jealousy, and arousal, every step bringing us closer to something I couldn’t quite believe was happening.

When we reached our floor and unlocked the room, Lucy led the way inside. The door clicked shut, and the air changed instantly. The tension that had been simmering all night erupted into motion.

Lucy turned first to Jack, pulling him close by his shirt collar, their lips colliding in a deep, hungry kiss. George moved in behind her, pressing his body against hers, his hands immediately exploring—running up the sides of her torso until they reached her breasts. She moaned into Jack’s mouth as George’s touch claimed the rest of her, his fingers curling around the curve of her tits, his thumbs teasing her nipples through the fabric of her dress.

The two of them worked together seamlessly, almost like they’d done this before. Jack kissed her harder, his hands sliding down to the small of her back, while George ground himself slowly against her ass, the movement instinctive and sure. The sound of their breathing, the rustle of clothes, the soft gasps spilling from Lucy’s lips—it all blurred together into a rhythm that felt both unreal and inevitable.

Within seconds, they had her dress unzipped and sliding down her shoulders. The straps of her bra followed, falling away like an afterthought. Lucy’s body glowed under the soft light, bare skin flushed and inviting. She didn’t hesitate; she let them undress her completely, her head tilting back against George’s shoulder as he cupped her breasts in his large hands.

It was clear from the way they moved—the smooth transitions, the unspoken coordination—that this wasn’t their first time sharing a woman. There was no awkwardness, no fumbling for permission, just the easy, confident rhythm of two men who knew exactly what to do.

I stood near the foot of the bed, watching in silence, my pulse racing. The air was thick with desire, every sound magnified—the wet heat of their kisses, the whisper of skin on skin. Lucy was lost between them, her body shifting fluidly as they touched her, her moans soft but constant.

And as I watched the scene unfold, the realization sank in: the fantasy we’d talked about for months was no longer a fantasy. It was happening—real, unfiltered, and just beginning.

Jack put his hands on Lucy’s shoulders and gently pushed her down until she was kneeling in front of him.

The movement was unhurried but full of intent, his touch firm enough to guide her without force. Lucy followed his lead easily, lowering herself until she was on her knees before him. The air was charged—thick with anticipation and the faint hum of the hotel’s air conditioner, barely audible over the sound of their breathing.

Lucy reached out, her fingers deft and deliberate, unbuttoning his pants one at a time before letting them fall to the floor. She glanced up briefly as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxers, and then pulled them down, freeing his dick. Without saying a word, she leaned in and took it into her mouth, her movements fluid and sure, as though she’d been waiting for this exact moment.

It looked about average in length, maybe slightly longer than mine. From where I stood, the sight was surreal—familiar and foreign all at once. The soft, wet sound of her mouth moving over him filled the room, her head bobbing slowly as she worked him deeper, one hand resting on his thigh for balance.

While Lucy’s lips slid along Jack’s shaft, George began to undress beside them. He pulled his shirt over his head, then kicked off his shoes and stripped down in one smooth motion. When he stepped forward, completely naked, the contrast between them was startling. George’s dick was much bigger than Jack’s, at least seven inches in length, and it was thick, heavy-looking even in his hand.

Lucy stopped sucking on Jack and turned her attention toward George. Her eyes widened just slightly, that teasing glint returning as she tilted her head and smiled. “Now that’s a good-looking cock!” she said, her tone low and appreciative.

She reached out with one hand, wrapping her fingers around George’s shaft and giving it a slow, testing stroke. The difference in size was striking—her hand couldn’t even close fully around him. “I can’t wait to feel this inside me,” she added, her voice almost a whisper, but every word deliberate, dripping with desire.

The two men exchanged a quick, knowing look, the kind that only passed between people who had done this before. Lucy stayed there between them, one hand wrapped around George’s cock, the other lightly stroking Jack’s thigh, perfectly at ease at the center of their attention.

From my place near the bed, I could barely breathe. The sight of her—kneeling between them, confident and hungry—was hypnotic. Every motion, every sound, seemed to pull the night deeper into dangerous, thrilling territory.

Lucy hopped up off the floor and got on her hands and knees on the bed, her movements quick and confident, the mattress dipping slightly beneath her weight. The shift in her tone was immediate—commanding, unapologetic, completely in control. She looked over her shoulder at the two men, her hair falling loose around her face, her body gleaming softly under the muted light.

"You can take turns fucking me from behind while I suck the other one's cock," she said, her voice firm but laced with raw excitement. "When one of you feels like you're about to cum, you can switch off. I don't want anyone cumming too soon. I need a serious fucking."

The words hung in the air for a moment, bold and electric. Jack and George exchanged a glance, both clearly surprised but more than willing to obey. Lucy’s confidence set the pace; she was running the show, and they knew it.

Motioning to George, she added, "You first, stud. Come over here and let me have some of that gorgeous cock."

The way she said it—half order, half invitation—made the air in the room vibrate with tension. George smiled, stepping forward, his broad frame casting a shadow over her as he moved behind her. Lucy arched her back slightly, presenting herself without a trace of hesitation. Jack stood beside the bed, his cock still hard, watching for his cue.

I stood just a few feet away, heart pounding, my eyes locked on Lucy as she took control of the moment, her voice, her body, and her will dictating everything that was about to happen.

George got on the bed behind Lucy and started rubbing his cock along the slit of her pussy. Pushing back, she impaled herself on his dick and started fucking him by rocking back and forth against him. Jack knelt on the bed in front of her and put his hard dick in her face. Lucy opened her mouth, and he started fucking her mouth in rhythm with George fucking her pussy.

I sat frozen in my chair across the room, unable to move, unable even to breathe properly. The air in the room felt thick—humid with sweat, perfume, and the faint sweetness of lube and sex. Every sound seemed amplified: the wet slide of skin against skin, the rhythmic slap of their bodies meeting, the small helpless sounds Lucy made as pleasure overtook her. I could see the muscles in George’s back tighten with each thrust, could see Lucy’s fingers gripping the sheets as she pushed back onto him.

I should have looked away, but I couldn’t. It was like being caught between two impossible feelings—jealousy that twisted in my gut and a raw, unstoppable arousal that throbbed through me. My heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst. Lucy’s hair swung wildly with each movement; strands stuck to her flushed face and to Jack’s stomach as he held her head and guided himself deeper into her mouth. I could see her eyes, heavy-lidded, almost glazed, yet there was a spark of intent in them—a kind of power that came from knowing both men were utterly lost in her.

The sight of it tore through me. I could feel my cock straining against my jeans, the ache building even as part of me tried to fight it. I wasn’t just watching my wife being fucked; I was watching her surrender, her body giving in completely, and the part of me that still thought of her as mine didn’t know how to process it.

The minutes stretched on endlessly. The sound of their bodies grew louder, rougher, but there was also something mesmerizing in the rhythm of it. Lucy was completely in control of her own pleasure—rocking her hips back, moaning around Jack’s cock, arching her back to take George deeper. The three of them moved together like they had rehearsed it, as if they all somehow understood this rhythm that I was only just discovering existed.

I couldn’t tell how long it went on—ten minutes, twenty, maybe more. At some point, my hand drifted unconsciously to my thigh, gripping it hard just to feel something solid. Lucy’s moans rose higher until her whole body trembled, and I knew she was close. I had seen her cum before, but never like this—never with this kind of feral intensity, like her body had been waiting its whole life for this release.

When it was finally over, Lucy slumped forward for a moment, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Then, with slow, deliberate grace, she pushed them both away. There was something about the gesture—calm, confident—that sent another shock through me. She wasn’t flustered or embarrassed. She was satisfied.

She told them what she wanted next, her tone low but steady, a soft command that carried more weight than any shout. They listened instantly, their obedience almost reverent. Lucy slid off the bed and stood for a second, catching her breath, her body glowing under the soft lamp light. Then she took both their hands—Jack’s in one, George’s in the other—and led them toward the open space in the middle of the room.

My eyes followed every movement. I saw the sway of her hips, the faint tremble in her legs, the sheen of sweat tracing down her back. When she stopped and knelt between them, the sight nearly undid me. Lucy didn’t look submissive; she looked powerful—radiant, in control of both men even from her knees.

She reached out, wrapping her left hand around Jack’s cock and her right around George’s. The contrast between them was striking—Jack’s firm, smooth shaft in one hand and George’s heavier, thicker length in the other. Her movements were unhurried, deliberate, almost ceremonial. She looked up at them with that same steady gaze, a faint smile on her lips, and began to stroke both their cocks in turn, her hands moving slowly at first, savoring the power she held in that moment.

From my seat across the room, I could feel my pulse echoing in my throat, my whole body tense with a mix of awe, disbelief, and something dangerously close to worship. Watching her there, between them, I knew this wasn’t just about sex anymore—it was about something far deeper, something that had already changed us forever.

Suddenly she turned her head toward me, her eyes locking on mine with a look that made my chest tighten. Her hand slid off George’s cock, glistening in the low light, and she crooked her index finger, beckoning me closer. “Come over here, babe,” she said, her voice calm but commanding. “I want you to get a nice close look while I suck their cocks.”

For a moment I couldn’t move. My pulse was hammering, my legs felt weak, and yet the sound of her voice—steady, confident, almost affectionate—pulled me forward before I even realized I’d stood. I walked toward her slowly, every step echoing in my head like the drumbeat of something I couldn’t stop. When I reached her, she patted the floor beside her, looking up at me with that same knowing smile. “Come sit down, babe; sit right here, next to me.”

I lowered myself onto the carpet beside her, close enough to feel the warmth radiating off her skin. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air—sweat, perfume, and something deeper that made my head swim. From this angle, the scene felt impossibly intimate. I could see the slight tremor in her hand as she reached for Jack, the way her tongue flicked out to wet her lips before she leaned forward.

She took the head of his dick between her lips as she continued to stroke the shaft. I could tell that she was using her tongue, swirling it around over the tip of his cock as she sucked. She was giving him her very best blowjob technique in order to make him cum quickly, and Jack's moans indicated that it was definitely working.

From where I sat, every detail seemed magnified—the hollow of her cheeks as she drew him deeper, the soft, wet sounds as her lips slid up and down his length, the way her throat flexed as she swallowed him. Her hair brushed against my arm as she moved, and the heat of her body pressed faintly against me. I didn’t know whether to watch or close my eyes; the mix of jealousy and arousal was dizzying.

Jack’s breathing quickened, his hips moving with sharper thrusts, meeting her mouth in perfect rhythm. The tension in the room built like a storm about to break. I could see his hands clenching at his sides, his body trembling as he tried to hold back. Then, with one final thrust and a loud moan, Jack started to fill her mouth.

Lucy continued to suck on the head of his dick while massaging the underside with her tongue until she had sucked every last drop of cum out of his cock. Her eyes closed as she finished, savoring every motion, her lips still sealed around him as if she wanted to draw out the last pulse of release.

I sat beside her, breath caught in my throat, the sight of it burning itself into my mind. The soft sound of her swallowing was barely audible, yet it seemed to echo through the room. She didn’t look away from Jack until he finally collapsed back onto his heels, utterly spent. Then she turned slightly toward me again, her lips still glistening, and the faintest smile touched the corner of her mouth—half affection, half something darker that told me she knew exactly what this was doing to me.

She turned her head toward me, her lips still wet, eyes burning with that mix of lust and authority that always made my stomach drop. Before I could react, she slid her hand behind my neck and pulled me closer. I froze—half-terrified, half-aching for it—as she pressed her mouth to mine. The taste hit instantly: thick, salty, unmistakable. She penetrated my mouth with her tongue, and I felt her pass Jack’s cum from her mouth into mine. The shock made my whole body tense, yet I didn’t pull away; I couldn’t. She kissed me hard, deep, until I had no choice but to swallow and breathe her in.

When she finally broke the kiss, she looked up at George, her voice steady but breathless. “Next.”

George laughed quietly, a low, rough sound that sent heat rushing through my chest. “Damn,” he said, shaking his head with a grin, “I think your husband liked that more than he wants to admit.” His eyes flicked to mine, amused and knowing, and the humiliation burned through me—but so did the arousal. My face flushed hot; I wanted to deny it, to look away, but I couldn’t. He was right. I was hard, throbbing, my pulse hammering in my throat from what she’d just done.

Lucy smiled faintly at George’s comment, as if it pleased her to see the truth laid bare. She reached up, curling her fingers around his big dick—two fingers and her thumb barely enough to encircle it—and began to stroke him slowly, teasingly. The veins along his shaft stood out under her touch, gleaming in the soft light.

Wrapping her lips around the head, she then started to suck on his cock, no more than a foot away from my face. I could see everything: the way her cheeks hollowed with each pull, the steady motion of her hand, the faint shimmer of saliva as she took him deeper. The rhythm of it was hypnotic.

George let out a soft moan and said, “God, that feels so fucking good,” his voice breaking slightly as she worked him with practiced ease.

I sat there beside her, still tasting Jack’s cum on my tongue, feeling the sting of George’s words echoing in my head. The shame, the jealousy, the unbearable heat of it all tangled together until I couldn’t tell one from the other. All I knew was that I was completely lost in the sight of her—my wife—taking him in so close I could feel the heat radiating from her skin.

After a couple of minutes, Lucy stopped sucking his cock and looked over at me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. There was a glint of mischief in her eyes, the kind that made my stomach knot with anticipation. “He’s leaking so much pre-cum, baby,” she said softly, almost like she was sharing a secret with me. Her voice carried a teasing warmth, but underneath it was something else—something darker, more deliberate.

I swallowed hard, my pulse thudding in my ears. I didn’t know what to say. My mouth opened, but before any words could form, she leaned toward me, her eyes locked on mine. “Have a taste,” she whispered.

The words hung in the air for a heartbeat before she pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was deep and immediate, her tongue sliding into my mouth before I could even breathe. The taste hit instantly—salty, sweet, unmistakable—and it made my body jolt with equal parts shock and arousal

Then she broke our kiss, a faint smile still lingering on her lips as she looked from me to George. Her voice dropped to that low, teasing tone that always made my pulse skip. “Come here, babe,” she said, patting the carpet beside her. “I want you right here next to me. You should see this up close.”

I hesitated for only a moment before sliding over, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her bare shoulder brushing mine. My heart was pounding, the air heavy with the smell of sweat and sex. From this close, George looked enormous—his cock slick, veins standing out, glistening under the light as Lucy wrapped her fingers around him again.

She glanced sideways at me, a spark of amusement in her eyes. “You see how hard he is?” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “He’s been waiting for this.” Her hand began to move slowly up and down his length, deliberate and unhurried. Then she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to circle the head before she took him back into her mouth.

The sound of it filled the room—the wet, rhythmic motion of her lips sliding down his shaft, the soft moans escaping from both of them. From where I sat, barely a foot away, every detail was visible. The way her cheeks hollowed as she took him deeper, the tendons flexing in her wrist as she stroked the base, the faint tremor in George’s thighs as he tried to hold back.

George let out a ragged breath, his voice rough. “Fuck, that looks amazing,” he groaned. He looked down at me briefly, grinning through his pleasure. “You’ve got the best seat in the house, man.”

The comment hit me like a spark—half humiliation, half thrill. I couldn’t look away. My breathing was shallow, my throat dry, but the ache in my cock was unbearable. Lucy’s pace quickened, her hand and mouth working together in perfect rhythm until his body began to tense.

I could see it building in him—every muscle tightening, his breathing breaking into short gasps. Lucy pulled back just enough for the head of his cock to hover between her lips, stroking him faster, her hand twisting slightly with each motion. When he came, it happened in a sudden, sharp release; the first spurt caught the light as it hit her tongue. She opened her mouth wider so I could see everything—the thick, hot streams filling her mouth as she kept stroking him through every pulse.

When it was over, she didn’t move away right away. She kept her lips on him, gently sucking, drawing out the last few drops until his body finally relaxed. Then she looked at me again, eyes gleaming, a thin trail of his cum glistening on her lower lip. “That’s how you finish a man, baby,” she whispered, her voice soft but edged with pride.

I sat there, completely still, my pulse roaring in my ears, unable to decide whether I was humiliated, aroused, or both. All I knew was that I couldn’t look away from her.

Releasing the head of his dick from her mouth, she kept her lips closed to hold everything in, her chest rising and falling as she turned toward me. There was a flicker of intent in her eyes—something between affection and command—as she shifted closer, sitting up so that her face hovered just above mine. My breath caught in my throat when I realized what she was about to do.

She leaned in until our lips were almost touching, her breath hot against my skin. Then she pressed her mouth to mine, opening it just slightly, her tongue sliding forward to part my lips. The moment our mouths connected, I felt it—thick, hot, and overwhelming. George’s cum, mixed with her saliva, spilled from her mouth into mine in a slow, heavy flood. The taste hit immediately, salty and rich, and it filled every part of my mouth. I tried to breathe through my nose, but she kept kissing me, deep and deliberate, our tongues moving together and spreading the taste everywhere.

My head was spinning. The weight of what she’d just done—what she was making me do—hit me all at once. It was degrading, intimate, and impossibly erotic. Her tongue traced mine again, teasing, playing with the slick mixture between us until I couldn’t tell where her mouth ended and mine began.

When she finally pulled back, a faint thread of saliva connected us before breaking. Her eyes were locked on mine, calm and steady, her voice soft but impossible to disobey. “Swallow.”

I did as she ordered. The thick, warm fluid slid down my throat slowly, the texture unmistakable. My body trembled as I swallowed the last of it, the shame and arousal hitting in equal measure.

Lucy smiled then, a soft, satisfied smile that carried more pride than cruelty. “Good boy,” she murmured, brushing her thumb across my cheek.

George, still catching his breath, gave me a thumbs-up and laughed quietly. “Man, you’ve got some balls,” he said, half impressed, half amused. Jack, meanwhile, just stared, his expression twisted between disbelief and fascination, shaking his head slowly as if he couldn’t decide whether to be shocked or jealous.

As the two of them started getting dressed, Lucy moved with an easy calm, as though the entire encounter had gone exactly how she’d planned it. She walked to the small desk by the window, grabbed a pen and a sheet of hotel stationery, and scribbled something down quickly. Folding the note neatly, she looked over her shoulder at them with a polite smile.

When they were ready to leave, she stood and thanked them for the fuck, her tone casual, almost domestic, as if it had been the most natural thing in the world. Then she handed the folded paper to George. Whatever she had written inside was just for him—but from the look they exchanged, I knew it wasn’t the last time we’d see him.

When they were gone, the room fell into a heavy silence, broken only by the sound of Lucy moving around, collecting her clothes. I sat there, still half dazed, watching her with a mixture of awe and confusion. She looked calm—almost glowing—as she pulled on her robe and tied it loosely around her waist.

Finally, I found my voice. “What did you write on the note?”

She glanced over her shoulder, that teasing half-smile returning. “You know me, babe. I like big cocks, so I gave him my number and told him to call me.” She said it so casually, like she was talking about leaving a tip at dinner. Then she added with a shrug, “He’s not as big as Carl, but Carl’s a unicorn, which is why I keep going back.”

Her tone was light, but every word landed like a blow. I tried to laugh it off, but my throat felt tight. “What about Jack?” I asked, hoping for something—anything—that would ease the knot twisting inside me.

Lucy turned fully to face me now, resting one hand on her hip. Her eyes softened for a moment before she spoke, but her words still cut. “Jack’s nice eye candy, sure. But his cock really isn’t anything special.”

That should have made me feel better, but it didn’t. Because I’d seen it. I’d watched her lips stretch around him, seen her moan when he came in her mouth. And even as she dismissed him, I couldn’t stop remembering how much thicker he’d looked than me.

She smirked when she saw the flicker of realization on my face. “What’s wrong, babe? You’re thinking about it, aren’t you? About how his cock looked compared to yours.” She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a low whisper. “Jack’s bigger than you, but even he wasn’t enough to really satisfy me.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. The shame and the heat tangled together until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

Lucy leaned down, close enough that I could feel her breath on my ear. “That’s why I like George. He didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. He gets it.” Her hand trailed lightly down my chest as she continued, “Maybe next time, he’ll let you watch properly. Maybe he’ll let you lick my pussy while he fucks me. Then, when he cums, you can lick me clean as he slides out of me.”

She paused, waiting just long enough for her words to sink in. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, babe?”

Her tone was soft, almost affectionate, but the challenge beneath it made my pulse race. I couldn’t answer. My throat was dry, my mind spinning. And in that silence—humiliated, exposed, and utterly aroused—I knew she already had my answer.

My cock was throbbing so hard it almost hurt, straining against the fabric of my jeans. The tension had been building since the moment she started talking about George, and I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I reached down, unzipped, and freed myself, my hand trembling as I admitted in a low, uneven voice, “I’ve been wanting to do that again ever since you tied me to the bed and had Carl fuck you right above my face. It makes me so hot just to think about it. Do you think you can convince George to let me do that?”

Lucy turned toward me slowly, her expression unreadable for a second before it softened into something that looked almost proud. “I think he might be willing,” she said, her tone thoughtful but laced with that teasing edge that always made my pulse jump. “I’ll ask him the next time I get together with him.”

Her eyes drifted down to where my cock stood rigid in my hand, her lips parting slightly as she reached out. The first touch of her fingers was light—barely there—but it was enough to make me shudder. “Now,” she murmured, her voice turning warm and deliberate, “do you want me to take care of this for you, babe?”

Her hand began to move in slow, measured strokes, just enough pressure to keep me hovering at that unbearable edge between relief and restraint. She watched my face closely as she did it, her expression calm, confident, knowing exactly what kind of power she held over me. The mixture of tenderness and control in her touch made my breath catch, and all I could do was nod, lost in the heat of it and the quiet, devastating intimacy that followed.

I moaned, “Yes, please,” my voice trembling as she ran her fingernails lightly across my swollen balls. The touch made my hips jerk involuntarily, every nerve ending alive with need.

Lucy leaned in close, her breath warm against my neck. She pressed the tip of her tongue to my ear and traced slow, delicate circles before dragging it down to the edge of my jaw. Then she pulled back just enough to blow softly into my ear, sending a sharp shiver through me that rippled all the way down my spine. My skin prickled, every hair on my arms standing on end.

Her hand kept its steady rhythm, stroking my cock with an almost lazy precision—slow enough to keep me desperate, firm enough to keep me from losing it completely. The sound of her voice, low and teasing, made the whole world shrink to that moment. “Did you like sitting right next to me while I sucked their cocks?” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “Did you like watching their hard dicks sliding in and out of my mouth?”

Her words hit me harder than her touch. The images she conjured burned in my mind—the movement of her lips, the sounds, the helpless arousal I’d felt sitting there. I swallowed, barely able to speak. “Yes,” I said softly, the word escaping more like a breath than a confession, as her fingers kept gliding over my slick, throbbing shaft.

“I really wanted you to help me, babe,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, her breath hot against my ear. Her hand never stopped moving, stroking me with slow, deliberate precision that made my thighs tense. “I wanted you right there beneath me while another man fucked me—while you watched his cock sliding in and out of my pussy, felt every thrust through me as I sat on your face.”

I let out a strangled moan, my hips twitching as her grip tightened slightly. The images she painted were too vivid, too powerful to push away.

“You can picture it, can’t you?” she murmured, licking the edge of my ear before whispering again. “You lying there, your tongue inside me while he fucks me so deep I can barely breathe. You’d feel everything—the heat, the stretch, the way his cock fills me—and when he cums inside me…” She paused, just long enough for the thought to sink in, then continued softly, “I’d make you stay right there. I’d make you lick me clean while his cum leaks out of me onto your tongue.”

Her strokes quickened slightly, matching the pulse racing through my body. “Would you like that, babe?” she asked, her tone both tender and taunting. “Would you like feeling me cum on your face while another man finishes inside me?”

I groaned, the sound rough in my throat. My breath came in short bursts, every word she spoke twisting deeper into my mind. She smiled against my skin, her tongue flicking across my neck as she whispered, “That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

I didn’t even feel it building—it just hit me in a rush. I let out a groan as I started to cum, my whole body jerking in her grasp. Lucy kept stroking me through it, her pace slow and steady, milking every pulse until the last drop spilled into her waiting hand.

When it was over, I slumped back, breathing hard, my chest rising and falling as she studied me with that sly, knowing smile. She looked down at her hand, at the mess glistening across her palm, then back up at me. “You know what I’d really love, babe?” she said softly. “For you to lick me clean like this after I’ve been fucked. To feel you under me, tasting every drop that a man leaves inside me.”

My breath caught. Her voice stayed calm, measured, but every word hit like a jolt of electricity.

She raised her cum-covered fingers, holding them above my mouth. “Start with this,” she whispered. “Open.”

I obeyed without hesitation. She slid her two fingers between my lips, slow and deliberate, until they rested on my tongue. I could taste the saltiness of my own release as she moved them back and forth. Her gaze stayed locked on mine, watching me, testing me.

“That’s it,” she said, her tone soft but commanding. “Get used to it. You’re going to be doing the same thing for me soon enough. When he cums inside me, you’ll lick me clean—just like this.”

Her other hand came up and gripped the back of my head, urging me to take her fingers deeper as I sucked them clean. The warmth of her skin, the faint tremor in her breath—it all blurred together with the pounding in my chest.

When she finally pulled her fingers free, a thin strand of saliva followed before breaking. She smiled that slow, devilish smile of hers and brushed her wet fingertips across my lips. “Good,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing. “Now you know exactly what I’ll expect next time.”

Then she leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth again, claiming it like she already owned every part of me.


Waking Up In A Strange Bed

The next morning, I woke up in the hotel bed—the same one where Lucy had spent the night before taking three different men, one after another, right in front of me. The room felt strangely calm now, washed clean by sunlight leaking through the curtains. I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, the events of the night replaying in flashes I couldn’t quite silence.

When I finally turned my head, I saw her standing in front of the bathroom mirror, already dressed, brushing on her makeup like it was any other morning. Her hair was neat, her expression composed. There was no trace of what had happened, no visible reminder of the chaos and intensity that had filled the room only hours earlier.

Lucy caught my reflection in the mirror and smiled, a bright, teasing grin that made my stomach twist. “Rise and shine, my sexy little cum addict!” she said playfully. “Get yourself dressed so we can go downstairs and grab some breakfast before check-out. I’m famished after last night.” Then, with a wicked glint in her eye, she added, “Or are you still too full from all that cum you swallowed?”

I blinked, my mouth dry, unsure how to respond. There was no good answer to a comment like that. “I could definitely use a coffee,” I managed, my voice rough and tired.

She laughed, the sound light and musical, as if she hadn’t just said something that made my pulse skip. “Five loads!” she said, shaking her head in mock amazement. “Babe, you swallowed five loads in one night. That’s a record—even for me. My college best was four, and that was during a poker night that got way out of hand.” She turned, eyes sparkling with amusement. “You’ve outdone me, baby. That’s something to be proud of.”

I sat up slowly, rubbing my face, trying to ground myself in something normal. “I’m glad you were entertained,” I said, my tone more defensive than I meant it to be.

She just smirked at that, her expression equal parts affection and triumph, like she knew exactly what buttons she’d pushed—and that I’d let her push them anyway.

“Which did you enjoy most?” Lucy asked casually, as if she were talking about a movie we’d watched the night before. Her reflection met mine in the mirror, her smile playful but edged with something that made my stomach tighten. “Cleaning Luke’s creampie from me? Or when I snowballed you with Jack and George’s cum after I blew them?”

The question caught me off guard, but my body betrayed me immediately. My pulse quickened, a strange warmth spreading through my chest even as I tried to think of an answer. “They were both… pretty exciting in their own ways, I guess,” I said slowly, my voice shaky. “Although…” I hesitated, glancing down as the memory of it all crashed back over me. “I wish I could’ve been underneath you, licking your pussy while Luke fucked you from behind. I still really want to do that again.” I looked up, half afraid, half compelled to ask. “How about you? Which load of cum did you prefer?”

Lucy turned then, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Don’t get me wrong, babe,” she said, her tone soft but teasing, “I definitely had fun with Luke. But I honestly lost count of how many times I came while George and Jack were tag-teaming me.” Her voice dipped slightly as she continued, “George has such a nice big cock… and you know how much I love that.”

She paused just long enough to let the words sink in, then smiled again—slow, knowing. “And the finish, God, the finish was incredible. Blowing them with you sitting right there next to me... watching me… that was so fucking hot.” She licked her lips, remembering, her eyes flicking down to me before meeting mine again. “Then snowballing their cum with you… that was just delicious, wasn’t it?”

Her words hit like a pulse through my body. My breath caught, and I nodded before I could stop myself. “Yeah,” I said quietly. “It was really hot watching you blow them right in front of me.”

She smiled wider at that, the kind of smile that said she knew exactly how deep she’d gotten into my head—and that she wasn’t done playing with me yet.

“I was serious, though,” Lucy said, her tone soft but unwavering as she turned to face me fully. “Last night, when I said I wanted you to lick my pussy while another guy fucks me and cums in me—I meant it. I want to feel your tongue on me while he’s still inside, while he cums, while everything’s still hot and messy. To feel you keep licking through it would be so fucking hot.” She smiled then, playful but deliberate. “We could have so much fun with that, baby. And as orally fixated as you are, I know you’d actually love it.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. The image was vivid, almost too much to process. “I don’t know, Luce,” I said, my voice low, uncertain. “I’m not… I’m really not attracted to guys at all. But I guess… if it would turn you on that much, I could.”

She laughed—a short, knowing sound that somehow made me feel both embarrassed and seen. “Yeah,” she said, grinning as she grabbed her bag from the chair, “you’d fucking love it. I know you would.”

Then, with that same effortless confidence she always carried after nights like this, she nodded toward my clothes piled on the floor. “Now get your ass dressed and take me to breakfast. I’m starving.”

I watched her as she slipped on her heels and headed for the door, her tone light, her body language casual—as if she hadn’t just planted another fantasy in my head that I already knew would haunt me for days.


Recovery

After spending the rest of the weekend at home, everything between us seemed almost normal again. We cooked together, watched a movie, and even took a walk around the neighborhood—just a regular married couple enjoying a quiet Sunday. It was strange how easily we could slip back into that rhythm, like the chaos of the hotel room had been sealed away somewhere private, just between us.

By Monday afternoon, the illusion of normalcy was still holding when my phone buzzed. Seeing Lucy’s name on the screen made my stomach flutter in that familiar mix of affection and anticipation.

“I won’t be home for dinner tonight, babe,” she said, her tone casual, cheerful even. “I’ve got a date with Carl.”

I paused for a moment, then forced a smile into my voice. “Okay. Hopefully you’ll be bringing me home a present?”

Her laugh came soft and sultry through the line. “Of course I will, baby. You know I always do. I know how much you love to clean me up after his big cock has been in me.”

I groaned quietly, half embarrassed at how easily her words affected me. “And I love it when you’re such a dirty girl,” I said.

“God, babe,” she breathed, her voice lowering. “It makes me wet just thinking about it.” Then her tone brightened again. “By the way, I’ve also been talking to George today. Pop it in your diary—the three of us have a date Friday night.”

“Really?” I asked, sitting up straighter, a jolt of nerves cutting through the excitement. “What exactly does that mean?”

She giggled, playful and mysterious. “I’ll tell you all about it tonight when I get home… while I’m sitting my dirty little cum-filled pussy on your face,” she teased.

I could feel my heart pounding as I exhaled. “I can’t wait, babe. Have fun tonight. I love you.”

Her voice softened. “I always have fun with Carl, baby, you know that,” she said. “I love his massive cock.” There was a pause—just long enough to sting—before she added gently, “I love you, too.”

When the call ended, I sat there staring at my phone for a moment, caught between jealousy, desire, and something deeper I couldn’t quite name. It was impossible to tell which emotion was winning.

That evening, I lay in bed alone, the house quiet except for the faint hum of traffic outside. The clock on the bedside table glowed softly, each passing minute tightening the knot in my chest. I knew where Lucy was—what she was doing—and the knowledge had my body in a constant state of tension I couldn’t shake.

My hand drifted beneath the sheets almost automatically, fingers wrapping around the ache that had been building since her call that afternoon. As I started to stroke slowly, I couldn’t help but picture it: Carl’s thick, eight-inch cock sliding into her, stretching her open in that way I could never quite match. I’d seen it twice before—watched her body tremble and yield to him—and the memory burned as vividly as if it were happening right in front of me.

The second time was seared deepest into me. She’d been on all fours above me, Carl behind her, driving into her hard and deep while I lay beneath, close enough to feel the weight of their rhythm through the mattress. Every thrust had brought me face to face with his cock as it pushed into her soaked pussy, the sight both unbearable and mesmerizing. When he came, she had collapsed forward onto me, moaning as his cum spilled inside her, and that moment—raw, primal, utterly real—had branded itself into my mind forever.

I wanted it again. I wanted to see her like that again—lost in pleasure, completely taken—but Carl had made it clear he wasn’t comfortable with me being there. That part of the fantasy was out of reach now, and the frustration twisted through me as I stroked harder, chasing the edge of it.

My thoughts drifted to George then, and to what Lucy had hinted about their plans for Friday. I could still see her kneeling on the floor beside me, her hand wrapped around his cock as she stroked him with that confident, practiced rhythm. I remembered the way his muscles tensed, the sudden twitch just before he came, the thick streams spilling into her waiting mouth as she moaned softly.

I’d sat there frozen, watching every second of it, unable to do anything but feel my heart race and my cock throb. And then, when she turned toward me afterward—her lips glistening, her eyes full of that dark satisfaction—and kissed me deeply, the taste of him had flooded my mouth. The warmth of it, the texture, the shock of knowing exactly what I was swallowing. It had been overwhelming, humiliating, intoxicating all at once.

Even now, as I lay there alone, the memory made me ache. The mixture of jealousy and arousal was so complete that I couldn’t separate one from the other. Each slow stroke of my hand only brought the images closer—Lucy’s moans, Carl’s weight behind her, George’s cum spilling across her tongue—and I realized with a kind of dazed surrender that this was who we were now. That I’d never escape the way it made me feel.

These thoughts had me dangerously close to cumming within minutes, my body caught between memory and anticipation. A slick sheen of pre-cum coated my fingers, and without even thinking, I wiped it up and brought it to my mouth, licking it clean and tasting the faint saltiness as I imagined Lucy’s voice, her scent, her body still warm from another man. There was something strangely grounding about it—something that made me feel not weak or humiliated, but connected, as if this act somehow bound us tighter together.

“Hi, babe.”

Her voice snapped me from my thoughts, and I turned toward the doorway to see her standing there, smiling faintly. “Starting without me?” she asked, her tone teasing but warm.

I swallowed and smiled back, trying to steady my breathing. “I was just thinking about you,” I said. “So… did you bring me home a present?”

“Oh yes,” she said, her voice softening into that husky, knowing tone that always made my chest tighten. She stepped out of her shoes, then slowly slid her panties down her thighs, letting them fall to the floor. “Yes, I did.”

She climbed onto the bed with that effortless confidence that always left me breathless. Her skin still glowed faintly from the heat of the evening, her hair a little tousled, her scent filling the space between us. “I didn’t bother cleaning up,” she said, smiling as she swung a leg over and settled above me. “And I tried to hold as much in as I could for you on the way home.”

The words hit me like a pulse of electricity. I looked up at her, at the soft redness of her pussy, swollen and glistening in the lamplight. It looked sticky, messy, utterly irresistible. Something inside me shifted—no longer just the aching jealousy I’d once felt, but a strange, intoxicating sense of purpose.

I reached up, hands on her thighs, and tilted my head back to meet her eyes before letting my tongue trace a slow, deliberate path along her slit. The taste hit instantly—familiar, tangy, electric—and my body responded with a rush of heat. “Yum,” I said, my voice rough and low. “I can’t wait.”

Lucy smiled down at me, her expression softening for just a moment before she pressed her hips closer to my mouth. And as I began to lick her again, slowly, reverently, I realized that in this moment—serving her, making her cum—I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was the one in control of her pleasure, the one who could make her body shake. It wasn’t weakness at all. It was power.

Lucy lowered herself over me slowly, deliberately, her thighs bracketing my head as the scent of her filled the air. The warmth of her body radiated down, her swollen, creamy pussy descending until it pressed against my mouth. The first contact made her sigh softly, a deep, satisfied sound that sent a tremor through me. She began to rock her hips, dragging her wet lips over my mouth, spreading her taste across my tongue.

I pressed upward, my tongue sliding between her lips, parting them gently as I began to explore. The mixture of her wetness and Carl’s cum coated my tongue, heavy and sweet, and I pushed deeper, searching for every trace of it.

“Mmmm… that’s so good, babe,” she breathed, her voice half a moan. “Your tongue feels amazing on my sore pussy. Carl rode me seriously fucking hard tonight.”

Her words made my cock throb, but I didn’t stop. I focused on the rhythm of her movements, the way her hips rolled and flexed above me. She ground herself down harder, testing me, and I met her movement with my tongue, tracing circles, teasing, tasting. Soon, I felt it—her slickness growing, the faint trickle of cum beginning to flow out of her.

I lapped it up greedily, my tongue darting and swirling, collecting every drop as she shuddered above me. Lucy began to moan louder, her body responding to each flick and probe, her hips rotating in a slow, relentless grind.

“Eat me, baby,” she hissed, her voice tight with pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

I couldn’t have if I tried. I held her hips and pushed my tongue as deep as I could, the pressure of her weight against my face almost suffocating, the taste intoxicating. Every moan that escaped her lips felt like a reward—each one proof that I was making her lose control. And as her hips moved faster, her pussy coating my mouth, I realized just how much I loved having her like this—completely undone, trembling, and riding my face until there was nothing left of either of us but the heat and the sound of her pleasure.

Suddenly her whole body went rigid, her back arching as a raw, piercing cry tore from her throat. I gripped her thighs, holding her steady as she came hard against my mouth. A rush of wet heat flooded over my tongue, the final gush of her release pouring out of her as her pussy clenched and pulsed around it. It wasn’t thick like a fresh creampie, thinner and sweeter, and I drank it down greedily, swallowing everything she gave me until she trembled and went still above me.

When she finally eased off my face, she collapsed beside me on the bed, breathing hard, her skin flushed and glistening. She turned her head and smiled, her voice soft but full of satisfaction. “Thank you, baby. That was amazing.”

Before I could answer, she reached for me, her fingers wrapping gently around my cock. The moment she touched me, I twitched helplessly in her hand; I was already so close I could barely breathe. She began to stroke me slowly, spreading the slick pre-cum across my shaft with her thumb.

“I didn’t get a chance to tell you about my conversation with George, did I?” she said casually, her tone teasing as her strokes grew firmer. “I arranged a little surprise for you.”

My pulse jumped. “A surprise?” I asked, struggling to focus as she kept her rhythm.

She nodded, eyes glinting with mischief. “I told George about how you wanted to lie underneath me while he fucked me doggy style,” she said, watching my reaction closely. “So you could see his dick pounding my pussy up close… and then have me sit on your face right after he cums in me.”

Her hand tightened just slightly, her voice dropping to a purr. “He said he’s done that before with another couple, and he’d be fine with it. So I made a date for us this Friday—same hotel as last weekend.” She paused, her lips curling into a smile. “What do you think, babe? Doesn’t that sound like a good plan?”

I could feel my heartbeat in my cock, her words pushing me right to the edge. Pre-cum was flowing freely now, slicking her fingers as she kept stroking. “It sounds amazing,” I groaned, barely able to speak. “But… I could really use that blowjob now. I need to cum so fucking badly.”

Lucy’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile, the kind that told me she was fully aware of how much control she had over me. She tilted her head, studying me like a toy she’d wound up just to see how long it would last.

“Hmm,” she said, her voice almost a purr, “so polite all of a sudden. I wonder if you even know what you’re asking for.” Her eyes dropped to my throbbing cock, then back up to my face. “You’ve been such a good boy tonight, haven’t you? Doing everything I tell you. Cleaning up every drop like a good little slut.”

My throat tightened; I could barely speak. “Yes,” I managed to whisper.

She leaned closer, her voice low, taunting. “And now you want me to finish you off? To take your cock in my mouth and make you lose control?”

I nodded, breath trembling.

Lucy chuckled softly, the sound dripping with amusement. “You don’t get to just cum because you want to, baby. You know that.” She reached out, running her fingers up the inside of my thigh, stopping just short of touching me. “You only cum when I say you can. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said quickly, heart pounding.

“Say it properly,” she murmured.

“Yes, Lucy. I’ll only cum when you say I can.”

She smiled, satisfied, and traced her thumb along my hipbone. “That’s better.” Then she leaned in until her breath was warm against my ear. “Now, if you want me to let you cum in my mouth, you’re going to ask me again—but this time, you’re going to tell me why you deserve it.”

I froze, my pulse thudding in my throat. She waited, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying my struggle for words.

“I… I’ve done everything you asked,” I said, voice breaking. “I’ve cleaned you… I’ve eaten it all… I’ve been good.”

Her fingers finally wrapped around the base of my cock, squeezing just enough to make me groan. “Mmm,” she whispered, drawing her lips close enough that I could feel the heat of her breath. “That’s true. You have been good. Maybe you do deserve a little reward.”

She looked up at me again, eyes dark with intent. “So go on, baby. Ask me one more time. Ask me nicely to let you cum in my mouth.”

I swallowed hard, barely holding myself together. “Please, Lucy… please let me cum in your mouth.”

She smiled—slow, triumphant. “Good boy.”

Lucy gave a faint, approving hum before lowering herself between my legs. The deliberate pace of her movements made my whole body tense with anticipation. When her lips finally closed around me, the warmth and slick pressure of her mouth sent a shock through my body. She didn’t rush; she explored, swirling her tongue around the head and down the length of my shaft before settling into a steady rhythm that made my hips twitch uncontrollably. Every motion felt deliberate—each pull and slide of her mouth designed to draw me closer to the edge.

I could feel it building far too fast, a wave I couldn’t hold back no matter how hard I tried. My body jerked as I came, filling her mouth with pulse after pulse of release. Still, she didn’t stop. Her head kept moving in slow, controlled strokes until I was completely drained. Only then did she let my cock slip free from her lips, her expression soft but wickedly satisfied.

She kept her mouth closed, cheeks hollow from the effort, as she crawled up the length of my body. Her skin brushed mine—warm, damp, electric. When she reached me, she paused for a heartbeat, eyes locked on mine, and then pressed her lips to my mouth.

The kiss was deep and deliberate. Her tongue pushed past my lips, carrying the thick, salty mixture of cum and saliva into my mouth. It was overwhelming and intimate all at once, a shared surrender that made my chest tighten. She didn’t pull away until we’d kissed for what felt like forever—our tongues moving together, her soft moans blending with my breathing—until I had swallowed every last trace of it.


The Final Step

The week dragged by with agonizing slowness, each day feeling like an exercise in restraint. Every idle moment, my mind drifted back to what Lucy had arranged—the night she’d so casually promised with Greg and George. It was all I could think about, the mixture of anticipation and dread simmering just beneath the surface. By Friday, the tension had built to the point where even concentrating at work felt impossible.

Lucy, of course, handled everything with her usual effortless confidence. She’d booked the hotel, made dinner reservations at an upscale restaurant nearby, and kept me in a state of nervous suspense by revealing only the bare minimum of her plans.

We drove separately after work, a small detail that somehow heightened the sense of occasion. She wanted to arrive first, to prepare the room, to make it all just so. When I finally reached the hotel, my heart was pounding as I rode the elevator up. The moment I stepped into our room, the sight of her stopped me cold.

Lucy stood by the mirror, adjusting her makeup. The sleek black dress hugged every curve, stopping just high enough above her knees to show the dark seam tracing up the back of her stockings. Her glossy black heels caught the soft lamplight, completing the picture of controlled seduction. She glanced at me through the mirror, a small, knowing smile tugging at her lips before returning to her lipstick.

I took a quick shower and changed, trying to calm myself, but the electricity in the air made it impossible to fully relax.

Dinner felt like something out of another life—a calm, elegant prelude to what we both knew was coming. The restaurant’s low lighting, the clinking of crystal, the hum of quiet conversation—it all contrasted sharply with the tension pulsing between us. Lucy seemed completely at ease, laughing softly at small jokes, her fingers brushing the stem of her wine glass in slow circles.

As the waiter cleared our plates, I asked lightly, “Do you want dessert?”

She smiled, eyes gleaming across the table. “Your dessert will come later,” she said, the playful tone making my pulse quicken.

We lingered over the last of the wine, the unspoken promise thick between us. When I finally asked when we were meeting Greg and George, Lucy didn’t miss a beat.

“He should be at the hotel bar by now,” she said, dabbing the corner of her mouth with a napkin. “I told him I’d text once we’re back in the room and ready for him.” Her voice softened just slightly, teasing. “Feeling eager?”

I met her gaze, my stomach tightening with equal parts nerves and excitement. “I’m all set,” I said quietly. “I’ve been looking forward to this all week.”

Her smile deepened, slow and satisfied, as she drained the last of her wine. “Good,” she said. “Then let’s make sure it’s a night neither of us forgets.”

As soon as we got to our room, Lucy told me to get undressed. There was no hesitation in her voice—just calm, deliberate authority. While I stripped down, she sent a quick text to George with our room number. A few minutes later, her phone buzzed with his reply: he’d be right up. Lucy smiled, then turned toward me, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and intent.

“Sit on the edge of the bed,” she said.

I obeyed, my pulse already racing. She got down on her knees between my legs and took my dick into her mouth, her tongue working slow, knowing circles around the head. Every flick, every pull of her lips felt designed to push me to the edge just before things were about to begin. The moment she heard the knock at the door, she gave me one last teasing lick, wiped the corner of her mouth, and stood up.

When she opened the door, George stepped in with a confident smile. Lucy didn’t waste a second—she reached up, took him by the back of the neck, and kissed him deeply. It wasn’t just a greeting; it was possession. As they kissed, her hand slid down to his crotch, rubbing him through his pants until he groaned softly against her lips.

Breaking the kiss, she glanced back at me with a sly grin. “As you can see, my husband’s ready to play,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I think we should both get naked too.”

She unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants. When his cock sprang free, I couldn’t help but stare—it was thicker, heavier, the kind of difference that made my stomach twist. Lucy looked down, smiling as she wrapped her fingers around it, clearly feeling the contrast. “Mmm,” she murmured, giving him a slow stroke. “Now that’s a cock.”

They both undressed completely, and Lucy led him over to the bed. She sat beside me, her thigh brushing mine, and looked up at George standing in front of us. Her hand found his cock again, stroking it as she leaned forward to take it into her mouth. The wet sounds filled the room as she bobbed her head, her hand twisting in time.

Within moments, he was hard as steel. She pulled back just long enough to look over at me, her lips glistening. “Look at this, babe,” she said softly. “God, it feels so good in my mouth. So thick. You like watching me take it, don’t you?”

Turning toward me, Lucy’s eyes were dark and gleaming, her lips still glistening from George’s cock. “Why don’t you get down here between my legs,” she said, her tone soft but commanding, “and make sure my pussy’s nice and ready for George’s big cock.”

My heart thudded in my chest as I slid off the bed and moved between her thighs. The scent of her arousal hit me immediately—warm, sweet, intoxicating. I leaned in and began to lick her pussy, tasting the slickness already gathering there.

“Good boy,” she murmured approvingly, her voice catching slightly as she continued to stroke and suck George’s thick cock. Her hips began to move against my mouth in slow, instinctive motions. She was already wet when I started, but as I pressed my tongue deeper inside her, I felt her body responding—soft moans escaping her throat, her breathing turning ragged.

After a few minutes, she gave a low, satisfied sigh and said, “Lie back, baby. Head at the top.”

I did as she told me, lying flat with my feet pointing toward the headboard. Lucy climbed over me, facing the other way, her knees on either side of my chest. Her pussy hovered just above my mouth, glistening in the soft light.

She positioned herself on all fours and called out, “Come on, George—get on the bed and fuck me from behind.”

I had a perfect, close-up view as George knelt behind her, his thick cock brushing along her slit. He guided the head slowly up and down, spreading her open before pressing forward. I could see the moment he started to push in—how Lucy’s back arched and her breath hitched.

“Ohhh… that feels so good,” she sighed, her voice trembling with pleasure as he eased deeper inside her, her body opening for him while I watched from inches away.

The view of George’s massive dick sliding in and out of Lucy’s pussy, just inches above my face, was more intense than I had imagined. Her stretched lips clung to him tightly, glistening as they opened and closed around his thick shaft with every thrust. It was mesmerizing—raw, wet, and impossibly erotic.

As George picked up his pace, Lucy’s slickness coated him completely, turning creamy and white with each deep stroke. A drop began to form, hanging heavy before it finally threatened to fall. The sight made my breath catch. I leaned forward and ran my tongue up between her folds, catching it just in time, teasing her clit as I did.

“Mmmm,” Lucy moaned, her voice trembling. “That feels so good, babe. Don’t stop licking me.”

Her words only made me hungrier. I pressed my mouth harder against her, licking in slow, firm strokes that made her body shake. Her taste filled my mouth—warm, sweet, and overwhelming. I could feel the rhythm of George’s thrusts through her body as I licked lower, tracing my tongue to the base of her pussy where his shaft slid in and out.

The sound of wet flesh filled the room, mingling with our breathless moans. Lucy’s voice grew higher, breaking into gasps as her body began to tremble. Within seconds, she was cumming hard, her pussy tightening and pulsing around him. The sight and sound of her orgasm pushed George over the edge. His movements became urgent, his body tensing as he drove deep inside her, groaning through each spasm as he filled her.

When he finally pulled out, Lucy collapsed forward slightly, panting. I watched as his thick cock slipped free, coated in her slickness and streaked with their combined release. A bead of cum slid down the tip, glistening in the light, before he quietly stepped off the bed and began to get dressed.

As soon as George backed away, Lucy spun around and straddled my face. The mattress dipped beneath her knees, the faint creak of the frame the only sound for a moment as she settled above me. My heart hammered so hard I could hear it in my ears. Her body still glistened in the dim light, skin flushed and trembling, her breathing quick and uneven. As I looked up at her gaping wide open, cum oozing pussy, Lucy looked down at me, narrowed her eyes, and smirked, "Well babe, are you ready for your dessert?"

The sight of her—so raw, so open—made my pulse spike. Every movement she made was slow and deliberate, a silent declaration that she was still completely in control. She slowly lowered her sticky, cum filled pussy to within a couple of inches of my mouth, and as she did, I stuck my tongue out and started to flick her with the tip. I could smell everything—her scent mixed with his—and the warmth radiating from her body filled the space between us. Lucy smiled down and told me to hold my mouth open and keep my tongue out. Her voice was soft but commanding, and I obeyed without a word. As I did, she let out a couple of pushes. With that, an enormous queef that sounded like an almost empty ketchup bottle giving up its final squirt, she unloaded the contents of her pussy onto my tongue.

For a split second, time seemed to stop. The sound, the heat, the shocking intimacy of it all crashed over me at once. A huge glob of hot cum slid straight down my tongue and into my mouth. My body reacted before my mind could catch up—I reflexively swallowed it and felt the distinctive texture of the cum as it slid down the back of my throat like a raw oyster. My chest tightened as I gulped, and the taste lingered, heavy and unmistakable. I heard George cry out, "That was fucking awesome! I've never seen anything like that before."

His voice barely registered through the haze of sensations flooding me. Lucy’s weight shifted slightly, her thighs pressing against my cheeks, her breath quick and ragged. The mix of power and satisfaction in her expression hit me harder than anything else—this was a side of her I’d never seen so fully unveiled. Lucy then slowly lowered her pussy all the way down onto my mouth and told me to clean up whatever was left. I poked my tongue out and dug it into her pussy and sucked her cunt until she said, "I think we're all good now, babe," and climbed off my face.


And One More

Lucy climbed off my face and stretched languidly, her skin still flushed and glowing. George stood at the foot of the bed, naked, his thick, spent cock hanging heavy between his thighs, still slick from her pussy. A soft knock came at the door—three measured taps. Lucy’s eyes lit up.

“That’ll be Gregg,” she said, voice low and eager. She padded across the carpet, hips swaying, and opened the door without bothering to cover herself. Gregg stepped inside, tall and broad-shouldered, a quiet confidence in the way he moved. He wore a dark button-down and slacks that did nothing to hide the bulge already straining the fabric.

Lucy didn’t speak. She simply rose onto her toes, slid her arms around his neck, and kissed him—slow, deep, hungry. Her tongue traced his lips; his hands dropped to her waist, pulling her tight against him. I sat on the edge of the bed, still naked, still tasting George on my tongue, and watched the kiss stretch on until Lucy finally broke it with a soft, breathless laugh.

She turned to me, eyes glittering. “Gregg, this is my husband. Baby, this is Gregg, we met on Tinder a few nights ago.”

Gregg gave me a polite nod, then looked back at Lucy. She was already unbuttoning his shirt, fingers quick and sure. When the fabric parted, his chest was solid, dusted with dark hair. She tugged the shirt free, let it fall, then dropped to her knees and went for his belt. The clink of metal, the rasp of the zipper—every sound felt magnified. She peeled his pants down, and his cock sprang free.

I couldn’t breathe.

It was huge—easily eight inches even half-hard, thick as my wrist, the foreskin a smooth, dusky hood that half-covered the swollen head. A single bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip. Lucy’s breath hitched. She stared, lips parted, then looked up at Gregg with something like reverence.

Lucy had always said she hated uncut cocks. She’d called them “weird,” “messy,” “a hard pass.” But now her hands were on him, one wrapping the shaft, the other cupping his heavy balls, and she was already leaning in.

She took the head into her mouth without hesitation, lips stretching wide around the girth. The foreskin rolled back as she sucked, revealing the slick, flushed crown beneath. She moaned—actually moaned—around him, the sound vibrating through the room. Gregg’s hand settled on the back of her head, fingers threading through her hair, guiding her gently deeper.

I was rock hard. Painfully hard. My own cock—average, familiar, suddenly laughably small—jutted up between my thighs, leaking steadily onto the sheets. I couldn’t look away.

George stepped over and stood right beside me, still naked, his thick, soft cock swinging between his legs. The heat radiating off his skin, the faint musk of sex still clinging to him, made the room feel smaller. He didn’t speak—just crossed his arms, watching Lucy with lazy amusement.

Lucy’s lips slid down Gregg’s shaft, the foreskin bunching and rolling with every slow, deliberate pull. She took him deeper than I’d ever seen her take anyone, her throat working, eyes watering just a little. When she pulled back, a thick strand of saliva connected her mouth to the glistening head. She looked up at Gregg, then flicked her gaze to me.

I couldn’t help myself. “You always said you hated uncut cocks,” I rasped, my voice thick with disbelief and arousal. “Remember?”

Lucy’s eyes sparkled with wicked delight. She dragged her tongue along the underside, tracing the ridge where foreskin met crown. “But look at me now,” she whispered, and took him back in—deeper, wetter, noisier. Her hand pumped the base in tight, twisting strokes. Gregg groaned, hips flexing forward.

George chuckled beside me, low and rough. “Your boy’s harder than I’ve ever seen him,” he said, nudging my shoulder with his. “Bet he’s never been this turned on in his life.”

Lucy pulled off with a wet pop, lips swollen and shiny. She turned her head just enough to lock eyes with me. “Tell him, baby. Tell George how hard you are watching me worship a cock I swore I’d never touch.”

My voice cracked. “I’m… I’m so fucking hard.”

She smiled—slow, wicked—and went back to Gregg, sucking him like she was starving. The room filled with the slick, rhythmic sounds of her mouth, the soft slap of her hand, Gregg’s low grunts. George’s soft cock brushed my arm as he shifted closer, a casual reminder of what had just been inside her.

Gregg’s hand tightened in her hair. His breathing turned ragged. Lucy moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tense. Then, suddenly, he pulled her off—his cock springing free, slick and throbbing, veins pulsing under the skin.

“Enough,” he growled, voice thick. “I want to fuck.”

Lucy’s eyes never left Gregg’s as she rose from her knees, lips wet and swollen. She turned to me, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. “On your back, baby,” she said, voice low and commanding. “Now.”

I obeyed instantly, heart hammering as I stretched out on the bed, my cock jutting up, slick with pre-cum. Lucy climbed over me, her knees bracketing my shoulders, her still-dripping pussy hovering just above my face. The scent of her—mixed with George’s cum, sharp and musky—filled my lungs. She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until her slick folds brushed my lips. I opened my mouth, tongue darting out to taste her, but she held herself just out of reach, teasing.

“Stay still,” she murmured, then glanced back at Gregg. “Come here. Fuck me. Hard.”

Gregg didn’t hesitate. He knelt behind her, his massive uncut cock—now fully hard, eight inches of thick, veined meat—glistening in the lamplight. He gripped her hips, the foreskin peeled back to reveal the swollen, flushed head. I had the perfect view from below as he lined himself up, dragging the tip along her slit, coating it in the creamy mess George had left behind. Lucy’s breath hitched; her thighs trembled.

Then he pushed in.

The stretch was brutal. Her pussy lips parted wide, clinging to his girth as the head forced its way inside. I could see every detail—her slick folds stretching taut, the way her entrance strained to accommodate him, the faint quiver of her thighs as he sank deeper. A low, guttural moan tore from her throat, her body rocking forward, her pussy descending fully onto my mouth. I licked instinctively, tasting the mix of her juices and George’s cum, my tongue brushing the base of Gregg’s shaft as it slid in and out, inches from my face.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Gregg growled, his hips snapping forward. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock stretching her to the limit, her lips gripping him like a vice. The wet, obscene sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, mingling with Lucy’s gasps and the slick squelch of her pussy taking every inch. Her clit throbbed against my tongue; I sucked it hard, making her buck and moan louder.

From below, it was overwhelming—his heavy balls swinging with each thrust, brushing my forehead; the creamy froth coating his shaft as it pistoned in and out; the way Lucy’s pussy gaped slightly each time he pulled back, only to be filled again. My cock throbbed painfully, untouched, leaking onto my stomach as I watched her body surrender to him.

Lucy’s moans turned desperate, her hips grinding down onto my face, smothering me in her heat. “God, he’s so fucking big,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Baby, you feel that? You feel how he’s ruining me?”

I couldn’t answer—my mouth was full of her, my tongue lapping frantically at her clit and the base of Gregg’s cock as it plunged in and out. The humiliation burned, but so did the arousal, my body trembling with the need to cum.

Then George moved. He’d been watching, his thick cock half-hard again, swaying as he stepped around to Lucy’s side. Without a word, he grabbed her hair, tilted her head back, and fed his cock into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide, a muffled moan vibrating around him as he pushed deep, his balls brushing her chin. He didn’t ease into it—he face-fucked her, hard and relentless, his hips snapping forward in time with Gregg’s thrusts.

The sight was unreal. Lucy was pinned between them, impaled from both ends. Gregg’s massive cock stretched her pussy brutally, each thrust forcing a fresh gush of slickness onto my tongue. George’s shaft slid in and out of her throat, saliva dripping down her chin, pooling on my chest. Her body shook with every impact, her moans choked and desperate, her thighs clamping tighter around my head.

I licked harder, faster, lost in the chaos of it—tasting her, tasting them, feeling the rhythm of their bodies through her. Gregg’s balls slapped against my forehead; George’s grunts mixed with Lucy’s muffled cries. Her pussy clenched, pulsing against my mouth, and I knew she was close. My own cock ached, untouched, as the brutal, vivid reality of her being used so completely consumed me.

Lucy’s body went rigid above me, every muscle locking tight. Gregg’s cock slammed deep, stretching her pussy to its limit, the thick shaft pulsing inside her as he drove in with a final, brutal thrust. At the same moment, George gripped her hair tighter, forcing his cock down her throat until her lips pressed against his base. Her muffled scream vibrated around him, raw and desperate, as her entire frame shuddered.

I felt it first—her pussy clamping down, spasming wildly against my tongue. A hot gush of her juices flooded my mouth, slick and sweet, as her orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, grinding her clit against my lips, smearing the creamy mess of Gregg and George across my face. I lapped at her frantically, swallowing every drop, my tongue flicking her swollen clit as she came apart.

George groaned, his hips jerking. “Fuck, here it comes,” he rasped, and his cock throbbed in her throat. I could see his balls tighten, pulsing as he unloaded, thick ropes of cum shooting straight down her gullet. Lucy’s eyes watered, her throat working to swallow every spurt, a low, choked moan escaping her as she took it all. Saliva and cum dripped from the corners of her mouth, splattering onto my chest.

Her orgasm seemed endless, wave after wave crashing through her. Her pussy clenched and pulsed, squeezing Gregg’s cock so hard he grunted, his thrusts slowing but still deep, relentless. The room was a cacophony of wet slaps, muffled moans, and heavy breathing. My cock throbbed painfully beneath her, untouched, leaking steadily as I drowned in the sensory overload—her taste, their heat, the sheer intensity of her pleasure.

Finally, Lucy’s body sagged, trembling, her thighs still quivering around my head. George pulled out slowly, his softening cock slick with her saliva, a final bead of cum glistening at the tip. She gasped for air, coughing lightly, then looked down at me with glazed, satisfied eyes. Gregg stayed buried inside her, his cock still hard, stretching her as he caught his breath.

“God, baby,” she panted, voice hoarse but dripping with triumph. “Did you feel that? Did you taste how hard I came for them?”

Gregg’s hips locked forward, his uncut cock buried so deep I could feel the throb of it through Lucy’s trembling walls. His balls, heavy and slick with her juices, pressed flush against my forehead, the coarse hair scraping my skin. A low, animal growl ripped from his chest as the first jet of cum exploded inside her, scalding hot, thick as melted wax. I felt the pulse, one, two, three, each surge flooding her pussy with a torrent of creamy, viscous seed. The sheer volume was obscene, more than I’d ever imagined possible. It gushed around his shaft, white and frothy, seeping from her stretched lips in slow, heavy rivulets that dripped onto my tongue, coating it with a salty, musky heat that seared my senses. The taste was overwhelming, raw and primal, a mix of Gregg’s earthy bitterness and Lucy’s sweet, tangy arousal, flooding my mouth like a tidal wave.

Lucy’s body convulsed above me, her thighs clamping so tight around my head I could barely breathe. Her pussy clenched violently, spasming against my lips as her own orgasm tore through her. “Fuck, he’s drowning me,” she screamed, her voice raw, breaking into a desperate wail. Her clit throbbed against my nose, swollen and slick, pulsing with every heartbeat. A hot gush of her juices mixed with his cum, pouring onto my tongue in a sticky, scalding flood. I swallowed frantically, my throat burning as the thick, syrupy load slid down, coating every inch of my mouth, my teeth, the back of my tongue. It was everywhere, dripping into my nostrils, smearing across my cheeks, pooling in the corners of my lips as I gasped for air.

Gregg’s hips jerked again, his cock pulsing with another massive spurt. His balls twitched against my skin, the heat of them searing, as he unloaded what felt like an endless stream. The creamy froth bubbled around his shaft, oozing out in thick, glistening ropes that splattered across my face, hot and heavy, clinging to my skin like glue. Lucy’s pussy gaped wider with each thrust, her inner walls fluttering, milking him for every drop. The wet, obscene squelch of his cock plunging in and out filled the room, mingling with her choked moans and the slick slap of his balls against my forehead.

Then he pulled out.

The sudden emptiness was jarring. His cock sprang free with a wet, filthy pop, slick and throbbing, the foreskin half-rolled back, glistening with their combined release. Her pussy hovered above me, red and swollen, stretched so wide I could see deep inside, the inner walls pulsing, dripping with a thick, creamy cascade of Gregg’s cum. Before I could catch my breath, Lucy slammed her hips down, her cum-drenched pussy sealing over my mouth like a vice. The weight of her pinned me to the bed, her heat suffocating, the scent of sex, sharp, tangy, and overwhelmingly musky, flooding my lungs until my head spun.

A massive glob of Gregg’s load surged onto my tongue, scalding hot, thick as molasses, sliding down my throat in a heavy, viscous wave that made me gag and swallow at once. More followed, an endless, relentless flood, each spurt thicker than the last, coating my mouth with its salty, slightly metallic bite. It was so much, too much, spilling over my lips, dripping down my chin, pooling in my throat until I choked on it. I swallowed desperately, my throat raw, the texture cloying and sticky, clinging to every surface as I fought to keep up. Lucy ground down harder, her pussy smearing the mess across my face, hot and slick, the creamy heat of it burning my skin.

“Open your fucking mouth,” she hissed, her voice hoarse, commanding, dripping with triumph. Her hips rocked brutally, forcing her gaping, cum-soaked pussy deeper onto my face. The slick, frothy mess coated my lips, my nose, my cheeks, dripping into my eyes until they stung. I lapped frantically, my tongue plunging into her stretched folds, scooping out every thick, warm drop. The taste was unrelenting, Gregg’s cum heavy and bitter, mixed with Lucy’s sweet, musky juices, flooding my senses until I was drowning in it. Every gulp was a struggle, my throat convulsing as I swallowed the endless load, the heat of it searing my chest.

Her clit throbbed against my tongue, pulsing with aftershocks as she rode my face with savage intensity. “You feel that, baby?” she panted, her voice breaking with pleasure. “That’s what a real cock does. That’s what fills me.” Her thighs trembled, clamping tighter, her pussy clenching and releasing, squeezing out another warm, heavy drip that I caught and swallowed, my mouth so full I could barely breathe. The room was a cacophony of wet, sloppy sounds, her pussy squelching against my lips, the faint drip of cum hitting the sheets, Gregg’s ragged breathing, and George’s low, amused chuckle as he watched from the side, his thick cock still soft and heavy, swaying with every step.

Lucy’s hips ground slower now, deliberate, savoring every second. She dragged her pussy across my face, smearing the sticky mess in slow, torturous circles, forcing me to lick every inch of her clean. Her stretched, gaping hole pulsed above me, still dripping, the inner walls flushed and glistening, a testament to how thoroughly Gregg had ruined her. I could feel the heat of his cum cooling on my skin, the weight of it clinging to my face, my hair, my throat. My cock throbbed painfully beneath her, untouched, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum onto my stomach, the ache so intense it felt like my whole body was pulsing with it.

When the last of Gregg’s massive load finally oozed out, Lucy stayed there, rocking gently, her pussy still pressed hard against my mouth. She reached down, gripping my hair, tilting my head back to force my tongue deeper. “Every drop,” she whispered, her voice soft but unyielding. “I want you to taste him for days.”

I licked until she was satisfied, my tongue sore, my throat raw, my face a slick, sticky mess of cum and her juices. Only then did she ease off, her thighs trembling as she collapsed beside me, her body flushed and glowing, utterly spent. Gregg stood over us, his cock still half-hard, glistening in the lamplight, a smug grin on his face. George leaned against the wall, naked, his heavy cock swinging as he watched, his eyes glinting with amusement.

Lucy turned her head, her lips brushing my ear, her voice a low, satisfied purr. “You did so good, baby,” she murmured, her fingers trailing lightly over my chest. “You swallowed every fucking drop. How does it feel, knowing you’re the one who cleans up after a cock like that?”

My cock twitched, still aching, still desperate, as the taste of Gregg’s cum lingered on my tongue, heavy and indelible, a reminder of how completely she owned me.

Lucy pushed herself up from the bed, her legs still shaky, skin flushed and glistening with sweat. She padded barefoot to the minibar, the faint squelch of her thighs brushing together the only sound in the suddenly quiet room. Gregg and George followed, unhurried, their heavy cocks swinging soft and spent between their legs. Lucy cracked open three beers—cold, condensation beading on the bottles—and handed one to each man. They clinked necks, a casual clink that felt absurdly normal after everything.

I sat up, throat raw, face sticky, my own cock still painfully hard and leaking a thin strand of pre-cum onto my thigh. Lucy glanced over, crooked a finger. “Come on, baby. Beer’s cold.”

I stood on wobbling legs and joined them in a loose semicircle by the window. The city lights flickered beyond the glass; inside, the air smelled of sex and cold hops. Gregg leaned against the dresser, George perched on the edge of the desk, Lucy between them—three naked bodies, relaxed, easy. Their soft cocks hung thick and heavy, still flushed, veins slack now. Mine jutted up, ridiculous, glistening at the tip.

“So,” Gregg said, taking a pull from his bottle, “you catch the game last night?”

George snorted. “Refs were blind. That pass interference call—bullshit.”

Lucy laughed, low and throaty, wiping a bead of sweat from her collarbone. “I missed it. Was busy.” She tipped her beer toward me with a wink, then turned back to the guys. “You two still playing pickup on Tuesdays?”

“Every week,” George said. “You should come. Bring your husband—he could use the cardio.”

They all chuckled. I managed a weak smile, shifting my weight, the ache in my cock a dull, constant throb. The conversation drifted—work gripes, a new brewery downtown, some mutual friend’s shitty golf swing. Just three friends shooting the breeze, except two of them had just railed my wife in front of me and I’d swallowed every drop.

Ten minutes later, Gregg drained his beer and set the bottle down. “Gotta roll—early meeting.” He stepped into his boxers, then slacks, the fabric sliding up over his thick, soft cock like nothing had happened. George followed suit, pulling on jeans, T-shirt, shoes. Lucy walked them to the door, still naked, hips swaying. She kissed each man on the cheek—casual, affectionate.

“Text me,” she said to Gregg. “And George—Tuesday. Don’t be late.”

The door clicked shut. Silence rushed back in. Lucy turned, leaned against it, and looked at me—hair tousled, lips swollen, a faint smear of dried cum on her inner thigh. She smiled, soft now, almost tender.

“Beer’s still cold, baby,” she said. “Come sit with me.”

The door clicked shut behind Gregg and George, the sound sharp and final, like a gavel dropping. Their laughter, their easy banter, the clink of their beer bottles—it all lingered in the air, mocking me. Lucy leaned against the door, naked, her skin still flushed and glistening with sweat, a faint smear of dried cum tracing a path down her inner thigh. Her hair was tousled, lips swollen, eyes soft and almost tender as they met mine. She smiled, that same lazy, satisfied smile she’d worn while riding my face, while swallowing their loads, while letting them use her in ways I could never match. Something inside me—pride, jealousy, raw, desperate need—snapped like a frayed wire.

I crossed the room in three long strides, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. My cock, still rock-hard from the night’s torment, throbbed painfully, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum down my shaft. Lucy’s eyes widened slightly as I reached her, but she didn’t move, didn’t resist. I grabbed her by the hips, my fingers digging into her soft, warm flesh, and threw her onto the bed. She landed on her back with a sharp gasp, her legs splaying open, her pussy—red, swollen, gaping from Gregg’s eight-inch monster and George’s thick shaft—glistening in the dim lamplight. The sight of it, still slick with their cum, still stretched wide, sent a jolt of rage and arousal through me. I didn’t think. I didn’t speak. I just climbed over her, my knees forcing her thighs farther apart, my cock jutting up, desperate, aching to reclaim what was mine.

I lined up and slammed in, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal, punishing thrust. The heat hit me first—wet, slick, overwhelming, a furnace of slickness that swallowed me whole. But it was wrong. Loose. Sloppy. Her pussy, stretched to its limits by cocks that dwarfed mine, gaped around me like a cavern. I couldn’t feel the sides, couldn’t feel her. It was like fucking warm, slippery air, the sensation dulled to nothing despite the slick heat coating my shaft. I growled, low and feral, and pounded harder, my hips snapping with a violence I didn’t know I had. The bed creaked under us, the headboard slamming against the wall with a rhythmic thud-thud-thud that echoed through the room. My breath came in ragged gasps, sweat dripping from my brow onto her chest, mingling with the sheen already there.

Lucy’s body rocked beneath me, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her thighs quivering from the force. I wanted to see her lose control, to hear her scream my name, to feel her pussy clench around me like it used to. I gripped her hips tighter, angling deeper, trying to find something—some friction, some connection, some proof that I could still make her feel me. My cock slid in and out, the wet, sloppy sounds obscene in the quiet room, but it wasn’t enough. It was never enough. Her pussy was too loose, too used, the walls slick with Gregg’s massive load and George’s earlier release, offering no resistance, no grip, no her.

I thrust harder, faster, my balls slapping against her ass, the rhythm frantic now, almost punishing. My muscles burned, my chest heaved, my cock ached with the need to cum, to mark her, to erase them. I wanted to erase the memory of Gregg’s thick, uncut cock stretching her wide, of George’s shaft choking her throat, of the way she’d moaned for them, came for them, begged for them. I wanted to be enough. I needed to be enough.

But Lucy just lay there.

Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted, but there was no fire, no desperation, no need. Her hands rested lightly on my forearms, not gripping, not clawing, just there. Her body moved with my thrusts, passive, pliant, like a doll. She didn’t moan. Didn’t arch her back. Didn’t wrap her legs around me. Her pussy made soft, wet squelching sounds with every thrust, but it was empty, mechanical, a void where there should have been heat and friction and us. Her face—God, her face—was the worst part. A faint, almost pitying smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, her eyes glazed with boredom, like she was waiting for a bus, not being fucked by her husband.

I slowed, my hips stuttering, my chest heaving as the truth crashed over me. I was swimming in her. My cock—average, familiar, suddenly laughably small—slid in and out with no resistance, no grip, no sensation beyond the slick, sloppy heat of their cum. I could feel it coating me, Gregg’s thick load, George’s earlier release, lubricating every thrust until it felt like I was barely there. My face burned with humiliation, my cock still throbbing, still desperate, but the arousal was twisting into something else—shame, frustration, a hollow ache that made my throat tight.

Lucy reached up, her fingers brushing my cheek, her touch soft but cutting. “Baby,” she murmured, her voice low, almost tender, but laced with a cruel edge that hit me like a slap. “You’re swimming in there.”

I froze, buried inside her, my cock pulsing uselessly in the loose, gaping heat of her pussy. Her words sank in, sharp and merciless, stripping away the last of my pride. I looked down at her—her flushed skin, her swollen lips, the faint smear of cum still glistening on her thigh—and saw the truth. She wasn’t mine anymore, not in the way I wanted. She’d been claimed, stretched, ruined by cocks that made mine look like a joke, and now she was just… waiting. Bored. Indifferent.

I pulled out slowly, the wet sound of it loud in the silence, my cock slick with their cum, still hard but aching with unspent need. I collapsed beside her, my chest heaving, my face burning with shame and arousal and something I couldn’t name. Lucy rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand, her eyes soft but unreadable as she looked at me.

“You tried so hard,” she said quietly, her fingers trailing lightly over my chest, not mocking, not comforting, just stating a fact. “But you felt it, didn’t you? How different it is now.”

I couldn’t answer. My throat was too tight, my cock still throbbing, leaking onto the sheets. The room smelled of sex and beer and sweat, the air heavy with the weight of what had just happened. Lucy leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her voice a soft, devastating whisper.

“It’s okay, baby,” she murmured. “This is who we are now. And you love it.”

She was right. God help me, she was right.

Lucy rolled away from me, the mattress dipping as she settled onto her side, her back a smooth, sweat-sheened curve in the half-light. The room still reeked of sex, beer, and the faint metallic tang of cum. She reached for the sheet, pulled it up to her waist, and let out a long, satisfied sigh that sounded almost like a yawn.

“I’m all fucked out, baby,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep. “I’m going to crash.”

I lay there, cock still rigid, slick with their mess, pulsing against my stomach. The ache was unbearable, a hot, desperate throb that wouldn’t let me think straight. “Luce,” I croaked, reaching for her hip, “please. I need—”

She didn’t even turn. One lazy hand flicked back, patting my thigh like I was a needy dog. “Sort yourself out,” she said, soft but final. “I’m done.”

The words hit harder than any slap. I opened my mouth to protest again, but the sound died in my throat. She was already drifting, her breathing slowing, deepening. The sheet rose and fell with each exhale. I stared at the ceiling, the city glow bleeding through the curtains, my cock twitching uselessly in the cool air.

I could have jerked off. I could have rolled over, wrapped my fist around myself, and chased the release that had been building for hours. But I didn’t. The humiliation was too complete, too heavy, pinning me to the bed like a weight on my chest. Every pulse of my cock reminded me of the cavernous looseness I’d just felt, of the way she’d looked bored beneath me, of the casual dismissal in her voice.

So I lay there, hard, leaking, unsatisfied, the taste of Gregg and George still coating my tongue. The room grew quieter, Lucy’s breathing steady and even. My own heartbeat slowed, the ache in my groin settling into a dull, throbbing reminder. Eventually, exhaustion won. I drifted off still rigid, still desperate, the sheet tangled around my legs, my cock pressed against the mattress, leaking a slow, shameful trail into the fabric.

In the dark, Lucy shifted once, murmured something unintelligible, and slept on, utterly spent, utterly owned by the night. And I slept beside her, hard, humiliated, and aching for a release that never came.
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Your Idea: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasy Brutally Unfolds In Front Of Him

When I forgot to clear my browser history, I honestly thought my marriage was over. Then Emma found the videos—wives on their knees, husbands filming, strangers doing whatever they wanted—and everything ignited.

We were just a normal couple. I wasn’t the jealous type (or so I told myself), and Emma had never craved the spotlight. In fact, she’d barely given head in years. But the night she caught me watching KatieHotwife get spit-roasted by two men, something cracked open inside her. She didn’t scream. She didn’t leave. She smiled.

Things escalated fast. Emma went from reserved wife to on her knees on the patio, our neighbor’s thick cock stretching her lips while I watched from the balcony—helpless, harder than I’d ever been. She swallowed him whole, let him come on her face, then looked up at me with cum on her lips and smiled. And when she finally took me in her mouth—after years of begging—she pulled off just before I finished and laughed: “That’s reserved for the big ones, babe.”

Jealousy. Shame. Hunger. Power. We weren’t just living the fantasy. We were becoming it.

The question now isn’t whether we’ll stop. The question is: how far will she make me watch?

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Airtight: A couple's threesome fantasy takes a deeper twist

When Lucy and I lost that first game, I thought the worst part was the score. Then we invited James to our hot tub, and everything changed.

It started innocently enough—a few drinks, a “slip” of Lucy’s bikini top, her teasing smile under the lantern glow. I wasn’t the jealous type, and Lucy was never wild. But by the end of that night, she was on her knees, her lips wrapped around James’s cock while I watched, my own desire burning hotter than I’d ever known.

Things spiraled fast.

Lucy went from cautious whispers to craving more—her pussy stretched by James, her ass claimed by me, her moans echoing as we shared her. Then came Jim, a stranger from SLS with a cock that made her gasp, pushing her limits as I filmed, my heart pounding with jealousy and thrill. When she begged for three cocks to fill her—mouth, pussy, ass—I knew we’d crossed into something raw, real, unstoppable.

Airtight wasn’t just a fantasy. It was us—naked, exposed, desired. Watched. Shared.

Jealousy. Lust. Possession. Freedom.
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