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Dedication

To all the white girls out there with a big black dick in their mouth right now. Go girls!

Love 

LJ XXXX
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An Ordinary man

My name is Mike. I was 28, working in marketing, and by most standards I was a pretty average guy. I had a decent job, a solid apartment in a quiet neighborhood, and a wife I still couldn’t believe I got to wake up next to every morning.

Most days started the same. My alarm would go off at 6:15. I’d swing my legs out of bed, stretch, and stumble half-blind into the kitchen to throw back a scoop of pre-workout. About ten minutes later, it would kick in—those familiar tingles crawling across my arms and chest—as I pulled on a hoodie and headed out to the gym.

It wasn’t far, just a five-minute drive, and my buddy Matt was usually already warming up when I got there. We’d been lifting together for a couple of years, swapping the same old jokes, spotting each other, pushing just hard enough to stay in shape without pretending we were training for anything serious. It was part of the rhythm. Steady. Normal. Predictable.

An hour later, I’d be back home, still buzzing from the workout, sweat cooling on my skin as I opened the front door. The smell of fresh coffee would hit me first—and then I’d see her.

Jenny.

She’d be standing in the kitchen, one hand wrapped around a steaming mug, the other scrolling on her phone. Completely naked. As usual.

That was just her. She didn’t bother getting dressed until after her first coffee and a moment to gather her thoughts. And honestly, I wasn’t complaining. Even after all this time, I still paused to take her in.

She was five-foot-one, with a tight, toned little body and curves that never failed to make my chest tighten. Her tits were full and firm, natural C-cups that sat high on her chest, the nipples still slightly puckered from the morning air. Her skin was smooth everywhere except between her legs—where a thick, dark patch of hair framed her pussy. She kept it trimmed just enough to show off the shape, but never bare. A black-and-grey dragon curled over her left shoulder, the tail trailing faintly down the top of her back. She’d gotten it years before we met, and I always thought it suited her—bold, beautiful, and just a little dangerous.

She didn’t even look up as I dropped my gym bag by the door.

“Gym good?” she asked, her voice still low and husky from sleep.

“Yeah,” I said, heading to the fridge to grab a protein shake. “Matt’s still trying to beat my deadlift.”

She smirked, taking another sip. “Tell him to work on his form. His lower back’s gonna hate him by forty.”

That was Jenny. Sharp as hell—even when she hadn’t gotten dressed yet.

She was a freelance graphic designer, one of the best I knew. She set her own hours, picked her own clients, and turned down anyone who didn’t get her vibe. Some mornings she didn’t start work until noon. Others, she was halfway through a brand concept before I’d even left for the office.

I headed into the bedroom to change while she finished her coffee. By the time I came back out—navy chinos, pale blue shirt, jacket slung over my shoulder—she was slipping on a robe and tying it loosely at her waist.

I grabbed my keys and leaned in for a kiss. “You good today?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, licking a bit of foam from her lip. “Got a pitch to send out by eleven. Might take a break after and go for a run.”

I nodded, eyeing how loosely the robe hung on her. “You sending it out like that? Tits and all?”

She grinned without missing a beat. “If it lands me the job, why not?”

I laughed, but there was a flicker of something else behind it. Something I couldn’t quite name yet.

This was a story about how my wife opened our marriage—and how I ended up absolutely loving it.

It was the first weekend of summer and it was already getting hot. My wife and I had made plans to go out for drinks with two other couples we were close with—nothing crazy, just a few rounds at a bar by the river and maybe a bit of flirting and fun if the night went that way. We lived in a big college town, one of those places where everyone was either young, fit, or pretending to be, and the nightlife had a kind of low-key buzz all year round. There was always somewhere to go, someone to talk to, and just enough energy in the air to make things feel… open-ended.

The sun was still out when I stepped out of the shower and dried off, the bathroom mirror already fogged up from the heat. I threw on a pair of tailored jeans and a slim black shirt—something casual but sharp—and headed to the bedroom. Jenny was already in there, standing by the dresser completely naked, sorting through her closet. Her hair was damp from her own shower, pulled into a loose bun that made her neck look especially kissable.

I tried to play it cool, sitting on the edge of the bed to put on my watch. But my eyes kept drifting to her reflection in the mirror. She was studying her options like it was a high-stakes decision, totally at ease in her skin, her bare ass shifting with every step.

“I could wear the green one,” she mused, holding it up. “But it’s a little tight across the chest.”

My mouth opened before I even thought. “Isn’t that the one with the deep V in the front?”

Jenny turned her head and gave me a slow grin. “You mean the one you said makes me look like I’m trying to get drinks paid for all night?”

“Yeah, that one,” I said, smiling back.

She tossed it onto the bed beside me and grabbed another hanger. “Or I could wear this one—short, backless, super clingy.”

She held it up to her body and turned slightly. It was light beige, almost the same color as her skin, and as she draped it against her curves, I could already picture how it would cling to every inch of her.

“I vote that,” I said quickly.

She laughed. “Of course you do.”

She stepped into the dress and slowly pulled it up over her hips, pausing to smooth it across her stomach and chest. It was short—barely more than a long top, really—and the hem flirted with the curve of her ass in a way that made my breath catch. She turned to check herself in the mirror, adjusting the neckline, and that’s when it hit me.

No bra. And judging by the way the fabric clung to her hips, no panties either.

She gave a little twirl, letting the skirt flare and settle again. I watched every inch of her thighs, the hint of bare skin underneath, and suddenly my cock stirred hard in my jeans.

As she turned, I stepped closer and placed a hand on her hip, just gently. There was nothing between her and the dress. No thong. No G-string. Nothing.

She raised an eyebrow, instantly catching the shift in my expression. “What?” she asked innocently.

“Nothing,” I said, swallowing. “Just... you’re really going all out tonight.”

Her smirk deepened. “What? You said you liked the dress.”

“I do,” I muttered. “I like what’s not under it even more.”

She winked and grabbed her heels—those tall, black strappy ones I jokingly called her “hooker heels.” She buckled them with slow, deliberate ease, standing to her full height and letting the posture shift everything—legs longer, ass higher, attitude hotter.

That’s when my brain betrayed me.

A flash of her comment from that morning hit me again—about sending out a pitch with her tits spilling out. And now, looking at her in this dress, I could practically see it: Jenny at the bar, tits nearly bursting out of that thin neckline, laughing with our friends while a group of guys leaned just a little too close.

My cock throbbed.

Jenny turned, clearly amused. “You okay over there?”

“Yeah,” I said, adjusting myself as subtly as I could. “Just trying to keep it together.”

She stepped past me toward the stairs, her ass swaying in that barely-there dress, and called back over her shoulder.

“Try harder.”





An Extra Ordinary Woman

We made it to the bar just before eight, and things were already buzzing. Summer nights always brought out the best energy in this town, and Jenny drew attention the second we walked in. Heads turned—men and women both—as she moved through the crowd in that skin-tight dress, heels clicking on the floor like punctuation marks.

Whenever she went up to the bar, I caught guys trying their luck—offering to buy her drinks, leaning in just a little too close. She always smiled politely, said no with a tilt of her head and that effortless charm of hers, and returned to me with a fresh cocktail in hand. I could feel their eyes lingering as she walked away, and I didn’t mind it one bit. If anything, I loved it. She was mine—and they all knew it.

We bounced from place to place with the two other couples, sharing shots and laughs, until we ended up at a new club none of us had been to before. It was loud, dark, and hot—the kind of place where bass thumped through your chest and the air smelled like sweat, perfume, and bad decisions. The dance floor was packed, mostly college kids grinding and losing themselves in the music. I’d volunteered to be the DD, so I kept it light—just a beer or two over the whole evening. Jenny, on the other hand, had that perfect, warm buzz going—flushed cheeks, loose limbs, and a sparkle in her eyes.

The girls—Jenny, Chloe, and Emma—hit the dance floor together, drinks in hand, laughing and spinning under the strobes. They always danced like that, especially Chloe. She was a fire-haired flirt with no filter, and her hands were constantly “accidentally” brushing over Jenny’s tits. It was practically tradition by now. Chloe would flash a cheeky grin, give Jenny a little squeeze, and shout something like, “Oops! Sorry, you just looked so squeezable!”

Jenny just laughed and kept moving, hips swaying, her body pure rhythm. She danced close with her friends, rubbing shoulders and pressing in just enough to turn heads but never cross a line they hadn’t crossed before. I watched from the edge of the floor, tucked into a booth with the other guys, nursing my drink and letting the scene wash over me.

But then something changed.

A new girl slipped onto the dance floor—early twenties, brunette, covered in tattoos down both arms and across one thigh, visible even under the hem of her short black skirt. She was lean, sharp-featured, with a confidence that made her seem older than she probably was. I noticed her watching Jenny before she even made a move.

And then she stepped in. Bold as anything.

She started dancing right behind Jenny, close—really close—and within seconds, their bodies were grinding together in perfect rhythm. Her hands were on Jenny’s waist, then sliding up, one of them brazenly cupping Jenny’s breast through her dress. It wasn’t playful or teasing like Chloe’s usual gropes—this was hungry, possessive. Raw.

For a second, Jenny looked surprised—frozen in the moment, unsure if this was still just fun or something else entirely.

Then she turned her head, caught my eye across the dance floor, and saw me smiling.

That was all it took.

She smiled back—and didn’t stop dancing.

The brunette’s hands wandered freely, one gripping Jenny’s hip, the other sneaking up to brush her nipple through the tight fabric. Jenny didn’t stop her. She just moved with it, her body leaning back slightly into the pressure, breath catching, skin glowing.

When the girls finally made their way off the dance floor—dripping with sweat, laughing breathlessly—Chloe tossed back the last of her drink and grinned at Jenny.

“Damn, babe,” she said with a playful smirk. “That girl felt you up more than I do!”

Jenny just laughed, tossing her hair back, but the flush in her cheeks wasn’t just from dancing.

Neither was the ache in my cock.

Eventually, the night started winding down for the rest of our group. Chloe and Emma had danced themselves out, their husbands already checking the time and motioning toward the exit. We all shared hugs and tipsy goodbyes by the bar, and I figured we’d be heading out too.

But as I turned to Jenny and gestured toward the door, she surprised me.

“You mind if we stay a little longer?” she asked, eyes still sparkling, a playful flush in her cheeks. “I’m not ready for it to be over yet.”

I hesitated for half a second, but then nodded. “Sure.”

So it was just the two of us now, the music pulsing all around us, the dance floor still alive with heat and motion. Jenny drifted back toward it while I lingered by the booth, sipping the last of my drink and watching her melt back into the rhythm like she belonged there.

That’s when I saw him.

Tall. Muscular. Black. Tattoos covering both arms, shirt stretched tight across his chest. He moved through the crowd with the kind of quiet confidence that needed no announcement. He didn’t say a word—just stepped up behind Jenny like it was meant to happen.

She didn’t react at first. Maybe she didn’t notice. Maybe she did.

The music pounded, and he mirrored her every movement—his hips swaying in time with hers, his presence magnetic. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He just danced a breath behind her, studying the way her body moved, like he was reading her before making a move.

I felt something tighten in my chest. But I didn’t step in. Not yet.

Then he slid closer. His chest brushed against her back, his crotch moving into place behind the curve of her ass. She paused for just a moment—just enough for me to see her notice him—then kept dancing, pushing back into him ever so slightly.

I could’ve gotten up. Could’ve said something. But I didn’t.

There was something about the way she moved—slow, sensual, deliberate—that made it impossible to look away. My cock was already stiffening in my jeans, and I wasn’t sure if she was teasing me or if she was just lost in the moment. Either way, she didn’t stop.

A few songs passed like that, with him inching closer, hands finally settling on her hips. She let him. Her dress rode up a little more each time she dipped her hips, revealing the bare curves I knew were underneath. His hands slid higher—slow, intentional—up along her stomach. Then, finally, over her chest.

He kissed her neck. Jenny tilted her head toward him.

I watched as she reached up to touch his face, leaning into the kiss like she belonged to him. His hand slipped into the deep cleavage of her dress, fingers closing around her bare breast. Her eyes fluttered shut, lips parting, and I saw the flush deepen in her cheeks.

Even with the music thundering around us, I could tell from the way her body responded—she was moaning.

And I still didn’t move.

I just sat there, hard as fuck, watching my wife let a stranger feel her up in the middle of the club—and loving every second of it.

I sat in the booth, motionless, my drink untouched, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. The club had all but disappeared around me—no more noise, no more lights—just that one scene playing out in front of me like something from a fever dream I hadn’t realized I wanted until now.

The man behind Jenny had grown bolder with every beat of the music. His hands no longer hesitated. One stayed firmly on her hip, guiding her rhythm, while the other explored her body freely. He ran his palm along her ribs, then across her bare stomach, his fingertips trailing dangerously close to the edge of her dress. Jenny’s eyes were closed, her head tilted slightly forward, but I could see it in her face—she was trying to keep control of her breathing, trying not to melt under the attention.

Her body said one thing: stay. But there was a flicker of something else in her posture. A kind of tension. Not rejection—but anticipation. As if she was walking a tightrope between caution and pure, reckless desire.

And she wasn’t alone on that rope.

I should have stopped it. God, I knew that. This wasn’t just playful flirting anymore. This wasn’t Jenny getting groped by her friend Chloe with a cheeky laugh and a wink. This was different. This man was claiming her with his hands. This was real.

But I didn’t move.

Because something about it—something raw and instinctive—held me there. Watching. Wanting.

I tried to explain it to myself, even as it was happening. The way Jenny’s body moved, the way she let herself be touched… it wasn’t just about her being sexy. It was something more primal. I could see it in her expression—the way her lips parted, the way her brows drew together slightly like she was struggling to process the pleasure flooding through her. It was lust. Pure, animal lust. I’d never seen it on her face like that before. Not even with me.

And that—God help me—that did something to me.

The man shifted behind her, gripping her tighter now. His hand slid up her side, then over her chest again, bolder this time, not just grazing but cupping her fully. I watched his fingers sink into the soft flesh of her breast through the front of her dress, kneading her like she was his.

Jenny gasped. I saw it clearly. Her hand flew up, caught his wrist—not to push him away, but to anchor herself. To steady herself.

They kept moving.

And then I saw it—the unmistakable bulge of his cock pressed against her ass. He was hard. Rock hard. His hips rolled forward in slow, deliberate thrusts, grinding that thick outline right between her cheeks. The fabric of her dress shifted with each motion, bunching just enough to flash bare skin underneath.

I nearly came right there in the booth.

Not from being touched. Not from any fantasy I could’ve imagined on my own.

But from watching my wife surrender to another man’s touch right in front of me—and realizing I didn’t want to stop it.

I wanted to see how far she’d let him go.

And worse—I wanted her to keep going.

A few more songs passed, and I could see Jenny starting to slow down. Her rhythm softened, her shoulders drooped just slightly, and her eyes flicked toward me across the room. But the man behind her wasn’t ready to let her go.

He kept her close, gripping her hips and pulling her tighter against him, even reaching down at one point to grab a handful of her ass and tug her back into his crotch. Jenny gave a small laugh, but it sounded breathy—almost nervous. Still, she didn’t pull away immediately. There was hesitation in her movements, a kind of reluctant magnetism that kept her there for just a few beats longer than necessary.

Then, finally, she broke away.

It wasn’t dramatic. She turned in his arms, placed a hand gently on his chest, and leaned up to whisper something in his ear. I couldn’t hear it over the music, but whatever she said, he didn’t look happy. He watched her walk away with a tight jaw and a frustrated gleam in his eye.

Jenny made her way toward me, her smile blooming as she got closer. “Hey you,” she said brightly, before leaning down and planting a kiss on my lips.

It was deep and slow and messy in the best way—her body still warm from the dance floor, her skin glistening with sweat, her scent a mix of perfume and heat. As we kissed, I could feel her shift slightly against me, and then—deliberately or not—her hand brushed across the front of my jeans.

She felt it. She had to.

My cock was rock hard, straining against the fabric, and when her fingers lightly skimmed it, she gave the faintest smile into the kiss—like she was letting me know she knew. Like she wasn’t the only one getting off on what had just happened out there.

I glanced over her shoulder. The man was still on the dance floor, watching us with an intensity that bordered on fury. He stood there alone, arms crossed, eyes locked on me like he was daring me to gloat.

I didn’t gloat.

But I smiled anyway—because how could I not?

Jenny finally pulled back and flopped into the seat next to me, fanning herself dramatically with both hands. “Jesus, it’s so damn hot in here,” she said, cheeks flushed. “Too much dancing.”

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath in a different way. My heart was pounding, my mind spinning. “Well,” I said, “if you’re hot, maybe you should go grab another drink?”

She shot me a grin. “That’s a great idea.”

With that, she stood up and headed toward the bar. I followed her with my eyes, and sure enough, within seconds, he noticed her. The same man. He pushed off the barstool he’d been sulking on and leaned in her direction—like their little intermission was over, and act two was about to begin.

The bar was packed now, bodies pressing in from every direction, the air thick with perfume, alcohol, and heat. Jenny had only just reached the counter when the man moved from his stool, closing the space between them like it was instinct. The two of them began to talk—or at least lean in close enough to pretend they were talking. With the music this loud, most of the conversation was in glances, small smiles, hand gestures. Proximity did the rest.

Because of the crowd, Jenny was already standing close. But as more people jostled around them, that space vanished entirely. Inch by inch, she was nudged closer—until she was practically standing between his legs, his knees brushing the sides of her thighs as he leaned back casually on the stool, taking her in.

At first, it was subtle. His hand landed on her hip, fingers splayed in a familiar, possessive way. She didn’t react. Didn’t even flinch. Her expression stayed light and relaxed, eyes scanning the bar as if this kind of contact was no big deal.

But then his hand moved.

Lower.

His fingers slid down from her waist to the curve of her ass, and then I saw it—his thumb disappearing beneath the hem of her dress.

He didn’t just grab her over the fabric.

He lifted it.

His hand slipped under her dress, bare skin on bare skin, gripping her exposed ass cheek with slow, deliberate pressure. My breath caught in my throat. I sat frozen in the booth, my eyes locked on the sight like I was watching something obscene and beautiful at the same time.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

I knew that, of course—I’d discovered that little fact earlier, when we were getting ready. But seeing someone else discover it, like this, made it feel real in a way I wasn’t prepared for. His hand was full on her bare flesh now, fingers flexing like he was memorizing the shape of her.

Jenny didn’t stop him.

She shifted slightly, weight moving from one foot to the other, and in doing so she let him stay there. Let him keep holding her like that. It wasn’t overt. She didn’t grind into his touch or throw her arms around him. But she didn’t pull away either. She just stood there—buzzed, beautiful, and completely calm—as this man explored her under her dress right in front of me.

My heart pounded in my chest. My cock ached in my jeans. I knew, on some rational level, that I should’ve stood up. I should’ve said something. I should’ve walked over and reminded everyone—myself included—that she was my wife.

But I didn’t.

Because part of me wanted to see how far he’d go. No—worse. Part of me wanted to see how far she’d let him go.

And that part of me was winning.

I just sat there.





Frozen In Time

Ten whole minutes. Maybe more. My drink sat untouched in front of me, forgotten. All I could do was watch—frozen, aroused, and quietly unraveling—as my wife stood at the bar with another man’s hand wrapped around her bare ass beneath her dress.

They looked like they were just talking. Laughing, even. Jenny sipped her drink and leaned in close, smiling up at him, her body language easy and open. But beneath that casual surface, something far more intimate was happening—something raw and deeply physical. Every few seconds, his hand moved. Sometimes just a soft, lazy rub over the curve of her ass. Other times, he gripped it fully, kneading it like he owned it, fingers digging into her flesh beneath the hem of her dress.

And she let him.

She wasn’t standing stiff or guarded. If anything, she seemed relaxed. Her weight leaned subtly into the contact, her back arched ever so slightly when his hand wandered higher. I could see the muscles in his arm flex as he adjusted his grip, his thumb occasionally stroking the crease where her thigh met her cheek.

Every touch was casual—but calculated. Just slow and slow enough that no one around them would notice. Just bold enough that I couldn’t look away.

At one point, she bent forward a little to say something to him, her ass pressing back into his palm as she shifted her stance. He took full advantage. His hand slipped higher, fingers spreading as he reached under the dress to cup more of her—palm fully beneath the fabric now, his knuckles grazing the underside of her bare cheek.

My heart thudded in my ears. My cock ached, swollen and pinned against my jeans. I was past turned on. I was stunned. Hypnotized. Powerless.

His hand kept moving in slow, confident strokes. He alternated between tracing his fingers along the side of her ass and gently squeezing it—sometimes rolling his palm in slow, circular motions like he was massaging her into a deeper trance. She didn’t pull away. She didn’t even look around. She just stood there, one leg slightly bent, posture soft, her body shifting rhythmically in time with his grip.

At one point, his hand slid all the way around to the top of her thigh, fingertips dragging lightly across the sensitive skin just below her pussy—so close that I caught myself holding my breath, watching for a reaction.

Jenny flinched, just barely.

Her eyes fluttered closed for a second, and then she bit her lip—half a smile, half a tremble—and leaned in closer to him, her cheek brushing his shoulder as she whispered something in his ear.

He laughed. Not loudly—just a low, satisfied chuckle that made my skin prickle. Then his hand returned to its favorite place, his fingers now resting firmly between her thighs from behind, tucked just far enough under her dress that no one else could see what he was doing.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak.

I just sat there and watched as another man slowly explored my wife’s bare body in public—while they laughed, drank, and flirted like old lovers rediscovering each other.

By the time I finally stood up, it was nearly one in the morning and the bar would be closing soon. My legs felt unsteady beneath me, my erection still throbbing with every step as I walked toward them.

Jenny was leaned in close, her shoulder pressing against his chest as he whispered something in her ear.

She giggled.

The sound sent a jolt of heat down my spine.

And I still didn’t know if I wanted it to stop.

I reached the two of them and called out, trying to keep my voice light. “Hey honey… ready to call it a night?”

They both leaned apart—naturally, casually—but the atmosphere between them didn’t break. It shimmered in the space that remained. Mitch turned first. The moment his eyes locked with mine, I felt it. A scowl curled across his face, sharp and unfiltered, like I’d just interrupted something sacred. Like I’d crossed a line he’d drawn around my wife without ever asking permission.

And yet—he didn’t move his hand.

It was still there, bold as ever, gripping the curve of Jenny’s bare ass beneath her dress. His fingers flexed ever so slightly as he acknowledged me.

Jenny lit up in that familiar, teasing way of hers. “Oh hi honey!” she said brightly, turning her head and flashing me that effortless smile. “This is Mitch. We met on the dance floor earlier. He’s so funny.”

Then she turned back to him, still smiling, and added sweetly, “Mitch, this is my husband, Mike.”

He looked me up and down slowly, eyes cool, unreadable. His nod was minimal. “What’s up, man,” he said flatly, then looked right back at her—as if I hadn’t spoken, hadn’t mattered.

I nodded back, tight-lipped. My gaze dropped to his hand, still nestled under the hem of her dress, fingers spread possessively across her bare skin. He didn’t even try to hide it.

I swallowed hard.

“Well,” I said, clearing my throat, “it’s pretty late, and the bar’s closing soon. I think it’s about time we head back home.”

I could feel Mitch’s reaction before I saw it. A shift in his posture, a slight twitch at the corner of his mouth. He didn’t speak, but his annoyance radiated off him in waves. To him, I wasn’t a husband—I was an interruption.

Jenny turned to me, her smile softening into a playful little pout. She batted her eyes dramatically and let out a whiney sigh. “Aww, really? Is it that late already?”

She turned her body slightly, and Mitch’s hand adjusted with her, still holding her.

“But I was just getting to know Mitch,” she added with a teasing lilt. “I was really hoping to make at least one new friend tonight.”

She bowed her head like a child being told to leave the playground. It was playful. Charming. But there was something else under it too—something I couldn’t quite name. Not guilt. Not shame. Maybe... curiosity? Longing?

Or maybe she just wasn’t ready for the night to end.

And neither, apparently, was Mitch.

I rubbed Jenny’s back gently, the way I always did when she pouted like this. “I know, hun,” I said, keeping my tone warm, light—almost teasing. “But you had fun, right?” I leaned in a little, speaking to her like she was a kid begging for five more minutes at the park. “Why don’t you—?”

But she cut me off, her head popping up, eyes suddenly lit with something sharper than just tipsiness.

“Wait!” she said quickly. “It’s only the bar that’s closing. That doesn’t mean the night has to end, right?”

There was a brightness in her voice, but something underneath it too. Possibility. Excitement. And just the faintest hint of challenge.

“We could keep this going,” she continued, glancing between me and Mitch. “Just... take the party back to our place. I mean, you barely had any drinks tonight, babe.”

As she said it, her hand slid lightly down my chest—then lower.

She barely brushed me, just a featherlight graze across the front of my jeans—but she felt it. My cock, still rock hard, straining against the fabric. Her fingertips lingered for a half-second. Just long enough to register it. Just long enough to silently ask: You still with me? You still want this?

She looked up at me then, waiting—not nervous, not shy. Just waiting. Watching my reaction like it was a test we’d both been building toward all night.

I smiled at her. My stomach turned, tight with anticipation and something that felt like fear. I let out a slow, playful sigh, like I was giving in.

“Okay, babe. Sure,” I said. “We can continue the party at our place.”

She lit up, letting out a happy little cheer and throwing her arms around me. Her body pressed against mine in a way that made my cock throb again, but what really struck me was the moment Mitch’s hand finally fell away from her ass—as if she was being handed back to me, if only temporarily.

He looked at me with open disdain. Not angry. Not jealous. Just… superior. Like he already knew what I’d agreed to, even before I did.

And then Jenny turned, still in my arms, and asked the question that would change everything.

“Hey, Mitch,” she said casually, like they were old friends, “wanna come back with us? Keep the party going?”

My heart skipped. I felt it—a cold, dizzy ripple of disbelief.

She’d just invited the man who had been palming her bare ass, grinding against her, whispering in her ear... to come to our home.

Our bed.

Mitch didn’t look at her.

He looked at me.

He studied me for a beat, then smiled. Not wide. Not warm. Just enough.

“Sure,” he said. “Why not? I’ve got nowhere else to be.”

Jenny gave another little cheer. “It’s settled then,” she beamed. “Let’s go!”

And with that, she turned and started toward the exit, her heels clicking against the floor, the hem of her dress swaying just enough to remind me—he knew exactly what she wasn’t wearing underneath it.

And I followed.

Knowing exactly what I was walking into.

And still saying nothing to stop it.





Into The Night

The three of us stepped out into the thick night air, the heavy bass of the club still echoing faintly behind us. Mitch reached into his pocket and pulled out his keys without a word, but Jenny was already shaking her head before he could say anything.

“Wait, Mitch—you’ve been drinking,” she said, her voice light but insistent. “You’re not driving.”

He raised an eyebrow, then smiled—calm, unbothered—and slipped the keys right back into his pocket. “Okay,” he said simply.

That was it. No protest, no hesitation. Like he’d already assumed he’d be riding with us.

I took Jenny’s hand as we started toward the car. She leaned into me slightly, her body warm against mine, but I could feel it—that electric buzz still thrumming just beneath her skin. Mitch trailed a few steps behind us, and I didn’t need to look to know exactly where his eyes were. My wife’s dress clung to her hips with every step, rising just enough to flash bare thigh. No underwear. No modesty. Just that swaying, teasing rhythm I knew he was drinking in.

We reached the car in no time. I opened the front passenger door for her like always, and she was halfway in when she suddenly paused.

“Oh wait,” she said brightly, turning back toward me. “We’ve got a guest! I can’t just let Mitch sit in the back all alone.”

Before I could even respond, she gave me a playful pat on the chest and turned, opening the rear door instead.

“I’ll sit back here with him.”

And just like that, she slid into the backseat. No discussion. No glance for approval.

Mitch followed immediately, ducking in beside her without a word. He didn’t have to say anything. The shift had already happened.

I closed the passenger door, walked around the car, and got into the driver’s seat. My hands were steady on the wheel, but inside, everything felt unsteady. My chest was tight. My cock was still hard. My mind was spinning.

I started the engine, turned on some music—something low and wordless—and pulled out of the parking lot.

The drive home would take about thirty minutes. We’d bar-hopped so far across town that we were on the opposite end from where we lived.

Thirty minutes. Just me, behind the wheel.

And them, alone in the dark behind me.

The first five minutes of the drive were quiet. Almost eerily so. The low hum of tires on the road, soft instrumental music pulsing gently through the speakers, and the occasional streetlight casting slow-moving shadows across the dashboard.

But then I started hearing it—whispering.

Faint, rhythmic, close. I glanced at the rearview mirror and saw them: Jenny and Mitch, pressed together like they’d been sharing a seat instead of having a whole backseat to themselves. His mouth was near her ear, and she was smiling. Not politely. Not nervously.

Genuinely.

Every so often, I’d hear her giggle—soft, tipsy, breathless—and every time it happened, I’d glance up instinctively. I couldn’t stop myself. Her head was tilted toward him, their faces inches apart, and her body angled inward like she was being pulled closer with every curve in the road.

Then she laughed again—louder this time—and I watched as she laid a hand gently on his knee.

That was new.

And just like that, his arm came around her shoulder, claiming her. Casual. Confident. Like it belonged there.

Jenny didn’t hesitate. She leaned into it, resting her head against his chest, her body visibly relaxing under his touch. They looked like a couple. Like they’d done this before. Like they were halfway through a date night that was going exactly as planned.

Then it happened.

I caught a flash of movement in the mirror—Mitch’s hand drifting lower, curving around the front of her body, fingers sliding across the top of her chest. And then, slowly, deliberately, cupping her breast.

He didn’t grope. He held. Like it was his.

And as he did, the fabric of her dress shifted.

Her neckline, already dangerously low, slipped further with the pressure of his hand, and before I even realized what I was seeing, her tit—her full, perfect, bare breast—spilled out into the open.

Just like I’d imagined earlier. Just like the picture that had flashed in my mind when she was getting dressed hours ago. Only this wasn’t imagination anymore.

Her nipple was hard, pink and tight in the dim glow of the passing streetlights. I stared in the mirror, my knuckles white on the steering wheel, as Mitch casually ran his thumb over it while continuing to whisper in her ear.

She didn’t stop him.

She didn’t even try to adjust her dress.

She just giggled again—soft, breathy—and shifted her position, giving him better access, nestling herself more fully under his arm like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And I just kept driving.

Hard. Silent. Burning.

Unable to say a single word.

It was getting harder and harder to concentrate.

Not because I was angry. Not because I wanted to stop it. That ship had sailed miles ago.

It was because I was so fucking turned on I could barely function.

Every time I heard her laugh—those soft little giggles from the backseat—my cock throbbed painfully in my jeans. Every time the whispering picked up, or I caught a glimpse of her shifting against him in the mirror, I had to fight the urge to unzip myself right there in the driver’s seat. I gripped the wheel tighter. Adjusted in my seat. Focused on the road like my life depended on it—because it sort of did.

We were twenty minutes into the drive when I glanced in the rearview again.

And I nearly crashed the fucking car.

Not swerved. Not drifted. I mean full body jolt, hands shaking, heart slamming into my ribs.

Because this time, Mitch wasn’t just groping her.

He had her nipple in his mouth.

Jenny’s dress had slipped completely off one side of her chest, exposing her full breast. And Mitch, calm as ever, had leaned down, lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking on it slowly while his hand kneaded the other one beneath the thin fabric. His head moved with lazy confidence, tongue flicking as if he had all the time in the world. Jenny was reclined against the seat, her lips parted, eyes heavy-lidded. One of her hands was buried in his hair.

And her other hand?

It rested high on his thigh, fingers dangerously close to the obvious bulge in his pants—right where the thick outline of his cock strained beneath the fabric.

Even in the flickering rearview, I could see her hand twitch ever so slightly, like she was tempted to go further. Like she was considering it.

My entire body tensed, and for a split second, I didn’t know if I was going to come in my pants or lose control of the car.

I forced myself to look forward again. My vision blurred with heat and disbelief. The weight of my erection was unbearable, pulsing with every beat of my heart. I should’ve pulled over. I should’ve done something.

But I didn’t.

Because the only thing more terrifying than what I was witnessing… was how much I didn’t want it to stop.

A few minutes later, somehow, I managed to guide the car into our driveway. I don’t remember the last few turns. I don’t even remember breathing.

All I remember was the sound of Jenny’s soft moan—his mouth still on her breast—as I cut the engine.

And the fact that I was still hard as a rock.

I didn’t speak as I shut off the engine.

None of us did.

The quiet felt thick—like the air in the car was heavy with things unsaid. I sat still for a moment, fingers frozen on the key, staring at the faint glow of our porch light. Everything in me knew this was the last moment I could pull the brakes. One sentence—one no—would be enough.

But I didn’t say it.

Instead, I opened the door.

The sound of it swinging open felt deafening after the silence, like a signal that everything had shifted. Jenny slid out of the backseat after me, smoothing her dress, still glowing and flushed from everything that had happened. Mitch stepped out behind her, casual, unhurried, like a man entirely comfortable with where the night was headed.

We walked up the path side by side, but it didn’t feel like three people going into the same house. It felt like I was bringing someone into something personal, something sacred—and letting him reshape it. Jenny held my hand for a few steps, but even that felt more symbolic than intimate. I could feel Mitch behind us, his eyes on her ass as it moved in that tight dress. I didn’t need to look. I just knew.

And still… I walked.

Every footstep was a choice.





Crossing the Threshold

I unlocked the door and stepped aside, letting them in first. Mitch didn’t hesitate—he stepped in like he belonged there. Jenny walked past me with that same playful energy in her stride, and I followed, heart pounding, my cock still hard, my chest tight with something I couldn’t name.

“Make yourself at home,” I said quietly, unsure who I was talking to—him or myself.

Jenny excused herself to the master bathroom. “I’ve been holding it since the second bar,” she laughed as she disappeared down the hallway.

Mitch took off his shoes and jacket, tossing them casually by the door, then dropped onto the couch like it was his own. Legs spread. Back relaxed. Like he’d done this before.

I moved to the kitchen in a fog, grabbing a couple of cold beers from the fridge. My hands were shaking slightly as I twisted off the caps.

When I returned, Jenny had just come back, still adjusting her dress as she rejoined us. She took her beer from me with a wink and immediately sat down next to Mitch—not near him, not politely close, but right beside him. Thighs touching.

I sat in the armchair facing them, beer in hand, trying to play it cool. Trying to act like this was all casual. We made small talk. Laughed. Talked about music, bars, the stupidly long Uber ride we avoided. I could barely process what I was saying—I was too busy watching the way Mitch’s arm casually rested along the back of the couch, the way Jenny leaned toward him every time she laughed.

Not long after Jenny finished her first beer, she stretched and let out a soft sigh. “Ugh, alright. I need to get out of these heels,” she groaned, shifting on the couch.

She turned her body slightly, pulling her feet up and placing them directly on Mitch’s lap.

“Mitch,” she said sweetly, “do you mind taking these painful things off me?”

He didn’t hesitate. He reached down and began unbuckling the first strap. I watched as he slipped the heel off, set it down, and then—without being asked—gently rubbed her foot. Just for a second.

Jenny let out the softest moan.

It wasn’t exaggerated. It wasn’t for show. It was just instinctive, that little sound she always made when something felt really, really good.

He moved to the second heel, repeating the same slow care. Slid it off. Rubbed again.

She didn’t pull her feet away. She left them resting in his lap, completely at ease, already turning the conversation back to some story she’d started earlier. Just picking up right where they left off—like there wasn’t anything unusual about the fact that another man had her feet in his lap, that he’d already tasted her nipple in my car, that I was sitting a few feet away watching it all unfold.

I stood and quietly got another round of beers.

Because what else could I do?

Still sitting in the chair, beer in hand, I watched as Mitch casually began rubbing my wife's legs while they talked.

It started with simple contact—his fingers lightly tracing along her shins, then gliding up to her knees, slow and relaxed like they were already on familiar terms. Jenny didn’t flinch. If anything, she leaned further into him, her voice lilting with laughter as they joked about something I couldn’t even hear.

Then she shifted slightly, and I caught the moment—subtle, almost playful—when she started running her bare feet across his lap.

Not just resting them there. Rubbing them.

Her toes slid slowly across his thigh, then down toward his groin, back and forth in lazy strokes that were far too intimate to be accidental. Mitch didn’t react outwardly. He just kept talking, eyes still on her, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to have my wife teasing his cock with her feet in the middle of our living room.

And I—I just sat there.

I even smiled. Not because I was okay. But because it was easier than facing what I was starting to feel.

A few minutes later, Jenny stretched again with that same familiar sigh and stood up, excusing herself to the bathroom. “Third time’s the charm,” she laughed as she padded out of the room, hips swaying, the hem of her dress brushing the top of her thighs.

The second she was gone, Mitch shifted.

He slid over to the center of the couch, legs wide, spine sinking back into the cushions like he owned the space. He stretched his arms across the back of the couch, fingers draped lazily along the fabric. But it wasn’t the posture that got me.

It was what I saw next.

From where I was sitting—directly across from him—I could now see the outline in his pants.

Clear as day.

And I froze.

At first, I thought I was imagining it. A shadow. A crease. Something exaggerated by the fabric.

But no.

It was real.

The shape bulged down his thigh in a way that was unmistakable, the outline thick and long and heavy beneath his jeans. And then I saw where it ended—or rather, where it didn’t end. The tip of it looked like it stretched nearly to his knee. Not hard. Just there.

My jaw slackened before I could stop it.

I’d never thought about my own size much. I wasn’t insecure. I’d always felt... adequate. Jenny had certainly never complained. Sex had never been an issue between us.

But this?

This was something else entirely.

This was primal. Animal. Unignorable.

And he was just sitting there with it between his legs like it was nothing. Like he knew I'd seen it. Like he wanted me to.

A strange heat crawled up my neck. I shifted in my chair, suddenly too aware of my own cock—still hard, still throbbing—but feeling small now. Not just physically. Emotionally. Like something had shifted between us, and he hadn’t said a single word.

And I still didn’t know what I was supposed to feel.

All I knew was that I couldn’t stop looking.

A minute or so later, Jenny returned from the bathroom. She stepped into the living room and stopped directly in front of Mitch, who was still sprawled across the middle of our couch like a king in his throne.

She placed her hands on her hips and cocked one eyebrow. “Comfortable, are we, mister?”

Her tone was playful, but there was a spark in her eyes. A sharpness. A thrill.

Mitch looked up at her with a lazy grin. “Hey, your husband told me to make myself at home,” he said, stretching a little deeper into the cushions. “This is how I relax at home.”

Jenny turned and shot me a look over her shoulder—half roll of her eyes, half smirk. Like, Really? You said that?

I smiled, but I couldn’t speak. My throat was dry. My heart was already pounding.

She turned back to Mitch, who was still grinning, his arms stretched wide across the back of the couch, his legs spread comfortably apart, still fully occupying the space like it belonged to him.

“Well, sir,” she said, hands still on her hips, “you’re blocking my seat.”

Mitch didn’t miss a beat. “Then I guess you’ll just have to find another one.”

Jenny let out a faux-offended scoff, tilting her head dramatically. “Oh yeah? Well… what if I just sit on you, then?”

Mitch’s grin widened. His reply came instantly. “What if?”

That two-word answer hung in the air like a dare. The energy shifted. Playful, yes—but loaded. I could feel it. Something was about to tip.

Jenny stared at him for a moment, as if gauging whether he meant it. Then she turned slightly, her voice airy and defiant.

“Fine. I guess I will,” she said, shrugging. “But just so you know, I’m going to make it embarrassing for you. I’m going to sit on you facing you. What do you think of that?”

Mitch’s voice dropped just slightly, still casual but edged with heat. “Do it, then.”

The room went still.

Jenny stepped forward, moving with purpose now. She placed one knee on the couch, planting it beside Mitch’s hip. Then the other. Slowly, deliberately, she climbed onto him, straddling his lap with practiced ease—like this wasn’t her first time doing it. Like she wanted me to see it.

And then… she sat down.

Her dress bunched up around her thighs as she lowered herself directly onto his lap. No underwear. No barrier. Her bare pussy pressed flush against the bulge in his jeans—right on top of that massive cock I couldn’t stop thinking about.

She shifted her weight, adjusting herself, hands resting on his chest as she looked him in the eyes. And he—he just sat there, steady, relaxed, letting her settle in like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I couldn’t breathe.

From my seat across the room, I could see everything. The fabric of her dress pulled tight across her thighs. The way her hips aligned with his. The hint of heat rising in her cheeks. The softness in her mouth. The way she sat—not shy, not unsure. Claiming her seat.

My wife was now straddling another man. Her bare pussy pressed against the thick outline of his cock.

And I couldn’t look away.

Mitch reached around her and grabbed her ass, his hands big and firm, his fingers sinking into her bare flesh through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Well damn, honey,” he said with a low laugh, “I didn’t think you’d actually do it. I guess you proved me wrong.”

Jenny grinned and gave him a playful poke in the chest. “That’s right,” she said, proud and teasing. “I always do what I say I’m going to do.”

She was still straddling him, settled into his lap like it belonged to her, her arms loosely resting on his shoulders. He kept one hand cupped around her ass as they continued talking, laughing, completely wrapped up in each other. I didn’t even try to join in. I just sat there, stunned, watching.

At some point, I realized Mitch’s hand was slowly inching upward. Not fast. Not greedy. Just casually sliding up the back of her dress, higher and higher with each slow movement.

Then it happened.

His fingers slipped past the curve of her ass, and his eyes flicked downward.

For a split second, I saw it—his eyes went wide.

Just briefly. But unmistakably.

That was the moment he realized: she wasn’t wearing any panties.

And right now, straddling his lap with her knees planted on either side of his hips, Jenny’s pussy was fully exposed—just inches from his face if he were to lean forward, perfectly framed beneath her bunched-up dress.

My heart pounded. My throat went dry.

But what caught me off guard wasn’t just the sight of Mitch seeing her like that.

It was what I suddenly felt.

A spike of nerves. Of insecurity.

It hit me out of nowhere, and I didn’t even understand it. I’d never felt that way about Jenny before. I loved every inch of her, and she’d always been confident in her body. She didn’t shave completely—she never had. Her pussy was soft, full, and naturally hairy. Something she embraced without apology.

But as I watched Mitch get his first glimpse, something twisted inside me.

Would he like it?

The thought came unbidden. And I hated it. It wasn’t rational. It wasn’t even fair.

But it was there.

Would he find her pussy sexy? Would he think it was too much? Too wild?

I glanced at Jenny, looking for any hint of self-consciousness. But there was none. Not even a flicker.

She sat there proud, totally at ease—completely aware of what he could see, and completely unbothered. Her smile never faltered. Her body stayed loose, open, inviting. Like this was just how it was always meant to unfold.

Mitch’s gaze lingered, his grip tightening just slightly on her hips.

And I realized—he definitely liked what he saw.

And I, once again, didn’t stop it.

Mitch continued to pull up Jenny’s dress, inch by inch, his fingers slow and deliberate, until there was no more hiding it. Her bare ass was now fully exposed, smooth and round and framed by the rumpled fabric bunched at her waist. The soft glow of the lamp lit the curves of her body in a way that almost didn’t seem real.

From where I sat, I could see everything. Not just her ass, but the soft shadow of her pussy too—completely bare and fully on display, pressed against the denim bulge of Mitch’s cock.

She didn’t adjust her dress. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t even acknowledge it.

She just kept talking.

Her voice was light, effortless—some joke about the bartender or a story from earlier that night. She laughed, sipped her beer, casually resting her hands on Mitch’s chest like nothing had changed. Like she wasn’t now fully exposed in front of another man—and in front of me.

Mitch, meanwhile, had gone quiet.

His hands were busy. Gripping her ass now with both hands, squeezing it with more force, slowly turning the soft flesh a flushed pink. I could see the faint red marks of his fingertips blooming across her skin. He wasn’t just touching her anymore—he was owning it.

Then, as Jenny kept talking, Mitch’s hands slid upward—over her hips, along her sides, dragging the dress with him just slightly as he explored her body. His fingertips brushed over her ribs, and then, without hesitation, he reached her chest. He cupped her breasts through the fabric, filling his hands with them like he was testing their weight.

Jenny didn’t stop talking.

She didn’t stop him.

Then, out of nowhere, she tilted her head and spoke—her voice lilting with mock reprimand.

“Uh… excuse me, sir?” she said playfully, glancing down at his hands. “Getting a little handsy, aren’t we?”

The room went still for half a beat. Mitch froze.

His hands stayed where they were, still cradling her tits, but his expression faltered—just slightly. “Uh... no?” he said, half-laughing, like he wasn’t sure if it was a joke or a test.

Jenny raised an eyebrow but made no move to pull away. Her expression was teasing but composed.

Mitch, after a moment’s hesitation, seemed to make a decision.

“If this is handsy…” he said, voice lower now, “…then I guess this would be really crossing the line.”

With that, he reached into the top of her dress.

His fingers slid beneath the neckline, pushing the fabric aside until both of her breasts were exposed—bare, heavy, flushed. He cupped them directly, both palms full, thumbs brushing over her nipples, which stood tight and hard beneath his touch.

Jenny let out a sound—a quiet, involuntary moan that she didn’t even try to hide.

And then Mitch grinned.

“But honestly,” he added, “I’m not even sure this counts as handsy anymore.”

I sat there frozen, cock hard, chest tight, not knowing whether to breathe or hold it all in.

Because the craziest part?

Jenny still hadn’t moved.

She was letting it happen. She was enjoying it.

And I had no idea where the hell this night was going to end.

Jenny gave Mitch a sharp little glare—just for a moment.

And then… she shrugged.

“Oh, okay. If you think so,” she said, her voice light, almost dismissive. Then, without missing a beat, she went right back to her story—like he wasn’t still holding her bare tits in his hands, like nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.

Mitch blinked, stunned.

He sat motionless for a second, eyes wide, hands still cupping her breasts like he wasn’t quite sure if he was allowed to keep touching her—but also terrified to stop in case the spell broke. He looked frozen between disbelief and reverence, as if he was still processing that she’d actually let him do it. That she hadn’t slapped his hands away or pulled her dress back up.

And me?

I just sat there, stunned in my own right. I couldn’t tell if she was playing along because she was buzzed, or because she actually believed him when he jokingly said it wasn’t that handsy… or because, somehow, she’d made a decision.

That she didn’t care.

That she was okay with this.

Either way, Mitch wasn’t about to question it. His hands started moving again, now more purposeful, more assured. He massaged her breasts gently, his thumbs brushing over her nipples with practiced ease.

Then, slowly, he reached for the straps of her dress.

I watched in disbelief as he slid them off her shoulders—first one, then the other—easing them down her arms until they hung at her elbows. With nothing holding it up, the fabric of her dress sagged forward and her breasts fell fully into view. Right in front of his face. Right in front of me.

Her perky tits were beautiful. Firm. Pale. Her nipples were small and pink and already hard from his touch. Mitch stared at them openly now, drinking in the sight like it was the first real look he’d gotten—and maybe it was. His hands moved over them like he was sculpting something sacred, fingertips exploring, thumbs rolling her nipples between them, drawing quiet moans from Jenny’s lips with every stroke.

She kept trying to talk, to hold the thread of whatever story she’d been telling, but her sentences started to break down. Words gave way to breathy pauses. Then soft moans. Then deeper ones.

Eventually, she gave up trying to speak.

Mitch leaned in closer, still kneading her tits, now alternating between squeezing and teasing, his fingers working her nipples with growing focus. Jenny’s head tilted back slightly, her lips parted, her breathing heavier, her hands braced gently on his chest.

Then—without any warning—Mitch moved.

He sat forward, leaned in, and closed his mouth around one of her nipples. He sucked it slowly, gently at first, then deeper, his tongue flicking lightly against it.

I stared, frozen.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Not just the act—but the way my wife responded.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t look to me. Her fingers moved instantly to the back of Mitch’s head, threading through his hair. And then—God—she pulled him in. Harder. Holding him there, pressing his face against her chest as if she needed more.

As if I wasn’t even in the room.

And I just sat there.

Watching my wife’s tits in another man’s mouth.

Harder than I’d ever been in my life.

My wife’s moans began to build—soft at first, then stronger, deeper—as her body finally gave in completely to Mitch’s hands and mouth. Her head fell back, her lips parted, and she moved with him now—not just accepting it, but feeding it.

Then I saw it.

Mitch’s right hand slid down, smooth and confident, disappearing beneath the bunched-up hem of Jenny’s dress. His fingers dipped between her thighs, and I saw her tense—just slightly—before letting out a different kind of sound.

A louder moan. But softer too. Almost trembling.

I knew immediately what had just happened.

He was inside her.

Fingers slipping into her pussy while she straddled his lap, while her dress was still technically on, while I sat just feet away, unable to do anything but watch.

Jenny didn’t stop him. Didn’t pause.

She moved.

Her hips began to roll against his hand, slow and grinding, her breath catching with every subtle motion. Her moans grew sharper, her body pressing closer to him as he sucked hungrily on her nipples, his mouth moving from one breast to the other like he couldn’t get enough of her.

And she gave it to him. All of it.

The sounds she made weren’t shy or uncertain anymore. They were needy. Raw. I’d heard my wife moan before, of course—but not like this. Not with this kind of weight. This kind of surrender.

She was straddling another man, letting him finger her while he sucked her tits, and all I could do was sit there with my cock straining painfully against my jeans, watching it happen.

Then, just as suddenly, Mitch pulled his mouth away from her chest. His face was flushed, his lips wet, but he didn’t say a word.

He looked up at her.

And then he leaned in.

His mouth met hers with a kiss—not rushed, not clumsy, but deep and deliberate. Slow at first, lips moving together with building heat, and then her arms came up around his shoulders and I watched—helpless—as my wife kissed him back.

Not reluctantly.

Not uncertainly.

Hungrily.

Their mouths moved with urgency, and it wasn’t just lust—it was connection. The kind of kiss you give when you want to feel everything. Her body pressed tighter to his, her hands roaming his back as if she needed more of him. She tilted her head, opened wider for him, moaned into his mouth like she didn’t care who was listening.

And then, still locked in that kiss, Mitch stood up.

Effortless.

He rose from the couch, lifting her with him, her legs tightening reflexively around his waist as he held her.

My wife, held in another man’s arms. Half-naked. Wet. Finger-fucked. Kissing him like I wasn’t even there.

And still, I said nothing.

Because part of me wanted to see what would happen next.

Jenny’s dress dropped to the floor the moment Mitch stood up.

Her straps were already around her elbows, and with nothing left to hold it in place, the fabric simply fell—pooling at her feet in a soft rustle. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t hesitate. She stepped out of it easily, completely naked now aside from the heels she’d forgotten to kick off. Her skin was flushed and glowing, her nipples still wet from Mitch’s mouth, and there wasn’t a single trace of modesty in her expression.

Mitch peeled off his shirt next.

Up until that point, I hadn’t really taken in the full scope of his body—but now it was undeniable. He was lean but broad, chest cut with definition, shoulders thick, arms veined and powerful. Not the bloated gym-rat look—just dense, hard muscle. The kind of strength that came from years of actual use.

I saw Jenny lick her lips.

It wasn’t subtle. She looked him up and down with naked interest, her eyes catching on the ridges of his abs, then drifting lower, her body already leaning into his. There was no performance in it. She was aroused. Visibly.

Mitch reached for his belt.

The sound of the buckle unfastening felt like a trigger—something final. Jenny didn’t wait. As soon as the belt came undone and the button popped, she dropped to her knees and tugged down his pants and boxers in one swift motion.

His cock sprang free.

Thick, heavy, already half-hard and rising fast. It swung upward with a weighty motion that made Jenny blink and pull her head back slightly to avoid getting clipped.

My breath caught in my throat.

It wasn’t freakishly huge—but it was undeniably impressive. Eight, maybe eight and a half inches long. But it was the girth that struck me. Thick and solid, like it would fill a mouth or pussy completely, no room to spare. His shaft was dark and smooth, with a pronounced circumcised head that stood out in deep, dark purple contrast. It looked heavy. Serious. Adult.

And for the first time in my life, I felt genuinely small.

I’d never thought much about my own size. I was average—six inches on a good day, maybe a little over four inches in girth. Nothing to be ashamed of. Jenny had always seemed satisfied. More than satisfied, actually. We’d had a great sex life.

But now, watching her kneeling naked in front of another man, staring at his cock like she’d just unwrapped something she couldn’t wait to taste—I felt something I’d never felt before.

Inadequate.

Not just physically. Emotionally. Like I wasn’t part of this anymore. Like I was already on the outside, watching her get pulled into something bigger—something stronger—than what she and I had ever shared.

Her eyes stayed on his cock. Her breathing was quick and shallow.

And I couldn’t stop staring either.

Mitch just stood there, calm and towering, letting Jenny take him in.

He didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just stood with that thick, dark cock hanging between his legs—waiting.

Jenny stayed kneeling at his feet, her eyes locked on it like she wasn’t sure if she was supposed to worship it or run from it. Her hand hovered in the air, trembling slightly. She looked stunned. Awed. Maybe even a little overwhelmed.

She’d never touched another man’s cock in front of me before. Hell, she’d never looked at one this long in front of me.

And now here she was—naked, flushed, kneeling—and reaching for his.

Her fingers twitched once, hesitating in the space between them. Like she was still working up the nerve.

Then, slowly, she gave in.

Her hand wrapped around the base of his cock.

Or rather—it tried to.

Her pale fingers couldn’t fully close around it. Her hand looked small—delicate—compared to the girth she was gripping. It was like watching her try to hold a thick bottle of wine by the neck. Her thumb couldn’t meet her fingers. Her palm couldn’t rest flat.

And the way she looked at it—like it was something both intimidating and magnetic—made my pulse hammer in my ears.

“This...” she said softly, her voice barely audible over the rush of blood in my head. “This is a… wow…”

She turned to look at me then.

Still holding him.

Her eyes found mine—wide, searching—and in that moment, she looked almost uncertain. Almost. As if, after everything that had already happened—straddling him, moaning under his touch, letting him finger her and suck her nipples—this was the line she wasn’t sure she was allowed to cross.

Now, she wanted permission.

And there I was. Sitting just feet away. Still fully clothed. Beer in hand. Cock throbbing so hard I could barely breathe.

She was kneeling naked in front of another man—a Black man, bigger than me in every way—and holding his cock like she didn’t know whether to be scared or turned on.

And somehow, impossibly… I was both.

I didn’t speak.

I didn’t move.

I just smiled at her—small, calm, and quiet—and took another sip of my beer.

It was the closest thing to consent I could give. A wordless gesture that said: Yes. I see you. I see what you're doing. And I’m not stopping you.

Jenny blinked, exhaled softly, and turned back to Mitch, still gripping his thick cock in her small, pale hand.

She didn’t let go.

She started to stroke.

And I knew, without question, that there was no going back now.

And the craziest part?

I didn’t want to.

I wanted to see how far she’d go.

No—how far he’d take her.


Focus

Jenny turned her attention back to Mitch’s cock, her eyes narrowing slightly with focus, no longer hesitant.

She began to stroke the top of his shaft—just the upper half—because it was all her small hand could manage. Her fingers curled around the thick, heavy meat of him, the skin taut and warm beneath her touch. Her thumb circled the ridge of his swollen head as she looked up at him.

Mitch leaned down and kissed her.

It wasn’t soft. It was hungry—his lips claiming hers, their mouths opening quickly as their tongues met. I sat frozen in my chair across from them, beer forgotten in my hand, watching as they kissed like lovers who had been building toward this for years, not minutes.

His hands moved to her ass again, gripping it tightly, pulling her into him as if he could devour her right there.

And then, slowly, deliberately, Jenny sank to her knees.

She didn’t rush. She didn’t break eye contact with his cock.

She just knelt in front of him like she’d accepted something important—like she wanted to be down there.

For a second, she paused. Her face was level with his thick shaft, and she just stared at it—barely inches away. Her expression was full of awe, and something else now too.

Desire.

Then she brought both hands up and wrapped them around him—one above the other, her fingers spread wide just to maintain grip. His cock looked even thicker between her small pale hands, the veins dark and raised, the deep purple head glistening with the first drops of precum.

She gave him a slow stroke, then another. Her eyes never left his cock.

“Oh my God…” she breathed, her voice thick with lust. “It’s so thick…”

She licked her lips and kept stroking. Mitch exhaled heavily, his abs flexing as her rhythm picked up—both hands sliding along his shaft in alternating motions.

“I can barely hold it,” she said with a soft laugh, looking up at him, then glancing at me. “It’s like trying to jerk off a fucking beer can.”

That line hit me hard. I felt it in my chest. And in my cock.

She turned her attention back to him, eyes shining. “You like that?” she asked Mitch, her voice lower now, sexier. “You like watching my little hands try to work this big fucking cock?”

Mitch let out a quiet groan, his head tilting back slightly as her strokes got tighter, more confident.

A drop of precum beaded at the tip.

Without hesitation, Jenny leaned forward.

Her tongue flicked out, making slow, teasing circles around the head—light and wet and knowing. She licked all around it, savoring the taste, pausing to let the head rest against her lips before dragging her tongue slowly across the slit.

“Mmm… God, you taste so good…”

Mitch’s hips twitched. He moaned again, louder this time, and his hand found her hair, fingers tangling gently as he watched her kiss and tease the head of his cock like she was savoring her favorite treat.

And I sat there watching it all.

Stunned. Aroused. Powerless.

Because this wasn’t the Jenny I knew.

This was something else entirely.

And she was just getting started.

After a few more minutes of teasing and stroking, it became clear that something had shifted.

Jenny was getting more comfortable. More deliberate. Her hands moved with purpose now, working his shaft with slow, rhythmic strokes, her lips occasionally brushing the head as she whispered something only Mitch could hear.

She looked up at him, then back down at his cock, and I could see it in her eyes—curiosity, lust… intent.

She kissed the tip again, gently this time, almost reverently. Then she opened her mouth wide—really wide—and leaned forward, slowly attempting to take his thick, heavy cock between her lips.

She barely managed the head.

Her lips stretched to their limit, skin tight around that dark, swollen crown. Her jaw opened as far as it could go, and still, it was clear she wasn’t going to get much further. Mitch’s girth was just too much. Her cheeks were already taut, and she hadn’t even taken the full head.

Jenny paused.

I saw her eyes flutter closed as she tried to push down just a little more—but then she started to pull back. Slowly. Reluctantly.

It was too much. She couldn’t do it.

But Mitch had other plans.

His hand slid into her hair, fingers tightening at the back of her head. He held her there, steady but firm, and said in a low, commanding voice, “Oh, I don’t think so, bitch.”

Jenny froze.

“You can take more than that,” he growled. “You just need a little help.”

And then he began to push.

Gently at first. Just pressure. But insistent. The head of his cock slipped past her lips again, pushing back into her mouth inch by inch. I saw her hands grip his thighs for balance, her body stiffening as her lips stretched further than I’d ever seen them go.

From where I sat—just a few feet away—I could see everything. Her pink lips straining around the thick shaft. Her flushed cheeks. Her jaw trembling slightly. The wet shine of spit already forming at the corners of her mouth.

Mitch was guiding her slowly, steadily, not slamming into her—but clearly not letting her quit either.

And I…

I was hard as a rock.

Watching my wife, naked on her knees, struggle to take a thick Black cock into her mouth—a cock that was visibly too big for her—and being made to take just a little more…

It was one of the most intensely erotic things I’d ever witnessed.

Jenny whimpered faintly, the sound muffled around his cock. She was still trying, still pushing herself, even as her lips sealed tightly around the shaft. Only the tip and a bit more had made it in, but it already looked like her mouth was full.

Mitch’s face was calm. Focused. He didn’t look down at her with concern—he looked at her like he expected her to find a way.

And Jenny didn’t pull away.

Not yet.

Even struggling, she stayed right there, lips trembling, hands gripping his thighs, her mouth stuffed full of cock and spit—and trying for more.

And I sat back in my chair, barely breathing.

Because no matter how much of him she managed to take…

It was already more than I ever thought I’d see.

“Come on, slut,” Mitch growled, his voice suddenly rougher, darker. “You barely have anything in your mouth. Relax that throat and take it.”

The word hit the room like a slap.

Jenny froze.

Her lips were wrapped tightly around the thick head of his cock, her hands gripping his thighs, but at that word—slut—she paused. Her eyes flicked upward, and for the first time, a trace of uncertainty crossed her face.

It hit me too.

Hard.

Hearing someone else call my wife that word—out loud, blunt, unfiltered—should’ve made me furious. Should’ve made me jump to her defense.

But I didn’t.

Because how could I deny it?

There she was. On her knees. Naked. Struggling to suck a Black man’s cock—a man she’d met just a couple hours ago—while her husband sat quietly and watched.

Was she a slut?

Maybe not always. But right now?

Yeah. She was.

And it was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

Mitch’s other hand came up and joined the first, cradling the back of her head. “You can take more than that,” he said, low and commanding. “Just let it happen.”

Then he pushed.

Not violently. But firmly. Insistently.

Another inch slid into her mouth, stretching her lips even further. Her cheeks hollowed, her jaw strained. And then—she gagged.

Her throat convulsed as she choked slightly around his cock, her eyes squeezing shut as tears welled up and streamed slowly down her flushed cheeks.

But Mitch didn’t stop.

He pressed harder, rocking his hips forward at the same time. Not slamming—just steadily forcing himself deeper. Another inch. Then a half. Then a quarter inch more. Every fraction felt like a milestone.

Jenny’s throat bulged visibly. Her lips were stretched tight around him, the corners glistening with spit. Her neck pulsed, strained and swollen, wrapped tight around Mitch’s thick shaft.

He wasn’t all the way in. Not even close. But she now had a good half of his cock down her throat.

He held her there.

Not for a second or two—but a full minute. A minute that felt like forever.

Jenny’s body trembled. Her hands clutched at his thighs, her gagging reduced to shallow, desperate breathing through her nose. Her mascara was starting to run. She looked overwhelmed, used—filthy.

But she never pushed him away.

She took it.

When he finally let go of her head, she pulled back slowly, gasping, strands of saliva and precum stretching from her lips to the tip of his cock.

She looked wrecked.

And impossibly beautiful.

As Jenny pulled back, Mitch’s thick cock slid slowly from her throat with a wet, slick sound—coated in spit and glistening in the low light.

The moment the tip slipped free of her lips, she coughed hard, doubling slightly at the waist as her body fought to recover. She gagged once, then again, a string of saliva stretching from his cock to her mouth before breaking and landing across her chest. More dripped from her chin, rolling down to her bare breasts where it clung in wet streaks to her flushed skin.

She looked wrecked.

Utterly, beautifully wrecked.

Mitch smiled down at her, calm, composed, cock still hard and wet, bouncing slightly with each twitch of arousal.

“I told you you could take more,” he said, almost smug.

He reached out, slid a hand beneath her chin, and tilted her face up to look at him.

Tears streaked her cheeks, smeared her makeup. Her lips were parted, still trembling, spit hanging in delicate strands from her bottom lip. She was breathing heavily through her nose, chest rising and falling fast. Her eyes were glazed but focused—staring up at him like she couldn’t believe what she’d just done… and maybe couldn’t wait to do more.

Then—smack—Mitch gave her cheek a light slap. Not cruel. Just ownership.

“Alright, slut,” he said with a grin. “Now take it on your own.”

He let go of her chin, and her head dropped slightly.

For a moment, she didn’t move.

She just stared at his cock—still soaked in her spit, still impossibly thick, still half-wet from where her throat had clamped around it.

It pulsed in front of her like it was daring her to try again.

She swallowed hard.

Jenny wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, eyes still fixed on Mitch’s glistening cock. Then—with a low breath and visible determination—she wrapped her fingers around his shaft again.

She began stroking slowly, spreading her spit along the length of him. It clung to her fingers in thick strands, trailing down the veined surface as she coated him with slick, wet strokes from base to tip. She pumped him once, twice, three times—like she was getting reacquainted, preparing herself.

Then she opened her mouth.

Tongue stretched long and flat, her lips parted wide as she leaned forward again, and this time… she meant it.

The tip slid in.

Then an inch.

Then another.

And another.

Her mouth stretched wide, jaw opening past comfort, and I could see the struggle in her face—but she didn’t stop. She pulled back slightly, just enough to suck in a breath through her nose, then surged forward again, forcing another inch deeper into her mouth.

She paused, gathered herself, then pushed forward again.

Her throat tightened around the shaft, her cheeks hollowing slightly as more and more of him disappeared past her lips. She had nearly half of him inside her mouth now—maybe more—and I could see the effort it took to hold it there.

Her eyes squeezed shut.

Then she pulled back, slowly, and Mitch’s cock slid free with a wet sound, spit trailing after it. Jenny gasped, coughing slightly, and let out a raw, guttural groan.

“Ughhh… oh my God…”

Saliva poured from her mouth again, dripping down her chin, running in streams over her breasts.

And before she’d even fully caught her breath—she dove right back down.

This time there was no hesitation. No warmup.

She blew past the first few inches like they weren’t even there, like her mouth had already mapped the shape of him. I watched in amazement as her head bobbed lower, deeper, her lips sliding down his cock with growing confidence. Her pace picked up—measured, hungry, unstoppable.

There was no mistaking it now.

My wife wasn’t just trying to take Mitch’s cock.

She was loving it.

Mitch moaned softly, one hand resting at his side now, the other gently threading through Jenny’s hair—not controlling her, just enjoying her.

Then—he looked up.

Our eyes locked.

It was just a second. But in that second, everything passed between us.

No words. No gestures.

Just a look.

And in that look, I saw exactly what he was thinking:

“Look how much your wife loves my big Black cock.”

And the thing was?

He wasn’t wrong.

Because I was thinking the exact same thing.

I stared at my wife—on her knees, drooling, gagging, shoving inch after inch of another man’s thick, black cock into her throat like she couldn’t get enough of it.

And all I could think was:

Look how much she’s loving this.

Jenny continued working toward her goal with relentless focus, like she had something to prove—not just to Mitch, but maybe to herself. Her hands gripped the base of his cock firmly, her jaw stretching again and again as she pushed herself down on him, took her breath, and went again.

She had a rhythm now.

She’d pull back slowly to catch her breath—lips swollen, strings of saliva connecting her mouth to his shaft—then wipe her chin, reset, and lean right back in with more determination than the last time.

It wasn’t long before she was managing nearly all of it.

About ninety percent.

Just that last brutal inch refused to disappear, no matter how hard she pushed or how wide she opened. But what amazed me more than anything was how easily she now handled everything else. Her throat, which had gagged violently just minutes earlier, now welcomed his cock with practiced motion. Each time, it slid deeper, smoother. Her throat bulged visibly, and she didn’t fight it—she wanted it.

And that’s when it hit me.

Jenny wasn’t just taking Mitch’s cock.

She was enjoying it more than I’d ever seen.

My wife had always liked giving head—more than most women, I’d always thought. She was playful, eager, confident. She took pride in it. But this? This wasn’t just sex. This was devotion. Obsession. She was sucking his cock like it had changed her, like it was the only thing her mouth had ever been made for.





Stunned Silence

I watched in silence, unable to look away, as her lips slid up and down Mitch’s spit-slick shaft, her cheeks hollowed with suction, her hands stroking where her mouth couldn’t reach. She moaned around him, softly at first, then more freely, as if the act alone was bringing her pleasure.

She wasn’t doing this for me.

She wasn’t even doing it for him.

She was doing it because she wanted to.

Her throat, her lips, her body had adjusted to Mitch’s size—and now she was moving like a woman completely in control. Her movements were smooth, confident, practiced. Every time she sank down and let his cock disappear into her throat, her neck swelled to accommodate it, a slick line of motion that made my own breath catch.

For ten straight minutes, I watched my wife expertly suck another man’s cock.

Ten minutes of wet, rhythmic, determined effort. Ten minutes of obscene, glistening, slurping sounds. Ten minutes of her eyes closing in pleasure, her fingers tightening at his base, her moans vibrating against his shaft.

Then, suddenly, Mitch placed a hand on her head—not pushing, just pausing—and eased her off.

His cock slid from her mouth with a wet pop, shiny and rigid, spit dripping from the head down to his balls. He leaned back into the couch, his chest rising slowly, mouth parted in a soft groan.

And my wife?

She stood up.

Not with hesitation.

With purpose.

She stepped forward, straddled his lap, just like she had earlier when they were still clothed. Only now, there was nothing between them. No barriers. No illusions.

Just bare skin. Soaked flesh. And a goal neither of them had to say out loud.

Because it was already obvious what came next.

My wife—the woman I loved more than anything, the one I’d shared a thousand intimate moments with—now positioned herself over another man’s cock.

And not just any man.

Mitch.

His thick, black shaft stood upright between them, slick with spit and glistening under the light. Jenny hovered above him, her body trembling slightly—not with fear, but with anticipation.

I sat in my chair, just a few feet away, and watched.

She reached down, wrapped her hand around his base, and guided the tip to her entrance. I could see the tension in her thighs as she slowly began to lower herself. The head slipped past her folds, disappearing into her pussy, and she froze for a second—just breathing, adjusting.

Her eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth parted.

Then she sank lower.

Inch by inch, I watched Mitch’s cock vanish into her. Her body stretched around him, her cunt opening and swallowing him bit by bit. She moved in careful stages—lowering, stopping, breathing, adjusting—then taking more.

My heart was pounding so hard I could barely hear anything else.

I watched, transfixed, as she slid lower. Every few inches, she paused, her brows furrowed, hips shifting slightly to make room for more. Mitch’s hands held her waist, steady but patient, guiding her without forcing her.

It took less than a minute.

And then she was seated fully in his lap.

Her ass met his hips with a soft smack, and she let out a long, shaking moan. Her body shuddered visibly—overwhelmed, full, stretched. I could see it in her face: this wasn’t just pleasure. It was satisfaction. Fulfillment. A kind of depth she hadn’t felt before.

Mitch was buried to the hilt inside my wife.

And she was loving it.

After just a few moments, she started to move.

Slow at first—just gentle lifts and drops of her hips, easing herself into the rhythm. Then deeper, stronger, her confidence returning with every bounce. Her moans picked up, soft at first, then louder, sharper, more desperate.

She began to ride him hard.

Her ass slammed into his hips with every thrust, wet sounds filling the room, her body clapping against his as she moved faster and faster. Mitch’s hands gripped her waist, helping her find her rhythm, his own groans growing louder.

Jenny was groping her own breasts now—fingers squeezing, thumbs brushing her nipples, moaning through her teeth as the sensations overwhelmed her. Her body trembled with effort and pleasure, sweat glistening on her skin, her thighs flexing with every motion.

Mitch’s rhythm began to match hers—his hips rising to meet every downward thrust of hers, each movement precise and heavy. With every motion, he made sure his cock buried itself all the way inside her, filling her to the limit.

“Damn, baby,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “You got a tight fucking cunt. I’m gonna stretch you so fucking wide.”

The words punched through the haze in my mind, hitting something deep in my gut. I looked at them—at her—riding him like her body was made for his. Jenny’s small, pale frame bounced with wild, unrestrained motion against his dark, muscular body. Their skin slapped together with wet, rhythmic force, and her moans now came in helpless, stuttering waves.

It was almost too much.

Almost.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I reached down, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my cock—smaller, paler, harder than ever, but undeniably average next to the thick monster being driven into my wife.

Six inches.

That was me.

And I stroked it slowly, sitting in the chair just feet away, watching another man fuck my wife.

There was no fantasy anymore.

This was real.

Jenny was clinging to him, her body straining to take everything he gave her, and I was just there—watching, stroking, aching.

Then, without warning, Mitch shifted.

He grabbed her hips with both hands, muscles flexing, and stood up.

Just like that.

His cock never left her.

Jenny gasped, wrapping her arms tight around his neck as he held her, her legs dangling, then locking around his waist as he began to move.

And that’s when he looked at me.

Right at me.

Not with awkwardness. Not with apology.

With amusement.

He almost laughed when he saw me there—pants open, cock in hand. His eyes flicked down at me, then back up. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth.

And still staring, he started to thrust.

Hard.

His hips slammed into her ass with rhythmic, brutal precision, each motion lifting her slightly before impaling her again. Her moans came louder now, breaking into gasps as he filled her over and over, her whole body jerking from the power of it.

He never looked away.

Not once.

He stared directly into my eyes, his expression calm, in control—dominant. And though he didn’t speak, the look said everything:

“Look at you. Stroking your pathetic little cock… while I fuck your wife like she’s mine.”

And the worst part?

He wasn’t wrong.

I just stared back at him. And kept stroking.

Because the truth was—I loved it.

Every single degrading, humiliating, beautiful second of it.

Watching my wife being claimed by another man.

Knowing I wasn’t stopping it.

Knowing I couldn’t.

And not wanting to.

Just then, Jenny let out a deep, guttural moan—a sound that came from somewhere low in her belly. Her body tensed all at once. Her thighs clenched around Mitch’s waist. Her head tipped back and her mouth dropped open.

She was cumming.

It hit her hard and fast, like a wave crashing into her without warning. Her whole body began to shake, her arms tightening around Mitch’s shoulders as her legs spasmed around him.

I watched in stunned silence as my wife came on another man’s cock—her mouth trembling with half-formed words, her breath catching in short, ragged gasps. Her body was pressed tight against his, muscles locked, her pussy squeezing him in uncontrollable waves.

“F-fuck…” she gasped, her voice cracking as the orgasm ripped through her.

Then Mitch pulled out, his cock glistening as it slid free from her twitching pussy. Jenny let out a whimper, her knees wobbling, barely able to hold her up.

Her legs were shaking.

Still dazed, still panting, she didn’t resist as Mitch gently turned her around and bent her forward over the back of the couch. Her breasts pressed into the cushions, her ass high in the air, her pussy still slick and twitching from the climax she hadn’t yet recovered from.

Mitch gripped her hips with both hands, lined himself up, and drove his cock back into her with one deep, wet thrust.

Jenny screamed.

It wasn’t pain—it was shock. The sudden stretch of his thick cock driving back into her overstimulated cunt had her gasping, her voice sharp and raw.

Then Mitch began to fuck her.

Hard.

Fast.

Unrelenting.

The slap of skin against skin filled the room as his hips pounded into her ass, his balls smacking loudly against her soaked clit with every brutal thrust. Her body jolted forward with each impact, her fingers clawing at the couch cushions as her breath fell apart.

And then—she exploded.

“Fuck! Fuck! FUUUCK!” she shouted, her voice hoarse, ragged, completely unfiltered.

Her back arched violently as the second orgasm overtook her—this one even bigger than the first. Her entire body went rigid, then collapsed in waves. Her pussy clenched wildly around him, her legs trembling, her toes curling against the floor. Saliva dripped from her open mouth onto the couch as she moaned uncontrollably.

And Mitch didn’t stop.

He kept fucking her through it. Deep, punishing strokes, never breaking rhythm. Her body shook with every thrust, like she couldn’t handle the intensity anymore—but also couldn’t stop cumming.

I had the perfect view.

From where I sat, I could see the full contrast—her pale, trembling legs stretched wide between Mitch’s dark, powerful thighs. His heavy balls swung back and forth, slapping against her overstimulated clit again and again, driving her deeper into the kind of orgasm I’d never seen from her before.

A few minutes into the pounding rhythm, I started to notice a change in Mitch’s breathing.

It wasn’t subtle.

His groans were getting deeper, more drawn out. His movements lost their steady cadence, becoming rougher, more erratic. The way he gripped her hips—tight, possessive—sent a fresh wave of adrenaline through my body.

And suddenly, I knew.

He’s close.

Panic surged somewhere in the back of my mind, but it was dulled by the pleasure building in my own cock. I was still stroking slowly, rhythmically, hypnotized by the sight in front of me—my pale, trembling wife bent over the couch, being driven into by this thick, powerful Black man who had shown no signs of stopping.

And that’s when it hit me, fully, sharply:

He’s going to cum inside her.

My breath caught in my throat.

It wasn’t just the act—it was the meaning. The line. The final boundary. Everything up until now could still be rationalized. She was just having fun. Just exploring. Just pushing limits.

But this?

Letting another man finish inside her?

That was something else entirely.

Jenny wasn’t on a condom. There was no protection. She was on the pill, yes—but still, it felt reckless, intimate… permanent. And the worst part?

I didn’t move to stop it.

I just kept watching.

And then something strange happened.

Jenny looked back over her shoulder—not at me, not fully—but toward Mitch. Her hair was a mess, her cheeks flushed, her voice hoarse as she let out a desperate moan. Her body was still shivering from her last orgasm when she gasped, "Wait... wait, are you gonna..."

Her voice broke off, breathless.

Mitch didn’t answer. He just grunted, buried himself deeper, and kept going.

Jenny whimpered, but made no move to get away. Her arms trembled, her legs spread wider on instinct. She tilted her hips back toward him—not away.

"Mitch, you... you shouldn't..." she mumbled again, but it was weak. A whisper. She didn’t even finish the sentence.

Because she already knew he was going to.

And so did I.

In that moment, I saw it on her face—just for a second. That mixture of shame, thrill, and surrender. She didn’t want him to stop. She wanted to feel it.

Mitch groaned, loud and guttural, and thrust forward one last time—deep and brutal, until his hips slammed against her ass and held there.

Then he came.

I saw the tension ripple through his whole body as he buried himself to the hilt inside my wife. His thick cock pulsed again and again inside her, and I could see it in the way his muscles locked. The sound he made was primal, raw, like it had been building all night.

Jenny let out a long, trembling moan as her head dropped forward against the couch cushions.

And I?

I just watched.

Completely still.

Completely hard.

Because I could tell—he wasn’t just cumming.

He was cumming deep in her.

My wife—the woman I’d loved for years—was being filled by another man, and not just any man. A stranger. A man we’d known for barely a night. A man who had her spread open, trembling, and now claimed her in the most intimate, final way possible.

I could see his balls tighten, draw up with every spurt. His cock still buried in her. Her pussy squeezing around him, draining every last drop. Jenny didn’t try to stop it now. She was panting, twitching beneath him, her body utterly still except for the occasional shudder rolling through her.

And then—he pulled out.

Slowly.

His cock emerged from her soaked pussy, glistening, thick, and still dripping.

And what followed was obscene.

Cum gushed from her—thick, white, and warm—pouring out of her overstretched hole in slow, pulsing dribbles. Her pussy, red and raw, hung open slightly, gaping around nothing, spasming as it leaked. It looked ruined. Used. Claimed.

She remained bent over the back of the couch, arms limp, breath still coming in short bursts. Her legs were shaking visibly. Her ass, red from his grip, quivered as another small rush of cum slid down her thigh.

Mitch gave her a firm smack on the ass and muttered, “Damn, girl. You are something else. That pussy was made for me.”

Then he collapsed onto the couch beside her, exhaling deeply. His cock, still wet and heavy, hung between his legs. Even soft, it looked intimidating—still bigger than me at full size.

And I just sat there.

Still stroking.

Still watching.

Still hard.

And that’s when the truth fully sank in:

I’d let this happen.

I didn’t stop it. I didn’t say a word.

Because deep down, part of me wanted to see her like this.

No—needed to see it.

My wife, gaping and dripping with another man’s cum, her body wrecked and used, her voice hoarse and broken from too many orgasms.

And me?

I just sat there, jerking my cock like the pathetic little husband I suddenly realized I was.

And loving every second of it.





After Shocks

They lay there for a moment, bodies still trembling, breath uneven.

Mitch leaned back on the couch, arm stretched across the cushion, his chest rising and falling as he slowly recovered. Jenny remained bent over, then gradually pushed herself up, still shaky on her legs, a soft trail of cum dripping steadily from between her thighs.

She turned toward him, leaned in close, and kissed him.

It wasn’t polite or thankful—it was hungry. Their lips locked, her hand resting on his chest, her tongue slipping past his without hesitation. She kissed him like he was still inside her. Like she already missed the feel of him.

Then, finally, she pulled away and gave a low, satisfied exhale.

“God…” she said, voice hoarse and sultry. “That felt amazing.”

She looked down between her legs, eyes wide with awe.

“That was without a doubt,” she continued, running a finger through the creamy mess between her thighs, “the hottest fuck I’ve ever had.”

I flinched. Just slightly.

She dipped her fingers deeper, gathering a thick string of cum, lifting it slowly from her still-gaping pussy. It clung between her legs and her hand before stretching, then breaking.

Then—without shame—she raised it to her mouth.

She licked it.

One slow swirl of her tongue around her fingers. Then another. Until her hand was clean, and she was moaning softly at the taste.

My cock throbbed in my hand as I stroked it, unable to look away.

And then… she looked at me.

For the first time since Mitch had cum inside her, Jenny turned her head and met my eyes.

There was a pause.

And then she smiled.

Not a sweet smile. Not apologetic.

A wicked smile.

Slow. Deliberate. Dangerous.

It said everything she didn’t need to say.

Look at you.
Still stroking.
Still watching.
Still mine.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t have to. Her eyes lingered on my cock—exposed, needy, pitiful in my hand—and then drifted back to Mitch’s, still thick, still glistening, resting limp between his legs.

Then she licked her lips.

And I knew.

She wasn’t just teasing me.

She was enjoying it.

Enjoying what she’d done. Enjoying what she’d taken. Enjoying what I had let her become.

And I couldn’t stop jerking off to her smile.

Eventually, Mitch stood up, stretching slightly as he checked his phone. The screen lit his face in the dim light of the bedroom, casting sharp shadows across his chest.

Jenny was still lounging on the edge of the bed, legs spread lazily, a soft sheen of sweat on her body. Her hair was a mess, her chest rising and falling slowly, and between her legs, I could still see traces of him—cum clinging, smeared along her thighs, a slow drip trailing down onto the sheets.

Mitch shifted to grab his clothes, and in the process, I got a clear look.

His cock now hung fully soft—spent, satisfied, glistening faintly in the warm light. But even soft, it was… huge. Long, thick, heavy. It curved slightly as it swayed with his movement, dark and still slick. I couldn’t help but stare.

Jenny noticed the time and sat up with a soft grunt. “Damn, it’s late,” she said, stretching her arms above her head.

Then, as she stood…

PFFFFFT.

A loud, wet queef escaped her pussy.

She froze for half a second, then took another step.

PFFFT.
PFFT.

Two more followed in quick succession as she crossed the room, completely naked.

I flinched.

The sound was jarring. Raw. Embarrassing. Humiliating.

I knew exactly what it meant. Her pussy—my wife’s pussy—had been stretched wide by Mitch’s cock. So wide that now, with every step, air trapped deep inside her was forcing its way out in awkward, shameful bursts.

It was visceral. Animal.

But Jenny didn’t look embarrassed. Not even close.

Her face was glowing. Her expression was dreamy, dazed, still soaked in pleasure. There was a kind of softness in her eyes that made it worse. She looked content. Happy. Fucked.

She walked right up to Mitch and kissed him again—slow, passionate, with no hesitation. It lingered. Tongues. Breathing. A small moan.

Then her hand slid down, casually wrapping around his soft cock.

She stroked him once—just once—and then leaned down, brushing her lips softly against the thick, resting head.

“God, you were amazing,” she whispered to it. “Even now, you’re still beautiful.”

I felt a flicker of something sharp twist in my gut.

Of all the things she’d said that night—moaning about his size, screaming through her orgasm, begging for more—that was the one that stung. Something about the way she admired him after the fact. The way she kissed his soft cock goodbye. Like it wasn’t just about sex. It was about reverence.

And then I looked down at myself.

Still hard.

Still stroking.

My cock stood there, red and aching, and… smaller. Noticeably. Obviously. Mitch’s cock, soft, looked nearly the same length. And thicker. Even at rest, even done, he was still more of a man than I was at full attention.

The humiliation washed over me in a wave.

Jenny took Mitch’s hand and guided him gently to the hallway. She didn’t put on a robe. She didn’t cover herself. Just walked confidently, her bare ass swaying, her inner thighs still glossy with his cum. She leaned into him as they reached the front door, whispered something I couldn’t hear, then kissed him one more time.

Then the door opened.

Closed.

Silence.

I stood there in the bedroom, alone.

Still hard.

Still stunned.

Still breathing in the scent of sex and sweat and cum—not mine.

The door clicked shut.

I stood frozen in the silence, my heart still thudding in my chest, my cock painfully hard, my breath uneven.

Then I heard her footsteps returning.

Slow. Measured. Confident.

And with every step, that same wet, breathy sound echoed faintly through the hall.

PFFT.
PFFFT.

She was queefing again.

With every movement, more air was pushed from deep inside her well-used cunt—little reminders of just how thoroughly Mitch had stretched her. And still, the sound didn’t embarrass her. If anything, it seemed to delight her.

Jenny walked into the room, completely naked.

Her skin was glowing, a light sheen of perspiration still clinging to her chest and stomach. Her thighs were slick. And as she moved closer, I saw it clearly—cum was still leaking from her.

It ran in slow, glistening trails down the insides of her legs.

Her pubic hair, dark and soft and neatly trimmed, was matted with it—thick white streaks tangled in the curls, like her pussy had been marked. Claimed. Flooded.

She queefed again as she stepped directly in front of me.

PFFFFT.

And she smiled.

That same wicked, knowing smile she’d given me earlier—the one that told me she wasn’t done. That she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I looked up at her face, then back down at her pussy. Still open. Still oozing. Still dripping the last of another man’s cum. And I felt something inside me crack open.

She leaned in and kissed me.

Just like she’d kissed Mitch.

Deep. Open. Full.

Her tongue found mine, her mouth still tasting faintly of his skin, of sweat and sex and the flavor of her own cunt. My body responded instantly—my cock jumping in my hand.

And then her hand joined it.

She slid her fingers down my stomach, wrapped them around my shaft, and began to stroke me. Slow. Smooth. Confident.

She giggled.

Just a small sound, low in her throat.

But I heard it.

I felt it.

For a split second, panic flickered in my chest. Is she laughing at me? At my cock?

But the kiss continued—deeper, hotter, messier. Her grip tightened slightly. Her hips shifted closer. Her body pressed against mine, warm and wet and used. And the teasing stroke of her hand only got more deliberate.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I grabbed her.

My hands slid under her thighs and I lifted her effortlessly, her body folding easily into my grip. Her legs wrapped around my waist on instinct, and I carried her the few steps to the bed before slamming her down onto the mattress.

She let out a shocked gasp, followed by a moan, as the bed bounced beneath her.

And I paused.

Just for a second.

Just to look.

The sight of her—naked, flushed, her big tits rising and falling with each breath, sweat slicking the curves of her body, her nipples still hard, her thighs spread wide, her pussy absolutely glistening—it hit me like a wave.

But it wasn’t just her I was seeing.

It was my wife.

And she wasn’t just aroused.

She had been used. Fucked. Filled.

I looked down at her pussy—still red, still swollen, still leaking Mitch’s cum—and something in me snapped.

It wasn’t jealousy.

It wasn’t fear.

It was rage.

Not at her. Not at him.

At the fact that I hadn’t done this first.

A primal, animalistic surge of possessive need crashed through me like fire in my veins. My vision blurred around the edges, my breath coming in rough snarls.

She saw it in my face.

And she smiled again.

She opened her legs just a little wider.

And I knew.

This wasn’t about making love.

This was reclaiming.

And I was going to take her back.

Right now.

With every inch I had.

I stepped between her legs, still gripping her thighs, my breath shallow, my cock twitching, aching, desperate.

The room was thick with sweat, cum, and something unspoken. My heart pounded in my ears as I moved closer, the head of my cock hovering just above her pussy—her used pussy, still gaping slightly, still leaking the thick white mess that another man had pumped into her minutes earlier.

And then, just as I lined up—
PFFFFFFFT.

The loudest queef yet echoed off the walls, wet and shameless.

It startled me. Jolted me.

Her pussy pulsed around nothing as the trapped air burst free, followed by another slow dribble of Mitch’s cum that oozed out in a lazy, glistening trail, sliding down to her ass and pooling onto the sheets.

I flinched.

There was no hiding the sound. No pretending it hadn’t happened. No pretending she wasn’t stretched open by another man.

The noise was disgusting. The sight even more so. And yet…

I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

Because that feeling was back.

That rage. That animal fire. That low, electric growl inside my skull that told me I needed to claim her. Not for romance. Not for intimacy.

For something deeper. Darker.

To mark her as mine again—even if I knew, deep down, something had changed forever.

I stared down at her pussy, trembling.

It wasn’t just wet—it was wrecked. The lips were red, swollen, parted. Her pubic hair was matted with drying cum, her inner thighs sticky, her opening still twitching and open. Open for me. Open for whoever came next.

I looked up at her face, expecting something soft. Remorse. Submission.

Instead, she grinned.

That same wicked, teasing smile—but sharper now. Hungrier.

She giggled again. Low. Almost smug.

And then she locked eyes with me.

The grin faded.

And her expression turned serious. Dominant. Challenging.

She reached down, slid two fingers through the mess between her legs, and then dragged them slowly across her inner thigh like war paint.

Then she said it:

“Come on, baby. Fuck me.”

Her voice was low, clear, and calm—like she was giving me permission. Or an order.

“You just watched his big Black cock fuck the living shit out of your wife…”

She paused.

Then her lips curled again.

“…Don’t you think you should at least try to make me cum once after all that?”

The words hit me like a slap.

A challenge. A dare. And maybe something more.

She was taunting me. Teasing me. Turning this into a game. She knew what Mitch had done to her—what I'd watched him do—and now she was holding it in front of me, daring me to measure up.

And fuck… it worked.

I growled—an actual, low growl in the back of my throat—and grabbed her thighs harder, lining myself up once more.

I didn’t care about the cum.

I didn’t care about the queef.

I didn’t care that she was still wet with another man’s orgasm.

I was going to take her.

And I was going to make her fucking cum.





Reclamation

I lined myself up, breathing hard, my cock twitching as I pressed the head against her swollen, cum-slick entrance.

She was hot. Wet. Too wet.

The head of my cock slipped inside with no resistance—none at all. And even though I was finally doing what I'd wanted, needed, ever since Mitch started fucking her… the feeling wasn’t what I expected.

It wasn’t like it usually was with Jenny.

It was… different.

Deeper.

Looser.

Stretched.

My breath caught as I pushed in slowly—inch by inch—my cock gliding through the slick mess of her used cunt. I could feel everything. Every ridge. Every slick contraction. Every pulse of her body as she took me in.

It was still her, but it wasn’t the same.

She was open in a way she had never been for me before. My cock didn’t fill her the way it used to. I didn’t have to press or push—her pussy took me. Like it had already been trained to.

And that image—the thought of Mitch’s thick cock stretching her out, pounding her open, emptying inside her—slammed back into my brain all over again.

I sank deeper. My hips met hers.

Fully inside.

Her pussy twitched around me, cum still clinging to my shaft, and I started to move—slow strokes at first, letting myself feel it.

It was hot. Obscene.

And fucking addictive.

Jenny let out a soft moan beneath me.

I looked down.

Her eyes were closed. Her lips slightly parted. Her nipples were hard—rock hard—and her chest had that faint, familiar flush that only ever came when she was really into it.

But something was… off.

She wasn’t moving. Not like she usually did.

She wasn’t gripping my arms, or whispering dirty things, or pulling me in closer.

She just… lay there.

Moaning. Breathing. Letting it happen.

Like she was satisfied already. Like this was just the cooldown after the real event.

And that’s when something flared inside me again.

Not jealousy.

Not anger.

That rage.

That same wild, churning, unstoppable thing that had filled me earlier came rushing back. My muscles tensed. My hands clenched into fists against the sheets.

No.

This wasn’t going to be passive. She wasn’t just going to lie there like I was some kind of afterthought.

I grabbed her wrists and slammed them down above her head, pinning them into the mattress.

Her eyes shot open in surprise—then something flashed in them.

Excitement.

“Yeah…” I growled, hips starting to move faster now. “You liked that, didn’t you? Acting so fucking slutty in that bar…”

She moaned again—louder this time.

“You wanted them all watching you. Wanted them to see you dressed like that, dancing like that… begging for someone to notice.”

She bit her lip. Her hips began to shift under mine, matching my thrusts.

“You were such a fucking tease,” I muttered, leaning down, fucking her harder now. “Grinding on Chloe. Letting that tattooed bitch grope you like that.”

My cock drove into her, again and again, her pussy sloppy and stretched and soaked with the mess from earlier.

“You let a stranger put his cock in you tonight.”

She shivered beneath me.

“And you fucking loved it.”

I kissed her.

Hard. Messy. Desperate.

Her lips opened for me instantly, her tongue finding mine, her whole body arching under mine now.

I pulled back from her mouth, looked down at her flushed, sweaty face, and whispered it before I could stop myself:

“…Fucking slut.”

She smiled.

That same wicked, perfect smile.

Then she whispered, “Do you like fucking my slutty, cum-filled pussy, baby?”

And that was it.

Something inside me snapped.

I let go of her wrists and wrapped my hand around her throat—not hard, not hurting her, just firm enough to let her feel it. To hold her still.

Her eyes widened with pleasure.

Her lips parted.

And then she stuck her tongue out at me.

Just like that.

Mocking me. Inviting it.

And then she said it—brutal, filthy, unforgiving:

“Bet you can still taste him on my tongue, huh? You think this pussy’s tight for you? Baby… you should’ve seen how it looked around Mitch’s cock.”

That surge of rage flooded back in again—blinding, pulsing.

And I started to fuck her.

I slammed into her.

Hard.

There was no rhythm anymore—just need. Heat. Possession.

Her tits bounced violently beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets now that I’d released her wrists. My hand was still wrapped around her throat, not choking her, just holding her there, owning her space, keeping her exactly where she was: pinned beneath me, her pussy soaked, gaping, and still so full of Mitch’s cum that it squelched around my cock with every thrust.

Jenny moaned louder with every stroke. Her eyes rolled back. Her hair clung to her face and shoulders, soaked with sweat.

And then her lips curled.

That smile again.

That slutty, taunting smile.

“Mmmfuck…” she breathed. “God, I love how rough you're fucking me, baby.”

I grunted, slamming into her harder.

“You like it?” she purred, her voice laced with filth. “You like fucking this sloppy little slut pussy after another man came inside me?”

My thrusts grew more savage, my muscles trembling as I drove into her, the bed creaking beneath us.

Her eyes locked onto mine, and she licked her lips.

“You watched me suck his cock,” she whispered. “Watched me drool on it. Gag on it. I bet you loved it, didn’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

I was too busy trying to fuck her hard enough to make her forget Mitch had ever touched her.

“You loved seeing his big Black cock in my mouth.”

She gasped as I pounded her harder. The sounds between us were obscene—wet, violent, skin slapping skin, her pussy gushing around me as I slammed in over and over again.

Jenny’s moans started rising, but so did her wickedness.

“I used to think you had a big cock,” she murmured, her voice breaking into breathy little giggles. “But Jesus, baby… Mitch has well and truly adjusted my expectations.”

I stopped breathing for a second—my chest burning with that fire again—and then I slammed into her, rougher than before.

She screamed with pleasure.

“Fuck! That’s it!” she gasped. “Show me what you’ve got. Prove you can still make your little slut wife cum after that.”

She arched her back, meeting each of my thrusts, her fingers clawing at the mattress, her whole body rocking beneath me.

“Do you even want to know how big he was?” she whispered, and I growled low in my throat.

“He was so thick, baby. So heavy. When he pushed in, I thought I was going to break.”

I fucked her harder. Faster.

“But I didn’t,” she moaned. “I took it. Every inch. I let him stretch me so wide…”

Another brutal thrust. Her head snapped back.

“…and when he came—God—I could feel it. Pumping inside me. Hot and deep and endless.”

I gritted my teeth.

I was close.

Too close.

And I still hadn’t made her cum.

Jenny laughed again, breathless, watching the panic flicker in my eyes.

“Are you gonna cum, baby?” she taunted, still writhing, still so fucking wet around me. “You’re trying so hard…”

I slammed into her again, the sound wet and furious, my hand tightening just slightly on her throat, and she moaned like it turned her on even more.

“You’re trying to fuck your slut wife hard enough to forget about Mitch… but all I can think about is how full I felt.”

I groaned, my whole body shaking, but I held on.

I had to.

I had to make her cum first.

I had to win.

Even if I knew I already couldn’t.

Jenny was grinning up at me now—grinning—as if she knew exactly how close I was, how desperate I’d become.

Her voice dropped to a low, filthy purr.

“Poor baby… trying so hard to keep up with that big Black cock…”

My thrusts grew frantic.

“You think this little cock is enough to make me cum after that?”

She moaned again, dragging her nails across my back, and whispered, “Because right now, it just feels like a nice cool-down.”

That was it.

My body snapped.

With a guttural growl, I slammed into her one final time and grabbed her throat—firm, dominant, no more teasing. I pinned her to the mattress, my fingers wrapped tight, my hips bucking uncontrollably.

And then I came.

Harder than I ever had in my entire life.

My cock pulsed inside her, violently, again and again, throbbing as I emptied everything I had deep into her messy, cum-filled pussy. My vision blurred. My legs nearly gave out. My whole body shook as pleasure tore through me like a seizure—pure, uncontrollable, humiliating bliss.

I groaned, deep and broken, grinding against her as my orgasm dragged on—longer than it ever had before. Hot spurts pumped out of me in waves, mixing with Mitch’s, lost in her stretched cunt.

I gasped for air. My muscles trembled. I could feel the sweat rolling down my back.

But the worst part?

The look on her face.

She just stared up at me with that same dirty smile—eyes wide, lips parted, totally calm.

She wasn’t moaning.

She wasn’t shuddering.

She wasn’t cumming.

I was still twitching inside her, cock still spasming, shooting the last weak dribbles of my orgasm into her body… and she hadn’t even come close.

I felt the shame bloom instantly.

Like ice water flooding my veins.

I collapsed forward, my face brushing hers, and she let out a soft breath against my cheek. Her legs were still open. Her cunt still wet. Her body still wanting.

And I’d already finished.

Spent.

Empty.

Used up inside the same pussy another man had just made scream.

And I hadn’t even made her cum.

Not once.

I collapsed onto her, panting, spent, my cock still twitching weakly inside her cum-slick cunt.

The rage was gone.

All that was left now was shame.

I lay on top of her—sweaty, trembling, my face nuzzled into her neck—and kissed her softly. Gently. Like I was trying to apologize without saying it out loud.

But then I did say it.

“Sorry,” I muttered, voice hoarse. “I… I didn’t make you cum.”

Jenny didn’t say anything right away.

Then she smiled.

And I expected softness.

But instead she whispered, calm and cutting:

“It’s okay… I mean, after his massive cock, you were always fighting an uphill battle.”

I froze.

My stomach turned. My face was still buried in her shoulder, and I didn’t know what to say. So I just lay there.

Quiet.

And soft.

After a long moment, I slowly rolled off her. Onto my back. Staring at the ceiling. My cock was already wilting—sticky, spent, shrinking by the second.





Review




Jenny stretched beside me with a long sigh. Then:

“I mean… I was rooting for you,” she said casually. “But wow. That didn’t take long.”

I winced.

“You don’t have to—”

“—I know,” she interrupted, giggling slightly. “It’s not your fault. It must be hard competing with that thick fucking monster I had inside me twenty minutes ago.”

My cock gave a faint twitch.

“I mean, I could feel him for minutes after he pulled out. You? I barely even noticed when you slipped in.”

Another beat.

My chest tightened.

“You really gave it your best though,” she added, mock encouragement in her voice. “You slammed away like a little trooper. All that effort, and not even a little orgasm for your wife…”

She turned to look at me now, her eyes glinting.

“That’s a first, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer.

Because I’d noticed something.

Down between my legs… a slow, dull pulse.

Then another.

I glanced down.

Fuck.

I was getting hard again.

I didn’t even understand how. I’d just finished. But there it was—my cock slowly swelling, rising back to life.

And Jenny saw it too.

She smiled.

Then moaned—softly—and slid a hand down between her thighs, her fingertips brushing her clit in small circles.

I stared.

“What… what are you doing?” I asked, breath catching.

She didn’t look at me.

“Taking care of what your little cock couldn’t.”

And that was it.

The room changed.

I changed.

I lunged toward her, grabbed her by the hair, and yanked her face-down onto the mattress.

She let out a gasped laugh as I flipped her over and shoved her hips up, dragging her into position with both hands on her waist.

Her ass was in the air, her face pressed into the pillow, her pussy still messy, swollen, and dripping.

I slapped her ass—hard.

She cried out.

Then I grabbed her hips, and this time I wasn’t gentle.

And I wasn’t going to stop.

I slammed into her with everything I had.

No hesitation. No rhythm. Just pure, unfiltered force.

My hands clamped down on her hips and I fucked her—harder and faster than I ever had in my life. The sound of my thighs hitting her ass echoed off the walls, wet and savage, her cunt stretched around me and still leaking with a mixture of our cum and his.

She moaned, loud and ragged, face pressed into the mattress, hands gripping the sheets like she was holding on for dear life.

And I didn’t let up.

I drove into her like she was mine to use. Mine to claim. Like I had something to prove to her body—even if it was too late for pride, too late for decency.

And she took it.

All of it.

She wasn’t mocking me anymore. Wasn’t saying a word about Mitch or his cock.

Now her voice was different. Hotter. More eager. Her head turned just slightly, lips parted, panting.

“You love fucking my slutty little pussy, don’t you, babe?” she moaned, her voice drenched in heat.

I didn’t hesitate.

“Fuck yes I do.”

My voice was raw. Animal.

I leaned over her, thrusting hard, my chest sliding against her slick back.

“I fucking loved every second of it.”

She gasped—louder this time.

“I loved watching that big Black cock stretch you open,” I growled in her ear. “Loved watching your face when he made you cum.”

She whimpered under me, shoving her ass back against my thrusts.

“I loved seeing you act like a total fucking slut in that bar.”

Another hard thrust—she screamed into the pillow.

“And that girl…” I breathed, “the tattooed brunette feeling you up in front of everyone…”

Jenny let out a long, aching moan.

“She was hot, wasn’t she?” I whispered.

“God, yes,” Jenny groaned. “I couldn’t believe how turned on I was…”

I kept pounding her, sweat flying, my cock pistoning in and out of her soaked, stretched pussy. She reached under herself now, rubbing her clit in fast circles.

“She gave me her number,” she added, barely able to get the words out between moans.

I slowed just enough to speak.

“What… what do you mean?”

“She came up to me just before we left,” Jenny panted. “Slipped me a card.”

I grunted.

“What did she say?”

Jenny let out a deep moan, her voice trembling.

“She leaned in close and whispered—If you ever call this number… I’ll come and sit on your face any time you want.”

That made me growl again.

I slammed into her harder.

“Are you gonna call it?” I demanded.

Jenny turned her head, eyes glazed, cheeks flushed, a wicked grin curling on her lips.

“That would make me a proper little slut for her too, wouldn’t it?”

I grabbed her by the hair, yanked her head up slightly.

“Yes,” I hissed. “It fucking would.”

She laughed—breathless, feral.

“Then I’m definitely calling it.”

And I just kept fucking her—harder, deeper, mine.

I kept fucking her—harder.

Her ass bounced with every thrust, her body jolting forward on the mattress, her fingers still frantically working her clit beneath her. I slammed into her again and again, slick and furious, the wet slap of our bodies echoing in the room.

She moaned like an animal.

“God—fuck, I can’t stop thinking about her,” Jenny gasped.

I faltered—just for a second.

“The brunette?” I growled, driving into her even harder.

She nodded, hair flying, voice wild with breathless excitement. “Her tattoos… her hands… she knew exactly how to touch me.”

I groaned, a wave of conflicted arousal crashing over me. Jenny had always been straight. We’d joked about it before.

But now?

Now she was moaning about another woman’s touch while I pounded her gaping, cum-filled pussy.

“I didn’t know I’d like it,” she whimpered, back arching. “But when she pressed up against me—when she grabbed my tits—God, I thought I was gonna cum right there in the middle of the floor.”

I growled again and slammed into her, harder, deeper, trying to push it down—trying not to cum.

But I could feel it.

The pressure building.

That all-too-familiar swell in my balls. The tight pull deep inside. The way my cock started to throb, getting heavier, thicker, more sensitive with every brutal stroke.

“No…” I muttered, gritting my teeth, fighting it.

Jenny was still moaning beneath me.

And I knew.

I could feel it coming again.

Not just an orgasm—the orgasm. That overwhelming, body-shaking flood like the one before.

And she still hadn’t cum.

I slammed into her again.

And again.

And again.

Trying to force it back. Trying to outpace it. To earn it.

But it was no use.

My body betrayed me.

My hips started to shake.

My breath went ragged.

My cock pulsed so hard it hurt.

And I knew—I was going to cum again.

Too soon.

Again.

And she still hadn’t finished.

The humiliation hit like a hammer.

And I couldn't stop it.

“Are you gonna cum again already?”

Jenny’s voice cut through the frenzy like a knife—mocking, amused, already knowing.

And I was.

I couldn’t stop it.

I was right there.

“No—fuck—no, not yet—”

But it was too late.

My body buckled as my cock started to unload again, hot spurts spilling inside her sloppy, overstretched pussy. I tried to hold back, tried to fuck her through it, tried to squeeze another few seconds out—but my whole body was convulsing, my hips twitching in broken, erratic thrusts.

And this time… she went quiet.

Dead quiet.

Her moans stopped.

No gasps, no teasing.

Just the sound of my labored breathing and the slick grind of my cock as I pumped a second load into her messy cunt.

My stomach sank.

Fuck. I’ve let her down again.

I gasped, chest heaving, cock twitching with the last fading pulses of my orgasm. I stared down at her, expecting the same wicked grin, some sharp comment, a new wave of humiliation.

But she didn’t move.

Her face was buried in the pillow.

Her entire body was tense.

Silent.

Still.

Worry flashed through me.

“Jenny?” I whispered, gently.

I leaned forward and brushed her damp hair away from her neck—and froze.

Her whole face was bright red.

Her shoulder was flushed, her chest blotchy, her lips parted but not breathing steadily.

My heart jumped.

“Jenny—?”

And then I felt it.

Her pussy clenched hard around me.

Then again.

And again.

And then it exploded.

“OHFUCKFUCKFUCK!” she screamed into the mattress, her whole body convulsing.

Her thighs shook violently.

Her back arched like a bow.

Her cunt clamped down on my cock like a vice, milking me, pulsing wildly as she finally, finally came.

The silence had been the build-up.

Now came the storm.

“FUCK—BABY—DON’T STOP—FUCK—FUCK ME—” she howled, the words barely intelligible as her orgasm wracked her from head to toe.

A surge of pride hit me.

I was still inside her.

I was still hard.

Even though every nerve ending was screaming, even though my cock was hypersensitive and aching—I didn’t stop.

I gritted my teeth and kept fucking her.

Because I had done this.

She was cumming. Because of me.

And I wasn’t going to stop until it was over.

Her orgasm went on forever.

Her body thrashed. Her legs kicked. Her voice broke into sobs and moans and incoherent begging.

And I kept moving, every thrust agony now—white-hot pain shooting through my shaft, my balls empty, my breath ragged.

Until finally…

Her body went limp.

Her arms collapsed.

Her screams died to a broken, whimpering moan.

And I couldn’t take another second.

With a strangled groan, I slid out of her, my cock twitching in the cool air, shiny and red and aching from the overstimulation.

I rolled onto my back, chest heaving.

Beside me, Jenny just… collapsed.

Face down, arms sprawled out, legs open, her ass still twitching.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t move.

Just breathed—slow and shaky—her cunt queefing quietly as it tried to close again, dripping with both of our cum, the sheets beneath her soaked.

I turned my head to look at her.

Her body was wrecked.

And it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

A few minutes passed.

The air in the bedroom was thick with heat and sex and sweat, the sheets tangled around us, soaked through. Jenny was lying on her stomach, still breathless, her hair plastered to her neck, a faint sheen of sweat drying on her back. I lay beside her, still catching my breath, my cock sore, my thighs trembling.

I turned to look at her.

“Do you… want to talk about what just happened?”

She let out a soft laugh—barely more than an exhale—and turned her head to meet my eyes.

“God,” she murmured. “That was insane.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, still not quite believing any of it.

She shifted a little, propping herself up on one elbow, her eyes searching mine. There was a flicker of hesitation, then she said it:

“Okay… yes. The sex with Mitch was incredible. I’m not going to lie. He was… everything I expected. And more.”

That stung, but I nodded.

“But,” she added, brushing my hair back gently, “I want to do it again. With you watching. With us doing it together.”

I swallowed hard.

She looked down, cheeks flushed, voice quieter now.

“And… the brunette. The tattooed one. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I can’t stop thinking about her.”

She turned her face back up and kissed me—slow and deep. When she pulled away, her expression changed, a small smirk curling on her lips.

“Oh, and… the whole humiliation thing?” she said, teasingly. “That was Mitch’s idea.”

My eyes widened. “Wait—what?”

She grinned.

“Yeah. He told me, ‘Say the worst stuff. Make it sting. He won’t say it, but he wants it. And trust me… when it starts to hurt? That’s when he’ll fuck you like he never has before.’”

I stared at her, stunned.

And then we both just… laughed.

Exhausted. Relieved. Somehow more connected than ever.

We lay there in silence for a few more minutes, side by side in the wreckage of our bed, giggling like kids who’d just gotten away with something forbidden.

Then she rolled over, kissed me softly on the lips, and whispered against my mouth:

“So… do you want me to message Mitch again?”

She pulled back, her eyes sparkling.

“Or should I message the tattooed brunette?”
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Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

It was at that moment I knew the damage had been done. As my husband Steve climbed on top of me I had to actually think about it. For the first time in my life, I had to ask myself the question.

Was it in yet?

I hated myself for even thinking it. I know how rude it is. I know how disrespectful it is. Although I can't really make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this, and it was Caleb and his big black cock that had stretched me out only an hour before.

No, the only person to blame for this was me. I chose to suck black cock, I chose to cheat on my husband. Although my friend Lauren can probably take a tiny bit of the blame, but that's another story entirely.

But however I try to explain it, one thing is for sure. After what Caleb did to me, now my pussy is ruined.

Betrayed by Nature: Can A White Woman Ever Truly Resist Her Natural Urges?

As I made the walk of shame to the bathroom, all I felt was disgust. And no, it wasn’t just the disgusting taste of cum in my mouth. That was bad enough, but at that moment, I was disgusted at myself. The cum in my mouth wasn’t my boyfriend’s.

There I was, standing in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at some slut who had just sucked a big Black cock—and even let this guy cum in her mouth. And now, all I could think about was Steve. My boyfriend. And as I finished washing out my mouth and walked back into the room, there he was: Andre, his huge Black cock somehow still sticking up, still rock hard, still enormous.

And still too much for me to resist.

But this should never have happened. This was all a complete fluke. A freak series of events—a storm, being trapped in this cabin.

And yes, yes, I am trying to blame the weather, the trees, nature, for what I’ve done.

But the worst part is yet to come. I think Steve knows. But far worse than that... I think he likes it.

Watching His Wife Get Blacked: A Husband Watches The Big Black Personal Trainer Take His Wife

She thought she was hiding a secret. She didn’t realize she was living his fantasy.

When Isabella saw the video paused on her husband’s laptop—her, naked, on all fours, with Andre’s massive black cock poised behind her—panic took over. Her world shattered in an instant. The shame. The shock. The inescapable exposure of what she’d done.

But as she fled in tears, one question haunted her: How had he gotten the video?

Isabella soon discovered that what began as infidelity quickly unraveled into something deeper—darker. She hadn’t just been caught. She’d been watched. Encouraged. Set up.

And when she finally uncovered the truth—that this was her husband’s fantasy—something in her changed. The guilt gave way to curiosity. Then hunger. And eventually, control.

Because if this was the fantasy he wanted… she was going to make him live it. Every raw, humiliating second of it.
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