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Who I Am

I fucking love it. I really do. That raw, filthy thrill of burying my face between my wife’s legs after she’s been thoroughly used—it never fades. The scent hits me first, thick and unmistakable, a heady mix of her arousal and the sweat and cum of another man. Her pussy is swollen, glistening, the hair around it damp and matted. I breathe her in like I’m starving for it, tasting the slick mess of her pleasure and his seed smeared across her folds. And then she lowers herself onto my mouth—slow, deliberate—grinding that soaked, abused cunt against my tongue like it’s my reward, or my punishment. I lick, I swallow, I lose myself in it. And I fucking love her for letting me. For needing it as much as I do.

So, you’re probably wondering how it got to this point—how a marriage like ours ended up here. I imagine some of you are disgusted by it, maybe even angry. You can’t wrap your head around how I could let my wife fuck other men. Maybe you assume I’m weak, or broken, or secretly ashamed. Maybe you think I’m less of a man.

But that’s not who I am.

I know exactly what I’m doing, and I love it. I crave it. There’s nothing that turns me on more than watching my beautiful, dominant wife give herself to another man—knowing it’s her choice—and then coming back to me, dripping with the evidence. I inhale it. I stare at the glistening mess between her legs and feel my cock twitch. And when she spreads for me and tells me to clean her, I do it without hesitation. I lap up every drop, tasting her pleasure, his cum, and something even deeper—our shared need, our bond, the trust that makes all of this possible.

This isn’t betrayal. It’s devotion, in the most visceral form.

She seeks out pleasure, and she shares the aftermath with me. That’s our rhythm. That’s our truth. We love each other fiercely, and this dynamic—strange as it may seem to others—feeds something in both of us. I’m not expecting you to understand. Most people won’t. But this works for us. And we’re not sorry.

My wife Louise is 33. We’ve been married for seven years, together for nine, and in that time we’ve built a life that most people would call stable—maybe even enviable. No kids yet, though it’s something we’ve talked about. It’s on the horizon, but for now we’re just enjoying our freedom, our connection, and the space we have to explore everything that excites us—emotionally, sexually, and otherwise.

We both have demanding, well-paid jobs. Louise is a marketing director for a regional tech firm—smart, decisive, always in control—and I work as a civil engineer, often buried in spreadsheets or on-site with contractors. The money’s good, and it’s given us a spacious home in a quiet, upscale neighborhood. We’re comfortable. Secure. From the outside, we probably look like any other married couple on the up. But beneath the surface, there’s something very different about us. Something most people wouldn’t begin to guess.

Louise is undeniably attractive, especially for 33. She stands tall at around 5'9", with long legs and a figure that turns heads—curvy, yes, but in a way that still feels unapologetically sexy. She’ll joke about needing to lose ten pounds, and maybe she’s right, but to me that little softness only adds to her appeal. She fills out a dress or a pencil skirt like it was made just for her—full hips, a round ass that sways when she walks, and a natural confidence that makes everything she wears look effortless.

Her breasts are large and full, not the perky kind you see on teenagers, but the kind that settle with a soft weight—real, lived-in, womanly. They have some give, sure, but when she wears one of her push-up bras, the effect is downright hypnotic. Deep cleavage, smooth curves, and the teasing hint of what’s underneath—it drives me insane every time.

She keeps her hair shoulder-length and dyed a warm blonde that suits her complexion perfectly. And when it comes to grooming, she’s practical. Her bush is thick and natural, neatly trimmed but not sculpted. She says she’s over the fuss of waxing and razors, that smooth pubes are for girls still figuring themselves out. Louise knows exactly who she is—and she wears it all with pride.

So how did we end up here—my wife transformed into a dominant, sexually liberated woman who sits on my face with a satisfied smirk and tells me to clean up the sticky mess left by her lover?

It didn’t happen overnight. Far from it. It took time. Trust. Patience. And, I’ll admit, a lot of perseverance on my part. But looking back now, it feels inevitable—like everything about who we were was always leading here.

When we first met, Louise was the classic gym bunny: tight stomach, shaved smooth, always in Lycra or athleisure. She had a six-pack that could shame most men and a sort of cool, contained confidence. I was drawn to her immediately. She was stunning, no question—but in that glossy, magazine-cover way. Perfect on paper. Beautiful to look at, but not yet fully herself.

Now? Now she’s something else entirely. Softer, curvier, more grounded—and somehow infinitely more powerful. There’s a depth to her sexuality that wasn’t there before. A calm certainty in the way she carries herself, in the way she fucks. She doesn’t worry about being shaved smooth or squeezing into gym gear anymore. She wears silk, lace, well-tailored suits. She lets her body speak for itself—unapologetic, lush, and real.

And I find her more irresistible now than I ever did back then. There’s something intoxicating about watching her own her desires so openly. Seeing her take what she wants, on her terms, while I kneel and worship the aftermath. That evolution? That’s what made her a goddess. And me—her willing, devoted plaything.


Who We Are

Long before we got married, it was clear Louise wasn’t exactly innocent. She wasn’t wild in the porn-star sense, but she had a past—one she didn’t talk about much at first. She hinted at it in passing, but only when she’d had a few drinks would the real stories start to slip out. And God, those stories stuck with me.

The first time it happened, we were both drunk—really drunk. I don’t even remember what brought it up, but I asked her, half-joking, how many guys she’d slept with before me. She hesitated. Looked a little embarrassed. But with my hand on her thigh and a teasing smile on my face, I kept pressing until she finally blurted it out.

"More than twenty."

Just like that. She laughed nervously, waiting for my reaction. But what she noticed instead was my rock-hard cock straining in my jeans. That changed everything.

She gave me this slow, curious smile, like she was testing something—and then she leaned in and started stroking me, her voice low and slightly slurred from the wine as she whispered that the real number was thirty-two. Thirty-two guys. Most of them during college. And she hadn’t exactly been looking for love.

She told me how she used to sneak them into her dorm room late at night, how much she loved the feeling of being used and then slipping into bed like nothing happened. I was throbbing in her hand, completely transfixed, and by the time she described one guy bending her over her desk while her roommate pretended to sleep, I exploded all over her fist.

That was the moment I realized just how much I enjoyed hearing about her past. Not out of jealousy—but fascination. Lust. Pride, even. And after that, whenever the mood was right and the wine was flowing, she’d feed me little glimpses of who she’d been before me.

Like the time she gave a blowjob in the front seat of her car just before a lecture. She confessed she hated the taste of cum—still does—but she didn’t want to spit it out in case it stained her dress. So she swallowed what she could and walked into class with the rest still clinging to the back of her tongue.

Those weren’t just stories to me. They were glimpses into a side of her she rarely let show—naughty, impulsive, unapologetically sexual. Back then, we talked about fantasies like they were just that: harmless ideas. But I think even then, part of me knew what we were really building. Something real. Something dangerous. Something I couldn’t stop wanting.

Of course, once we were married, I told myself all those stories from her past were just that—stories. Hot, forbidden glimpses into who she used to be. Fuel for the imagination. But nothing more.

That’s what I thought, anyway.

The first real shift happened one night after she'd been out drinking with the girls. She came home tipsy, makeup a little smudged, hair messy in that way that made her look freshly fucked, even though I knew she hadn’t been. She dropped her bag, kicked off her heels, and dropped to her knees in front of me with this lazy, hungry look in her eyes.

Her mouth was warm, sloppy, confident—she knew exactly how to make me lose control. And as she bobbed her head, still dressed in her tight black skirt and silk blouse, she started talking. Drunk, unfiltered. That’s when she told me about a night back in college. A party at a friend’s place. She was bent over a dining table by one guy—barely even remembered his name, she said—and then, still sticky from that, she left to walk home. On the way, she got a text from another guy, someone she used to hook up with regularly. His place was on the route, and without thinking, she went.

“He started kissing down my stomach,” she murmured, pausing just long enough to stroke the base of my cock. “And that’s when I realised—I still had the other guy’s cum inside me. I panicked. I didn’t want him to know. So I stopped him and told him to just fuck me.”

She giggled as she told it, not because it was funny, but because she knew exactly what it was doing to me. I came moments later, spilling across her cheek and collarbone, completely undone by the image her story had painted.

But later—after she fell asleep next to me, bare and content—I couldn’t stop thinking about it. That moment. Her lying there, legs spread, that second guy going down on her completely unaware she was still full of another man. My stomach twisted at the thought. It was filthy. Wrong. The sight of it, the smell, the taste... it should have revolted me.

And at first, it did.

But something had shifted. A seed had been planted.

In the weeks that followed, that story came back to me again and again. I started imagining it in more detail. Visualising the scene—her squirming under his tongue, knowing the truth but saying nothing. I started to wonder... what if she hadn’t stopped him? What if she’d let him taste it? What if I had been that guy?

The idea disgusted me. But it also got me hard. Really hard.

I tried to ignore it. Pushed it down. But the more I thought about it, the more it started to change. I wasn’t just the second guy anymore—I was myself. I was the one kneeling. The one licking her used cunt. I imagined her hips grinding into my face as she whispered that she’d just been fucked. I pictured her moaning while another man's cum dripped out onto my tongue. And as much as I wanted to deny it, that image sent a jolt straight to my cock every time.

It was no longer just a fantasy. No longer just a twisted daydream. Over time, the shame began to fade, and something else took its place—hunger. Curiosity. A deep, overwhelming need to experience it for real. To be the one on his knees, not just picturing it, but tasting the reality.

That was when I knew. I didn’t just get off on the idea of it. I wanted it. I wanted her to do it. I wanted her to let another man cum inside her—and then make me clean up the mess.

If this had been twenty years ago, maybe that would’ve been the end of it. A passing thought. A guilty secret I’d bury and never speak aloud. But it wasn’t twenty years ago. It was now—when porn is free, endless, and only a few keystrokes away. And once that seed was planted in my mind, the internet gave it all the water it needed to grow.

It started slowly. Late at night, long after Louise had gone to bed, I’d find myself clicking through fetish sites. At first, it was just curiosity—stories about women cheating, anonymous sex, wild nights gone wrong. Then came the cream pie captions. Photos of glistening, swollen pussies still leaking cum, and husbands on their knees beneath them. I couldn’t look away. My cock would be in my hand before I even realised it.

Before long, I was searching for it directly: “husband eats wife’s cream pie.” I found entire forums, entire genres of porn devoted to it—men like me watching their wives fuck other men, then cleaning her out with their tongue like it was the most natural thing in the world. Some were raw and degrading, others almost tender. Some women laughed, teased, pushed their husbands down by the hair. Others whispered encouragement while their lover’s cum oozed out of them and into their husbands’ mouths.

I spent hours watching. Reading. Rewatching.

Sometimes I’d feel disgusted after. I’d close the browser, ashamed, swearing I’d stop. But by the next night I’d be back, searching for more, cock already half-hard before I even found the right video. There was something about it I couldn’t resist—this potent mix of humiliation and intimacy, of submission and obsession. And the more I indulged, the more it felt like a mirror.

Eventually, I stopped fighting it.

That word I’d once recoiled from, the one that had felt too extreme, too taboo... it started to fit.

I was a cuckold.

And I wanted to taste the truth of that word on my tongue—literally.

As the fantasy took deeper root inside me, I started looking for ways to bring it into the open—not in full, not at first. Just small, subtle probes. Testing the waters.

One night, lying in bed after a couple of glasses of wine, I brought up that story again—the one about the party, the guy who fucked her over the table, and then the second guy who almost went down on her. It had been months since she’d told me, but I hadn’t forgotten a single word. I asked her, half-casually, if she ever wondered what it would’ve felt like… if she’d let him do it. If she’d spread her legs and let him taste her with someone else’s cum still inside her.

She gave a surprised little laugh. “God, no. That’s disgusting,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “I mean, I wouldn’t do that to someone. Imagine the taste. I know what that stuff’s like—I’ve had to deal with it.”

But then, after a pause, she added, “I mean… yeah, maybe it would’ve felt good. Physically, I guess. But I’d have felt guilty. It’s not something you ask a guy to do.”

That was the moment. My heart was thudding in my chest. I was nervous, but I pressed just a little further.

“What if he wanted to?” I asked, my voice quiet. “What if the idea of it turned him on?”

She turned to look at me, raising an eyebrow. “A guy wanting to do that? Seriously?”

I shrugged. “Some guys do. Some guys really get off on it. Imagine… you ride him, you cum hard, you're messy and full, and then you just… sit on his face and tell him to clean you up.”

She was silent for a second, clearly trying to picture it. Then she laughed again, but this time it was softer. A little unsure.

“I mean… with a condom, maybe,” she said. “I don’t know. It’d still be gross. And weird. I wouldn’t expect someone to do it.”

I nodded, pretending to let it go, even though my mind was racing. We didn’t talk about it much more that night. The mood had shifted—she didn’t shut it down completely, but I could tell she wasn’t ready to go there either. There was a hesitation in her voice, something cautious behind her eyes. And I didn’t want to push. Not yet.

So I let it drop.

For a while.


That Moment

I remember one night a couple of years ago, just the two of us out for dinner in a quiet little place in the next town. Nothing fancy, but nice—dim lighting, polished wood tables, soft music playing low enough that we could hear each other talk. I honestly can’t remember if we were celebrating anything, or if it was just one of those spontaneous evenings we like to indulge in every now and then. Just a husband and wife escaping the routine, reconnecting over good food and easy conversation.

Louise looked incredible that night. She’d worn one of her deep green dresses—the one that hugs her waist and shows just enough cleavage to make it hard for me to focus. Her hair was up, loose strands falling around her face, and she kept licking gloss from her lips between bites of food.

She ordered steak, medium rare, with dauphinoise potatoes, and I remember the little moan she made after the first mouthful—half a joke, half genuine pleasure. She let herself unwind more than usual, smiling easily, sipping her gin and tonic like it was the perfect end to a long week. Not her usual drink, but she’d waved off the wine list and said she fancied something different tonight. I think it suited her.

We talked and laughed through dessert. I remember the way she touched my hand when she leaned across the table, her fingertips tracing slow, absent circles on my skin as she told me about a colleague who’d tried to flirt with her that week. There was a sparkle in her eye—something playful, knowing. I was hard before the bill even arrived.

By the time we got home, we didn’t waste any time. We headed straight upstairs, pausing only to shed coats and shoes at the bottom of the stairs. Louise was in a strange, charged mood—loose-limbed and flushed, her movements a little bolder than usual. There was something unpredictable in her energy as we went through the usual bedtime routine. It wasn’t just the drink. Something else was simmering beneath the surface. I could feel it.

I still remember that night with perfect clarity, even though years have passed. It lingers in my mind like a vivid dream—sharp, sensual, unexpected.

I was already in bed, propped up on the pillows, the room dimly lit by the soft amber glow of the bedside lamps. I could hear Louise in the en-suite, the familiar sound of the tap running, the soft rasp of her toothbrush. When she finally emerged, she took my breath away.

She was wearing a deep red silk robe—new, I was sure of it. It clung to her curves in a way that made my chest tighten, the hem swaying just below the tops of her thighs. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, slightly damp, and her face had that clean, fresh glow she always had after washing. She looked... radiant. Relaxed. Dangerous.

Without a word, she padded over to the light switch and turned off the ceiling light, letting the room fall into warm, intimate shadow. Then she walked slowly toward the bed, eyes locked on mine. When she reached the edge, she held my gaze and undid the robe with a lazy flick of her fingers, letting it slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet in a whisper of silk, leaving her completely naked.

Her nipples were already stiff, crinkled against the cool air, and as I stared up at her, she smiled—slow and sly. She ran her hands down her belly, trailing her fingers across the soft curve just below her navel, and then slid them through the thick thatch of her pubic hair. She parted her legs slightly, just enough to let me see the glisten beneath as she pressed two fingers between her folds. She drew in a sharp breath and exhaled slowly, savoring the sensation.

Then, without a word, she knelt on the bed beside me and pulled back the quilt. I was half-hard, lost in the sight of her, but that didn’t last long. Her hand wrapped around my cock, warm and sure, and began stroking slowly. Teasing. Building.

She leaned over and took me into her mouth—just the tip at first, wet and delicate—before sinking down further, tongue swirling, lips tight. Her eyes flicked up to mine as she sucked, and I groaned, hips twitching, already close to losing control.

And then, suddenly, she stopped.

She pulled her mouth away with a wet pop and sat back on her heels, hand still gripping the base of my cock. Her expression had changed. Gone was the soft playfulness—her eyes were dark now, commanding. She yanked the quilt the rest of the way off, letting it fall to the floor with a thud that made me jump slightly.

“Now fuck me,” she said, her voice low and firm. “My cunt needs some attention.”

I froze. My cock throbbed in her grip. She’d never spoken like that before—never used that word. It hit me like a jolt. Louise could be playful in bed, even bold at times, but this was something else entirely. She was in control now, and I could feel the shift in the air.

It thrilled me. Scared me. Turned me on so hard I could barely breathe.

My lovely wife was in one of her rare, fiery moods—and I wasn’t about to let it pass.

Louise dropped to all fours in front of me, her back arching gracefully, that luscious ass high in the air, her thighs spread just enough to reveal the glistening heat between her legs. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her hair falling loose around her face, eyes half-lidded and heavy with lust.

I moved behind her, my cock already throbbing with the need to be inside her. One hand gripped her hip while the other guided my tip through her folds—slick, swollen, and ready. I pressed forward, easing into her inch by inch, and we both let out matching groans as my shaft disappeared into the tight warmth of her pussy.

She clenched around me as I started to move, slow and deep at first, savoring the feel of her. My hips slapped against her ass with a wet, rhythmic sound that echoed off the bedroom walls. Every time I pulled back, her pussy clung to me like it didn’t want to let go. Every thrust pushed her forward slightly, making her breasts sway and her ass ripple under my grip.

Her moans turned to gasps, little whimpers that spilled from her lips with every thrust. I could feel her getting wetter, her arousal building with each stroke. I leaned forward and gripped her waist with both hands, slamming into her harder now, letting my need take over. Her ass shook with every impact, the soft flesh rippling as I fucked her deeper, faster, filling the room with the sound of skin on skin and her breathless, broken cries.

Then suddenly, she pulled forward, slipping off my cock and twisting around with a wild, focused energy. Before I could say a word, she climbed over me, straddling my hips, her pussy hovering just above my shaft.

Her eyes locked onto mine as she reached down and spread her lips with her fingers, revealing the glossy, flushed entrance I’d just been buried in. She held herself there for a moment, teasing me with the warmth radiating off her cunt, and then slowly—agonizingly slowly—she sank down onto my cock.

I gasped as she filled herself with me, inch by inch, until her thighs pressed against mine and I was buried to the hilt.

She didn’t ride me yet. She just sat there for a moment, grinding in small, tight circles, letting me feel her stretch and squeeze around me. Her hands rested on my chest, her nails lightly digging into my skin. Then, with a tilt of her hips, she began to move—rocking back and forth in a slow, steady rhythm that made my eyes roll back.

Her breasts bounced gently as she rode me, full and heavy, her nipples standing out stiff and crinkled. She leaned forward, lowering one breast toward my mouth, and brushed the tip against my lips.

“Suck my nipples,” she growled, her voice low and commanding.

I opened my mouth and drew one in, warm and firm against my tongue. She gasped, arching her back, pushing deeper into my mouth as she continued to grind her hips. Her pussy tightened around me, milking my cock with every shift of her weight.

She pressed her other nipple against my cheek, then guided it to my lips, demanding it with her body. I switched, sucking harder this time, my hands gripping her waist as she picked up the pace. The rhythm changed—faster now, more urgent. Wet heat surrounded me, the friction perfect, her moans growing louder as she bounced on my cock.

Her dominance wasn’t just in her words—it was in the way she moved, the way she used my body for her own pleasure. She was in control, and I was helpless beneath her, drowning in sensation, aching for release but utterly captivated by the sight of her riding me.

She looked down at me, her expression flushed and intense. “Harder,” she whispered, “Suck them harder.”

I obeyed, biting down gently, tugging her nipple between my teeth as she cried out and slammed her hips down on me, taking me even deeper. Her whole body trembled against mine, slick with sweat, her thighs tensing around me as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure.

I could feel myself close to the edge, but I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to stay lost in this moment—her heat, her power, her cunt gripping me like a vice. I wanted to be used. Owned. Devoured.

And she gave me exactly that.

Louise arched her back, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, breasts swaying freely as she leaned further into her rhythm. She looked stunning—wild, uninhibited, her eyes fixed on mine with a dark hunger I wasn’t used to seeing in her.

She rolled her hips with slow, deliberate pressure at first, grinding down so I could feel every inch of her tight, soaking pussy squeeze my cock. Then she began to bounce—up, down, taking me deeper, faster, the sound of our bodies slapping together growing louder with each thrust.

I groaned, gripping her thighs, trying to focus, trying to hold back. I could feel it rising in me too fast, too soon. Normally, Louise could cum from penetration alone—she always had that beautiful way of grinding herself against me just right. But tonight… I knew she wasn’t there yet.

And I was too close.

She was still playing with her nipples, tugging them between her fingers, her mouth open and panting. Then she looked down at me, her eyes narrowing, and the words she spoke next hit me like a bolt of electricity.

“Fuck… I love how deep you go,” she growled, riding harder. “That thick cock’s right up in my cunt. Just where it belongs.”

It shocked me—Louise never used that word casually, let alone during sex. But hearing it now, raw and breathless, sent a pulse straight through my spine.

“F-fuck,” I gasped, legs trembling, trying to slow her down. “Lou… wait, I’m gonna—”

But she didn’t stop. She slammed her hips down harder, faster, her pace relentless.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” she hissed, clearly mistaking my panic for teasing. “You stay in that cock-hungry cunt until I tell you.”

That was it. My body gave in.

I exploded inside her with a raw, frustrated grunt, cock pulsing helplessly as I emptied myself into her. It was sudden, overwhelming—an orgasm that tore through me and left me limp almost instantly. And just as quickly, a heavy wave of disappointment washed in behind it. I hadn’t made her cum. I knew I hadn’t. She hadn’t even started to grind properly for herself.

Louise froze for a second, her expression shifting as she stared down at me. Her lips parted, eyes wide, not in ecstasy—but surprise. And just beneath it, a flicker of something else. Disappointment.

“I’m—shit, I’m sorry,” I said, my voice hoarse, chest rising and falling. “I couldn’t… I tried to—”

She blinked slowly, her face unreadable for a moment. Then, to my utter disbelief, she let out a small, amused breath and tilted her head.

“Oh, fuck it,” she murmured.

Then she slid off my softening cock and moved up my body.

“What?” I started to say, but the words died in my throat as she lifted her leg over my head and lowered herself, slowly, deliberately, onto my face.

Her scent hit me immediately—warm, musky, unmistakably filled with the aftermath of what I’d just done inside her.

“Why not,” she said, almost to herself, as her soaked cunt settled onto my mouth.

“You’re gonna eat it all up now,” she said, her voice low but unmistakably serious. Teasing, but with a sharpness underneath.

I looked up—and what I saw sent a jolt through my body.

Her cunt hovered inches above my face. Still parted, still dripping. Her pink folds glistened with the thick mess we’d made together. The soft, dark hair around her pussy was wet and matted, clinging to the slick lips that hung open, swollen and heavy from being thoroughly fucked.

I could smell everything. Her arousal. My cum. The scent was overpowering—warm, musky, and tainted with that unmistakable bleachy edge that made my stomach twist.

“Eat my cunt out,” she growled, lowering herself toward me.

And then she was on me.

Her heat smothered my face. I had no time to prepare, no moment to reconsider. My instinct took over—I opened my mouth and pulled her in, hands gripping her thick, soft ass, guiding her onto me. My tongue slid into the soaked folds, tasting everything.

It hit me immediately.

The taste was vile.

Worse than I imagined. Sharp. Bitter. Clingy. My own cum mixed with the slickness of her pussy, coating my tongue with a texture that made my throat contract. I almost gagged, my body jerking slightly as the reality of it hit.

Louise looked down and let out a sharp, amused sound. Not quite a laugh—more like a smirk made audible.

“See?” she said, her voice thick with breath and pleasure. “Told you. The taste is fucking vile.”

I couldn’t even answer. My mouth was full. My nose buried in her pubic hair, damp and fragrant. I breathed through it, trying not to choke, and pushed my tongue deeper into her cunt.

Everything in my body screamed for me to stop. The taste clung to the back of my tongue like something rotting, and the slick, oily texture made every swallow feel like punishment. It coated my lips, smeared across my chin, and soaked my cheeks. It wasn’t just unpleasant—it was disgusting.

And still… I kept licking.

At first, it was shame that drove me. I’d cum too soon. Left her hanging. She hadn’t even started to build toward an orgasm, and I knew it. I wanted—needed—to make it up to her. I had to do something.

My tongue moved with practiced effort, parting her folds, circling her swollen clit, dipping into the depths where my cum still leaked from her pussy. I could feel the slickness pool into my mouth. It slid over my tongue and into my throat, and I swallowed reflexively, shuddering as I did.

Louise began to move her hips, slowly at first, rocking forward and back, smearing the mess deeper into my face. Her breathing quickened. She pressed down harder, grinding her cunt into my mouth, moaning low and deep in her chest.

“Fucking hell,” she murmured, “you’re really doing it…”

And I was.

Even though I hated it.

Every taste, every wet squelch, every mouthful made my stomach tighten in revolt. It was messy, humiliating, and so far from the idealised version I’d built in my head during all those late-night porn sessions. There was no smooth transition, no sensual sheen, no fade-to-black eroticism. Just the raw, messy truth of it—her used cunt on my face and my own cum sliding down my throat.

And yet… beneath the revulsion… something unexpected began to rise.

As Louise rocked harder, panting, using me with abandon, something clicked. It wasn’t about the taste. Not really. It was about what it meant. That I was doing it. I was surrendering. Giving in. Letting her ride my mouth with no hesitation, no escape. I was beneath her, servicing her, no longer the man who'd failed to fuck her to orgasm, but the one now desperately trying to redeem himself with his tongue.

That humiliation—sharp, raw—twisted into arousal.

I could feel my cock twitching again, barely hard but trying. My stomach fluttered with a sick sort of thrill. I was doing something that disgusted me, and somehow that made it hotter. I didn’t want to enjoy it… but the more she took from me, the more I gave.

And she was taking.

Louise leaned harder into me, hands gripping the headboard tight as she ground her cunt into my face, wet sounds filling the room. Her thighs clenched around my head as I sucked her clit between my lips, circling it with the tip of my tongue, working it just the way I knew she liked. I could feel her tremble, her voice catching in her throat.

“You want this, don’t you?” she whispered, breathless. “Fucking licking your own cum out of me. God, you’re filthy.”

I groaned into her cunt, the vibration making her gasp. She pressed even harder, grinding her soaked pussy into my mouth, the taste now inescapable—every breath, every movement only dragging more of it deeper into me.

I was leaking precum again. My cock, despite everything, was swelling back to life beneath her. And she knew. She could feel the shift in my breathing, the urgency in my movements.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, “you love this, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. But I kept licking.

Her clit was hard now, slick and swollen, and I focused everything I had on it—lips tight, tongue fast and firm. My jaw ached, my arms trembled from holding her up, but I didn’t stop.

Louise was moaning louder now, hips bucking, her cunt flooding my mouth with more slick warmth. She was close—so fucking close—and I felt it in the way her thighs tensed, in the way her hands slammed against the headboard, in the way she cried out, “Don’t stop. Fuck, don’t you dare fucking stop!”

I gave her everything I had.

And then she came.

Hard.

She screamed as her thighs clamped tight around my head, her cunt pulsing and dripping into my mouth as I kept licking, sucking, drinking it down even though I thought I might be sick. Her entire body shuddered above me, and I held her there, hands gripping her ass as she rode out the aftershocks on my tongue.

When she finally collapsed forward, breathing ragged, her body slick with sweat and trembling, she looked down at me through the strands of hair clinging to her face.

Her pussy hovered just above my mouth, still twitching, still leaking, and her smile was lazy and dazed.

“Well,” she whispered, voice husky and amused, “I guess we’re doing that now…”

I didn’t speak.

I couldn’t.

Her taste still coated my lips, my tongue, my throat. My face was soaked, my jaw ached, and my cock—humiliated minutes ago—was now rock hard again beneath her.

And as she slid down beside me, curling into my chest with a satisfied sigh, I realised something that scared me almost as much as it excited me.

I’d hated every second of it.

And I wanted to do it again.

We lay in silence for a few moments, both catching our breath, her body warm against mine, her thigh resting over my leg. My face was still sticky, my mouth coated in the last traces of what she’d made me do. My jaw ached. My stomach was still in knots from the taste.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “That was… fucking awful.”

Louise turned her head toward me, her lips curling into a tired grin. “The taste?”

I nodded, grimacing. “Worse than I imagined. Bitter. Bleachy. Just… horrible.”

She laughed softly, the sound low and genuine. “I told you it was vile,” she said. “That’s why I never swallow. I figured you needed to experience it properly at least once.”

Despite myself, I laughed too. There was something oddly sweet about that moment—two lovers lying together, united in shared disgust.

But then her tone shifted, just slightly. Her fingers began to drift lazily over my stomach, tracing absent patterns on my skin. I felt her eyes on me even before she spoke again.

“Still,” she murmured, “you didn’t stop.”

I swallowed hard. “I didn’t want to let you down.”

“Is that all it was?” she asked, almost casually.

I didn’t answer right away. I didn’t know how to. My heart had started to thud again, faint but insistent. I could still taste her on my tongue, still feel the mess of it in my throat. I hated it.

And I wanted it again.

“I mean… I didn’t want to leave you hanging,” I said. “You hadn’t cum. I felt like I had to.”

Louise nodded slowly, her fingers still drifting. “That’s sweet,” she said. “Very noble of you.”

There was a long pause. Then she added, “But that’s not the whole story, is it?”

I turned my head toward her. Her expression was unreadable—calm, but curious. And something else… knowing.

“You’re hard again,” she said softly.

I froze.

Her hand had drifted lower, and now her fingers were curled around my cock. It was true. Somehow, impossibly, I was stiff again—just minutes after cumming inside her and licking up the mess.

“That never happens,” she said, almost to herself. “You always go soft. You always need time. But not now.”

I opened my mouth to speak, to deny it, but she squeezed gently, just enough to silence me.

“You got hard again while licking my messy cunt,” she said. “You got hard from the taste you hate.”

“Louise…” I said, my voice weak, defensive.

She raised an eyebrow.

“It turned you on,” she continued. “Didn’t it?”

I hesitated.

“Didn’t it?” she asked again, firmer this time, her grip tightening ever so slightly.

I nodded.

She smiled.

“There it is,” she whispered. “My filthy little cum-licker.”

I swallowed again, my face burning, but not from embarrassment—not fully. It was arousal. Submission. The rawness of being seen so clearly.

“I didn’t think I’d… react like that,” I said. “I hated the taste. I still do.”

“But you loved what it meant,” she finished for me.

I looked into her eyes. She was right. She knew it, and now I did too.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “I think I did.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek—right where the mess had dried—and whispered, “Good.”

Louise’s hand was still wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking me in long, teasing pulls. The post-orgasm haze had faded just enough for me to register how hard I was again—fully, aching, embarrassingly desperate. Her fingers were slick with a mix of leftover arousal and my renewed need, and she clearly knew exactly what she was doing.

“So,” she murmured, eyes fixed on my face, her voice honeyed with mischief, “you hated the taste. Thought it was awful.”

I nodded, breath catching as her thumb brushed the sensitive underside of my cock.

“But you still got hard,” she went on, mock wonder in her tone. “Rock hard. Like this.” She gave a slow stroke for emphasis. “All because you licked my pussy after you’d filled it with cum. Your cum.”

Her lips curled into a teasing smirk. “Imagine how hard you’ll be when it’s someone else’s.”

I groaned, the tension in my stomach rising again. “Lou…”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my neck, and whispered, “You want that, don’t you? To taste another man’s mess leaking out of me?”

“I… I think so,” I admitted, barely able to speak. “Yeah.”

She giggled softly, the sound more playful than mocking. Her hand began moving faster now, smoother, the rhythm almost loving. She looked down at my cock like it amused her, fascinated her.

“But how would you feel, I mean, if you saw it and he was, you know, bigger,” she said, tilting her head with faux innocence, “you’ve got a decent-sized cock, babe. You really do.”

I tried to keep eye contact, but her hand was making that very difficult.

“But let’s be honest,” she added with a teasing shrug, “there are definitely bigger ones out there. I definitely know there are bigger ones out there.”

That did it.

The moment she said it—so casually, so matter-of-fact—it hit something deep inside me. The image of Louise with a man bigger than me, feeling him stretch her, fill her, and then returning to me still leaking from it… It short-circuited every ounce of self-control I had.

I came with a gasp, my whole body tensing as thick spurts of cum shot up and across her hand, spilling onto her wrist and stomach. She kept stroking gently through it, milking every drop from me as my hips jerked helplessly beneath her.

When I finally collapsed back against the pillows, panting and drained, she looked down at the mess coating her fingers and palm. Then she glanced at me with a smile that was half-sweet, half-wicked.

“Well,” she said, biting her bottom lip playfully. “I should probably make you lick that up too…”

My breath caught—but before I could say anything, she laughed and slid off the bed, heading toward the bathroom with a saunter in her hips.

“Maybe next time,” she called over her shoulder, disappearing behind the door. “Sleep tight, my filthy little cum-licker.”


What Came Next

Nothing more was said about that night—not the taste, not the orgasm, not the way she looked at me afterward. For a while, I assumed Louise had drawn a line under the whole thing. It felt like a one-off—something spontaneous and intense that she wasn’t ready to revisit.

In the weeks that followed, we made love several times, but it always felt familiar, safe. Vanilla. She was warm and affectionate, but she never took control again. Not like that night. I didn’t push. Part of me wanted to, but another part worried it had unsettled her more than she let on. It was obvious she’d tried to understand what I needed—but something about it still didn’t quite compute for her.

And so I let it lie.

Then one evening, a few weeks later, it came back—quietly, unexpectedly.

We’d just finished a late supper—nothing fancy, just leftovers and a couple glasses of wine. Rather than bother with the dishwasher for a handful of plates, Louise insisted on doing them by hand. I stood beside her at the sink, drying as she passed them across. It was a peaceful moment. Familiar. Comfortable.

The kind of gentle domestic rhythm you fall into after years of marriage.

“I’ve been looking on the internet,” she said suddenly, her tone light but oddly deliberate.

I glanced over at her. “Yeah?”

She didn’t look at me, just kept rinsing a plate. “There are… words. For people like you.”

That made me pause. “Words?”

“Mmm.” She turned slightly, meeting my eyes for the briefest second, then turned back to the sink. “You're called a cuckold, apparently.”

The word landed like a drop of ice water down my spine.

I froze, dish towel limp in my hands. My cheeks flushed instantly, a hot wave of something—embarrassment, nervousness, maybe even arousal—flooding me. Hearing her say it out loud… that word… so casually… it felt like she’d reached straight into my chest and touched something raw.

“I… I suppose that could be true,” I said quietly. The words came out hesitant, almost breathless.

No one had ever said it before. Not to my face. Certainly not my wife. I'd seen it typed on forums, whispered in videos, muttered in the captions of porn I’d devoured in the dark. But spoken aloud, here in our kitchen, over the sound of running water and the clink of dishes?

It felt real.

Louise gave a soft little hum of amusement and passed me the final plate. “Well,” she said, drying her hands on a tea towel, “I thought it was interesting.”

I turned to look at her properly. She was calm. Almost serene. Like she hadn’t just reached into my private, guilty fantasies and plucked one out into the daylight.

There we were—husband and wife, side by side, a picture of suburban normality. The warm scent of washing-up liquid hung in the air, and the soft hum of the radio played in the background. Somewhere, across thousands of other homes, scenes like this were unfolding—quiet, content, ordinary.

But somehow, I knew that in very few of them was a wife so casually telling her husband he was a cuckold.

And in even fewer was the husband standing there, towel in hand, hardening in his jeans at the sound of the word.

“I’ve been reading stories,” Louise said, casually enough that it almost didn’t register at first. She was wiping down the worktop, her tone calm, almost clinical. “Stories about people like you.”

I looked up from where I was loading the dishwasher, my heart thudding just a little harder.

“Oh?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant, though my throat had gone dry.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, her eyes glinting with something I couldn’t quite place. “You like it when your wife goes out and fucks other men while you stay home. Or maybe you watch. And then, when they’ve finished—when they’ve emptied themselves in her—you like to clean up the mess, don’t you?”

The words hit me like a slow-motion slap. Blunt. Direct. Real.

My cheeks burned. I didn’t know what to say. She had clearly been doing more than just skimming a few articles—this was the kind of specific detail that could only come from the darker corners of the internet, the kind I used to think no one else ever visited.

I felt naked in front of her. Exposed.

My cock twitched.

Louise turned fully to face me now, her expression unreadable, but her tone… it had changed. There was a hint of something teasing in it. A kind of slow, deliberate playfulness that didn’t quite match the subject matter.

“You like the thought of my cunt being stretched by a big cock, don’t you?” she asked. Her voice was calm, steady—almost matter-of-fact. But her eyes watched me closely. “You want to see it. You want to see my wet, swollen cunt—used and full of another man’s cum, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard. My skin prickled. I felt my pulse thumping in my throat.

Hearing her speak like that—using words she never used—was surreal. Louise had always been reserved, modest with language even in the heat of passion. “Cunt” was a word she’d barely tolerated, let alone spoken. Yet here she was now, letting it roll off her tongue like it was nothing, painting vivid pictures with her words.

It shook me.

And it turned me on more than I could ever have admitted out loud.

My silence must have said it all. Louise took a slow step toward me, still drying her hands on the towel, and when she stopped in front of me, she raised an eyebrow slightly, the corner of her mouth quirking into the faintest smirk.

“You’re hard again,” she said softly, her voice teasing but laced with curiosity. “You’ve been hard this whole time, haven’t you?”

I couldn’t meet her gaze. I looked down, and—yes. I was. Rock hard. Pressing against the fabric of my jeans like a confession.

Louise laughed gently, not unkindly, but with clear amusement. “God, you really do want it,” she murmured.

I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod.

And just like that, the world shifted again. We were no longer just husband and wife in the kitchen after dinner. We were something else now—something darker, deeper, more exposed. And Louise was leading the way.

“You want to watch another cock fill my cunt up with cum and make it messy, don’t you?”

Louise was grinning now, her voice lilting with amusement, almost giggling with every word. She leaned against the counter, one foot crossed over the other, utterly relaxed—like she was talking about what to have for dinner rather than describing my darkest, most hidden desire.

“I bet you want it dripping out of me,” she went on, cocking her head. “A huge, sloppy load. I bet you’d love that—me lying back, legs wide, pussy stretched and leaking, and you there with your tongue out. Licking it up like a good little cuck.”

My face burned. My whole body felt hot. I couldn’t look at her, not directly, but I couldn’t move either. My feet were rooted to the kitchen floor.

“I bet you’d love me to sit on your face right after,” she purred, stepping closer. “Still full. Still messy. Letting it drip right into your mouth.”

Her words were filthy, brutal, and so unlike her that my brain was struggling to keep up. And yet—she was grinning, clearly having fun with it. And somehow, that made it even more intense. She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t even trying to shock me anymore.

She was enjoying this.

Louise took one more step, until she was right in front of me. She reached up and casually wrapped her arms around my neck, her body pressing against mine. Her lips brushed mine with a soft kiss, then deepened as her tongue slipped between them, slow and probing. I could still smell the trace of her perfume from earlier—floral, expensive, unmistakably hers. It mingled with the scent of dish soap and red wine and something far more primal—my arousal.

As we kissed, her hand slid down between us, fingers tracing over my crotch. She smiled into my mouth as she felt the hard ridge of my cock straining against the thin fabric of my trousers.

“Well, well,” she murmured, lips brushing my cheek. “It looks like your cock likes the thought of my juicy, messy, well-fucked cunt.”

She gave my bulge a playful squeeze and laughed—warm, wicked, totally in control.

I was humiliated, turned on, and completely at her mercy.

And I didn’t want it to stop.

Louise looked up at me from where she stood by the sink, still drying her hands from the washing up, that familiar mischievous glint in her eyes. Without a word, she stepped closer and ran a single finger along the front of my trousers, tracing the obvious outline of my cock straining beneath the fabric. Her touch was light, but it carried purpose.

“You’ve been hard since I said cuckold,” she murmured.

I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could find the words, she was on her knees, lowering herself slowly to the kitchen tiles. The way she moved—graceful, deliberate—made my heart pound. She looked so composed down there, so confident. And when she reached for my belt, her hands didn’t hesitate.

The leather slid free with a hiss, and she made quick work of the button and zip, tugging my trousers down to pool around my ankles. Then she paused, just for a beat, her eyes level with the bulge in my briefs. She looked up at me, that same sly smile still tugging at her lips.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled my underwear down, freeing my cock. It bobbed in the cool air, already pulsing, already leaking. Without a word, she leaned forward and took me into her mouth.

The warmth of her lips was instant and shocking. She didn’t tease. No light licking, no breathy build-up. Just her mouth—wet, hot, eager—sliding down my shaft until her nose was buried in my pubic hair.

I gasped. My hand instinctively went to the top of her head, but I didn’t guide her. I didn’t need to. Louise knew exactly what she was doing.

Her tongue worked me expertly, swirling around the head, flicking along the underside, then plunging down again. She sucked with a firm, greedy rhythm, one hand wrapped around the base of my cock, the other braced on my thigh. The kitchen lights glinted off her hair as it spilled over her shoulders, and her lips looked so full wrapped around me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

I looked down, completely captivated. She was staring right back up at me, eyes locked onto mine as she worked my cock with obscene precision. The sight of her like this—still dressed, kneeling on the hard tiles, her mouth dripping wet with spit as she devoured my cock—was almost too much to handle.

“You like watching me, don’t you?” she asked softly, pulling back for a second to speak, her lips brushing my tip as she stroked me.

“Fuck… yes,” I breathed.

She gave a short laugh and flicked her tongue across the head of my cock, collecting the bead of precum. “I bet you’d like to watch me suck another cock.”

My stomach twisted. My cock throbbed in her grip.

“Something bigger,” she went on, her voice still light, almost innocent. “Something thicker. Black, maybe. Something that really stretches my lips.”

I groaned. Her mouth closed around me again, sucking harder now. The wet sounds echoed in the kitchen. She moaned softly as she sucked, as if the idea excited her as much as it terrified me.

“Would you watch me from the chair?” she whispered between strokes. “Or would you kneel right here beside me… while I gag on his cock?”

I could barely breathe. My legs felt unsteady, my hands clenching into fists at my sides. I was close—closer than I wanted to admit.

Her pace quickened, her mouth sliding up and down my shaft, taking me deeper each time. Her hand pumped in time with her lips, squeezing, twisting, stroking.

“And then…” she purred, “you’d watch him bend me over and push that big cock into me, wouldn’t you?”

I whimpered. She sucked harder.

“You’d see my cunt lips stretched wide,” she went on, her voice ragged now. “See how much fatter he is than you. Watch my pussy swallow him.”

I felt it then—rising too fast, unstoppable.

“I’m gonna—” I choked out, trying to warn her.

And then she pulled her mouth away.

The sudden cool air on my wet cock made me flinch. Her hand didn’t stop though. She kept stroking, fast and hard, and her eyes were locked on mine.

“You’re gonna cum thinking about me getting fucked by a bigger cock,” she whispered. “Aren’t you?”

I groaned, already tipping over the edge.

“Say it,” she demanded. “Say it.”

“I want to see you stretched around a fat cock,” I gasped.

That was it.

My orgasm hit like a sledgehammer. I jerked forward with a strangled cry as thick ropes of cum spurted from my cock, splattering across her breasts, her blouse, her collarbone. She kept stroking, milking every drop from me with practiced precision.

When the final twitch faded, she looked down at herself—her cleavage streaked with white, her shirt damp and smeared.

“Well,” she said with a grin. “That’s a mess.”

I tried to catch my breath, still trembling, already sinking into shame. “Sorry—”

She cut me off with a raised finger. “No,” she said. “You’re not sorry.”

Louise stood slowly, wiping a bit of cum from her collarbone with one finger. Then she looked at it, raised an eyebrow, and turned her gaze back to me.

“Since you made it,” she said sweetly, “you can clean it up.”

I blinked, unsure if I’d heard her right.

She stepped closer, pushing her breasts together between her arms. My cum glistened across her chest.

“Go on,” she said, gently taking my head in both hands. “Lick it off.”

I hesitated.

“Be a good little cuck,” she added, her tone mock-gentle, “and man up.”

She brought my mouth to her chest. The scent hit me first—salty, sharp, unmistakable. I let my tongue flick out, tasting the warm slickness across her skin. It was thick, sticky, and bitter. I recoiled instinctively.

Louise laughed softly. “Disgusting, isn’t it?”

I nodded, still licking, each swallow making my throat clench.

“You should find it disgusting,” she murmured, stroking the back of my head. “That’s what makes it hot.”

I shivered against her skin, still lapping at the mess I’d made, trying not to gag, trying to obey.

When I finally looked up, she kissed my forehead and smiled.

“There,” she said. “That’s more like it.”

Then she walked out of the kitchen without another word, leaving me kneeling, flushed, and reeling in the silence.


And Again

Once again, nothing was said about what had happened in the kitchen that night. No mention of Louise on her knees, of the filthy words she’d used, or of me licking my own cum off her tits. It was as if there was an unspoken rule between us now—that whatever happened in those moments of raw, exposed pleasure didn’t belong to the rest of our lives. It wasn’t for casual conversation over coffee or pillow talk after sex. It simply existed, sealed in silence.

We went on with our daily routines—work, errands, evenings curled up on the sofa—like any other ordinary couple. And on the surface, nothing had changed. Louise didn’t mention it, and I didn’t dare. Not because I thought she was ashamed, but because I was. I didn’t know how to bring it up without sounding like I was begging to be humiliated again.

We made love a few times in the weeks that followed. It was warm, familiar, even affectionate—but normal. No dirty talk. No domination. No cum-play. Louise was soft, responsive, occasionally playful, but that sharp edge I’d seen in her—the one that had made her push me to my knees and test the limits of what I could take—was gone again.

And so, I didn’t ask. I didn’t press.

It was as if the incident in the kitchen had never happened.

Except, of course, I remembered every second of it.

A few weeks later, we’d gone out for dinner again—one of our regular evenings in the next town, nothing especially fancy, just a cosy bistro we both liked. The kind of place with candlelit tables, handwritten chalkboard menus, and a soft jazz playlist that faded into the clink of wine glasses and murmured conversation.

Louise had worn one of her tighter black dresses, the kind with a plunging neckline and snug fit that hugged her hips just right. She knew it flattered her, and she knew I knew it too. Her blonde hair was tied up, a few strands loose around her face, and she smelled like the same expensive perfume I’d caught on her neck that morning before she left for work.

We’d just sat down and ordered drinks when I noticed the waitress.

She couldn’t have been older than twenty—brunette, curvy, with a thick hourglass figure and those kinds of tits that seem to defy gravity. Firm, high, absolutely impossible to ignore. She had full lips, dark eyeliner, and tattoos running the length of both arms—bold lines, floral swirls, even what looked like a dagger wrapped in roses. There was a lazy confidence in her walk, the way she smiled, the way her hips swayed when she leaned over the table to pour water. I caught myself staring.

And Louise caught me.

She didn’t say anything at first, just raised her eyebrow with a bemused look, her wine glass paused halfway to her lips.

“Wow,” she said finally, the corner of her mouth twitching. “Should I be worried?”

I blinked, face flushed. “What?”

“Oh come on,” she said, grinning now. “You weren’t even pretending to be subtle.”

I laughed awkwardly. “She’s hard to miss.”

Louise leaned forward, lowering her voice to a playful whisper. “She’s fucking hot, actually. Even I’d look.”

That surprised me. I looked at her, waiting to see if she was joking, but she just smiled wider and took another sip of wine.

The rest of the meal had a strange new energy after that. Louise kept the conversation light—asking about work, telling a story about someone in her office messing up a spreadsheet—but beneath it all was a current I couldn’t ignore. She was watching me more closely. Her eyes lingered when the waitress came back to top up our drinks. She made a comment about the girl’s lipstick shade, then asked me what I thought.

The teasing was light at first, easy to laugh off. But as the evening went on, her tone shifted subtly—becoming more suggestive, more deliberate.

It was when the male waiter brought out our main course that things really changed.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, probably mid-twenties, with dark stubble and sleeves rolled up to show off tanned forearms. Louise smiled at him a little too brightly as he set down her steak. He thanked her when she complimented his service. Then he walked away, and she turned back to me with an expression of mock innocence.

“Do you think he has a big cock?” she asked, casually stabbing a piece of potato with her fork.

I choked on my wine. “What?”

She shrugged. “He’s tall. Confident. Handsome. He’s got something going on.”

I couldn’t believe how calm she was. She didn’t even look up from her plate.

“You were staring at the waitress,” she added with a soft smile. “Fair’s fair.”

“I wasn’t staring,” I muttered.

She grinned. “You were.”

We moved on to dessert—some kind of rich chocolate tart we shared—and the mood between us had shifted completely. She’d rested her heel against my shin beneath the table, slowly dragging her foot along the inside of my leg as we ate. Her voice was quieter now, every word just for me.

“So,” she said, swirling her spoon through the last bite of cream. “Do you think he’d enjoy it?”

I looked at her, heart pounding. “Enjoy what?”

Louise glanced over her shoulder, just for a second, toward the waiter clearing another table. Then she leaned forward.

“Cumming inside me,” she whispered.

The room tilted slightly.

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I just stared at her, stunned by how calmly she’d said it—how she kept eye contact as if nothing unusual had happened at all.

“I mean,” she added, licking a bit of chocolate from the corner of her mouth, “he’s been very attentive. Maybe he’d be just as generous in bed.”

She sat back in her chair, finishing the last sip of wine. Her cheeks were flushed now—not from embarrassment, but from enjoyment. The look in her eyes was pure mischief.

She’d been flirting with him the entire time—soft touches, big smiles, compliments that went just a shade too far—and now I understood why. She’d been setting me up.

My cock was rock hard under the table.

She looked down at the outline in my lap and smiled as if she’d just won a game I didn’t even know we were playing.

I said nothing. What could I say?

Louise picked up her purse, stood smoothly, and leaned over the table to whisper in my ear.

“Let’s go home,” she said. “You can tell me how it made you feel… while you lick my pussy.”

We didn’t say another word about it until we were home, laid in bed after Louise had come out of the bathroom.

“Well… my dear little cuckold.”

Her voice cut through the quiet like a blade wrapped in silk.

I was half-asleep, drifting on the edge of dreams, when she said it. But the word—cuckold—snapped me back to full consciousness like a slap to the face. My eyes flew open. I turned to look at her, unsure if I’d misheard, my heart already thudding in my chest.

Louise was lying beside me in bed, propped up slightly on one elbow, the soft amber light from her bedside lamp casting a glow across her bare shoulders. Her expression was calm—amused, even—as if she hadn’t just detonated a bomb between us.

“You heard me,” she said softly. “Don’t pretend you didn’t.”

I swallowed hard. My cock was already stirring beneath the covers, involuntarily responding to her voice, her confidence, her words.

She reached down casually and ran her fingers across my stomach, her touch featherlight. “So,” she continued, almost conversationally, “now we know you like licking your own cum out of my pussy…”

I froze. My breath caught in my throat.

She looked at me, smile growing wider as she watched the colour drain from my face and flood into my cheeks.

“…how do you think we should move on,” she went on, letting the words hang, “so you can clean up someone else’s?”

I was silent. Stunned. My body tensed beside her, every nerve suddenly alive.

Her fingers crept lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers. My cock twitched against her knuckles, already thickening, pulsing with a confused mixture of arousal and disbelief.

“Pardon?” I managed to say, my voice cracking slightly.

Louise giggled, low and intimate. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against the shell of my ear.

“I said,” she whispered, “I’ve been wondering how we could make my pussy messy enough… for you to clean.”

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes. Her hand, still beneath the covers, gently wrapped around my cock and began to stroke it, slow and purposeful. Her thumb brushed over the sensitive head, already leaking.

“You want that, don’t you?” she murmured. “You want me full. Stretched. Used.”

I could barely breathe. My throat was dry. My hips flexed into her touch.

“I don’t know,” I said weakly.

Louise raised an eyebrow and gave my cock a slow squeeze. “No? That’s not what you were moaning about last time my cunt was dripping with your cum and your tongue was buried inside me?”

I let out a quiet groan, my head pressing back into the pillow.

“That’s what I thought,” she said.

Her hand sped up slightly, her grip tightening just a bit. “You want me to come home from fucking someone else. You want me to sit on your face while it drips out of me and into your mouth. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered, helpless.

She smiled again—smug now, powerful. “Good.”

Then she leaned in close once more, her voice even softer.

“Because I’ve started thinking about it too.”

“What… what do you mean?” I asked, barely able to form the words. My voice was shaky, like my body already knew this was a turning point, something big, something irreversible.

Louise didn’t flinch. She just looked at me with that same calm expression, her fingers still lazily stroking the base of my cock beneath the duvet.

“I mean,” she said softly, “you told me all about your little fetish. And I’ve been doing some reading. Watching things. Online.”

She smiled at my stunned expression, her tone somewhere between amused and wicked.

“I’ve seen videos,” she continued, “of husbands watching their wives get fucked—properly fucked—and then licking up the mess afterwards. And I’ve read a lot of stories too. Some of them were very detailed.”

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed in her hand.

“And I keep coming back to that night in the kitchen,” she said, voice trailing into something quieter. “You said the taste was awful. You almost gagged. But you still licked it off my tits like a good little boy.”

She laughed lightly, shaking her head as if she couldn’t quite believe it herself.

“So now,” she said, brushing her thumb over the slick tip of my cock, “I want to know how you think we should move forward… so I can have someone else make a mess for you to clean up.”

The room seemed to fall silent. Or maybe the silence was inside me—my mind frozen, overloaded by the sheer weight of what she was saying. Her words echoed in my head, bouncing around like bullets.

She was asking how to cuckold me.

She was asking me how to bring another man into our bed. Into her.

I stared at her. My lips parted but no words came out. My heart was thudding in my chest. I could feel every beat in my cock, now fully hard, twitching in her grip. I didn’t even try to hide it.

I was shocked. Embarrassed. Jealous. Excited. So many thoughts firing all at once, I couldn’t separate them. Couldn’t slow them down. The image of her with another man flashed across my mind—his hands on her hips, his cock pushing inside her, her head thrown back in pleasure, moaning louder than she ever did with me.

And then the image of her coming home, still leaking.

And then me, on my knees.

“You really… want to do something like that?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her smile softening. “Yes.”

I blinked. “Are you… are you sure?”

She leaned in, her lips close to my ear, her voice low and certain.

“Oh yes,” Louise said, her voice laced with a confidence that caught me off guard. “I’ve been researching this whole thing properly.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair spilling across the pillow, eyes locked on mine.

“At first, I didn’t get it,” she continued. “I mean, I still don’t understand why it turns you on so much. Why the idea of me getting fucked by another man—after everything we’ve built together—actually makes your cock hard.” She gave it a lazy stroke beneath the covers, emphasizing her point. “But the fact is… it does.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but she kept going, her words picking up a rhythm, her tone growing more deliberate.

“To be honest, at the beginning, I thought it was filthy. Not in a sexy way—just… wrong. I mean, why would any man want to see his wife used like that?” She tilted her head slightly. “Why would any husband want to lick the mess out of his wife’s used cunt?”

I swallowed hard.

“But then I kept thinking about it,” she said softly. “And watching things. Reading stories. Forums. Blogs. I didn’t even know there were entire communities of people who do this. Women talking about how many men they’ve taken. Husbands talking about how it feels to watch. Some of it made me uncomfortable… but some of it…”

She paused and smiled, wicked and slow.

“Some of it made me wet.”

“Really?” I said, stunned.

“Mm-hmm.” She ran her tongue across her bottom lip. “I still don’t fully get it. But now I’m not just curious anymore. I want to try it. I’ve only ever had your cock since we got married—and don’t get me wrong, I love it—but… don’t you ever wonder what something different would feel like?”

I blinked, unsure how to respond.

“I mean,” she went on, “what if I took a cock that was longer? Thicker? One that really stretched my pussy open—so wide that it stayed stretched for hours after?”

Her hand was between my legs now, stroking me with just enough pressure to make me twitch.

“You’ve seen what I look like when I’m full of your cum,” she whispered. “Can you even imagine what it would look like dripping out of me if it came from a man with a bigger load? You’d see it, wouldn’t you? Pooling between my thighs, maybe even running down the inside of my legs… and then I’d sit on your face and let it all melt into your mouth.”

I groaned. My cock pulsed in her hand.

Louise giggled softly, clearly enjoying every second of this.

“God, the things I’ve read…” she murmured, eyes glittering. “One woman said she loved how loose her pussy felt after being pounded by her lover. Her husband said he could taste the difference when he cleaned her up. Can you imagine that? Putting your tongue inside me and knowing it wasn’t just your mess you were tasting?”

My cheeks were burning. I could feel my breath speeding up, my heart pounding in my chest.

“And you know what else?” she whispered, sliding her body closer against mine. “The more I think about it, the more I realise I want to fuck a bigger cock again. Not just because it feels amazing to be stretched out like that … but to see the look on your face when I tell you how different it was.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even move.

“I want to feel my cunt stretched around someone new,” she said softly. “And then come home to you. Show you. Let you lick me clean and know it wasn’t you who did that to me.”

“Wow,” I managed, dazed.

Louise grinned. “That’s all you’ve got?”

My hand, trembling slightly, slid down the curve of her stomach. I reached her mound, warm and covered in soft, trimmed hair, and gently parted her lips with my fingers.

She was soaking wet.

“Looks like you have been thinking about it,” I whispered.

She gave a playful little gasp as I slid a finger inside her.

“More than you know,” she said.

For weeks, Louise hadn’t said a word about it. Not a single mention of that night in bed or the things she’d whispered into my ear. I hadn’t brought it up either—not because I’d forgotten, but because I was afraid of pushing her too far. Afraid of ruining something delicate before it had a chance to take shape.

But now, lying beside me again in the warm silence of our bedroom, she turned to me and started talking—calmly, clearly.

And what she said stunned me.

She was openly discussing the idea of having sex with another man. Not in theory. Not as some wild, unreachable fantasy—but seriously. Thoughtfully. As something she wanted to explore—with me.

I felt dizzy with emotion. It was what I had fantasized about for so long, and yet hearing it come from her lips still sent a shock through me. My innocent, faithful wife was contemplating being unfaithful. Deliberately. And not just that—she wanted to be used and then let me clean up the mess. She was asking for my approval to be a slut—and I was painfully hard just thinking about it.

“But I don’t really see how we could do it,” she said after a pause, her voice thoughtful. “I mean… I’m not sure how we’d work it out.”

“I knew there’d be a ‘but’,” I said, trying to keep my voice light, though my heart was hammering.

“No,” she replied quickly, shaking her head. “It’s not a ‘but,’ exactly. I want to… I’m just not sure how to start. I don’t want to go out and pick up some stranger in a bar.”

She turned to face me fully, her brow slightly furrowed.

“You never know what you’re getting that way. Could be dangerous, or awkward. Or…” She hesitated, then grinned faintly. “Or he might have a small cock.”

That made me laugh—partly from surprise, partly from how blunt she was being. “Fair enough,” I said.

“I’m serious,” she went on, smiling now. “If I’m going to go through with something like this—if I’m going to let a man stretch my pussy open while you watch—then I want it to be worth it. I don’t want to get all dressed up and take that risk just to end up with some guy who’s polite and eager but only five inches hard.”

She gave me a look that was both playful and utterly sincere. “If we’re doing this… I want to feel something different. I want it to be intense. I want to remember it.”

“I get that,” I said, my voice quiet.

“And honestly,” she added, brushing her fingers across my thigh, “I don’t want to be with someone I can’t trust, either. If I’m going to let a man fuck me… and then come home to you full of his cum, I want to know he’ll respect the boundaries we set. That he understands it’s just sex. That you matter more.”

I nodded. “I don’t want you with strangers either,” I said. “It wouldn’t be safe. Or sensible.”

“So…” she said slowly, tracing circles on my skin, “if we could find someone we both felt okay about… someone we knew, or at least vetted somehow… someone with the right attitude and the right equipment…”

She gave me a raised eyebrow, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“…then it would be okay for me to have sex with him?” she asked. “As long as you know about it?”

“Yes,” I said, without hesitation. “I’ve thought about this for so long. And yes—it would be okay. I know it would just be about the sex. You love me, and you’d always come back to me afterwards. That’s what matters.”

I paused, then added, “I think I’d feel awful if you were sneaking around behind my back, doing it in secret. But if we’re honest—if I know what’s happening, if I’m part of it—it’s different. That makes it ours. And yes… that would be more than okay.”

Louise smiled, slowly, and leaned in to kiss me.

“So,” Louise said, her tone light but loaded with meaning, “you want me to mess around… as long as you know about it? As long as you’re involved?”

Her fingers, already curled around my shaft beneath the covers, gave a slow, deliberate stroke. My cock jumped at the touch.

I swallowed, my voice thick with arousal. “I suppose that’s it, yeah. I want you to ‘mess around,’ if that’s what you want to call it—but only if I’m not left out.”

She raised an eyebrow, her grip tightening slightly as her hand moved again—slow, rhythmic, maddening.

“I want to see what happens to you,” I continued. “Or at least what’s left behind. I want to see your pussy used. Messy. Dirty. I want to know another man made you cum—and then left his cum inside you for me to clean.”

Louise laughed quietly, a sultry, knowing sound. Her hand didn’t stop, her fingers gliding slickly up and down the length of me.

“You really are a dirty little cuckold, aren’t you?” she said, biting her lower lip. “But you’re my cuckold.”

The word hit me like a jolt. Possessive. Intimate. Twistedly tender.

“You’d really do that?” I asked, barely able to think straight with the way she was touching me. “For me?”

She smiled, soft and teasing, her thumb brushing across the sensitive head of my cock.

“If it made you happy—and we were both okay with the boundaries? Yeah,” she said. “It sounds like it could be a lot of fun.”

Then she shifted up slightly, straddling my thigh, her warm, wet pussy pressing against my skin as she leaned over me. Her hand stayed wrapped around my cock, still moving, still toying.

“How involved,” she murmured, lips just above mine, “do you want to be?”

She stroked again—long, slow, and just firm enough to make me gasp.

“Do you want to watch?” she whispered. “Just lick me clean? Or maybe… help me get ready for him?”

Another stroke. A slight twist of her wrist.

Her grin widened, wicked and gleaming, her breath hot on my mouth.

“Because if we’re doing this, baby… I want to do it right.”

I thought about Louise’s question, her fingers still slowly stroking my cock under the sheets, each movement deliberate, drawing me closer to the edge.

“I hadn’t really thought about the details,” I admitted, my voice low, almost shaky. “But yeah… the thought of you coming back to me used—that’s what really does it. Knowing your pussy’s dripping wet and messy from someone else… that’s what turns me on. I don’t know why. It just does. The feelings have been getting stronger over the last few years. I don’t think I’m ready to watch it happen yet. I could cope with knowing. But I don’t think I want to see it. I just want you… after. When he’s finished with you.”

Her hand kept moving, maddeningly slow, fingers expertly teasing the ridge beneath the head, making my hips twitch.

“That’s okay,” Louise said softly. “I don’t think most men would be comfortable with that anyway. But if I came home full of cum and just sat on your face… you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Her voice was light, casual, but each word cut straight through me.

I groaned, barely nodding, trying not to thrust up into her hand.

“Oh, you would love that,” she said, almost to herself, as if savoring the idea. “Imagine me, dripping… my pussy lips stretched wide from another man’s cock. You wouldn’t even ask questions, would you? You’d just open your mouth and start licking, wouldn’t you?”

Her hand quickened for just a moment, just enough to send panic rushing through me—I was so close—and then… she stopped.

Completely.

The sudden absence of her touch was like a slap, jarring and brutal. My body was shaking, every muscle tight, cock pulsing and twitching with denied release.

Then she leaned in, kissed my cheek sweetly, like nothing at all had just happened.

“Goodnight, baby,” she whispered, and turned over, settling into the pillow with a gentle sigh.

I lay there frozen, rock hard and aching, my cock pressed against the sheets, throbbing with a need that bordered on pain. My mind was spinning, flooded with the image of Louise lowering her messy pussy onto my face, warm cum dripping out of her while I obediently licked her clean.

I didn’t sleep for a long time.


Don't Speak

Over the next few weeks, we didn’t talk about that night often—but when we did, it was electric. Louise seemed to have tapped into something inside me, something dark and buried, and she was starting to enjoy playing with it.

Sometimes it was subtle. A lingering glance over dinner. A smirk when she noticed me staring at her legs. But the real torment came when I was at work, caught up in the ordinary grind of meetings, emails, and spreadsheets—and my phone would buzz.

Louise:
“Thinking about you licking my used pussy again.”

No context. No warning. Just that. I’d be sitting at my desk, heart suddenly pounding, adjusting my trousers under the desk like a schoolboy.

A few days later:

Louise:
“Bet you wish I was sitting on your face right now. Still full of cum. You’d lap it up, wouldn’t you?”

I stared at the screen, cock hard instantly. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Another time, out of nowhere, while I was in a meeting:

Louise:
“My little cuckold. Wonder if you’d still lick me clean if the guy was huge.”

I had to excuse myself and go to the bathroom just to catch my breath. My hand trembled as I read it again, the words almost burning into the screen.

And then one afternoon, just after lunch:

Louise:
“My cunt’s aching today. Imagine if someone stretched it wide before dinner… would you want dessert straight from between my legs?”

She never followed them up. No emoji. No flirty “lol.” Just raw, dirty provocation—like she wanted to see how far she could take me, how hard I’d get from just a sentence or two.

She had never spoken like this before. Not during college. Not when we were first dating. Not even in bed. But now, day by day, her messages were turning bolder, filthier—and the effect on me was overwhelming.

I was completely at her mercy. And she knew it.

A little after lunch, just as I was dragging myself through a spreadsheet at work, my phone buzzed. I glanced down, expecting another pointless group chat update—but it was from Louise.

"Problem sorted for cuckold – talk later tonight xx."

That was it. Ten casual words and a pair of kisses. No emojis. No context. No clue what exactly she meant. But I stared at that message like it was a ticking bomb of arousal. My heart was thumping. I read it again. Problem sorted for cuckold. What the hell did that mean?

For the rest of the afternoon I was useless. I couldn’t concentrate. I kept unlocking my phone, rereading the message, wondering what “problem” she had solved. Was she joking? Was it just teasing? Or had something actually happened?

By the time I got home, I was already half-crazy with anticipation. Louise wasn’t back yet, so I kept pacing around the kitchen, checking the clock, and imagining all sorts of wild possibilities. Eventually, to calm myself, I poured her a glass of her favourite white—not Pinot Grigio, but the good Sauvignon Blanc she kept at the back of the fridge for when she'd had a rough week. Chilled perfectly. She always noticed when I did little things like that. I sat it on the table and waited, trying not to look too eager.

When I finally heard her keys in the door, my stomach twisted with nerves and excitement.

She walked in wearing a fitted navy dress, her heels clicking lightly on the hallway tiles. Her hair was tied up loosely, and her skin had that faint end-of-day glow, like she’d been busy and just a little flustered. She looked hot. Effortlessly so.

She kicked her heels off and padded into the kitchen, giving me a brief but warm smile. Then her eyes caught the wine.

"Someone’s trying to butter me up," she said, taking the glass and sipping it slowly. "Thanks, babe."

I gave her a smile, not trusting myself to say much yet.

She sat down at the kitchen table and leaned back in her chair, cradling the glass. She took another sip and closed her eyes, visibly relaxing.

Then she opened one eye and looked at me.

"I suppose my little cuckold wants to know about the text I sent him then?"

Her voice was playful but calm. Confident. The way she said “my little cuckold” made my cock twitch.

"Please," I said quietly.

She smirked and crossed her legs, deliberately slow. "Well," she began, drawing out the word, "I have some good news for you."

"Go on," I replied, trying to stay casual but feeling my whole body tense.

She took another sip, then set the glass down, locking eyes with me.

"You know I have that monthly regional meeting with the southern sector sales managers?"

I nodded.

"Well, there’s one guy there. One of the area managers. Every time, without fail, he stares at my tits. I mean, stares. No shame about it either. And he always tries to flirt—makes dumb jokes, compliments my perfume, tells me I’m wasted in sales and should be modelling, that sort of thing. I’ve always just ignored it. Rolled my eyes. Smiled politely and moved on."

I swallowed hard, not trusting myself to speak. My heart was beating faster now.

"But…" she continued, trailing her finger around the rim of her glass, "after our recent conversations… I started to think about him a little differently."

She looked at me, gauging my reaction.

"Go on," I said again, quieter now.

"I mean, I know he finds me attractive. That’s obvious. And I always assumed he was just a bit of a creep. But last meeting… I looked at him properly. And I realised…" She paused and tilted her head. "He's actually pretty fit. Broad shoulders. Confident. And he’s not married. He wears tailored suits and really good shoes—like expensive ones. You can tell a lot from a man’s shoes."

I nodded slowly, my mouth dry.

She smiled, then leaned forward, resting her elbow on the table and her chin in her hand. "So when he made a comment about my heels—‘dangerous shoes on a dangerous woman,’ or something equally cheesy—I didn’t just laugh it off this time. I looked him in the eye and smiled. A real smile. And when I stood up to leave, I made sure to bend down just a little too far while picking up my notes. I let him have a proper look down my top."

I swallowed again.

"Okay," I said as Louise paused, clearly waiting to gauge my reaction. She had that glint in her eye, like she was toying with me—testing how far she could go. Realizing she had my full attention, she carried on.

"His name’s Ben," she said casually, sipping her wine again. "He’s probably around thirty. Tall. Confident. Definitely handsome in that cocky, well-dressed sort of way. He’s been coming to these monthly meetings for nearly a year now, and every single time he finds some excuse to talk to me. Usually about my blouse. Or my perfume. But really, he’s just trying to stare down my top without being too obvious about it."

I raised my eyebrows, feeling my chest tighten with a mix of jealousy and arousal.

"And it’s always with this playful smile—like he knows exactly what he’s doing. He throws in the odd innuendo, makes cheeky comments. Honestly, it used to annoy me. But now..." she paused and looked at me, her lips curving into a slow smile, "now I kind of enjoy it."

"Sounds interesting," I said carefully, trying to keep my voice steady.

She shrugged, eyes twinkling. "Well, after the meeting today, everyone was packing up and leaving, and I just… I don’t know. I felt bold. I asked him to hang back for a minute."

I sat up straighter. My heart thudded.

"And?" I prompted.

Louise tilted her head and smiled almost innocently. "And I told him… well, I told him that my husband’s away for the week." She paused for effect, her tone still light. "And when he’s away, let’s just say… my needs don’t always get met."

My cock throbbed instantly. She knew what she was doing. Her voice was playful, offhand—but her eyes were locked on mine.

I swallowed hard.

She leaned back, brushing her hair behind her ear, then continued. "So I said, if he was up for it, maybe he and I could have a little… after-hours meeting. Just the two of us. A drink. Somewhere private."

I could barely breathe.

"And then I looked him straight in the eye and said, 'Because if I’m honest, I’m a horny little slut when my husband’s not around.'"

She burst out laughing at the look on my face. I was stunned. Speechless. My wife—the same woman who used to blush if I so much as said the word “cock” around her—was now casually describing herself that way, with zero shame and clear enjoyment.

"Oh my God," I said finally. "What did he say?"

Louise grinned, swirling the last of her wine. "He said he loved the idea of a horny slut. Especially one with big tits." She glanced down at her chest and smiled knowingly. "Then he leaned in, said he’d be counting the days till next month… and winked at me."

I sat there in stunned silence, my heart pounding and my cock straining against my trousers. Louise just sat back, looking utterly relaxed, like this was the most normal dinner conversation in the world.

She stretched slightly, her voice softening. "So… you still want a messy pussy to clean up, babe? Because I think I just found the man who’s going to give it to me."

"Yes, my love," I answered without hesitation. I didn’t need to think. This was exactly what I had fantasized about for so long—Louise not only giving herself to another man, but doing it with my full knowledge and consent. The thought alone made my pulse race and my cock throb in my trousers.

"Good then," she replied breezily, almost as if we were finalizing dinner plans. "That’s sorted."

She took another slow sip of her wine, then looked over the rim of the glass at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. "The next meeting is on the morning of the 15th next month. Can I leave it to you to make the arrangements?" She paused, her tone turning playful. "We’ll need somewhere to go after… you know, so perhaps you’d like to book a nice hotel room. Something comfortable. And maybe," she added with a deliberate smile, "you’ll want to get a room next door. Just so you can be… close."

My stomach flipped. Her words were so calm, so casual—and yet I knew exactly what she meant. Not only was my wife going to let another man fuck her, she was asking me to help make it happen. To facilitate it. To watch it unfold in real time, from the other side of a wall.

"Okay. Leave all that to me," I said quietly.

And as I spoke the words, I realized the full weight of what I had just agreed to. I wasn’t just permitting it. I wasn’t even just encouraging it. I was going to organise the entire encounter—book the room, plan the logistics, maybe even drive her there. My wife was going to be unfaithful—with my full blessing—and I was going to hand her over.


A Plan Emerges

During the following week, I threw myself into the arrangements with a strange mix of nerves and excitement, as if I were planning a surprise for someone I loved—only this time, it wasn’t for me to enjoy directly. It was for her. For them.

I began with the hotel. After some research, I settled on the Claremont—a discreet, well-kept place on the outskirts of town. When I called, I was careful, deliberate in my wording. I told the receptionist we were family—my sister-in-law and her husband were coming down for a family gathering, and I needed two rooms next to each other for the afternoon. The woman on the other end of the phone sounded friendly, even joking that it sounded like a cozy reunion. I laughed along with her, my heart pounding as I confirmed rooms 24 and 25. She noted I’d be checking in at lunchtime.

I booked the afternoon off from work using the same story—a vague family obligation that wouldn’t raise eyebrows. But behind the polite lie, the truth burned: my wife was going to fuck another man tomorrow, and I was not only letting it happen—I was making it happen.

That Saturday, I wandered the high street, trying to keep calm as I browsed a boutique lingerie shop we’d once passed together. My fingers trembled slightly as I sifted through lace and satin. Eventually, I chose a delicate black set: a barely-there thong and a sheer bra with scalloped trim that I knew would frame her breasts perfectly. The material was soft, almost translucent, and it felt strange holding it—like I was cradling the catalyst for something irreversible.

On the evening of the 14th—just one night before her meeting—I handed her the wrapped package with a dry mouth and a pounding chest. She opened it with a little smile, not surprised, but clearly pleased. She held the lingerie up by the straps, letting it catch the bedroom light, and gave me a look that made my cock throb—one part grateful, two parts teasing, all control.

“You remembered my size,” she said, eyes dancing. “Good boy.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Room 24. Claremont Hotel. It’s yours from 1 p.m. They’ll be expecting you.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And you?”

“Room 25,” I said quietly. “Next door. The door will be unlocked. For whenever you’re ready to come back.”

There was a silence that hung between us after that—thick with tension and anticipation. Louise folded the lingerie neatly and set it beside her. Then, without saying a word, she leaned over and kissed me. Not a soft kiss, not a reassuring one. It was slow and deep and loaded with meaning. When she pulled away, she didn’t say anything else. She just got up and went to shower.

I was left sitting on the edge of the bed, already hard, already imagining what the next 24 hours would bring—and wondering how I would cope.

The bathroom door opened with a rush of steam, Louise stepping out with her long brunette hair still damp, skin flushed from the heat of the shower. She walked across the room without a word, the soft sway of her hips hypnotic, her towel clutched casually in one hand. Without looking at me, she knelt on the bed on all fours, her bare ass high in the air, her back arched just enough to part her cheeks and give me an unmissable view of her freshly showered pussy, still glistening with moisture.

I didn’t even think. I was already rock hard, and the sight of her like that—open, exposed, deliberately tempting me—sent something primal surging through me. I climbed behind her, grabbing her hips like handles and slamming into her with a roughness that startled even me. She gasped as my cock drove deep inside her in one smooth, animalistic thrust. No teasing. No tenderness. Just raw, urgent fucking.

I gripped her hips tightly, my cock slamming in and out of her slick, hot cunt as the bed creaked beneath us. My balls slapped against her, the sound wet and loud, and I was panting through clenched teeth, barely holding it together.

Then, without turning her head, Louise looked back over her shoulder at me with a cool, almost amused smile.

“I think he’s got a really big cock,” she said, her voice calm and deliberate, like she was commenting on the weather. “One of the girls in marketing said she saw a picture of it... and it was huge. He’s going to stretch me out so good, babe.”

That was it.

The image hit me like lightning. Her pussy stretching around another man’s cock—thicker, longer, making her moan in a way I never had. My whole body tensed as I tried to hold back, tried to stay inside her, but it was no use. I grunted something incoherent, pulled her hips back one more time—and exploded.

I came hard, the orgasm ripping through me with a kind of angry desperation, my cock jerking inside her as I pumped a thick, heavy load deep into her cunt. My legs trembled. My chest heaved. And she didn’t move. She didn’t say a word. She just smiled, held her position as I emptied myself inside her, then let me fall back on the bed behind her, panting, dazed.

Louise turned slowly, laying on her back without bothering to clean herself, her legs falling open naturally, deliberately.

She looked at me with that same knowing smile.

I didn’t need to be told.

I moved between her legs, kissing the inside of her thigh, the familiar scent of her post-shower skin now overlaid with something unmistakable—me. My cum. Still warm, already mixing with the slickness of her arousal. The taste hit me instantly as my tongue slid along the lips of her pussy. It was bitter and thick, a mess of salt and sweetness that made my face tighten instinctively.

I didn’t stop.

I already knew how vile it would be. There was no shock this time, no hesitation. I just pressed my face deeper, licking up my own cum from her used cunt, driven by something I still didn’t fully understand. Shame, guilt, humiliation… love.

Her hand slid into my hair, fingers tightening as I licked.

“Mmm, good boy,” she whispered. “That’s it. Clean me up.”

My tongue circled her swollen clit, tasting everything. The sourness coated my mouth, but I pushed through it, licking deeper, working her open with my tongue.

“You like licking your own cum, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice low and breathy. “I can feel how much you want this… even if it’s disgusting.”

I groaned softly against her, licking harder, flicking her clit now as her hips began to lift from the bed.

“Oh fuck… just imagine when it’s not yours,” she went on. “Imagine when it’s Ben’s cum… imagine how much there’ll be… how deep he’ll cum in me…”

I moaned into her cunt, my cock twitching uselessly against the mattress.

She laughed, just a little.

“He’s gonna fill me up, babe. Fill me right to the brim… and then I’m gonna come home to you, and sit on your face just like this.”

Her legs tightened around my ears.

“God, I can’t wait to feel his cock inside me…”

That did it. Her body jerked suddenly, thighs trembling, and she cried out as the orgasm rolled through her. I kept licking, kept tasting, her pussy throbbing around my tongue as she ground against me, moaning his name under her breath. Not loudly. Just enough for me to hear it. Enough to make it real.

I didn’t stop until her legs fell open again, her hand loosening in my hair. I was soaked—face, chin, mouth—and everything tasted like her, like me, like something filthy and forbidden.

And I’d never been more turned on.

When we woke the next morning, it felt as if we were suspended in something fragile—an unspoken understanding, heavy with anticipation. We didn’t say much. The weight of what was going to happen that afternoon hovered between us, too delicate to put into words, too dangerous to say aloud.

I stayed in bed, watching as Louise slipped out from under the covers. She said nothing, didn’t even glance back at me as she padded into the en-suite. But I noticed the difference immediately. She spent much longer than usual in the shower. I could hear the water running as I lay there, my thoughts spiraling—replaying her voice from the night before, the way she’d smiled at me as she talked about Ben, the way she’d told me to book the hotel, the way she’d whispered that she couldn’t wait to feel him inside her.

When she finally stepped out of the bathroom, the transformation was breathtaking.

Louise looked… perfect.

Her white blouse was crisp and immaculately pressed, but I couldn’t stop staring at how it hugged her body, how the fabric clung to the swell of her breasts. Even her bra—supportive and white—seemed to emphasize the volume of her chest rather than hide it. She had tucked the blouse into a short charcoal skirt that hit just above the knee, the kind of skirt that invited the imagination to wander. Her legs were bare and smooth, and I couldn’t help but think how she’d look later—skirt around her waist, legs spread, blouse unbuttoned and sticking to her sweaty skin.

Her makeup was flawless. Soft pink lips, subtle smoky eyes, lashes long and thick. Her hair was styled into gentle waves, neat but not overly done, falling over her shoulders with a natural grace. She looked like someone about to give an important presentation. But I knew better. I knew what that look was for. I knew who it was for.

She lingered briefly in the kitchen, pretending to check her bag, then walked toward me as I stood by the door.

“See you later, dear,” she said softly, leaning in to kiss my cheek. Her lips brushed against my skin with deliberate lightness, but her eyes… her eyes lingered. And in that gaze, there was fire. Teasing. Power. A knowing smile curved her lips as she turned and walked away, hips swaying just a little more than usual.

I stood frozen in the hallway, my cock hard, my thoughts tangled between dread and desire.

I left for work not long after her, but the morning felt endless. My focus was gone. Every time I looked at the clock, barely any time had passed. I tried to answer emails, skim reports, but all I could think about was Louise. Her legs. Her blouse. The thought of her sitting in that meeting, breasts rising with every breath, that short skirt tugged tight across her thighs… and Ben, staring at her the way she described, eyes full of hunger.

I couldn’t help imagining it. Him leaning closer during the meeting, making some stupid joke just to get her to laugh, his gaze dropping to her chest. I imagined her smiling back, playing her part, legs crossed just so, knowing she was going to fuck him later, knowing her husband—me—was counting the minutes until she was full of another man’s cum.

By the time noon came, I could barely sit still. My hands were trembling as I gathered my things and muttered something vague about a family emergency. I didn’t even care if it made sense. I just had to leave. Had to be close.

As I got into my car, heart pounding, I kept replaying the night before—Louise on all fours, moaning about Ben’s big cock, and me licking her until she screamed, filled with my own cum, already preparing to be filled again.

Now it was real. And the hours ahead would change everything.


Fantasy to Reality

I checked into the Claremont just after 6 p.m., heart racing as I gave the receptionist my name. She handed over the key card to room 25 with a polite smile, entirely unaware of the real reason I was there. I rode the lift up to the second floor in silence, my stomach tight with anticipation and nerves. The hallway was quiet. The carpet muted my steps as I found my room, slid the card in, and entered.

The room was clean, cool, and impersonal. Just what I needed. I set my bag down on the chair by the window and opened a beer from the minibar. Then I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to calm myself. My phone was already in my hand, even though I knew it was too soon.

A knock at the door.

When I opened it, there she was—Louise. Her blonde hair was softly curled, her makeup subtle but perfect. She wore the black lingerie I’d given her under a fitted white blouse and a smart, short skirt. She looked like every man’s fantasy of the sexy sales manager—and she knew it. Her smile was calm but radiant, her confidence almost disarming.

She stepped inside and gave me a quick kiss, brief but lingering. Her perfume enveloped me—familiar, sweet, comforting, and suddenly foreign. She turned back toward the door.

Then she paused.

“Oh,” she said, her voice suddenly playful.

She turned around, walked back toward me, and without hesitation, undid my belt. My cock was already stirring beneath the fabric. She unzipped my trousers, reached in, and pulled it free—still soft, but twitching. She knelt slightly, brought her face close, and gave it a single, deliberate kiss on the tip.

“Don’t cum before I get back,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. Then she stood, turned, and walked out.

The door clicked shut.

I stood there, trousers undone, cock exposed, heart pounding. I moved back to the bed and sat down, stunned. That kiss still burned on my skin.

Moments later, I heard another door open down the hall. Hers—room 24. She was checking in now.

I grabbed another beer from the fridge and sank back onto the bed, this time completely removing my trousers. My cock pressed hard against my boxers now. The clock ticked slowly past 6:30.

At 7:11 p.m., my phone buzzed.

All unpacked. Meeting him in the bar downstairs now. Xx

I stared at the message for a long moment. She was sitting with Ben now—smiling at him, sipping wine, laughing. The image burned in my mind.

Time dragged.

I paced the room. I tried to distract myself—TV, emails, anything—but failed.

At 8:03, another message.

Dinner going well. He's funny. And tall. 😉

I read it again. “Tall.” My cock throbbed. I reached down to adjust myself, and my hand came away damp with precum.

I didn’t reply. I couldn’t.

Just before 9:00, another one came through.

Now back in the bar. He put his hand on my thigh under the table. Felt good.

I could hardly breathe. I imagined it: her warm skin under his palm, her legs opening just a little. Was she wet already? Was she thinking about what she’d told me last night—about how long it had been since she’d felt a cock besides mine?

Then silence.

Ten minutes passed. Then twenty.

I checked my phone again, then again. Nothing. I stared at the screen, heart pounding. Then—finally—at 10:12 p.m., a message appeared.

The marketing girl was right.

My stomach dropped. That was all she wrote.

No explanation. Just that.

And I knew what it meant.

She’d told me what the girl in marketing had said—how she’d seen a photo of Ben’s cock, and how huge it was. And now Louise had seen it for herself. Touched it. Maybe more.

I stared at the screen, my breathing shallow.

Then—click.

The soft sound of a door latch down the hall.

Room 24.

She was back.

She had brought him to her room.

And now she was in there—with him.

I lay back on the bed in just my boxers, cock straining against the soaked fabric, eyes locked on the ceiling. The quiet was unbearable. I strained to hear something—anything—but the walls were thick, and the room too well-insulated. Nothing but silence.

Silence, and my imagination.

She was in the room next door, wearing the lingerie I bought her, letting Ben undress her. I pictured her lying on her back, skirt up, panties pulled aside, as he slid that thick cock into her. Her gasp. His groan. Her legs wrapped around him.

And I was here. Alone. Waiting.

My cock twitched and leaked, the ache in my balls deep and urgent. I closed my eyes and pictured Louise whispering in his ear, laughing, moaning, begging for more.

And I kept waiting.

I lay on the hotel bed in silence, the room lit only by a soft lamp on the nightstand. My phone sat untouched beside me. There was nothing more to say now. The last message from Louise—“The marketing girl was right”—still glowed on the screen, sent at 10:12 p.m., and I hadn’t dared to reply.

My cock throbbed inside my boxers, a dull ache that had become almost unbearable. I hadn’t touched myself. Not once. I was too afraid that if I started, I wouldn’t be able to stop. And I needed to wait. I had to wait.

The minutes dragged.

I stared at the wall, the headboard, the ceiling fan spinning slowly above me. My ears strained for every sound, every creak of the old building, every muffled voice from the hallway.

From next door—her room—I thought I heard footsteps earlier. Then silence. Then laughter. Muffled. Then a door closing. And now… nothing.

I stood and paced. Tried to sit. Stood again. The beer I’d been nursing had gone warm. I opened another, just for something to do, and took a swig.

At some point—maybe 10:27—I froze.

Was that… a scream?

No. Not quite. A muffled sound. A high-pitched, distant sort of noise. My heart pounded harder. It could have been a laugh. Or a moan. Or even a door slamming in a far corridor. I wasn’t sure.

But once I heard it, I couldn’t un-hear it. I stared at the wall between our rooms like I could see through it. My imagination filled in the blanks. I saw Louise on her back, legs spread, mouth open in a cry of surprise or pleasure—her body arching as Ben’s cock stretched her wider than mine ever could. The image was brutal, beautiful, overwhelming.

And it hurt.

And it turned me on.

I lay back on the bed and pressed the heel of my hand against the aching bulge in my boxers. I moaned softly, trying to breathe through the pressure.

More time passed. I lost track.

I heard the elevator ding down the hallway. Voices. Then silence again.

I stared at the door.

Please come back.

My chest was tight with anticipation, but my hands were cold. The wait was exquisite torture—an ache not just in my cock but in my stomach, my heart, my soul. She was his now. For tonight, she had chosen him. And I had agreed to it. I had wanted it. But nothing had prepared me for this.

Then, finally… a sound.

A door.

Her door.

I heard the click of it closing. Quiet voices—low and hard to make out. One male. One female. Then silence.

And then… my door.

The handle turned slowly, and the door creaked open.


Stepping In

Louise stepped inside.

She didn’t say a word. She closed the door gently behind her, locked it, and turned the latch. The room was quiet enough that I could hear the snick of the deadbolt.

She walked to the dressing table and placed her keys and bag down, deliberate and unhurried. Then she turned and looked at me.

She didn’t need to say a thing.

Her hair was slightly tousled. Her lipstick faded. Her blouse was wrinkled, and I noticed that one button—third from the top—was missing entirely. She smelled faintly of alcohol… and something else. Her skin glowed with a flushed warmth. Her legs were bare. I realised her skirt had ridden up slightly, and her panties—if she’d even worn any—were nowhere to be seen.

She stood at the foot of the bed, silently looking down at me.

And I couldn’t move.

“Hello, my love. Your naughty, naughty wife is back,” Louise said with a wicked smile, her voice low and teasing as she stepped fully into the room and gently closed the door behind her.

I sat upright, breath held, staring at her. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, but there was something else there too—something deeper. Satisfaction. Confidence. Raw sensuality.

She looked incredible. Her blonde hair was tousled now, no longer perfectly styled like it had been when she left that morning, but messier, freer—sexy in a way that felt almost primal. Her cheeks were flushed, glowing, her lips slightly parted and still glistening. I could see she wasn’t wearing her bra anymore. Her white blouse clung thinly to her skin, and I could clearly see the dark circles of her areolae through the fabric, and the stiff, swollen peaks of her nipples pushing insistently through.

Without a word, she reached for the buttons down the front of her blouse and began to undo them, one by one, with deliberate slowness. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, gauging every breath I took, every flicker of emotion across my face. As the last button popped free, she let the blouse fall from her shoulders, exposing her heavy, hanging breasts in full.

They bounced slightly as she moved, full and flushed, the nipples so hard they seemed almost painful. Her body shimmered with a thin sheen of sweat, and I could already smell a faint but unmistakable scent—something musky, warm, and masculine beneath her usual perfume.

She reached down and slipped off her heels with practiced ease, then turned slightly and slid her fingers to the side of her skirt, finding the hidden zipper. With a quick pull, the skirt slithered to the floor and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it gracefully, leaving her in just her blouse draped from her arms—and nothing else.

No bra. No panties. Just naked, tanned, curvy skin and a glistening, slightly reddened pussy between her thighs.

My heart was pounding in my chest.

She crawled onto the bed with fluid ease, her bare skin brushing against mine as she climbed up beside me. Her breasts hung low, swaying gently as she settled next to me, a wicked smirk playing on her lips.

“I’ve been a very naughty girl, Alan,” she whispered, her breath warm against my cheek. “Do you want to know what I’ve been doing for you?”

I nodded dumbly, my throat too dry to speak, my cock painfully hard, straining through the thin fabric of my boxer shorts. My entire body was tense with anticipation.

‘Oh yes,’ I said, barely able to get the words out. My throat was dry, my lips almost too tight to part. It came out as more of a whisper than anything else.

Louise leaned in and kissed me gently. I caught the faint trace of her perfume still clinging to her skin—the same scent she had dabbed on the nape of her neck that morning before work, now mingled with something darker, something raw.

‘Tell me what he did to you,’ I said, my voice cracking with need, almost begging her now.

She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and something deeper—power, maybe, or satisfaction. ‘Do you really want to know, Alan?’

‘Oh yes,’ I said again, my voice trembling. ‘Please tell me.’

‘Well,’ Louise began, her voice low and teasing, ‘we had dinner, and he kept stroking my leg under the table. Nothing too obvious, but definitely deliberate. Every now and then his fingers would inch higher, like he wanted to see how far I’d let him go.’

I swallowed hard, my eyes locked on hers.

‘Then we had a quick drink in the bar. He got bolder. Much bolder. He had his hand on my tits while we sat there—just openly cupping me through my blouse like he didn’t care who saw. And then…’ she trailed off for a second, a little smirk on her lips, ‘when he tried to slide his fingers under my skirt, I told him we should go up to the room.’

She gave me a slow, knowing look, as if watching the tension build inside me was its own kind of thrill.

‘It was a little awkward at first, I won’t lie,’ she continued, her voice softening. ‘But we undressed and got onto the bed. He was gentle at first… we kissed, touched… just exploring each other. Then I slipped down between his legs…’ She paused for effect, letting the silence hang in the air before delivering the next line with a wicked grin. ‘And I started to suck his cock.’

'What was his cock like?' I had to ask, my voice almost catching in my throat.

Louise didn’t answer right away. She lay beside me, hair tousled, cheeks flushed, her bare breasts rising and falling with each slow breath. Then, with a wicked little grin, she turned toward me and propped herself up on one elbow.

‘He had a nice cock,’ she said slowly, deliberately. ‘Circumcised, thank god… and thick. Thicker than you. Not just a little thicker either—like…’ She paused and held her thumb and fingers in a circle, then widened them, showing me exactly what she meant. ‘Probably like this,’ she said, raising an eyebrow. ‘And a bit longer too. It felt heavy in my mouth. Just full… like it stretched my lips a little too much. I could feel the veins against my tongue. And… god…’ she gave a dreamy little laugh, ‘it tasted good.’

I felt my cock twitch at her words, throbbing against the tightness of my underwear.

Here I was, lying on a hotel bed with my near-naked wife, her nipples stiff, her body still carrying the glow of sex, looking straight into my eyes and describing in explicit, almost reverent detail the size and feel of another man’s cock—one that had just been inside her minutes earlier. If you had told me a few months ago that this would be happening, I would have laughed in your face. But now… now I could barely breathe, aroused beyond reason.

"Carry on, please," I said, my voice hoarse, dry with tension.

Louise’s eyes sparkled, her tone playful but unmistakably aroused. "Well, I sucked him for a bit, got him really hard… he was moaning, his hands in my hair, saying how hot I looked in the lingerie you bought me."

I swallowed, my heart pounding.

"Then he flipped me over," she continued, her voice soft and deliberate, "and spent ages between my legs. Licking me. My pussy… and my asshole."

I blinked. I hadn’t expected that.

Louise noticed the change in my expression and gave a teasing smile. "What? Surprised?"

I nodded slowly, stunned. We had never really talked about that before. I had never gone down on her like that. The idea of another man doing it—especially Ben—caught me off guard. But as much as it shocked me, I couldn’t ignore how hard I was now, how aroused it made me to hear her say it.

"He said I had a lovely hairy, wet pussy," she went on, her voice husky with memory. "Kept telling me how good I tasted. He fingered me at the same time… made me cum hard, babe. Really hard."

My cock was throbbing. My stomach felt tight with tension, confusion, and raw, unexpected arousal. The image of Ben—his face buried between Louise’s thighs, his tongue lapping at her while she moaned and came—burned into my mind. It felt like a betrayal and a fantasy all at once, and I didn’t know which emotion was winning.

Louise smiled as she lay next to me, her blouse open and clinging loosely to her sides, the scent of sex and perfume still radiating from her skin. Her hair was tousled, and a faint blush still colored her cheeks. Her eyes sparkled as she studied my face, watching my reaction to every word.

"After he went down on me," she began, her voice low and intimate, "I was already soaked. Honestly, I was shocked by how good he was with his mouth. I mean, you’ve always been great, but this was… different. It was like he was trying to claim me, like his tongue was marking me."

I swallowed, hard, trying to hide the way my cock twitched just hearing her say it. She noticed, of course.

"He took his time, too. He didn’t just lick me, he worshiped me. He spread my lips with his fingers and just... feasted on me. He flicked and swirled and sucked until I was grinding on his face. He fingered me deep while he did it, curled them just right. I came so hard I thought I was going to scream."

Louise glanced at me, her lips curling into a smile. "Actually, I might have screamed. Did you hear anything?"

I nodded, a little dazed. "I thought I heard something. Muffled."

"That was probably it. He made me cum twice before he even took off his pants."

I let out a breath, my body stiff, heart pounding.

"And when he finally stood up I saw his cock again and it looked even bigger, god it was so thick, and so hard … I swear to God, babe, I had to take a second just to take it all in. His cock was… huge."

I blinked. My mouth was dry.

"How big?" I asked, my voice rasping.

Louise raised her hand and held her thumb and forefinger apart, then kept widening them until she just smiled.

"And thick," she said, drawing the word out. "Like, soda can thick. And maybe eight or nine inches long. And hard—so fucking hard. I wrapped my fingers around it and I couldn’t even touch my fingertips together. I looked up at him and said, ‘You’re going to ruin me,’ and he just grinned and told me that was the plan."

I couldn’t speak. My cock throbbed, trapped against my waistband.

"I sucked him again for a while," she continued, licking her lips at the memory. "I could barely fit him in, but I tried. I wanted to impress him. He told me I had a pretty mouth and asked if my husband liked watching it work on a real cock."

That made my stomach flip. My pulse pounded in my ears. "He said that?"

She nodded, eyes gleaming. "He said, ‘Bet your husband’s little dick doesn’t fill you up like this, does it?’ And I didn’t say anything. I just kept sucking."

Louise's hand slipped down over my thigh, tracing lightly along the bulge in my pants. I didn’t stop her.

"Then he bent me over the bed and fucked me from behind. No warm-up, no hesitation—just one hard push, and he was inside me. I gasped. I could feel my cunt stretching around him, and he groaned into my ear, telling me how tight I was. He started slow, just grinding into me, then built up faster and faster until he was pounding me like an animal."

Her voice trembled slightly—not from shame, but from arousal. "He gripped my hips and pulled me back onto him over and over. I could hear the sounds of our bodies slapping together. My tits were bouncing under me, and I was moaning like a whore."

She looked at me again, not hiding anything. "I came so many times I lost count. And he just kept going. At one point he leaned over and whispered, ‘It’s a shame your little husband’s out of town, or he could lick this pussy clean when I’m done.’"

My stomach turned with jealousy, but my cock pulsed with a deep, perverse need.

"What did you say?" I asked.

"I told him you were away," she said, smiling. "I told him you didn’t know anything about this. I don’t think he would have believed me if I told him my good little cuckold would take care of me when he was finished."

Her hand found my zipper, slowly tugging it down, fingers slipping inside to wrap around my rock-hard cock.

"And then he flipped me onto my back, spread my legs wide, and pushed back in. I felt every inch of him. He stretched me so deep I could feel him in my belly. He held my legs up and fucked me hard—harder than you ever have, babe, but in a good way. It was overwhelming. I came again, clenching around him, and that’s when he let go."

I was panting now, trembling, her hand sliding slowly along my shaft.

"He growled something filthy, grabbed my tits, and came so hard inside me I could feel it flooding out around him. He filled me up, babe. He really did. I could feel it leaking down the crack of my ass."

My hips bucked involuntarily, her touch becoming almost unbearable.

"And then…" she grinned, "as he was pulling out, he looked down at my messy pussy and said, ‘Let’s see if you can still feel your little husband after this.’"

I groaned out loud.

Louise let go of my cock suddenly and stood up. Her expression had shifted—there was a glint in her eye, something playful and commanding.

"Strip."

"What?" I blinked.

"You heard me. Strip. Now."


Stepping Out

I fumbled with my clothes, tugging my shirt over my head, kicking off my pants, not even thinking. My cock stood up like a flagpole, slick with precum.

"Did you like it?"

"Yes," Louise replied instantly, her voice soft but full of mischief.

"Do you want sloppy seconds," she teased, "or do you want to eat my messy cunt?" Her laugh was playful, light, but underneath it was the unmistakable confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I pulled her close again, our mouths meeting hungrily. Her lips were warm and soft, and I couldn't help but think about how recently they'd been wrapped around someone else's cock. Instead of making me recoil, the thought only made me harder. My tongue explored hers, tasting her breath, and I realized just how deeply aroused I was by everything she was telling me.

As we kissed, I reached up to cup her breasts, the full soft weight of them filling my hands. Her nipples were hard—huge, swollen, and sensitive under my fingertips. I gently pinched one between my fingers and heard her moan into my mouth, her hand already sliding down my stomach and wrapping around my stiff cock.

She stroked me slowly, deliberately, while I leaned down and took one of her nipples between my lips. I circled my tongue around it, teasing the tip before giving it a gentle suck. Then I moved to the other, giving it the same slow, wet attention, nibbling just hard enough to make her squirm. Her body writhed under me, her thighs shifting as her arousal grew stronger.

I trailed kisses down her stomach, savoring the heat and scent of her skin, and when I reached her navel, I let my tongue swirl into it before continuing lower. The panties I had bought her—the black lace ones she had just worn while another man fucked her—were soaked. The fabric clung tightly to her pussy, the outline of her swollen lips clearly visible through the sheer material.

I paused for a moment to just look. The sight of her soaked panties, still slick with the aftermath of her fucking, made my mouth water. Slowly, I bent down and kissed the wet lace, tasting the mix of sweat, arousal, and something more. She gasped.

Without a word, I pulled the panties down her legs and tossed them aside. Her pussy was glistening, puffy and clearly used. The smell was unmistakable—raw, musky, and tinged with something that wasn’t mine. And yet, I couldn't pull away. I buried my face between her legs and licked her.

The taste hit me almost instantly. Sharp, bitter, and unmistakably foreign. My stomach turned. There was no denying it—this wasn’t just Louise. This was the raw, sticky aftermath of another man. A man who had been buried deep inside her not long before I arrived. I gagged slightly, my body instinctively trying to resist the intrusion, but I forced myself to push past it.

The musky heat of her pussy was overpowering, intoxicating in the worst and best ways. My tongue slid over the slick folds, the tang of his cum unmistakable—salty, thick, and clinging to every crevice. My lips brushed over her clit and I heard her inhale sharply, her thighs twitching against my ears.

“That’s it,” Louise moaned, her fingers sinking into my hair. “Lick it all up, babe. You wanted this.”

I wanted to turn away—my mouth recoiled at the sourness, the slimy texture, the absolute wrongness of it. But my cock throbbed like it had never throbbed before. I was dripping, rock hard, caught in this humiliating, arousing nightmare I had helped create. I buried my tongue deeper.

The deeper I licked, the more awful it tasted. It coated the back of my throat, sour and pungent, almost acrid. My stomach clenched again, but my cock pulsed so violently it almost hurt. Every time I pulled my tongue back, it dragged more of that awful taste with it. I had to swallow.

“He came so hard,” she whispered, her voice full of wonder. “It filled me up. I felt it dripping down my thighs when I stood up to let him leave.”

I groaned into her cunt—whether in shame or desire, I didn’t know anymore. My face was slick with it now, my mouth full, my jaw aching. I kept licking.

“He said your little dick would never make me cum like he did,” she said. “Said I’d feel empty with you after tonight.”

Her words should’ve broken me—but instead, I whimpered into her soaked pussy, licking faster.

"You love this, don’t you?" she gasped. "Tasting him. Knowing what I let him do to me. You’re such a good little cuckold."

My tongue was shaking. My stomach kept sending little jolts of nausea through my chest—but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t. My body was alive with contradiction—my skin prickled with humiliation, and my cock twitched like I was about to cum untouched.

“I can’t wait to feel his cock inside me again,” she said, her voice trembling now with arousal.

And then she came.

Her whole body arched. Her thighs locked tight around my ears as her pussy clenched and gushed over my mouth, soaking me all over again. I swallowed, groaning through the revolting, intoxicating mess. There was no resistance left in me. Just aching need and the thick, sticky taste of another man on my tongue.

When she finally let go, her chest was heaving. I pulled back, gasping for air, face dripping, my mouth still coated in that awful, metallic slickness. I could feel it on my chin, my lips, inside my nose—like it had marked me. Claimed me.

Then she looked down.

Her gaze fell to my cock, jutting up from between my legs, twitching with every beat of my heart.

“My God, that was incredible,” Louise said breathlessly, her legs still parted, her inner thighs slick with her orgasm. She looked down at me, a lazy, satisfied smile spreading across her flushed face. “That was so dirty. You really are a filthy little cum-licker, aren’t you?”

I didn’t hesitate. Everything in me was taut with adrenaline, driven by humiliation, lust, and the taste of betrayal still lingering in my mouth. I shoved her onto the bed, pressing my weight down so there was no distance between us, and let my cock glide into her blazing wet cunt in one raw, urgent thrust.

She gasped as I filled her, her walls tight around me—thick, swollen, drenched. I slammed in again, harder, faster, my pelvis pumping relentlessly, pounding into her like a force of nature. Her back arched off the mattress, every chord of her body responsive. The damned taste of another man’s cum had become the catalyst for this brutal fury and ferocity.

I closed my eyes, slamming into her. My hands dug into her hips, gripping flesh, pulling her into me again and again. The only sounds were wet slaps of skin against skin, her ragged moans, and the rapid thudding of my heartbeat in my ears. Her hair tumbled across the pillow, framing her face which was flushed and intense. Her mouth opened and closed, panting for air, as I thrust like I could shove every ounce of my need into her.

She clutched the bedsheet with one hand, the other palm braced against my shoulder as I rode over her. Each thrust carved deeper—ripping open that hungry ache inside me. Blood pounded behind my eyes; my adrenaline blurred my vision. She tasted like heat and desperation and the residue of another man’s cock, but I didn’t care. I needed this—my cock slamming her back to me, claiming her again.

“Fuck,” I groaned, voice raw. “God—Louise—”

She hissed in return, breathy and torn: “Oh… fuck me, baby. Harder.”

I obliged. My hips drove forward with brutal strength, chest slamming onto hers, our bodies pressed together. I could feel her tits flattened under me, jiggling slightly with each thrust. My fingers dug into the curve of her waist, feeling every contour, every change in muscle as she writhed beneath me.

She moaned between gritted teeth. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, squeezing; her cunt clenched in waves hotter than I’d ever driven her. The friction was overwhelming—so tight, so drenched—his cum mixed with hers and now my raw flesh grinding inside her.

“More… harder…” she whimpered.

I didn’t hold back. I thrust harder, faster—my body answering her command. Sounds of our rough coupling filled the room: water glass tapping the nightstand, bed frame creaking, our gasps and filthy words. I felt her hips tilt against mine as she tried to match the rhythm, her legs trembling.

Then, just above me, she murmured, “You come for me…”

I came. It was sudden and violent—the kind of release that ripped me apart. My whole body shook. My cock pulsed in time with my thrusts as I spilled inside her, hot and thick, shooting deep into her core. The friction drove me past reason; everything exploded in one jagged peak of release. I groaned, arms trembling, hips still slamming out reflexively as I emptied myself.

I stayed buried, catching my breath as my blood pounded in my ears. The taste of Ben, the sight of her legs wrapped around me—every sense had been sharpened past pain. I felt my body twitch, spent, spent but somehow still filled with residual fire.

Louise’s moans tapered off to quiet sighs. I felt her hands on my back, soft and shaking.

Between pants I heard her rasp, “I… he… did you like that, cuck?”

I didn’t answer. All words had left me. I stayed pinned inside her, chest on hers, trying to regain my breath.

The room was silent now—just our heavy breathing and the slow pulse of the bed’s resonance. Little rivulets of cum still trickled from between her lips, the mix tight in her body and impossibly hot.

Louise’s fingers lazily traced my back. I was still inside her, softening slightly but not pulling out, my face buried in her neck. Her breathing was steady now, and I thought, maybe, we were drifting into calm.

But then she said it—softly, almost as if she didn’t mean to, but with just enough edge.

“Maybe I will need Ben to take care of my needs after all…”

The words hit like a slap.

My eyes opened. My pulse, still calming, spiked. I froze. For a second, I couldn’t even move—just stared down at her, stunned, cock still twitching faintly inside her used cunt.

She didn’t smile this time. There was no tease, no laugh.

Just a look.

A look that told me she meant it.

Or at least wanted me to think she did.

And something snapped.

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. My body moved before I could think. My cock—half-soft seconds ago—was thickening again, swelling as I looked down at her flushed, fucked face. She didn’t resist. Her thighs opened wider.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she breathed, lips curling now into a slow, dangerous smile. “Liked hearing me say it.”

I didn’t answer. I slammed my hips forward.

A grunt tore from my throat as my cock drove back into her. She gasped, surprised, but her legs locked around my back. She was so wet—drenched with our mixed cum and slick with arousal—and I was past caring. I thrust again. And again. Faster this time.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me, cuck. Show me what your little dick can do.”

It was cruel. She knew it. And it made me even harder.

I pounded her with everything I had. My arms strained as I held her wrists tight against the pillow, using every muscle to drive myself deep into her stretched cunt. Her tits bounced with every thrust. Her mouth opened in broken moans, louder now.

“Think you can fuck me better than Ben?” she gasped, eyes wild.

“Yes,” I growled. “Yes—fuck—I’ll make you cum, Louise. You’re mine.”

“Oh, but his cock was so thick,” she panted. “Filled me all the way. You feel it, don’t you? How loose I am now? That’s him.”

I roared something inarticulate and slammed into her harder. Her body rocked up the bed from the force of it. Sweat dripped from my forehead. My balls slapped wetly against her as I buried myself over and over.

“You’re fucking my stretched-out pussy,” she moaned, eyes rolling back. “He stretched me so good—”

I covered her mouth with mine, biting her lip, then pulled back to thrust again. My body was burning—pure fire from spine to cock.

“You like it?” she whispered, taunting through clenched teeth. “You like that I let him cum inside me?”

I nodded against her neck, whispering, “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I liked it,” I panted. “I like licking your pussy after he’s filled it. I like knowing you wanted him.”

She shuddered, her legs tightening. “Then make me cum, cuck. Make me cum on your little cock and prove you don’t need to watch.”

I lost it.

My body took over, a beast made of lust and fury and desperate need. My cock throbbed inside her, hitting deep. Her moans turned sharp, urgent. Her thighs shook around me. Her nails scraped down my back.

And then it hit—her whole body clenched beneath me, thighs spasming, cunt gripping my cock like a vice. She screamed my name. Her hips bucked uncontrollably.

I kept going. I fucked her through it, gritting my teeth as her orgasm tore through her. I didn’t stop until her legs gave out and her voice was hoarse from moaning.

When I finally collapsed beside her, both of us soaked in sweat, breathing like we’d just run a marathon, her fingers traced my chest.

There was silence for a moment. Then she turned her head, grinning, and whispered into my ear:

After a long moment, our breathing finally began to slow. My heart still pounded against my ribs, my skin slick against hers, but the primal energy that had overtaken us was beginning to fade, replaced by something quieter, warmer.

Louise turned onto her side and gently drew my head against her chest. I closed my eyes as her fingers combed through my hair, her other hand resting on my chest, light and familiar. We lay there in silence, our bodies still tangled together, the hotel sheets damp with sweat and cum.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly, brushing her lips against my forehead.

I nodded. “Yeah… I think I am.”

Her fingertips trailed down my chest and over my belly, settling just above my still-sensitive cock. She didn’t touch it at first, just rested there—casual, loving, familiar. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. Slow. Deep. Gentle. There was no taunting now. Just warmth.

“I love you,” she murmured. “So much.”

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

She rested her head beside mine on the pillow. “That was… intense.”

“Yeah,” I said, unable to help the smile pulling at my lips. “Felt like something shifted.”

“Mmm.” Her smile was sleepy now, her voice low and silky. “You surprised me, baby. I mean… really surprised me.”

She slowly reached down and wrapped her fingers around my cock, giving it a soft, lazy stroke. It twitched against her palm.

“I was serious, you know,” she whispered. “You made me cum so hard.”

“I wanted to,” I said. “I needed to.”

She kissed my cheek again. “And you did. You really did.” She paused, then added in that familiar teasing tone, “Turns out licking me after I’ve been filled with another man’s cum isn’t quite enough, huh?”

I swallowed, the blush creeping up my neck. “Apparently not.”

Her hand slowly worked up and down my shaft, just enough pressure to keep me aching.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said softly, lips brushing my ear, “I love the feeling of your mouth on me after. That filthy tongue of yours…” Her voice trailed off into a moan, just remembering. “But tonight made me realize… I need your cock too. I need to cum from you. That’s what makes this real.”

I looked over at her. Her eyes were shining in the low light, warm and bright and full of something fierce.

“Thank you,” she said, a little more seriously now. “For giving me this. For wanting this with me. I wasn’t sure at first… but now I know. I get it.”

She kissed me again—longer this time—then grinned against my lips.

“And just so you know,” she whispered, “Ben’s cock really is fucking huge. I mean…” Her hand left my cock for a second and she spread her fingers wider, making an exaggerated shape. “Like… this thick. I could feel it, even hours later.”

I groaned, my cock twitching helplessly in her grip.

“But do you know what else?” she added, stroking me again. “No matter how big he is… he didn’t get this.” She leaned in and kissed me again, slow and deep. “He didn’t get to see what you saw. He didn’t get to taste me like you did. And he sure as hell didn’t get to make me cum like you just did.”

I smiled. She squeezed gently at the base of my cock.

“I’m so glad you fucked me tonight,” she whispered. “So glad I came on your cock. I don’t think I realized how badly I needed that until you did it.”

I kissed her, full of gratitude and need and love.

She giggled softly and looked down at where her hand was still slowly stroking me.

“Mmm… You’re still hard,” she murmured. “Good. Because next time, you might not get quite so much warning…”

And she gave me one last stroke—long, slow, deliberate—before curling her body into mine, tucking her head beneath my chin. I wrapped my arms around her as she settled, the hum of her breath against my chest the only sound in the quiet hotel room.

And for the first time, I knew this wasn’t an ending.

It was only the beginning.


Epilogue – Six Months Later

It had been six months since that first hotel room, since I watched my wife walk out the door in a smart blouse and short skirt to meet another man.

Ben hadn’t just been a one-time thing. That much was obvious now. He was… convenient. Local. Confident. And very, very well-hung. Louise still saw him every few weeks—sometimes after her regional meetings, sometimes for drinks she told her friends were “girls’ nights.” I always knew the truth. And I always made sure the sheets were clean when she got home.

She’d never lied to me. Not once. And I never asked her not to go.

There was something surreal about how normal it had all become. There were still moments—those quiet Sunday mornings or when we were out shopping and I caught her smiling at a text—that I’d feel it all crash into me again: the jealousy, the humiliation, the craving. I’d imagine her on her knees, taking Ben’s thick cock into her throat. I’d picture her legs spread, gasping his name while he stretched her open. And beneath the ache in my chest, my cock would stiffen in my trousers, leaking with need.

Louise rarely gave me head these days. It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy it—she still teased, still laughed, still stroked me while whispering what Ben had done to her—but something had shifted. Now, more often than not, she’d climb over me slowly, settle onto my face, and let me taste the truth. I would lie there, hard as steel, as she rocked her hips and filled my mouth with the wet, musky evidence of her pleasure. Sometimes I could still taste him—that faint, bitter slickness—and I’d lick deeper anyway, desperate for the sound of her moans.

And when she came? God, when she came on my tongue, legs trembling, her fingers clamped in my hair—there was nothing else like it. Even if I didn’t cum. Even if she slid off me, glowing and satisfied, and left me aching.

I thought about that first night more often than I’d admit. The way her blouse clung to her swollen nipples, the smirk on her lips, the scent of her soaked panties. The way she’d told me everything. How she’d grinned as she described Ben’s cock inside her, how she taunted me until I fucked her like my life depended on it—and then kissed me like I was still hers.

Because I was.

And I still am.

Sometimes, after she’s been with him, she still lets me have her. Not always. But when she does… when she pulls me into bed, straddles me slowly, and rides my cock with that same smirk she had the first time—it’s worth every second of waiting.

This life isn’t what I imagined. But I’ve never seen Louise so alive, so radiant, so openly sexual. And every time I taste her—every time I bury my face between her thighs, still swollen and dripping from someone else—I know I made the right choice.

Because nothing in the world compares to loving a woman who knows exactly what she wants.

And isn’t afraid to take it.
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Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

Mike only ever wanted Emma to feel sexy. A flirtatious bikini here, a cheeky comment there—just something to spice things up.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.

The path from playful teasing to raw, unfiltered reality was a short one—just a weekend at the lake, a few too many drinks, and two young studs who couldn’t take their eyes off Mike’s stunning wife.

Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Power: Taken

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.
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