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Chapter 1

Carol stood before the bathroom mirror, her reflection shimmering in the soft, flattering light. She wasn’t fussing over her appearance for Eric, though today marked their twenty-sixth wedding anniversary. They had shared a lifetime of celebrations, anniversaries that blurred together into a comfortable rhythm. No, today she was dressing for something different. She was preparing for a wedding reception—the daughter of one of her closest friends was tying the knot—and tonight felt charged with something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.

The sweater she wore was unlike anything in her wardrobe, the neckline plunging far deeper than she ever dared before. It clung to her curves in a way that made her pulse quicken with anticipation and a hint of apprehension. Most women couldn’t dream of showing the kind of cleavage Carol could, but it wasn’t just the size of her breasts that had her attention—it was the bra. The new one she had splurged on a month ago, a purchase meant for no one but herself, or so she had thought. The way it lifted and shaped her chest made her feel exposed, vulnerable even, as if her sexuality, long dormant, was now on display for the world to see.

She had worn it discreetly under more conservative tops, and still, men had stopped in their tracks. They stared openly, sometimes with barely disguised hunger, their gazes making her feel like she was walking around naked. The sweater tonight, though—my god, it left little to the imagination. She adjusted it once more, pulling the fabric down slightly, then back up, her fingers lingering as a nervous thrill washed over her.

For most of her life, Carol had been aware of her generous figure. She had grown used to the attention, even if she never entirely welcomed it. Over the years, she’d gained weight—a soft twenty-five pounds, most of which Eric teasingly claimed had gone straight to her chest. He adored her body, loved her curves, but Carol couldn’t shake the sense that something had been missing from their marriage. Something she didn’t yet know how to name.

She studied herself now, more critically than usual. She wasn’t that slender college cheerleader anymore, the one Eric had fallen for all those years ago, but there was something about the woman looking back at her that was... different. Her face still held its youthful softness, her eyes a striking pale blue that seemed to hold secrets even she wasn’t fully aware of. Her ash blonde hair, still perfectly straight and untouched by time, framed her face in a way that made her look younger, more confident.

Her mind wandered to a moment just a few months ago, a day that still brought a smile to her lips. She’d been at the mall, waiting in line, when a handsome store manager had caught her eye. His gaze was unmistakable—he had been ogling her breasts, and for once, Carol hadn’t minded. When he finally approached, he didn’t mention her body like so many others had. Instead, he leaned in with a genuine smile and said, “I just wanted to tell you that your hair is the most beautiful color I’ve ever seen.”

And then he was gone. But the encounter had left her buzzing for the rest of the day. It was the kind of compliment she hadn’t realized she craved—a reminder that there was still something about her that captivated people. Something more than just her body.

Carol’s mouth had always been one of her most striking features. Larger than life, with full, naturally puffy lips—something other women paid for and envied. Her teeth were white, straight, and gleamed when she smiled. Once, a friend had joked, “If you didn’t have those breasts, men would be fixating on your mouth instead.” The comment had stayed with her, a secret piece of armor, something she drew on when she wanted to feel powerful.

She remembered one particular evening vividly. She had been waiting for Eric at a bar, sipping a cocktail and feeling the warmth of the drink spread through her. Across the room, a man in a crisp suit kept stealing glances her way. He was attractive, probably in his forties, and his attention wasn’t subtle. She could feel the heat of his gaze resting on her, traveling from her lips down to her chest and back again. Carol smiled to herself. She had always loved the quiet thrill of teasing without a word, letting her body do the talking.

With a quiet sense of playfulness, she reached into her purse and pulled out a small compact and a tube of lipstick—a shocking pink, bold and unapologetic. As if performing for an audience of one, she began applying the lipstick, but slowly, sensuously, exaggerating each movement. She knew he was watching. Carefully, she pursed her lips, dragging the bright color across them with deliberate precision. Her reflection in the mirror stared back, lips glistening and wet, the perfect balance of seduction and innocence.

Then she took it a step further, parting her mouth slightly, teasing her tongue across the fullness of her bottom lip. A movement so slow, so deliberate, it felt electric. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him shift in his seat, subtly at first, but then more obviously, as if his body betrayed him. He adjusted himself beneath the bar, the universal male reaction to suppressed desire. It was thrilling to know that she, without even touching him, could evoke such a visceral response.

Carol’s pulse quickened, a thrill running through her as she finished her little act of seduction. She wasn’t doing this for him—not really. It was for herself. The realization that even after all these years, she could still command attention, still control a room, still provoke desire with just the slightest movement, was exhilarating.

When Eric finally arrived, she caught his eye and smiled warmly. But her playful mood wasn’t gone yet. She slid off the barstool, making sure her hips swayed just enough, and casually opened her jacket, letting the fabric part to reveal the curve of her breasts under her tight sweater. She didn’t look at the man across the bar, but she could feel his eyes on her. She knew the effect she was having. As she fastened her jacket again, she smiled inwardly, glancing at Eric, feeling the tug of her little secret. The man across the room? He was adjusting himself again, his gaze never leaving her. The power she wielded, even in such a small act, made her feel alive.

Turning her attention to the mirror one last time before leaving, Carol let her eyes drift down her body, appraising herself critically, but not unkindly. Her legs were shapely and strong, even with the extra weight she had gained over the years. The black silk skirt she had chosen for the evening clung to her curves, ending just above her knees, with a teasing slit on the side that revealed the tops of her thigh-high stockings. The stockings were for Eric—a private gesture. He always preferred them to pantyhose, finding them sexier, more intimate.

She tugged the hem of her skirt up just slightly, enough to catch a glimpse of the black silk panties beneath, knowing that at the reception, she might let Eric catch similar glimpses if he was paying attention. The thought of his hand slipping under her skirt, brushing the delicate lace of her stockings, sent a delicious shiver through her. Carol had always enjoyed teasing him, knowing how to push just the right buttons to build his excitement.

Carol’s pulse quickened as she thought of the teasing she had planned for Eric at the reception, her lips curling into a secretive smile. The stockings were for him, a subtle game she loved to play, knowing he preferred them to pantyhose. She imagined the way his hand would slide up her thigh, the warmth of his fingers grazing the sensitive skin just above the stockings’ edge. It always sent a thrill through her when he did that, his touch electric, like a quiet promise of what was to come.

As she straightened her skirt and admired her reflection, her thoughts drifted to Eric’s cock. She had always known it was almost exactly average in both length and girth, but there was something about its perfect familiarity that still excited her. At just over five inches, it wasn’t something that turned heads or broke records, but Carol had learned over the years that size wasn’t everything. What mattered to her, what truly aroused her, was the confidence with which Eric used it. The way he always seemed to know exactly how to touch her, how to build her desire until she was aching for him.

His cock fit perfectly into her hand, filling her palm with its warm, firm weight. It was straight, with just the slightest upward curve, a shape she had come to love over the years. Even though it wasn't the largest she'd encountered in her life, there was a quiet pride Eric took in its hardness, in how reliably firm it became at her touch. When she teased him—slipping her hand down his body, feeling him grow beneath her fingertips—there was a power in knowing that even after all these years, she could still make him so hard, so ready for her.

The texture of his skin there was always so smooth, almost soft, a contrast to the rigid strength beneath. And she loved how the head, slightly thicker than the shaft, would press against her, stretching her in just the right way when he entered her. It didn’t matter that he wasn’t overly large. He filled her in a way that made her body hum with satisfaction, the kind that came from years of knowing each other’s rhythms, knowing how to move together.

As much as she enjoyed the teasing, tonight she imagined pushing him just a little further. She knew he’d try to maintain control, but she had always loved when he finally let go, when the teasing built to a point where he couldn’t hold back. She knew exactly how to get him there, how to use her body to coax him into surrender, and the thought of it—the thought of how hard he would be, how desperate—sent a wave of heat through her.

His cock might not be the largest, but it was hers. It was the cock that had shared her bed for decades, the one that still made her body respond with hunger. And tonight, with the teasing she had in mind, she knew she could make it harder than ever. Carol could almost feel the weight of him against her thigh already, the way he’d press into her, firm and insistent, as if begging for release.

She smiled at herself in the mirror, her lips still glistening with that bold, shocking pink. Yes, tonight was going to be interesting.

Carol’s mind wandered back to the lovers she’d had before Eric. There had been three—each of them different, each of them larger. But none of them had ever matched Eric’s firmness, or the way he had always known exactly how to please her. When they were younger, his confidence had been as hard as his cock, and she’d loved the way he took control, how he had always seemed so sure of himself in bed. With Eric, it had never been just about the size. It had been about how perfectly they fit together, how he could ignite her with just a touch.

But lately, things had changed. Subtle at first, but undeniable now. Over the past year or so, there had been nights when Eric couldn’t achieve full hardness, nights when his body didn’t respond the way it used to. At first, she’d told herself it was stress, or just a part of getting older, but the frequency of those nights had increased. More and more often, she found herself coaxing him, her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling with the practiced skill she knew had always driven him wild. But even then, even with her mouth working him the way she knew he loved, sometimes he couldn’t get fully hard. And when he did, he rarely stayed that way for long.

Carol felt a pang of frustration she rarely allowed herself to acknowledge. Her body still wanted him—desperately. But as Eric had grown softer, it had become harder for her to achieve the satisfaction she craved. Sometimes she could bring herself to orgasm, but more and more often, she had to finish herself off manually. Even during their most intimate moments, when she was riding him, feeling the heat of his body beneath hers, she would reach down with a hand to finish what Eric couldn’t.

She hated that she had started to resent this new, softer Eric. Hated that the frustration lingered in her, even after they made love. There were times when she would lie next to him, her body still unsatisfied, and she would stare at the ceiling, wondering when things had shifted. Wondering how long she could keep pretending it didn’t bother her.

Carol had thought about bringing it up, suggesting Viagra, or something to help, but the subject felt so heavy, so weighted with everything that had changed between them. This wasn’t just about his cock—it was about pride, about the way a man sees himself, and she knew that Eric would have to be the one to initiate that conversation. She didn’t want to make him feel less of a man, didn’t want to add to the quiet disappointments already building between them.

But it was hard to ignore the longing in her body. The ache that came when she thought about how things used to be. When Eric would pin her down, his cock thick and firm inside her, and she would lose herself completely in the pleasure they shared. Now, more often than not, she found herself alone in the dark after he had fallen asleep, her fingers slipping between her legs, trying to recreate the release that used to come so easily.

She knew it wasn’t fair to blame him—it wasn’t even his fault. But the longing was there, just beneath the surface, growing stronger with each passing month. Carol wondered how long she could keep pushing the thoughts away, pretending that the disappointment wasn’t seeping into every corner of their intimacy. And worse, she wondered if Eric felt it too, if he knew that their once-passionate connection was slipping through their fingers like sand.

She shook her head, clearing the thoughts for now. Tonight, she told herself, would be different. Tonight, she would focus on the teasing, on the thrill of seduction, and maybe that would be enough to bridge the gap, to bring back a flicker of what they used to have.

But even as she resolved to enjoy the evening, the nagging thought remained in the back of her mind. How much longer could they ignore the growing distance between them?

Carol stepped out of the bathroom, her heart beating a little faster as she smoothed the front of her sweater one last time. She felt the subtle weight of Eric’s eyes on her even before she fully turned to face him. When she did, his reaction was immediate and visceral.

“How do I look?” she asked, her voice casual, but she couldn’t help the slight anticipation bubbling beneath her words.

Eric’s mouth fell open, his eyes wide as he took her in. “Holy shit,” he gasped, like a high school kid seeing his crush for the first time. His smile was full of awe, a mix of surprise and desire lighting up his face, as if he couldn’t quite believe the woman standing before him. It was the look of a man who had expected something, but not this.

Carol felt a rush of satisfaction. She didn’t need him to say anything more. His expression was answer enough.

Without hesitation, Eric reached out and groped her breasts, his hands rough, needy. His touch was familiar, but tonight it felt hurried, like he couldn’t control himself. The eagerness in his hands might have once thrilled her, but now it was a reminder of how things had changed—how quickly his desire could flare up but how fragile it had become in recent months.

She gently pushed his hands away, stepping back, a teasing smile playing on her lips. “There’ll be plenty of time for that later,” she said, her tone soft but firm.

“But—” Eric protested, his voice thick with frustration, his hands still lingering in the air as if he hadn’t quite accepted her refusal.

“No buts,” Carol interrupted, her eyes locking with his, conveying a mix of affection and determination. “Come on, we’ll be late.” She turned toward the door, leaving him standing there, his desire palpable in the room, but tonight she was in control. She knew there was a part of him that still saw her as the young woman he’d fallen for all those years ago, but she needed more than his rushed, impulsive touch. She needed him to want her, to really see her, and tonight was about setting the stage for something deeper.

As she glanced back at him, she caught the way his eyes lingered on her body, and a thrill of power ran through her. Yes, there would be time for that later. And maybe, just maybe, tonight they could find their way back to the connection that had once been so effortless. But for now, they had a party to attend—and she had her own plans for how the evening would unfold.


Chapter 2

The hotel was only a five-minute drive from the reception hall. It could have been a quick trip home—their house was just twenty-five miles away—but they had decided to book a room nearby, sparing themselves the late-night drive. And, both had secretly hoped, maybe it would lead to a little romance, too. Carol certainly had plans for that.

As they drove, Carol could feel Eric’s gaze drifting toward her breasts, his eyes flicking over to her every few moments, even as he tried to keep them on the road. She smiled to herself, wondering what reaction he was having below the surface, imagining the tightness in his pants. When she had slid into the passenger seat, she made sure he got an eyeful of her legs, letting her skirt ride up just enough to reveal the tantalizing glimpse of the tops of her stockings. She knew he noticed.

Her skirt now rested a good six inches above her knee, and she let her legs part ever so slightly. Eric’s hand, predictably, found its way to her thigh, his fingers creeping upward in a familiar rhythm. But Carol wasn’t ready for that just yet. She gently pushed his hand away, casting him a playful glance.

“That’s for later,” she teased. “And keep your eyes on the road.”

Eric groaned in frustration, and Carol couldn’t help but giggle. She loved teasing him, loved the way she could drive him to the edge with just a touch or a glance. It made her feel powerful, desired. But tonight, she had something else in mind. She needed him rock solid, and the plan she’d carefully crafted was only just beginning.

“Let’s just skip the reception and go straight back to the hotel,” Eric suggested, hope evident in his voice.

For a moment, Carol was tempted. She could feel her own desire stirring, a low ache that pulsed between her legs. God, she wanted to take him up on the offer. But tonight wasn’t just about her and Eric. It was about something more. She smiled, a sly glint in her eyes.

“That sounds fun,” she said, drawing out the words. “But I was thinking of something else first.”

Eric’s curiosity piqued. “What?” he asked, excitement creeping into his voice.

“Do you think anyone else at the reception will notice how I look tonight?”

Eric shot her a sideways glance, eyes dropping to her cleavage before returning to the road. “I think everyone’s going to notice. Hell, if we were at a funeral, the corpse would notice,” he said with a grin.

Carol laughed, loving his sense of humor. But beneath her amusement, there was a nervous flutter in her stomach. The next part of her plan would test the boundaries of their marriage. She wasn’t entirely sure how Eric would react, and the thought both excited and terrified her.

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. “You know how I tell you about guys checking out my boobs? Like last week, at the grocery store, when that poor bag boy couldn’t keep his eyes off me? He messed up all the bags, practically drooling on the counter, until the cashier had to snap him out of it. Even she was laughing.”

Eric chuckled, remembering the story. “You are such a tease,” he said, shaking his head. “You walk around with those big boobs bouncing everywhere, and you act like you don’t notice the chaos you cause.”

Carol smiled but kept her eyes on him, studying his reaction. This was the moment. “Well, you loved hearing about it,” she continued. “You even admitted it got you hard.”

Eric glanced at her, and she could see a flicker of surprise, followed by interest, cross his face. His jaw tightened slightly, but he didn’t say anything. Carol pressed on, feeling her pulse quicken.

“So, I was thinking... maybe tonight we could do a little more than just tell stories. Maybe I could give us both a thrill and tease a little in person. You could watch, and who knows, maybe I’d get turned on too—depending on what the guy looks like.”

Eric swallowed hard, his fingers tightening on the steering wheel. “What do you mean, tease?” he asked, his voice low and cautious.

Carol licked her lips, her heart pounding in her chest. “I don’t know... maybe show a little more cleavage, get close to someone on the dance floor, let my tits press against him if we’re dancing.” Her voice lowered, becoming sultry. “If he really turned me on, maybe I’d grind against him a little. See how far I can push things.”

Eric’s breathing had quickened, and Carol could see the conflict in his eyes. “Would you... would you let him kiss you? Or touch you?”

“Would you mind if I did?” Carol asked, her voice soft, almost a whisper. She didn’t want to push too hard, but the idea was out now, floating between them.

Eric was silent for a moment, clearly processing. “If that’s all, I think I could handle it,” he said finally, his voice thick with desire and uncertainty. “You know, sometimes when I think about you with another guy, it... it kind of turns me on. Guess that’s weird, huh?”

Carol felt a rush of relief and excitement at his admission. It was exactly what she had hoped for. “It’s not weird,” she said, leaning closer to him, her hand brushing his thigh. “And the nice thing is, we don’t know anyone at this reception except Ellie. We won’t ever see any of these people again, so it’s the perfect time to be a little daring.”


Chapter 3

At the reception, Carol and Eric found themselves seated at a round table with two other couples, colleagues from Ellie’s work. They were in their mid-thirties, pleasant enough, though neither had the energy Carol was hoping for tonight. One of the husbands was fairly attractive, with an easy smile and strong jawline, but the other was a complete nerd—thick glasses and all. Both of them did a double take when Carol sat down, their eyes lingering on her cleavage a little too long, but Carol wasn’t interested in causing trouble tonight. She had something else in mind, and it wasn’t playing up to someone’s husband.

As Carol surveyed the room, her attention was drawn to the next table over, where a group of five young men—interns from the hospital where Ellie’s daughter worked—were seated. Two of them had brought dates, but it was clear that every one of them had noticed her as soon as she arrived. They were young, maybe mid to late twenties, and all of them radiated that youthful energy that only comes with knowing the night is full of possibilities. They were attractive, confident, and clearly ready for a party. Carol felt a flicker of excitement stir inside her. She couldn’t help but wonder how many of them had already let their eyes drift over her body, imagining what was underneath.

As if on cue, Ellie appeared, her laughter ringing through the air as she returned with Eric and a tray of drinks. After some small talk, she introduced everyone at the table, waving the young doctors from the next table over to join them. The men approached, grinning widely, clearly delighted to be in the company of the older, attractive woman who had caught their attention. Carol smiled back, the tension between them sparking to life immediately.

Each man shook hands with Carol and Eric, and Carol’s heart fluttered as she met their eyes, taking in the eagerness, the barely concealed admiration. But it was the last one, Carter, who made her pulse race.

He was tall and slim, with an effortless grace to his movements. As he extended his hand to Carol, he flashed a smile that made her breath catch. “Pleased to meet you,” he said, his voice smooth, rich, and wrapped in a perfect British accent.

Carol’s hand trembled ever so slightly in his as she felt an unexpected rush of warmth spread through her. His dark eyes met hers, and for a moment, it felt like time slowed. His grip was firm, but what struck her most was that he didn’t release her hand right away. Instead, he held it, just for a second longer than necessary, his gaze steady, penetrating.

A surge of excitement rippled through her, starting deep in her core and spreading outward. Her body reacted instantly, her heart pounding in her chest, her thighs pressing together subtly as she realized how wet she had become in that brief moment. Could he tell? She wondered, her breath hitching slightly. Did he know the effect he was having on her?

“Oh, what a nice accent,” Carol said, her voice softer than she’d intended. “Where are you from?”

“Bermuda, ma’am,” he replied, his voice as smooth as velvet.

Carol’s stomach flipped. He was the blackest man she had ever met, his skin a rich, deep onyx that seemed to glow under the soft lighting of the reception hall. There was something about him—his confidence, his poise, the way he held her gaze so easily—that sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her. She was captivated, drawn in by his presence, and as much as she tried to remain composed, her body was already betraying her. Her nipples hardened beneath her bra, and she shifted slightly in her seat, trying to steady herself.

Carter’s smile lingered, his dark eyes still locked on hers, as if he could sense her growing arousal. For a split second, Carol felt as though the rest of the room had faded away, leaving only the two of them in this charged, electric moment. She hadn’t felt this kind of raw attraction in years—not since her younger days, when the thrill of seduction had felt so potent, so immediate. And now, here she was, at a wedding reception, wet with desire for a man she had only just met.

As he finally released her hand, Carol’s mind raced. Was this the moment she had been waiting for? The night she had been teasing Eric about, hinting at something daring, something forbidden? She glanced toward her husband, who was happily chatting away, oblivious to the spark that had just ignited between her and Carter.

After the introductions, Ellie lingered beside Carol and Eric, making small talk and grinning knowingly. She leaned in toward Eric with a playful glint in her eyes, her voice light but suggestive. “You’d better keep an eye on Carol tonight, Eric,” she teased, nudging him with her elbow. “The way she looks, those interns won’t be able to keep their hands off her.”

Ellie’s gaze flicked toward Carter, her smile widening. “Especially that one,” she said with a wink. “He’s already slept with half the married nurses on the floor. And,” she added, her grin growing even bolder, “he’s a tit man.” Ellie’s eyes slid to Carol’s chest, the innuendo clear, as she laughed softly.

Carol forced a smile, finishing her drink in one long gulp. The liquid burned pleasantly down her throat, but it wasn’t enough to drown the nervous excitement that had begun building within her. She stood, murmuring something about getting another drink, and made her way to the bar. As she ordered a double, she felt the tension coiling inside her. The alcohol wasn’t just for fun tonight—it was a crutch, something to help her loosen up, to give her the courage she needed to push the boundaries she had set for herself.

As much as she enjoyed teasing Eric, there were limits. Carter was clearly dangerous territory. Carol’s heart raced just thinking about him, but she knew better than to make him a part of her games tonight. Not with Eric watching. Her husband wasn’t a bigot, but the idea of her flirting with a black man—especially one as magnetic as Carter—might stir something unpredictable in him. The last thing she wanted was to cross a line that could derail her plan to drive Eric wild.

But there were four other young men at the table, and any of them would do nicely.

True to her word, Carol began her teasing with subtlety. She danced with each of the interns, laughing and flirting in a way that felt natural, playful. The fast dances gave her a chance to show off her body, letting the movement of her hips and the sway of her breasts catch the eyes of the men around her. She made sure Eric noticed, too, throwing him a glance here and there, watching as his gaze darkened with desire.

But it wasn’t until the nerdy husband—the one she’d been avoiding all evening—asked her for a slow dance that she saw an opportunity. She accepted with a polite smile, but as soon as they were on the dance floor, she looked over her shoulder and spotted Patrick—the sexiest of the interns—at the edge of the room. Her mind raced. This was the moment. She would make her move and give Eric the show she knew would drive him wild.

Carol gently pulled away from the nerdy husband, flashing him an apologetic look. “I’m so sorry,” she murmured, “but I promised Patrick this dance.”

Without waiting for a reply, she moved toward Patrick, her hand already outstretched. He grinned as he took it, his eyes lingering on her chest, and they slid easily into the slow rhythm of the song. Carol pressed her body firmly against his, feeling the heat of his chest against hers, the solid pressure of her breasts flattened against his torso. It was electric, a deliberate act of seduction meant as much for Eric’s eyes as it was for Patrick’s.

She could feel Patrick’s hands growing bolder with each song. What had started as a polite hand on her waist quickly became something more intimate. His fingers slid lower, tracing the curve of her ass, and with each slow turn on the dance floor, he pressed his growing erection against her, making no effort to hide his arousal.

The heat of his desire ignited something in her, too. Carol could feel herself getting wetter, the subtle friction between their bodies building her excitement in a way she hadn’t anticipated. But this wasn’t about Patrick. This was about Eric. Each movement, each press of her body against another man, was carefully designed to stoke the fire in her husband. She wanted him to watch, to feel the jealousy and the desire rise inside him, to know that other men wanted her—but that she was ultimately his.

As Patrick’s hands slid down to cup her ass, pulling her closer, Carol’s mind wandered briefly to Eric. She needed to make sure her teasing was having the desired effect, that the sight of her dancing so intimately with another man was driving him crazy with lust. She caught a glimpse of him from across the room, his eyes locked on her, his expression dark and intense. Good. This was working.

Because, after all this teasing, Carol would need Eric to be at his hardest tonight. She could already feel the growing ache between her legs, a need that only he would satisfy. Patrick might be giving her body a taste of excitement, but the real pleasure—the release she craved—would come later, when she had Eric alone.

Her body hummed with anticipation as Patrick’s hands continued their exploration. Carol smiled to herself, knowing that tonight’s game was just beginning. And when it was over, Eric would be the one reaping the rewards.

After a while, Carol wandered back over to Eric, her heart still pounding from the teasing dance with Patrick. She was eager to see how her husband was handling it all, to gauge his reaction after watching her flirt with the younger men. As she approached, her eyes locked on his, and to her relief, he seemed completely fine. In fact, he looked amused, even a little smug, as if he had enjoyed the show she had put on for him.

Without hesitation, she grabbed his hand and pulled him onto the dance floor, pressing her body close to his as they swayed to the slow music. The heat of the room, the buzz of alcohol, and the charged atmosphere wrapped around them like a cocoon.

“Why, Eric,” she whispered into his ear, her breath warm against his skin, “I do believe I feel something going on in your pants. Are you getting a little excited?”

Eric chuckled, his hand resting possessively on her hip as he pulled her closer. “I can’t lie,” he admitted, his voice low and filled with desire. “I’ve been enjoying your little show tonight.”

Carol smiled, her lips brushing against his ear. “Good,” she whispered. “Because I’ve been enjoying it too. And you’d better be ready for a tigress when we get back to our room.”

But as much as Carol’s words were meant for Eric, her mind couldn’t quite let go of the image of Carter—the way he had looked at her earlier, the way his presence had ignited something deep inside her. Despite her best intentions, she found herself subtly teasing him throughout the night, unable to fully curb the magnetic pull she felt toward the tall, dark-skinned man.

At first, it was innocent enough. She would lean over in front of him, giving him a perfect view of her cleavage, letting her breasts swell against the neckline of her dress. When she spoke to him, she would lick her lips slowly, deliberately, her gaze lingering just a little too long. But no matter what she did, Carter didn’t bite. He seemed to ignore her entirely, and that only fueled her frustration. It was as if he was immune to her charms, and that irritated her more than she cared to admit.

It wasn’t long before Carol realized what was happening—Carter had decided to tease her, the way she had teased so many men in the past. But this time, the tables had turned, and it was Carol who was left wanting. He moved across the room with a quiet confidence, choosing other women to dance with—older, married women, women around Carol’s age. Or perhaps they chose him. It didn’t matter. What mattered was that every time she looked, he was dancing with someone else, his movements slow, sensual, and oh so erotic.

He never once looked directly at her, but he always seemed to know where she was, as if he could feel her eyes on him. And she couldn’t help but steal glances, over and over again, her body burning with a mix of anger and desire.

Carol’s irritation grew as she watched him dance, his hands sliding down the bodies of his partners, his lips brushing against their necks, his fingers slipping dangerously low on their waists. He would position his partner just so, ensuring that only Carol could see when he kissed a woman’s neck or fondled her breast. And the women didn’t resist—they leaned into his touch, pliant and eager.

It was as if Carter was sending her a message: I can have any woman here, including you, and I know it. And what’s more, you know it too. So if you want me, you’re going to have to ask for it. You’re going to have to beg.

The unspoken challenge sent a jolt of heat through Carol, and she mentally tortured herself with the thought of him, the forbidden fruit just out of reach. She had always known she could have any man she wanted, had always wielded her sexual power with confidence. But now, here was someone who wasn’t playing by her rules, someone who wasn’t falling at her feet.

For the first time in years, Carol was faced with the possibility of wanting something she wasn’t sure she could have. The thought infuriated her, stoking the fire of her desire even higher. She felt her frustration twist into something darker, more primal.

Every stolen glance, every brush of Carter’s hand on another woman’s body, only fueled her obsession. She could imagine his hands on her, the way they would feel sliding over her skin, his lips grazing her neck, the weight of him pressing her into the bed. And the more she imagined, the more she wanted.

She clenched her fists, trying to steady herself, but her body was already betraying her. She was wet, achingly wet, and every time she looked at Carter, that ache only deepened. The power he held over her was maddening, a reversal of everything she had known. It both infuriated and enflamed her, leaving her trembling with a desire she hadn’t felt in years.

And though she tried to tell herself this was all for Eric—that this game was meant to turn him on, to make their night together more passionate—she couldn’t deny the pull that Carter had on her. He was something new, something dangerous, and that temptation was becoming harder to resist with each passing moment.

The heat of the reception hall had become almost unbearable, the alcohol coursing through Carol’s veins, amplifying the low thrum of desire that pulsed inside her. She could barely focus on the conversations, the laughter, the music. All she could think about was the fire that had been stoked all evening, the way her body felt tight, needy, desperate for release. And Eric, standing beside her, blissfully unaware of just how close she was to snapping, hadn’t taken his eyes off her all night.

Carol knew she had to do something, and soon. Her gaze swept the room, and then she noticed it—just off to the side of the main reception area, a small, discreet door leading to a disabled toilet. Her pulse quickened as an idea formed, reckless and urgent.

She turned to Eric, her voice low and sultry. “Come with me,” she whispered, grabbing his hand before he could ask questions. He followed her willingly, his curiosity piqued, his eyes gleaming with lust as she led him toward the toilet.

Once inside, Carol locked the door behind them, the small space immediately closing in around them. The room was dimly lit, and the distant sounds of the reception seemed to fade as Carol turned to face her husband. She pressed her body against his, her lips finding his in a heated kiss. There was no slow build, no teasing this time—just raw, unfiltered need.

Eric responded eagerly, his hands roaming over her body, gripping her waist as she kissed him harder, her tongue sliding into his mouth. Carol felt her frustration melt into something hotter, more primal, and she didn’t waste any time. Her fingers quickly found the zipper of his trousers, tugging it down with urgency. She slipped her hand inside, and there it was—his cock, already rock hard and straining against the fabric.

Her heart pounded as she wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, twice, feeling the heat of him in her palm. This was it. She wasn’t going to let the evening slip by without getting what she needed.

Without a word, Carol turned around, pressing her hands against the sink, her back arched, offering herself to him. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. Eric didn’t hesitate. He grabbed her hips, pulling her toward him as he positioned himself behind her.

She felt the tip of his cock brush against her, and then he pushed inside. A gasp escaped her lips, her body shuddering at the sudden, intense sensation. He filled her, and for a moment, the ache in her body seemed to ease as pleasure surged through her.

But then, as quickly as it had begun, it was over.

Eric’s grip tightened on her hips, his movements becoming erratic, and before Carol could fully lose herself in the moment, she felt him stiffen. A low groan escaped him, and in the span of thirty seconds, he came, spilling into her with a sharp exhale.

Carol’s body went rigid with disappointment. She hadn’t even begun to ride the wave of pleasure, and now it was gone, snatched away as quickly as it had come. She closed her eyes, biting down on her lip to stifle a groan of frustration. She wanted to scream, but instead, she took a deep breath, forcing herself to stay calm. She couldn’t ruin the evening—not now. Not over this.

As Eric pulled out of her, panting heavily, Carol straightened up, smoothing her skirt back into place. She turned to him with a forced smile, not wanting to show her irritation. “That was… intense,” she said, her voice light, though the edge of frustration still lingered beneath the surface.

Eric grinned, looking a little sheepish. “Sorry, I just couldn’t help myself,” he admitted, wiping sweat from his brow.

Carol laughed softly, brushing it off. “It’s fine,” she said, though her body still hummed with unspent desire. She grabbed some tissue and quickly cleaned herself up, trying to shake off the lingering frustration. “We’d better get back before anyone notices we’re gone.”

Eric nodded, still looking pleased with himself, and Carol forced another smile as they left the small bathroom, returning to the reception as if nothing had happened. But inside, she still simmered with need, her mind racing with thoughts of how the night had spiraled into a tangle of frustration and longing.

A few drinks later, after more dancing and playful flirtation, Carol felt the weight of the evening pressing down on her. She was still on edge, her body wound tight, the alcohol only dulling the edges of her disappointment. As she leaned against the bar, Ellie sauntered over, her face flushed from laughter.

“I’m heading outside for a cigarette,” Ellie announced, waving her pack in the air. “You coming?”

Carol wasn’t a smoker, but the thought of getting some fresh air—of stepping away from the noise and heat—was too tempting to resist. “Yeah, I’ll join you,” she said, pushing off the bar. “Could use some air.”

The two women exchanged a knowing look before they made their way toward the exit, the cool night air beckoning them. As Carol followed Ellie outside, she couldn’t help but feel the tension still coiled inside her, waiting for something, anything, to break the spell the night had cast over her.

The cool night air hit Carol’s face as she and Ellie stepped outside, a welcome relief from the heat of the reception hall. Ellie lit her cigarette, taking a long, slow drag before exhaling a cloud of smoke into the dark sky. Carol stood beside her, breathing deeply, trying to calm the storm of emotions that had been swirling inside her all evening.

The quick, unsatisfying encounter in the bathroom with Eric was still fresh in her mind, the frustration from it gnawing at her. Her body still hummed with desire, and as much as she tried to push it down, it lingered, burning just beneath the surface.

Ellie glanced over, her eyes twinkling with the carefree buzz of alcohol. “You alright, hon?” she asked, her voice casual.

Carol hesitated, on the verge of confessing how frustrated she really was. She could feel the words bubbling up, the urge to vent the disappointment that had been building all night. But then she stopped herself. What would be the point? She didn’t want to ruin the evening or put a damper on the fun they were having. Instead, she forced a smile.

“Just... feeling a little wound up, I guess,” Carol admitted, her voice low, as if she was testing the waters of how much to reveal.

Ellie took another drag of her cigarette, her eyes narrowing slightly. “Is that why you dragged Eric off to the bathroom?” she teased, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.

Carol laughed, though it was tinged with the frustration she was trying to hide. “Let’s just say it didn’t exactly... go as planned.”

Ellie chuckled softly, blowing out another puff of smoke. “Well, with the way you look tonight, I’m surprised he lasted at all.”

Carol shook her head, her thoughts drifting to the real source of her tension—the slow-burning attraction she felt toward Carter. The way he had teased her, the way he had ignored her flirtations, leaving her wanting something she wasn’t sure she should want. Her voice lowered as she made a casual remark, “Speaking of, that intern, Carter... he’s been driving me crazy.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a mischievous grin. “Carter? Oh, honey, I’d love to suck his cock.”

Carol blinked, momentarily stunned by the bluntness of Ellie’s statement. Ellie said it so casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. For a brief moment, Carol was caught off guard, unsure how to respond. She had never really enjoyed giving head—it had always felt like an obligation, something she did for Eric because he liked it. But here was Ellie, openly admitting her love for it, practically salivating at the thought.

Carol frowned slightly, wondering what the appeal was. Why did some women seem to love it so much? The thought lingered in her mind as they stood in silence for a moment, the weight of the evening pressing down on her.

Ellie flicked her cigarette away, the embers glowing briefly before they faded into the dark. “Men like Carter,” she said with a wink, “are the kind that make it worth it.”

Carol said nothing, though her mind was racing. She couldn’t quite shake the image of Carter from her thoughts, the way his presence seemed to pull her in, even when she knew she shouldn’t let it. What would it even be like to do that with someone like him? She quickly pushed the thought away, reminding herself that this was all just a game—to turn Eric on, to spice things up. Nothing more.

The two women walked back inside, returning to the warmth of the reception hall, the music and laughter enveloping them once more. They grabbed fresh drinks from the bar, sipping slowly as they rejoined the others. Carol tried to shake off the lingering tension, forcing herself to focus on the dancing, on the energy of the room. But it wasn’t long before Carter approached.

He moved with a quiet confidence, his tall frame cutting through the crowd as he made his way toward her. Carol’s pulse quickened as he reached her, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“Would you care to dance?” Carter asked, his voice smooth and deep.

Carol glanced over at Eric, who was chatting with one of the other men, oblivious to what was happening. She looked back at Carter, her heart pounding in her chest. She had told herself she wouldn’t push things too far, but the temptation was overwhelming. With a slow, deliberate nod, she accepted his offer.

As they moved onto the dance floor, the music shifted to a slow, sensual rhythm. Carter took her hand, his other arm wrapping loosely around her waist, pulling her closer. Carol felt the heat of his body against hers, the firm press of his chest against her back as they moved together. She tried to focus on the dance, on keeping things light, but it was impossible to ignore the growing tension between them.

At one point, Carter moved behind her, his hands resting on her hips as they swayed to the music. Carol’s breath hitched as she felt it—a large, unmistakable bulge pressing against her lower back. Her body responded instantly, a flood of warmth spreading through her as she realized what she was feeling. He was hard. And he was big.

Her mind raced, torn between excitement and fear, between desire and restraint. She could feel his hands growing bolder as they danced, sliding over her hips, inching upward with each slow turn. His fingers grazed the sides of her breasts, teasing the edges of her cleavage, until finally, he made his move.

Carter’s hand slipped around her body, cupping her breast in a quick, daring grope. His fingers squeezed lightly, just for a second, but it was enough to send a jolt of electricity through Carol. Her eyes widened, her heart racing as she pulled away, breathless and shocked.

She turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, her body still trembling with the rush of adrenaline. Carter smiled, his expression calm, almost smug, as if he knew exactly what he had done—and what he could do.

Carol swallowed hard, stepping back from him, her mind spinning. She needed to cool down, needed to regain control. This had gone far enough.

Without another word, she excused herself from the dance floor, making her way back toward the bar, trying to steady her breathing and calm the whirlwind of emotions raging inside her.

Carol stood at the edge of the dance floor, her body still trembling from the rush of her encounter with Carter. She reached for her drink, but it did little to cool the fire still burning inside her. Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—guilt, desire, frustration—and she wasn’t sure how to make sense of it all.

As she took a deep breath, trying to regain her composure, her eyes drifted across the room to Eric. He was dancing with one of the women from their table, but it was clear he was far too drunk to keep up. He swayed unsteadily, his movements clumsy and erratic, barely able to stay on his feet. Carol watched as he stumbled, catching himself just before he fell, his face flushed and his eyes glazed over with the telltale signs of too much alcohol.

Her heart sank. She knew at that moment there was no way Eric would be able to fuck her tonight, no way he’d be hard enough, or even coherent enough, to give her the release she so desperately needed. The thought hit her like a punch to the gut, all the frustration and disappointment she had been suppressing bubbling up to the surface in a wave of resentment.

This wasn’t how tonight was supposed to go.

She had spent the whole evening teasing, pushing boundaries, building herself up for a night of passion with her husband. But now, watching him stagger across the dance floor, barely able to stand, the reality of it all settled over her like a suffocating weight. There would be no passion, no fulfillment. Only the same bitter cycle of unfulfilled desire.

Her grip tightened around the glass, her body stiffening as the frustration boiled inside her. She had spent years trying to convince herself that it didn’t matter—that the lack of excitement, the failed moments in bed, could be brushed aside. But tonight, it was too much. The need for something more, something real, burned inside her with an intensity she could no longer ignore.

Almost without thinking, Carol turned and found herself looking for Carter.

He was leaning against the bar, laughing with a couple of the other interns, his tall frame relaxed and confident. Her heart raced as she watched him, the memory of his hands on her, his body pressed against hers, flashing through her mind. He was everything Eric wasn’t tonight—strong, in control, desirable.

Before she could stop herself, she moved across the room, her steps quick and purposeful. She didn’t care who saw, didn’t care what anyone thought. This was about her. This was about what she needed.

Carter looked up just as she reached him, his eyes widening slightly in surprise. Carol didn’t hesitate. She grabbed his hand, her fingers wrapping around his wrist, and without a word, she practically dragged him toward the small, discreet door leading to the disabled toilet.

Carter followed willingly, his expression shifting to one of intrigue as they moved through the crowd, unnoticed by the drunken chaos of the reception. Carol’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind buzzing with a mixture of fear and excitement, her body moving on autopilot, driven by the overwhelming need that had taken hold of her.

When they reached the door, Carol shoved it open, pulling Carter inside with her. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the small, dimly lit room.


Chapter 4

For a moment, the world outside seemed to disappear. The music, the laughter, the chatter—it all faded into the background as Carol found herself standing in front of him, the space between them charged with an electric tension. She could feel her breath quicken, her chest rising and falling with the adrenaline that surged through her veins.

Carter stood there, his dark eyes locked on hers, his tall frame towering over her, his lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. He didn’t need to ask what they were doing here. The heat in the room, the unspoken understanding between them, made it perfectly clear.

For a brief second, Carol hesitated. This was the moment—the point of no return. But the fire inside her was too strong to extinguish now, the pull of Carter’s presence too magnetic to resist.

They stood facing each other, the weight of the night pressing down on them both.

As the door clicked shut behind them, the air in the small, dimly lit room grew thick with tension. Carol’s heart was pounding, her breath coming in shallow, ragged bursts as she stood facing Carter, her body humming with anticipation. She had thought she knew what she wanted—to be fucked, to feel someone, anyone, fill the ache that had been gnawing at her all night. But now, standing so close to him, something strange began to stir inside her.

Carter didn’t waste any time. His hands found her waist, pulling her toward him, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was hot, urgent, demanding. Carol responded instantly, her hands tangling in his hair as she kissed him back, her body pressing into his. The hunger she had felt all night swelled inside her, threatening to consume her, and for a moment, she gave herself over to it completely.

Carter’s hands moved quickly, sliding down her back, over her hips, pulling at the fabric of her dress. With a deft movement, he yanked it down, exposing her massive breasts, her nipples hard and sensitive in the cool air. Carol gasped as the fabric fell away, her chest heaving, her skin flushed with heat. Carter’s dark eyes widened in appreciation, a low, approving growl rumbling from his throat as his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her stiffened nipples.

But just as Carol thought this was it—the moment she had been craving—Ellie’s words from earlier floated back into her mind.

“I’d love to suck his cock.”

The casual way Ellie had said it, the ease with which she had expressed her desire, came rushing back to Carol like a flood. Carol had never really enjoyed giving head. It had always felt like a chore, something she did for Eric because it pleased him. But now, in this moment, as Carter’s hands roamed over her body, something shifted inside her.

Almost without realizing what she was doing, Carol found herself pulling back from his kiss, her breath shaky as she looked up at him, her heart pounding. Her mind raced, but there was no denying the pull she felt—a strange, powerful urge that she had never quite experienced before.

Her gaze dropped to his pants, to the bulge straining against the fabric, and before she could stop herself, she was slowly sinking to her knees in front of him.

Carter watched her with a mix of curiosity and anticipation, his hands falling to his sides as she knelt before him. Carol’s fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the zipper of his pants, unfastening it with deliberate slowness. Her mind was a blur, and yet, somehow, everything felt crystal clear. This was what she wanted—what she needed—in this moment.

As she reached into his pants, her fingers brushed against the warm, rigid length of him, and a jolt of shock shot through her. She let out a soft, involuntary moan, her lips parting in surprise as she wrapped her hand around his cock for the first time.

It was... huge.

Carol’s breath caught in her throat as she gripped him, her mind struggling to process what she was feeling. She had known, in some abstract way, that Carter was big—she had felt the bulge against her on the dance floor—but now, holding him in her hand, the reality of it hit her with full force.

“Jesus...” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. The words slipped out before she could stop them, a raw, unfiltered reaction to the sheer size of him. She had never felt anything like it before.

Her eyes widened as she slowly pulled his cock free from his pants, the thick, heavy length of it springing into view. For a moment, all she could do was stare, her mouth slightly open, her heart racing as she took it in. It was bigger than she had imagined—thicker, longer, impossibly hard.

Carter’s eyes darkened with amusement, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched her, but Carol barely noticed. She was too caught up in the moment, too mesmerized by the sheer size of what she was holding in her hand.

Carol knelt there, staring in awe at Carter’s cock, her breath shallow and uneven as her mind raced with conflicting thoughts. The sheer size of him filled her hand, heavy and thick, impossibly hard. He was at least eight inches—maybe more—and the stark contrast between him and Eric was almost impossible to ignore. The difference was overwhelming, undeniable.

Her mind drifted, unbidden, to her husband. To Eric. His cock—just over five inches, average in every way—was something she had grown used to, something familiar and predictable. She had always told herself that size didn’t matter, that Eric’s love and devotion were enough to satisfy her. And for years, she had believed it. Eric’s cock was firm, reliable, and in the early days of their marriage, it had been enough.

But now, as she held Carter’s massive, throbbing cock in her hand, the comparison was brutal. The raw power of it, the way it pulsed beneath her fingers, made Eric’s seem... small. Inadequate. She hated the thought as soon as it formed, but there it was—stark and unforgiving. She had never felt this kind of visceral attraction before, this overwhelming need, and it gnawed at her, twisting her insides with guilt and desire.

Her hand gripped Carter more tightly, her mind swirling with questions she couldn’t answer. How could she be doing this? Why was she doing this? This wasn’t just about teasing Eric anymore. This was something far more dangerous. Far more real.

For a brief moment, doubt clawed at her. She knew she shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t be kneeling in front of another man, holding his cock in her hand, about to cross a line she could never uncross. This wasn’t who she was. She was a married woman. She loved Eric. This... this wasn’t supposed to happen.

But then her eyes flicked to the sink.

The memory hit her like a tidal wave. Just minutes ago, she had been bent over that sink, desperate for release, and Eric had lasted no more than thirty seconds, leaving her completely unsatisfied, aching with frustration. The disappointment of that moment washed over her again, sharper now, more painful. The image of Eric stumbling around the reception, drunk and oblivious, flashed in her mind, only deepening the resentment that had been building inside her all evening.

Her gaze snapped back to Carter, standing tall and firm in front of her, his cock fully hard, thick and demanding. He was everything Eric wasn’t tonight—everything she needed, everything she had craved but hadn’t allowed herself to admit. The heat of her desire surged again, overpowering the doubt, pushing it aside with brutal force.

She felt herself moving forward, almost unconsciously, her body acting on instinct as she leaned in closer. Her lips parted, her breath hot and shallow as she inched nearer to him. She could feel the magnetic pull, the raw, physical need overtaking her mind.

Her mouth hovered just inches from Carter’s cock now, the size of it filling her vision, her hand still wrapped around the base. Her doubts began to fade into the background, replaced by the overpowering sense of inevitability.

This was happening.

Carol knelt there, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she stared at Carter’s cock, the weight of what she was about to do settling over her like a thick fog. Her hand gripped him tightly at the base, feeling the warmth, the steady pulse beneath her fingers. It was so different from Eric. So much bigger, thicker, harder. She had never wanted to do this before—never—but now, with Carter standing before her, his massive cock right in front of her face, something primal had taken over. It was like her body was moving on its own, her mind unable to explain why she wanted this so badly.

She knew it was wrong. She knew she shouldn’t be here, shouldn’t be doing this. But the more she thought about stopping, the more the desire surged inside her, an uncontrollable need that defied reason. Her mouth was inches from him now, her lips parted, her heart pounding as she tried to make sense of the thoughts racing through her mind.

Why did she want this so badly? She had always hated giving head. It had always felt like an obligation with Eric, something she did because he liked it. She had never found any pleasure in it, had never been turned on by the act. But now, with Carter, everything was different. The size of him, the way his cock felt so heavy in her hand, the way her body ached for something she had never truly desired before—it all made her dizzy with confusion and lust.

As her lips brushed against the tip of his cock, a shudder ran through her body. The head of him was thick and smooth, already slick with precum, and as she hesitated, a bead of it touched her tongue. The taste was salty, unfamiliar, and for a moment, she nearly pulled away, her mind screaming at her to stop. But then Carter let out a low, guttural moan, and the sound sent a jolt of heat through her. She had never heard Eric sound like that before, had never felt the raw power of a man’s desire so directly.

She parted her lips further, letting the head of Carter’s cock slip inside her mouth, her tongue brushing against the underside. He was huge, filling her mouth in a way that Eric never had, and for a second, she struggled to adjust to the size of him. The stretch of her lips, the thickness pressing against her tongue—it was overwhelming, and yet, she couldn’t stop. Slowly, she took more of him in, inch by inch, her hand gripping the base to control how far she could go.

The taste of him was strange, salty and musky, and her instincts told her to pull away, to stop. But her body refused to listen. She wanted to please him, to feel him respond to her in a way that she had never experienced before. The weight of his cock in her mouth, the heat radiating from his body—it all made her feel alive in a way she couldn’t explain.

As she moved her head, sliding her mouth up and down his length, she could hear Carter’s breathing grow heavier. His hand moved to the back of her head, tangling in her hair, guiding her as she took him deeper. Carol’s heart raced, her body trembling as she fought to fit more of him into her mouth. He was so much larger than Eric, the sheer size of him filling her throat in a way that made her gag slightly, but she pressed on, her need to please him stronger than the discomfort.

She could feel the veins along his shaft throbbing against her tongue, his cock twitching with each movement. Her lips stretched wider as she tried to take more of him, the slick warmth of his precum coating the back of her throat. The taste was strong, almost bitter, but it didn’t matter. All she could focus on was the way he was responding to her, the way his moans grew louder, more desperate with each passing second.

Her mind was a blur of conflicting emotions—guilt, desire, shame, excitement. She knew this was wrong, knew she was betraying her husband in the worst possible way. But at the same time, she had never felt more powerful. She had never felt this kind of control over a man’s pleasure, and it thrilled her in a way that both terrified and exhilarated her.

Carter’s cock pulsed harder in her mouth, and she could feel him tense beneath her. His grip on her hair tightened, and he let out a low, ragged moan. “Fuck... I’m gonna cum,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure.

Carol’s body froze for a moment, her mind screaming at her to pull away. This was the point where she should stop, where she should end this before it went too far. But instead, she did the unthinkable.

She leaned in closer, her lips tightening around him as she tried to take even more of his cock into her mouth. She could feel him throb against her tongue, the tension building in his body as he reached the edge. And then, with a guttural moan, he came.

The first spurt hit the back of her throat with surprising force, and Carol’s eyes widened as she struggled to keep up. His cum was thick, hot, and there was so much of it. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working to take it down, but the sheer volume overwhelmed her. Another spurt filled her mouth, and then another, and she swallowed again, desperately trying to keep up as Carter’s cock throbbed and pulsed against her tongue.

It was more than she had ever seen before. Eric had never cum like this—never. The taste was strong, bitter and salty, and it made her gag slightly, but she kept going, her mouth still wrapped around him as she tried to swallow more. She could feel the cum spilling from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop.

Carter groaned loudly, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm, and Carol did her best to take as much of him as she could, but eventually, it was too much. His cock twitched again, and more cum spilled into her mouth, thick and heavy, and she finally had to pull away, gasping for breath.

She sat back on her heels, her chest heaving as she stared up at him, her mouth and chin covered in cum. She could feel it on her breasts too, the sticky warmth clinging to her skin, and for a moment, she was frozen in place, unable to process what had just happened.

Carter looked down at her, a satisfied smirk on his face as he caught his breath. His cock, still slick and glistening, hung in front of her, and the reality of what she had done hit her all at once.

Carol scrambled to her feet, her heart racing, her mind spinning with shame and disbelief. She grabbed some tissue from the small counter and wiped her mouth, her hands trembling as she cleaned herself up. The taste of him still lingered on her tongue, and she felt a wave of nausea and confusion wash over her.

Without saying a word, she nearly bolted from the room, her body still shaking from the intensity of it all. She couldn’t process what she had just done. She didn’t want to process it.

All she knew was that she had to get out of there.


As Carol hurried out of the small, dimly lit toilet, her heart was still racing, her hands trembling as she frantically wiped away the last traces of Carter’s cum from her chin. Her mind was a whirlwind of panic and shame, the weight of what she had just done pressing down on her chest like a vice. She could barely think straight, the taste of him still lingering on her tongue, a constant reminder of her betrayal. 

But she didn’t have time to process any of it—not yet. She just needed to get away. To escape before anyone saw her. Her eyes darted around the hallway, scanning for any sign of Eric, any hint that he might have seen something. The very thought made her stomach twist with anxiety.

But as she rounded the corner, her worst fear materialized.

She barely had time to react before she practically collided with Eric, who was swaying slightly, still clearly drunk but with enough awareness to look at her with confusion.

“Where have you been?” Carol blurted out instinctively, her voice sharp, the words tumbling from her lips before she could even think. She needed to put him on the defensive, to make it seem like he had been the one who had disappeared.

Eric blinked at her, his brows furrowing as he tried to focus. “Looking for you,” he replied, his voice slurred but still carrying a hint of suspicion. “Where’ve you been?”

Carol’s heart skipped a beat, her pulse roaring in her ears. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, her mind racing for an explanation, something that would keep him from asking too many questions. But her throat felt tight, her breath shallow. Had he seen something? Had he noticed her slipping off with Carter? Her mind spun with possibilities, and the weight of her guilt made it feel like the walls were closing in around her.

She forced a smile, hoping it didn’t look as strained as it felt. “I was just... getting some air,” she said quickly, her voice a little too high-pitched, a little too rushed. “It’s stuffy in there.”

Eric stared at her for a moment, his gaze unfocused, as if he was trying to make sense of her words. Carol could feel his eyes on her, and for a second, she was sure he could see the guilt written all over her face. The remnants of Carter’s cum on her skin, the slight tremor in her hands—everything felt like it was screaming for attention, like she was about to be exposed.

Had he seen?

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. She couldn’t stand the silence between them, couldn’t handle the way Eric’s eyes seemed to search her face for answers. She needed to get out, to escape the tension that was building with every passing second.

“Let’s just go,” she said abruptly, her voice tight, her body already turning away from him as she tried to put as much distance between herself and the scene of her betrayal as possible. She couldn’t bear the thought of staying in that reception hall any longer, surrounded by people, by the suffocating heat of the night. She just needed to leave.

Eric didn’t argue. He simply nodded, his expression still confused but compliant, and followed her toward the exit. As they walked side by side, Carol’s mind raced with a hundred different thoughts, all of them swirling together in a chaotic storm. She couldn’t shake the fear that Eric had seen something—or worse, that someone else had. The guilt gnawed at her, twisting her insides into knots, but she couldn’t let it show. Not now.

As they stepped out into the cool night air, Carol’s body relaxed slightly, but the tension in her chest didn’t ease. She could feel Eric’s presence beside her, a constant reminder of what she had just done. The betrayal hung between them like a heavy, unspoken secret, and all she could do was hope that it would stay that way—that Eric would never know the truth.

But deep down, Carol knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

As the taxi pulled away from the reception hall, the silence between Carol and Eric was thick, oppressive, and loaded with tension. Carol stared out the window, her mind spinning, her body still humming from the night’s events. The cool night air coming through the crack in the window did nothing to cool the heat that still radiated from her, and the sudden reality of what she had just done hit her like a freight train.

She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her heart racing as the details of the past hour replayed in her mind with startling clarity. The feel of Carter’s massive cock in her mouth, the weight of it, the taste of him, the overwhelming sensation as he came, filling her throat, the way her body had responded—dripping wet, so unlike how she normally felt when she performed oral. And she hated herself for it. The guilt wrapped around her like a suffocating blanket, tightening with every passing second.

She felt dirty. How could I have done that? she asked herself over and over. A married woman, kneeling in front of a man who wasn’t her husband, taking him in her mouth like that, letting him use her. The thought made her stomach churn, and yet, the wetness between her legs was undeniable. She had never gotten this wet sucking cock before—not Eric’s, not anyone’s—and the shame of that only deepened the conflict waging war inside her.

And then, out of nowhere, Carol felt something sticky between her breasts. Her breath hitched as she looked down, realizing with horror that a small smear of Carter’s cum had dripped into her cleavage. It must have happened when she had tried to clean herself up in the bathroom, and now, sitting here next to her husband, she couldn’t get rid of it without drawing attention.

Panic welled up inside her as she pressed her arms tightly to her sides, hoping that Eric wouldn’t notice. The last thing she needed was for him to see. She couldn’t wipe it away, not without making it obvious, and the thought of him seeing Carter’s cum on her skin made her heart race with fear and disgust. She silently prayed that the dim lighting in the taxi would keep it hidden. Her hands trembled slightly as she folded them in her lap, trying to compose herself, but the sticky reminder between her breasts wouldn’t go away.

Beside her, Eric sat stiffly, his gaze fixed forward, but his mind was clearly elsewhere. Carol could feel the tension radiating from him, the energy in the taxi almost unbearable. She stole a quick glance at him, and her stomach twisted with guilt. He looked... conflicted, his brow furrowed, his body tense. He hadn’t said a word since they got into the car, and she couldn’t help but wonder what was going through his mind.

Eric had seen her flirting, seen her dancing with the interns, seen Carter’s hand on her breast as they swayed together on the dance floor. She knew it had affected him—she had seen the way his eyes darkened with lust, the way his hands twitched, desperate to touch her, even as he stood back and watched. But he hadn’t seen what had happened in the toilet. He didn’t know about the betrayal. Or at least, she hoped he didn’t.

But there was something else in his silence—something darker. Humiliation. Carol knew that her husband had been turned on by watching her flirt, by seeing her pressed up against other men. He always enjoyed hearing about the times men had ogled her, and she had used that to stoke the fire between them tonight. But she also knew that his own performance earlier, his inability to satisfy her in the bathroom, had left him feeling embarrassed. Inadequate.

Eric shifted in his seat, and as he moved, Carol couldn’t help but notice the bulge straining against his pants. Her breath caught. He was hard. Really hard. The sight of his erection sent a fresh wave of confusion and guilt crashing over her. He was insanely turned on by what he had seen, by the dancing, the flirting—maybe even by seeing Carter grab her breast. And yet, here she was, sitting next to him with another man’s cum drying between her breasts, her body still throbbing from the illicit encounter.

She couldn’t believe the mix of emotions swirling inside her—guilt, shame, lust, disgust. Every time she looked at Eric’s visible erection, a part of her wanted to reach out, to touch him, to let him take her right there in the back of the taxi. But the other part of her recoiled, horrified by what she had done, by the thought of touching him after what had happened with Carter.

The ride felt endless, the tension between them growing with each passing moment. Neither of them spoke. Carol could feel Eric’s eyes flick toward her occasionally, but he remained silent, his body rigid, his hands gripping his thighs. She knew he was turned on—she could practically feel the heat radiating off him. But she also knew he was wrestling with his own shame, his own humiliation over what had happened in the bathroom earlier. He had seen her in the arms of another man, but had also felt the sting of his own inadequacy, unable to last more than thirty seconds when she had bent over the sink, her body begging for more.

As they pulled up to the hotel, Carol felt the weight of the night crashing down on her, suffocating her. She couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Her body was still on fire, her mind a tangled mess of guilt and desire. And then, as they stepped out of the taxi, she glanced down and saw it again—the unmistakable bulge in Eric’s pants. He was still painfully hard.

They walked through the hotel lobby in silence, the tension between them thick and heavy. Carol’s heart pounded in her chest as they made their way toward the elevator, neither of them speaking, neither of them knowing what the other had seen or felt. Eric’s hand brushed against hers, and she flinched, her skin still crawling with the memory of what she had done.

She glanced at him again as they waited for the elevator, and for a moment, their eyes met. His gaze was dark, filled with unspoken questions, unspoken desires. But beneath that, she could see the hurt—the shame he tried to hide behind the lust. He wanted her. He wanted her badly. But there was more to it than that. He had seen too much, and yet, not enough.

As they stepped into the elevator and the doors slid shut, the silence between them became unbearable. Neither of them knew what the other was thinking, what the other had seen. But both of them felt the weight of the night hanging over them, waiting to unravel.


Chapter 5

As they stepped into the elevator, the heavy silence between them seemed suffocating, neither knowing what the other had truly seen or felt. Carol’s mind buzzed with a mix of guilt and lust, while Eric remained silent, his eyes dark with a mix of questions and desire. The elevator ride felt endless, their unspoken emotions swirling in the air. When the doors opened and they walked toward their hotel room, Carol could barely keep her composure.

When Eric had recovered from his initial shock at Carol’s behavior that night, he looked her up and down, his eyes dark with desire and amusement. His hand brushed against her thigh, and it didn’t take him long to realize that she wasn’t wearing any panties. “Why, you sly tease,” he chuckled, his voice teasing but edged with lust. “You went without panties tonight!”

Carol let him think that. It was easier to let him believe this was all just part of a naughty game, rather than what it truly was. There was no way she could tell him the truth, not yet. She couldn’t confess what had really happened, not when her mind was still a storm of guilt and desire, and her body still trembled from what she had done.

But the thought of it—the memory of Carter’s cock in her mouth, the weight of him, the way her body had responded in ways it never had before—still clung to her, filling her with a dangerous thrill. She couldn’t tell Eric the truth outright, but she could use it. She could play with it. And maybe, in doing so, she could gauge his reaction without revealing everything.

Carol lay back on the bed, her body aching, her mind spinning. She knew if she was going to tell Eric about Carter—even if it was cloaked in the guise of fantasy—she didn’t want to look at him. She couldn’t bear to see the questions that would undoubtedly fill his eyes, the curiosity about every little detail. Was he bigger? Did his cock make you wet? Questions that would reveal far too much about how deeply the encounter had affected her.

Instead, she hooked her foot behind Eric’s head and gently pulled him down toward her aching, soaked womanhood. Her voice was a low, sultry whisper. “I want you to lick me while I tell you what happened.”

Eric’s eyes widened in surprise, and Carol could feel his body tense slightly, but it was clear he was far too turned on to refuse her request. His gaze darkened, and without a word, he moved down between her legs, his breath hot against her thighs. As his tongue reached out to lick her slick slit, a moan escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her.

It had been so long since she had been this turned on. The memory of Carter, the act itself, the danger of telling Eric—it was all swirling together, pushing her closer to the edge. She could feel Eric’s tongue exploring her, the warmth of his mouth against her wetness, and it only made the memory of Carter more vivid in her mind.

As Eric licked her, his tongue teasing her folds, Carol began to speak, her voice shaky at first, but gaining confidence as the story flowed from her lips. She told him everything—well, almost everything. The way she had flirted with Carter at the reception, how he had ignored her at first, teasing her in his own way. Her voice trembled as she described their dance, the moment Carter had pressed up behind her on the dance floor, his hands daring, bold, until one of them slipped over her breast.

Eric didn’t stop. His tongue licked her in slow, deliberate strokes, and she felt her body responding to him, her arousal growing with every word, every flick of his tongue. She could sense his excitement building, too, the way his breath quickened against her thighs.

“And then,” she continued, her voice catching in her throat, “I... I took him into the toilet.”

Eric’s hands tightened on her hips, and for a moment, Carol wondered if he was going to stop, if he had caught on. But he didn’t. Instead, he moaned softly, his tongue pressing deeper into her as if urging her to go on. Her heart raced, her mind spinning with guilt and desire. She knew she was walking a dangerous line, telling him what she had done, but framing it as fantasy. But as Eric continued to devour her, she felt a strange sense of control, a sense that she could steer this story wherever she wanted.

“I... I knelt down in front of him,” she whispered, her hand sliding down to tangle in Eric’s hair, guiding him closer to her as her body trembled with anticipation. “His cock was so big... bigger than I expected.” She felt Eric’s breath hitch against her, his hand reaching down to stroke his own erection as he listened to her every word.

Carol closed her eyes, letting the memory wash over her, but framing it as a vivid fantasy. “I took him in my mouth,” she murmured, her voice barely audible now. “I could barely fit him in, but I wanted to... I wanted to please him. I wanted to feel him come in my mouth.”

Eric groaned against her, and Carol could feel his tongue working harder now, his arousal driving him as he licked her with increasing intensity. His fingers dug into her hips, and she could hear the sound of him stroking himself, the slickness of his own arousal filling the room.

She kept going, her voice trembling as she pushed forward, describing every detail of the encounter. She told him how she had sucked Carter’s cock, how it had filled her mouth, how the taste of him had overwhelmed her but she hadn’t stopped. She had wanted more, needed more, and she had taken him deeper than she had ever taken Eric.

“I wanted him to cum,” she whispered, her body trembling as Eric’s tongue flicked against her swollen clit. “I begged for it. And when he did... when he came... there was so much. I swallowed as much as I could, but it just kept coming, filling my mouth...”

Eric’s groans grew louder, and she could feel his tongue moving faster now, his hand stroking his cock in rhythm with her words. Carol arched her back, her body teetering on the edge of orgasm as she remembered the feeling of Carter’s cum in her mouth, the way it had overwhelmed her, the way it had felt to finally please him.

Her voice dropped to a whisper, barely audible over Eric’s moans. “I asked him to cum in my mouth,” she said, her breath catching as the memory became all too real. “And he did. It was so much. I wanted to swallow it all, but I couldn’t...”

At that moment, Carol’s body tensed, and a scream tore from her throat as she came hard against Eric’s mouth, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her hips bucked against his face, her fingers gripping his hair as the pleasure consumed her.

Eric, lost in his own arousal, groaned loudly as he came too, spilling himself onto the sheets as Carol’s words brought him to the edge. His moans vibrated against her clit, sending aftershocks of pleasure through her already sensitive body.

As the wave of pleasure subsided, Carol lay back on the bed, breathless and trembling. Eric pulled away from her, his face glistening with her wetness, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. He didn’t say anything, but the satisfied, dazed look in his eyes told her everything she needed to know.

But Carol’s mind was still racing. She had told Eric the truth, and yet, it wasn’t the truth. It was wrapped in the safety of fantasy, and for now, that was enough. But deep down, she knew the reality of what had happened with Carter would haunt her.


Chapter 6

The next morning, the weight of the previous night’s events hung heavy in the air. Carol woke early, her body still humming with the aftershocks of what had happened, but her mind was clouded with guilt, confusion, and the undeniable need to figure out what it all meant. She lay in bed for a moment, staring up at the ceiling, her thoughts swirling like a storm. The memories of Carter, of Eric, of the things she had said and done all came flooding back, but none of it made sense in the clear light of day.

Beside her, Eric stirred, his movements slow and deliberate. Carol could feel the tension between them, the kind of tension that comes when something significant has happened but neither person knows quite how to address it. She kept her gaze fixed on the ceiling, unsure of how to begin, unsure of what she could say that wouldn’t unravel the fragile thread they were both hanging by.

Eric shifted, turning to look at her, his face still flushed with sleep but his expression serious. It was clear that he, too, was struggling to process what had happened. The excitement of the night before had long since faded, replaced by the sober reality of the morning after. The teasing, the flirting, the fantasy—it all seemed so much more complicated now, as if they had crossed a line they hadn’t fully prepared for.

“I guess we need to talk about last night,” Eric said, his voice hoarse, barely breaking the silence. He was trying to sound casual, but Carol could hear the uncertainty beneath the words.

Carol turned her head slightly, meeting his gaze for the first time that morning. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice softer than usual. “We do.”

For a moment, they lay there in silence, the weight of everything pressing down on them. Neither of them knew how to start, how to address the elephant in the room. The excitement of the fantasy, the flirtation, the intensity of their sex—it had all been so intoxicating in the moment, but now, with the light of day streaming through the curtains, it felt like something had shifted. Something more serious, more real.

“I’m not sure what to think,” Eric admitted, his brow furrowing as he propped himself up on one elbow, his gaze still locked on Carol. “I mean, last night was... intense. But we need to figure out what it means, if it means anything.”

Carol nodded, though her stomach twisted with guilt. She knew that Eric was still thinking of last night as a game, a fantasy they had shared. He had no idea about the reality of what she had done. The real betrayal. The weight of that knowledge sat heavily on her chest, but she couldn’t bring herself to confess. Not yet.

“We can’t make any decisions right now,” she said slowly, choosing her words carefully. “I think we need to... think it through. Figure out what we both want. What this means for us.”

Eric watched her closely, his expression unreadable, but there was something in his eyes—something dark, conflicted. “Yeah,” he agreed after a moment. “I think that’s a good idea. I don’t want to jump to any conclusions without really thinking about it.”

They both knew that what had happened the night before had changed something between them, but neither was quite ready to confront it head-on. There was too much to unpack, too much to process. And with Eric leaving on a business trip later that night, it seemed like they were being given an opportunity—a temporary reprieve from having to face the full reality of the situation.

“I think this trip will give us some time,” Eric said, his tone thoughtful now. “Some space to figure things out. Soul-searching, or whatever you want to call it.”

Carol forced a smile, though the knot in her stomach tightened. Time. Space. That’s what she needed too, but for different reasons. She needed to figure out how to come to terms with what she had done. She needed to process the guilt, the thrill, the conflicting emotions that had been swirling inside her since the moment she knelt in front of Carter.

“Agreed,” she murmured, her voice quiet. “Let’s not do anything until we’ve had a real conversation about it. No unilateral decisions.”

Eric nodded, seeming to relax a little now that they had at least reached some kind of understanding. “Right. Nothing until we talk.”

The room fell into an uneasy silence after that, the conversation having been settled but the tension still lingering. Carol could feel it in the way Eric’s gaze drifted away from her, in the way her own thoughts kept circling back to Carter. The truth, the real truth of what had happened, hung between them like a shadow, unseen but ever-present.

As the hours ticked by and the time for Eric’s departure grew closer, Carol couldn’t help but feel a sense of dread settling over her. They had agreed not to make any rash decisions, but the truth was, the decision had already been made the moment she stepped into that bathroom with Carter. Now, it was just a matter of figuring out how—or if—she would ever tell Eric the full story.

The rest of the morning passed in awkward conversation and half-hearted attempts at normalcy, but the weight of the previous night loomed over them both. They had agreed to wait, to think things through, but Carol knew that the hardest part was yet to come.

As she watched Eric pack his suitcase for the trip, her heart ached with a thousand unspoken words, but for now, they remained locked inside her.


Chapter 7

The week after the reception had been a blur for Carol. Eric had left for his business trip, and though the physical space between them gave her room to think, her mind had been anything but calm. She had replayed the night with Carter over and over in her head—every stolen glance, every touch, every moan. It had consumed her thoughts to the point where she couldn’t focus on anything else.

That morning, Carol called Ellie, hoping to reschedule their lunch date. She had an important deadline looming, but if she was honest with herself, it wasn’t just work that was weighing on her. She couldn’t shake the need to talk to someone—anyone—about what had happened. And Ellie was the only person she trusted enough to confess to.

"How about we meet for drinks instead? Henry’s after work?" Ellie had suggested. Carol had hesitated for a moment, but with Eric out of town, there was no reason to refuse.

"Sure, sounds good," Carol had replied, though her stomach tightened with anxiety.

By the time Carol arrived at Henry’s that evening, she was already a bundle of nerves. She ordered a bourbon and water, hoping it would calm her, but it only made her more on edge. The minutes ticked by, and when Ellie finally walked in, Carol had been at the bar for nearly half an hour and was halfway through her second drink.

Ellie breezed in with her usual confident energy, her hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail, and a wide grin on her face. She spotted Carol immediately and waved as she made her way over.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Ellie teased as she sat down, signaling to the bartender for her usual. “Rough day?”

Carol smiled weakly, her nerves making her hands shake. “Something like that,” she murmured, trying to keep her voice steady. But the knot in her stomach tightened, and she could feel the weight of what she was about to say pressing down on her.

Ellie noticed the tension almost immediately. “What’s going on?” she asked, her tone softening as she leaned in closer. “You’ve been off all week. You look... distracted.”

Carol’s heart raced, and for a moment, she wasn’t sure she could go through with it. She could feel the bourbon warming her from the inside, loosening her inhibitions just enough to consider spilling the truth. But how could she tell Ellie? What would she think? Would she be disgusted? Shocked? Jealous? The thought made her stomach twist. She didn’t want to lose Ellie’s friendship over this, but the need to confess was becoming unbearable.

Just as Carol was about to open her mouth, Ellie reached into her purse and handed her a small pink slip of paper.

“I almost forgot,” Ellie said with a playful smirk. “You got a message.”

Carol’s brow furrowed in confusion as she took the paper, her eyes scanning the neat handwriting.

To: Ellie
From: Carter
Message: Have someone named Carol call.

The moment she read Carter’s name, her blood ran cold. The glass in her hand trembled, and her fingers went numb. The pink slip fell from her hand and landed on the table, as if the weight of it had become too much to hold.

Ellie’s smile faded, her eyes narrowing with concern. “Carol, what’s going on?” she asked, her voice laced with worry.

For a moment, Carol couldn’t speak. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, fear, desire. The pink slip seemed to glow ominously on the table, a stark reminder of the line she had crossed.

“I... I don’t know where to start,” Carol stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She looked up at Ellie, who was now watching her closely, clearly sensing that whatever Carol was about to say wasn’t just some passing confession.

Ellie leaned in, her tone soft but firm. “Just tell me. You’re scaring me.”

Carol’s breath hitched as the dam inside her broke. She couldn’t hold it in any longer. She needed to tell someone. “At the reception...” she began, her voice trembling, “something happened with Carter.”

Ellie’s eyes widened in surprise, but she didn’t interrupt. She simply nodded, urging Carol to continue.

Carol swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest as she launched into the story. She told Ellie everything—how she had flirted with Carter throughout the night, how the tension between them had grown until it was unbearable. She even told Ellie about the disabled toilet, how she had pulled him in there without thinking, how she had knelt in front of him, her mouth wrapped around his cock, desperate to please him.

Ellie listened intently, her expression a mix of curiosity and shock, but not the disgust Carol had feared. She leaned in closer, her eyes wide with intrigue as Carol’s confession spilled out.

“I didn’t just do it,” Carol admitted, her voice thick with emotion. “I... I wanted it. More than I’ve ever wanted anything. And as he came in my mouth... I... I almost came, too.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow, clearly trying to process what she had just heard. “Wait,” she said, her voice incredulous, “you actually almost came from giving him head? You? Miss ‘I hate sucking cock’?”

Carol laughed bitterly, shaking her head. “I know, it’s insane. I’ve never enjoyed it before. With Eric, it’s always just been... something I do for him. But with Carter... I don’t know what happened. I was so wet, Ellie. I came so hard that I almost passed out.”

Ellie let out a surprised laugh, shaking her head in disbelief. “Carol, that’s wild. I mean... damn.”

Carol’s face flushed with embarrassment. “I’ve thought about it every day since,” she confessed. “And I hate myself for it. But... I can’t stop thinking about how hot it was.”

Ellie sat back in her chair, swirling her drink as she considered Carol’s words. “I can’t believe it,” she muttered, more to herself than to Carol. “You’ve complained about giving head for years, and now you’re telling me it’s the hottest thing you’ve ever done.”

Carol nodded, biting her lip. “I know. And I don’t know what to do. I can’t tell Eric. He thinks it was all just some fantasy we shared. He doesn’t know I actually did it.”

Ellie’s eyes flicked to the pink slip of paper on the table, her curiosity piqued. “So what are you going to do about that?” she asked, nodding toward the message.

Carol’s stomach churned as she looked down at the slip, the bold handwriting staring back at her like a challenge. “I don’t know,” she whispered, her hand trembling as she reached for the paper. She couldn’t bear the thought of calling Carter, but at the same time, the memory of him still haunted her.

Ellie leaned in, her voice low and teasing. “If you’re not going to call him... mind if I use that?”

Carol’s eyes widened, her hand closing around the paper as she looked up at Ellie. For a moment, she didn’t know how to respond. The idea of Ellie contacting Carter sent a jolt of something—jealousy, fear, confusion—through her chest. She wasn’t ready to let go of him, not yet.

With a shaky breath, Carol slipped the note into her purse, her mind still spinning with everything she had just confessed. “No,” she said softly. “Not yet.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow but didn’t push. “Fair enough,” she said with a shrug. “But damn, Carol... I didn’t see this coming.”

Neither had Carol. As they paid the bill and got up to leave, the pink slip burned in her purse, a reminder that the story wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 8

Carol lay back on her bed, her body warm and buzzing with anticipation, her fingers slowly circling her clit as her thoughts raced. She had just hung up the phone after talking to Carter, and despite everything she had promised herself, she was incredibly turned on. She’d told herself she wouldn’t do anything until Eric came home, until they had a chance to really talk about what happened at the reception.

But she had lost control on the call. She couldn’t help it. And now, she had agreed to meet Carter tomorrow at his apartment.

Her fingers pressed harder as the reality of what she’d just done sank in. She knew she should feel guilty—hell, she did feel guilty—but the guilt was tangled up with something else, something deeper and far more dangerous. The pull toward Carter was impossible to ignore, and as her fingers worked her clit, her body responded to the thought of him, to the memory of his cock in her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue.

Carol had seen it clearly that night behind the reception hall. There had been nothing hiding it. His cock had been massive, thick, and hard in her hand, unlike anything she’d ever experienced with Eric or anyone else. Just thinking about it now made her breath catch in her throat, her body arching as her fingers moved faster.

She knew Carter was eager to fuck her. He’d made that much clear during the call, teasing her with the idea, making her body tingle with anticipation. But she wasn’t sure she was ready to cross that line. Not yet. She’d already given him a blowjob, and while that had been intense enough to leave her trembling, giving him another didn’t seem as radical as actually having intercourse. The thought of it both excited and terrified her.

She’d made Carter promise—no vaginal sex. It had been the one thing she clung to during the call, needing some semblance of control in a situation that already felt like it was slipping away from her. She’d told him that if she came over, they could have their fun, but there would be no fucking. And even though the promise should have reassured her, it didn’t. She wasn’t sure if she could trust herself once she was alone with him.

Her breath hitched again as she remembered the way Carter had felt in her mouth—the weight of him, the way his cock had stretched her lips, filled her throat. The taste of him had been so strong, so intense, and the way he had come—hot and thick—had overwhelmed her senses. Her body trembled at the memory, her arousal building as she imagined kneeling in front of him again, this time in the bright light of his apartment.

She had seen his cock, had felt every inch of it, and now she wanted to feel it again. Her hand slipped lower, slick with her wetness, as she imagined the moment they would meet again. The thought of kneeling in front of him, of taking him in her mouth, filled her with a strange, irresistible hunger.

A soft moan escaped her lips as she pressed harder against her clit, her body slick and ready. She knew this was dangerous. She knew she shouldn’t be doing this. But the excitement was too strong, too overwhelming to ignore. She imagined Carter’s cock in her mouth again, imagined the way he would groan as she took him deeper, his hand in her hair, guiding her, filling her.

Her fingers moved faster now, her hips lifting off the bed as the fantasy took hold. She pictured herself in his apartment, kneeling before him, her lips wrapped around his cock, the same way she had done behind the reception hall. Only this time, it wouldn’t be rushed or hidden in the shadows. This time, she would take her time, savoring every moment, every inch of him.

Her body tensed as she imagined it—the way his cock would feel as she worked him, the way he would moan, the taste of him as he got closer, harder, ready to cum. She could feel it building inside her, the heat, the anticipation, the need to please him.

With a sharp cry, Carol’s body shook as the orgasm ripped through her. Her fingers moved frantically against her clit, her hips bucking as she came hard, the pleasure washing over her in intense waves. Her breath came in short, ragged gasps as she collapsed back against the bed, her heart pounding in her chest.

But even as the pleasure subsided, the guilt crept back in, darker and heavier than before.

She had made Carter promise there would be no vaginal sex, but deep down, she wasn’t sure if she could trust herself—or him. The desire she felt for him was too strong, too overpowering, and the more she thought about it, the more the lines blurred.

Would she really be able to stop herself once they were alone together, in the privacy of his apartment? Once his hands were on her, his cock in her mouth, the heat between them growing more intense by the second? The thought both thrilled and terrified her, sending another shiver down her spine.

With a shaky breath, Carol wiped her hand on the sheet and stared up at the ceiling, her body still trembling from the intensity of the orgasm. She knew she had crossed a line, and she was about to cross it even further. But she couldn’t stop herself. Not now. Not after everything that had happened.

She closed her eyes, her mind drifting back to Carter, to the promise of what tomorrow would bring. And despite the guilt gnawing at her, she couldn’t help but feel the pull of excitement, of danger, as she imagined what would happen next.

Carol stood in front of the mirror, inspecting her reflection as she fought to maintain her composure. The slacks, the fitted sweater, the blazer—everything about her outfit was designed to keep things in check, to ensure she wouldn’t let this afternoon with Carter spiral out of control. She had come prepared, knowing full well how easily she could lose herself in the heat of the moment if she wasn’t careful. The slacks, especially, were her safeguard—a reminder that she wasn’t here to fuck him, that she couldn’t let it go that far, not yet.

But her lips told another story. She had spent more time applying her lipstick than she ever had before, her mouth deliberately painted to perfection. She’d even visited the department store that morning to consult a salesgirl, practicing the careful strokes to create full, sensual lips. It wasn’t something she did for herself. She knew why she was doing it—because this was about Carter, about what she wanted to do with him, and how she needed him to respond.

She hadn’t stopped thinking about the night at the reception. About how wild, uninhibited, and hot she had felt, sucking him off behind the building. That night had awakened something inside her, something she hadn’t even known was there. But today was about seeing if it could happen again. Could just giving him a blowjob bring her to that same feverish excitement? Could she control herself this time, without crossing the line into something she wasn’t ready for?

She arrived at Carter’s apartment at exactly three in the afternoon, her nerves taut with anticipation. She’d circled the block, taken a break at a nearby café to freshen her lipstick, anything to avoid appearing too eager. But she knew, deep down, that eagerness had already gripped her.

Carter opened the door with that same confident smile, the one that had drawn her in from the start. His presence was magnetic, and the moment she stepped inside, she felt her pulse quicken. He made them each a rum drink, the sweet taste of his home island lingering on her tongue, but Carol barely noticed the alcohol. She didn’t need it. The real intoxication came from the proximity to him, the smell of his cologne, the easy way he touched her.

They sat on the couch, and Carter wasted no time. His lips found hers, his hands sliding over her body, exploring her curves with a familiarity that both thrilled and frightened her. But Carol turned her head, letting him kiss her neck instead. She wasn’t ready for him to mess up her lips, not yet. Not when she knew what she wanted them for.

As his kisses trailed lower, his hand cupping her breast through her sweater, Carol felt her body start to respond in ways she had desperately hoped to control. The warmth of his touch, the way his fingers teased her nipples through the fabric, sent a rush of heat straight between her legs. Her breathing quickened, and she fought to keep her thoughts straight, to remember why she was here.

But Carter was patient, deliberate. He removed her blazer first, then tugged her sweater over her head, his eyes darkening with desire as he drank her in. Carol’s breath hitched as she felt the cool air against her skin, and she knew she was in dangerous territory. Her resolve was slipping, and as much as she had prepared herself for this moment, her body was betraying her.

When he reached behind her to unclasp her bra, she hesitated. But Carter moved with such ease, such confidence, that her hesitation crumbled almost instantly. Her bra fell away, and his mouth was on her nipples, sucking gently, his fingers pinching just enough to make her gasp. Her body reacted instantly—her nipples hardening, her breath catching in her throat.

This was the moment she had feared, the moment where her carefully constructed defenses would start to fall apart. Her hand instinctively went to his head, tangling in his hair as he sucked and teased her breasts. The pleasure was too intense, too immediate, and she could already feel herself getting wet, despite the mental barriers she’d set up before arriving.

She told herself to stop, to pull back. But as Carter’s lips moved from one nipple to the other, sucking and pinching in just the right way, her thoughts blurred. Her slacks had been meant to stop him, to keep his hands from wandering too far, but the heat building inside her had nothing to do with where his hands were. It was the way her body responded to him, the way her resolve was slipping through her fingers, that terrified her.

She closed her eyes, trying to focus, trying to regain control. She hadn’t come here to fuck him. She hadn’t come here to let it go that far. But the sensation of his mouth on her, the way his hands kneaded her breasts, made her feel like she was teetering on the edge of a cliff. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold on.

Carter’s hand slid up her thigh, inching closer to her waist, and Carol’s heart pounded in her chest. Her slacks were supposed to be her shield, her barrier. But as his fingers reached the waistband, her breath caught. She wasn’t supposed to let this happen. She wasn’t supposed to give in. But the heat between them, the desire thrumming through her, was pulling her closer and closer to the point of no return.

Her mind raced. She was about to lose control, about to let everything slip. She could feel it happening. Carter’s touch was too good, too overwhelming, and the thought of resisting him felt impossible. She was wet, her body screaming for more, and she knew if she let him go any further, there would be no stopping what came next.

And then, just as she was on the verge of giving in completely, something clicked.

No.

The word cut through the haze of pleasure like a blade, sharp and sudden. Carol’s eyes snapped open, her breath still coming in shallow bursts, but her mind was suddenly clear. She couldn’t let this happen. Not like this. Not without talking to Eric first.

She gently pushed Carter’s hand away, her heart still racing, her skin flushed with desire. For a moment, neither of them moved. Carter’s lips hovered over her breast, his eyes questioning, but he didn’t push. He pulled back slightly, his breath heavy, and Carol felt a wave of relief wash over her.

“I can’t,” she whispered, her voice shaky but firm. “Not this.”

She saw the flicker of surprise in Carter’s eyes, but he didn’t argue. He simply nodded, his hand resting on her thigh, his touch still warm, still full of promise. But for now, that promise would have to wait.

Carol exhaled slowly, her mind steadying as the moment of clarity settled in. She hadn’t crossed the line—not yet. And despite the heat between them, despite the temptation pulling at every fiber of her being, she had managed to pull herself back.

But she knew what would come next.

Her eyes drifted down to Carter’s lap, and the memory of his cock, the taste of him, flooded her senses. She wasn’t going to fuck him today. She had drawn that line. But she knew what she was going to do.

Slowly, she shifted her body, her lips parting as the realization sank in. She had regained control, but only just.

Carol felt her heart pounding in her chest as she slid off the couch and knelt on the floor between Carter’s legs, her knees sinking into the soft carpet beneath her. Her breath came in shallow bursts, a mixture of excitement and nerves swirling inside her as she positioned herself in front of him. She knew exactly what she was doing—what she was about to do—and even though the guilt lingered in the back of her mind, it wasn’t enough to stop her. Not now. Not after everything that had already happened.

She reached up and rubbed his crotch, feeling the heat and hardness through his pants, and a rush of satisfaction surged through her. He was hard, just like she had hoped. Her fingers trembled slightly as she pulled down his zipper, her anticipation building with every slow, deliberate movement. She tugged at his pants and boxer briefs, freeing his cock from its confinement.

The moment she saw it, she gasped audibly, her eyes widening in awe. Even though she had already sucked him off once, the memory of it hadn’t done him justice. Her fantasies couldn’t compare to the reality of this magnificent erection in front of her now. The size, the thickness—everything about it was larger, more powerful than she had remembered. Her body reacted instantly, her cunt twitching, a surge of wetness soaking through the liner she had put on that morning as a precaution. She had anticipated getting wet, but now she wondered if the liner would even be enough.

Carter’s cock was enormous—easily over eight inches long and thick, much thicker than Eric’s. The sight of it made her mouth water, her body trembling with desire. For the first time in her life, Carol was happy she had a large mouth. She had been teased about it in high school, her classmates calling her “big mouth,” and even Eric would joke about how it was larger than Julia Roberts’. But now, she was grateful for every extra millimeter. She was going to need it.

She wrapped her hand around his shaft, marveling at the contrast of her pale, delicate fingers against the deep, rich black of his skin. The difference was striking, almost erotic in itself, and the sight of her white hand stroking his thick, dark cock sent a shiver of arousal through her. She could feel her panties getting wetter, her body responding to the illicit thrill of what she was doing. She loved it—loved how wrong it was, how utterly unable she was to resist.

Carol looked up at Carter, meeting his gaze as she stroked him. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered, her voice trembling with lust. “I’ve been thinking about this... thinking about sucking you again... ever since last weekend.”

Carter’s eyes darkened with desire, and Carol slowly licked her lips, letting him watch the motion of her tongue as it slid across her full, glossy lips. She blew him a teasing kiss, then lowered her head, her breath hot against his cock as she prepared to take him into her mouth.

Her lips parted as she guided the thick head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip, tasting the precum that had already begun to gather there. The salty, musky flavor hit her taste buds, and despite her excitement, she couldn’t deny that she still didn’t enjoy the taste. It wasn’t something she liked—it never had been—but the overwhelming need to please him, to give him exactly what he wanted, drowned out her discomfort.

Slowly, she moved her head up and down, stroking his shaft with her hand as she worked him with her mouth. She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth, and she moaned softly, the sound vibrating through her throat as she took him deeper. She focused on the feeling of his thick cock filling her mouth, the way he groaned in response, the way his body tensed with pleasure.

Unlike Eric, whom she could easily take fully into her mouth, Carter was too big for that. She knew from last time that deep-throating him wasn’t possible, but she was curious to see how far she could go. Carol pushed her head down further, feeling the head of his cock press against the back of her throat. She forced herself to relax, her hand still stroking his shaft as she tried to take more of him.

She managed to push a little further, until she felt her lips just shy of the base of his cock. The distance couldn’t have been more than an inch or so, but the effort of taking so much of him made her eyes water. Carter groaned above her, his hands gripping the couch as he watched her in amazement.

“No woman’s ever gotten that much in her mouth,” he said, his voice thick with pleasure. “I’m not gonna last long if you keep that up.”

Carol’s heart raced at his words, her body trembling with desire. She was close to the edge herself, her arousal building to a fever pitch as she pleasured him. She could feel the heat between her legs, her pussy dripping wet, the liner already soaked through.

“Do it,” she whispered, pulling her mouth off him for a moment, her breath ragged. “Cum for me.”

She thrust her mouth back down on his cock, her hand moving to the front of her slacks as she rubbed her clit through the fabric. The pressure sent waves of pleasure through her, her body shuddering with the intensity of it. She was rubbing herself furiously, her mouth still working Carter’s cock, and it didn’t take long for her to reach the edge.

With a cry, Carol’s body convulsed as she came hard, her orgasm ripping through her like a tidal wave. Her hips bucked, her fingers pressing against her clit as the pleasure overwhelmed her. She could feel her pussy gushing, the wetness soaking through her slacks, and for a brief moment, she lost herself completely in the sensation.

Carter groaned loudly, his cock throbbing in her mouth as he watched her climax. The sight of her shuddering on the end of his cock was enough to send him over the edge, and with a deep, guttural moan, he came. His cock pulsed as he shot hot, thick ropes of cum into her mouth, filling her with every spurt.

The taste hit her immediately, salty and bitter, more intense than the precum had been. She still didn’t like it, still found the flavor overwhelming and almost unpleasant. But she was so turned on, so desperate to please him, that she ignored her distaste. She kept sucking, swallowing every drop as he filled her mouth, her throat working to take it down even though her instincts screamed at her to pull away. The cum seemed endless, each spurt filling her mouth faster than she could swallow, but she forced herself to keep going, wanting to give him everything.

Her stomach churned slightly as the thick fluid slid down her throat, but she didn’t stop. The thought of pleasing him, of knowing he was watching her swallow his cum, pushed her through the discomfort. She could feel his cock twitching in her mouth, the last remnants of his orgasm spilling onto her tongue. Her lips stayed wrapped around him, sucking gently until she was sure there was nothing left.

When she had swallowed the last of it, she let his cock slip from her mouth, collapsing onto the floor beside him, her body still trembling from the intensity of her own orgasm.

For a few moments, they both lay there, breathing heavily, their bodies spent. But Carol wasn’t finished.

She pushed herself up, her legs still shaky as she pulled her sweater back over her naked breasts. Her bra was stuffed into her blazer pocket, but she didn’t bother putting it back on. She knelt down again between Carter’s legs, her eyes drawn to his half-soft cock, which was still much bigger than Eric’s even now.

She studied it for a moment, noticing the traces of her lipstick still smeared across his shaft, the way a little cum leaked from the tip. Without thinking, she reached down and touched it, causing Carter to jerk slightly. He opened his eyes, smiling at her as she smiled back.

“Let me just finish cleaning up,” she said softly, leaning forward to lick the leaking cum from his cock. She took him into her mouth again, this time slower, more deliberate. Her hand squeezed the base of his shaft as she milked him, gently coaxing the last drops of cum into her mouth. The taste still wasn’t pleasant, but she swallowed it all, savoring the thought of how much pleasure she was giving him.

She let it sit on her tongue for a moment longer before giving a final swallow. Then, with one last lingering kiss to the head of his cock, she gently tucked him back into his pants.

“I have to go,” she whispered, her voice still breathy, as she reached up to kiss him. But this time, it was Carter who turned his head, and she ended up kissing his cheek instead.

When Carol finally made it back to her car, she glanced at the clock and realized with a start that it was only 3:20. How had so much happened in such a short amount of time? She looked at herself in the visor mirror. Her hair was a mess, but the salesgirl had been right about the lipstick—it still looked flawless, even after everything.

As she drove home, her mind replayed every moment, every sensation, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she was masturbating again.


Chapter 9

Eric had been back from his business trip for just a few hours, and Carol could feel the tension between them building with each passing minute. He hadn’t noticed anything different about her, at least not yet. They’d shared a quiet, romantic dinner together, sipping wine as they caught up on his trip, but Carol’s mind was elsewhere. She was restless, her body humming with anticipation and arousal. She had missed him, missed the ease of their intimacy, but more than that, she was incredibly horny. The lingering memories of Carter still clung to her, making her pulse race, even as she sat across from her husband.

After dinner, they moved to the living room, stretching out on the sofa together. Eric leaned back, letting out a contented sigh, his arm draped over Carol’s shoulders. The television was on, but Carol wasn’t paying attention. Her mind was on Eric, on what she wanted to do next. Her fingers absentmindedly traced patterns on his chest, slowly moving lower until they hovered just above the waistband of his pants.

She waited a moment, feeling the steady rise and fall of his chest as he relaxed beside her. Then, ever so gently, she let her fingers dip below the waistband, brushing against the hardening length of his cock. Eric shifted slightly but didn’t say anything, his breath hitching just a little.

Carol smiled to herself, pleased by his reaction. She teased him lightly, her fingers grazing his shaft without fully gripping it, just enough to let him know where this was headed. She could feel him getting harder beneath her touch, his cock swelling in his pants as she continued to stroke him softly through the fabric.

Eric let out a soft groan, his eyes fluttering closed as Carol’s hand continued to explore. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You’ve missed this, haven’t you?”

He nodded, his breath shallow as she kept teasing him, her hand moving more deliberately now. She could feel his cock straining against his pants, the heat of him pulsing beneath her palm. Slowly, she unzipped his pants, freeing his erection and wrapping her fingers around him, stroking him with a firm, steady rhythm.

She lowered herself to the floor, kneeling between his legs as she continued to work his cock with her hand. Eric’s breathing quickened, his hips lifting slightly as she moved her hand up and down his length. Her lips hovered just above the tip, and she looked up at him, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I bet you’ve been thinking about this all week.”

Eric nodded again, a groan escaping his lips as she gave his cock a gentle squeeze. She could feel him throbbing in her hand, his body tense with anticipation. Leaning in, she ran her tongue along the length of his shaft, teasing him before finally taking him into her mouth.

As she began to suck him, her mind wandered back to Carter. She couldn’t help but compare the two—Eric’s cock was smaller, more familiar, but still satisfying in its own way. Yet there was no denying the thrill she had felt with Carter, the way his size and power had overwhelmed her. The contrast between them was stark, and as she sucked Eric’s cock, her thoughts kept drifting back to the young black man who had consumed her fantasies for the past week.

She pulled back slightly, letting Eric’s cock slip from her mouth as she looked up at him again, her hand still stroking him steadily. “I’ve been thinking about something else too,” she said, her voice teasing. “About Carter.”

Eric’s eyes fluttered open, and a confused smile crossed his face. He still thought it was just a game, part of the fantasy they had shared. He didn’t know the truth—yet.

“Yeah?” he said, his voice breathy. “What about him?”

Carol smirked, her hand tightening around his cock as she continued to stroke him. “I’ve been thinking about how big he was. So much bigger than you.”

She saw the flicker of something in Eric’s eyes—was it jealousy? Curiosity? Either way, it made his cock throb in her hand. She leaned down again, her lips brushing against the head of his cock as she spoke softly. “You should’ve seen it, Eric. His cock was huge. I could barely fit it in my mouth.”

Eric groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she teased him with her words. He still thought it was just talk, part of the game, and the more she compared him to Carter, the more excited he became. His cock was rock hard now, pulsing in her hand as she sucked him again, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper.

“I bet you would’ve loved it,” she whispered, pulling back once more. “Watching me on my knees, sucking him. His cock was so big, Eric. So thick.”

Eric’s breath was coming in ragged gasps now, his body trembling as she continued to stroke him. He was completely caught up in the fantasy, so lost in the excitement that he didn’t even notice the subtle shift in Carol’s tone.

And then, she dropped the bombshell.

“I actually did it,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “I sucked him off. In the bathroom at the reception.”

Eric’s eyes flew open, his entire body tensing as her words sank in. For a moment, he didn’t seem to understand, as if his brain was struggling to process what she had just said. “What?” he croaked, his voice hoarse.

“I sucked Carter’s cock,” she repeated, her hand still stroking him steadily, never faltering. “It wasn’t just talk. I actually did it.”

Eric’s face went pale, his body stiffening as the realization hit him. He looked down at Carol, his eyes wide with shock and disbelief. “You... you did what?”

Carol smirked, her hand still working his cock as she reached for her phone with the other. “I went to his house too,” she said, pulling up the messages Carter had sent her. “Here. Let me show you.”

She held the phone up for Eric to see, her fingers never stopping their slow, steady rhythm on his cock. Eric’s eyes scanned the screen, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts as he read the messages. You have an amazing mouth. Can’t stop thinking about how good you sucked me.

As Eric read the texts, his face twisted in anger, his hands clenching into fists. “You... you fucking cheated on me,” he spat, his voice shaking with rage.

But Carol didn’t stop. Her hand continued to stroke his cock, her grip firm and relentless. She could feel him getting harder, even as he berated her, even as the betrayal hit him full force.

“Yes,” she said softly, her voice almost soothing. “I did. And you’re still hard. You like it, don’t you?”

Eric opened his mouth to protest, but his words were cut off by a deep, guttural groan. His body betrayed him, his cock pulsing in Carol’s hand as she kept stroking him. His anger was still there, burning hot, but it was tangled up with the arousal he couldn’t deny.

“Shut the fuck up,” she whispered, her tone sharp as she pushed him back onto the couch. “You love it.”

With a swift motion, Carol climbed on top of him, positioning herself over his face as she pulled down her slacks. She could feel the wetness between her legs, her cunt dripping with arousal as she lowered herself onto him.

“Lick me,” she demanded, her voice a mix of authority and desperation. “Make me cum.”

Eric hesitated for a moment, his mind still reeling from the shock of her confession, but the need to please her, the overwhelming arousal that had taken hold of him, drove him to obey. His tongue flicked out tentatively at first, then more confidently as Carol began to grind against him.

The sensation of his tongue against her clit sent waves of pleasure through her body, and she moaned loudly, her hips moving in rhythm with his mouth. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her as she rode his face, her hands gripping the back of the couch for support.

She came hard, her body shuddering with the intensity of her orgasm. But she didn’t stop. She kept grinding against his mouth, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she built herself up again. She needed more, needed to feel the release again.

A second orgasm tore through her, leaving her trembling and breathless. She collapsed against the back of the couch for a moment, her body spent, but then she glanced down and saw Eric’s cock—rock hard again, twitching in the air.

That was new. Eric had never gotten hard again so quickly after cumming. Usually, he was done for the night. But here he was, his cock throbbing, his body begging for more. And she knew exactly why.

Slowly, she slid off him, pulling him up from the couch and leading him upstairs to their bedroom. Eric followed her in a daze, still reeling from everything that had happened, his mind struggling to process the betrayal, the lust, the anger.

Carol pushed him onto the bed, his cock standing at full attention as she knelt beside him. Her fingers wrapped around him again, stroking him slowly, deliberately, as she leaned down to whisper in his ear.

“Carter’s cock was so much bigger than yours,” she murmured, her voice dripping with cruelty and lust. “You wouldn’t believe how full my mouth was. I could barely fit him in.”

Eric groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as she continued to stroke him. His breath was coming in ragged gasps, his face flushed with a mix of anger and arousal. He was furious, humiliated, but he couldn’t stop himself from responding to her touch.

“And I swallowed for him,” Carol whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “All of it. Every drop.”

Eric let out a choked moan, his body trembling with the effort to hold back. He was close, so close, his cock throbbing in her hand, his mind spinning with jealousy and desire. He wanted to yell at her, wanted to tell her to stop, but he couldn’t. He was too far gone, too caught up in the twisted pleasure of it all.

Just as he was about to cum, his body tensing, his breath catching in his throat, Carol let go.

Eric’s eyes flew open, his cock twitching in the air as the release he so desperately craved was suddenly snatched away. Carol laid back on the bed beside him, her head resting on the pillow as she looked at him with a satisfied smile.

“Goodnight, Eric,” she said softly, her voice laced with finality.

Eric stared at her, his mind reeling, his cock still rock hard and aching for release. He couldn’t process what had just happened, couldn’t wrap his head around the betrayal, the arousal, the cruelty. He was left confused, angry, and completely unsatisfied as Carol drifted off to sleep beside him, leaving him with nothing but his own frustration and the brutal truth of what she had done.


Chapter 10

Over the next six months, Carol met with Carter five more times before he finished his internship and moved to New York for his residency. Eric knew about all of them, except for that very first encounter while he had been away. That had been the start of everything, the moment that shifted their marriage into something neither of them had anticipated. Carol had come clean, confessing the truth to Eric after her first few encounters with Carter, and though it had been a shock, Eric hadn’t been able to deny the twisted arousal it stirred in him.

Each time Carol went to see Carter, Eric was well aware of what was happening. In the beginning, he had tried to convince himself it was just a game, a fantasy they shared, but as Carol continued to meet Carter, Eric had come to accept the strange new reality of their relationship. He couldn’t deny how turned on he became when Carol came home, flushed and glowing from her encounters with the younger man.

After each meeting with Carter, Carol would return to Eric, and the ritual would begin. She would tell him everything—every detail. How Carter had texted her that morning, how she’d driven to his apartment, how he’d greeted her with that same confident smile. She would describe, in vivid detail, how she had knelt before him, his thick cock in her mouth, how she’d sucked him off while she touched herself, cumming hard as she swallowed his cum.

Eric would listen, his face flushed with both jealousy and arousal, his cock hardening with every word. By the time Carol finished recounting her encounter, Eric would be a trembling mess, desperate for release. But she never sucked him. Not since that first time with Carter. Instead, she would let him pleasure her, pushing him onto the bed or sofa, letting him lick her until she came, her body shuddering with pleasure. And only then, once she’d had her fill, would she give him a handjob, stroking him to release while she teased him with more details about her time with Carter.

Eric hated how much he craved it, how much he needed to hear about her infidelity to get off. But he couldn’t stop himself. The jealousy, the humiliation, and the arousal were all mixed together in a way that left him powerless to resist.

It became their new normal. Carol would meet with Carter, and Eric would wait at home, knowing full well what she was doing, imagining the scene playing out in his head. He would try to push away the jealousy, telling himself that as long as she wasn’t fucking Carter, as long as it was just blowjobs, it was okay. But the truth gnawed at him, and deep down, he feared the day she might cross that final line.

Carol, for her part, often wondered about it too. There were moments during her encounters with Carter when the temptation to go further, to feel him inside her, was overwhelming. She would picture him fucking her, his big cock filling her in ways she had never experienced, and the thought alone was enough to push her over the edge during their sessions. But she never let it happen. The unspoken boundary remained intact—her mouth was the only thing she would give him. And yet, each time she came home, the question lingered in the back of her mind: What if?

The last time she met Carter before he left for New York was bittersweet. She knew it would be their final encounter, the last time they would share this strange, intimate connection. As she drove to his apartment, her heart raced with a mix of emotions—excitement, sadness, and a strange sense of closure. Carter had been a part of her life for the past six months, and while she knew it was coming to an end, she couldn’t help but feel a pang of regret.

When she arrived at his apartment, the routine played out as it always did. Carter greeted her with a warm smile, pulling her inside as he made them both a drink. But there was a quiet tension between them, an unspoken understanding that this was the end. Carol could feel it in the way he touched her, in the way he looked at her, and she knew he was feeling it too.

As she knelt between his legs, her hand wrapped around his thick, hard cock, she took her time, savoring every moment. She wanted to make this last time unforgettable. She wrapped her lips around him, sucking him slowly, deliberately, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock as her hand stroked him in rhythm. She could feel herself getting wet, her body responding to the familiar act, and she slipped a hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as she pleasured him.

Carter groaned, his hands resting on her head as she took him deeper, her mouth working him with practiced precision. She had learned exactly how to please him over the months, how to drive him to the edge, and she reveled in the power she had over him in those moments. Her own arousal built quickly, the heat between her legs intensifying as she touched herself, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she came.

When Carter finally came, groaning as he filled her mouth with his hot cum, Carol was already teetering on the edge of her own orgasm. She swallowed every drop, her throat working to take it down despite the taste she had never grown to love. The salty, musky flavor still wasn’t something she enjoyed, but the pleasure she derived from pleasing him, from the power she held in those moments, made it worth it. Her fingers worked her clit faster, and within seconds, she was cumming too, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm.

Afterward, they sat in silence, the weight of their final encounter hanging between them. Carter pulled her into a soft embrace, his lips brushing against her forehead. “I’m going to miss you,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion.

Carol smiled, though her heart felt heavy. “I’m going to miss you too,” she whispered, her fingers lightly tracing the line of his jaw. And with that, it was over.

When she got home that night, Eric was waiting for her, as he always was. He didn’t ask for details right away, but Carol could see the curiosity burning in his eyes, the same arousal that had fueled their strange new dynamic for the past six months.

They sat on the couch together, the silence thick with anticipation. Carol knew what he wanted, knew he was waiting for her to tell him everything. But she let the tension build for a few minutes, sipping her wine as she let him stew in his own thoughts.

Finally, she turned to him, her eyes glinting with mischief. “It’s over,” she said simply. “Carter’s gone.”

Eric blinked, his expression unreadable. “Gone?”

Carol nodded, setting her wine glass down as she leaned in closer. “He’s moving to New York. Tonight was the last time.”

Eric’s face flushed, and she could see the mix of emotions playing out across his features—relief, jealousy, arousal. He was trying to hide it, but she could tell.

“And how was it?” he asked, his voice rough.

Carol smirked, her hand sliding over his thigh, moving closer to his growing erection. “Do you really want to know?”

Eric’s breath hitched as her fingers grazed his cock, and he nodded, unable to stop himself. Carol leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “I sucked him off, just like I always do. And I came while I did it.”

Eric groaned, his body trembling with arousal as she continued to stroke him through his pants. “Tell me,” he begged, his voice hoarse.

Carol obliged, recounting every detail of her final encounter with Carter—how she had knelt between his legs, how she had taken him deep into her mouth, how she had touched herself as she sucked him off, cumming hard just as he filled her mouth with cum.

By the time she finished, Eric was rock hard, his cock throbbing beneath her hand. But she didn’t suck him. She hadn’t sucked him in six months. Instead, she pushed him back onto the couch, straddling his chest as she slid her panties off. “Lick me,” she demanded, her voice firm and commanding.

Eric obeyed, his tongue flicking out to taste her as she lowered herself onto his face. He licked her slowly at first, then faster as she ground against him, moaning softly as the pleasure built inside her. It didn’t take long for her to cum, her body shuddering with the intensity of it, but she didn’t stop. She rode him until she came again, her second orgasm leaving her breathless.

Afterward, she climbed off him, her eyes falling to his cock—still rock hard, twitching with need. Eric looked up at her, his face flushed, his body trembling, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to.

For the first time in six months, Carol took him by the hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom. She pushed him onto the bed, her fingers wrapping around his cock as she stroked him slowly. “I bet you’re glad he’s gone,” she whispered, her voice teasing.

Eric nodded, groaning as her hand worked him. “Yeah...”

Carol smirked, leaning down to kiss his neck. “I bet you’re hoping I’ll finally suck you again.”

Eric’s breath hitched, but he didn’t respond. He didn’t need to. She could feel how badly he wanted it.

But just as Eric was on the verge of cumming, his body tensing, his breath catching in his throat, Carol abruptly let go of his cock.

Eric’s eyes flew open, his face a mix of confusion and desperation as his cock throbbed, twitching in the air without the release he so desperately craved. His chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath, and for a moment, he just stared at Carol, unsure of what to say, unsure of what had just happened.

Carol smiled softly, her eyes glinting with a mix of cruelty and satisfaction. She leaned back on the bed, pulling the covers over herself, leaving Eric lying there with his rock-hard erection, his need for release hanging painfully in the air.

“Goodnight, Eric,” she said casually, as if nothing unusual had happened. Her voice was soft, calm, completely detached from the intensity of the moment they had just shared.

Eric blinked, his mind struggling to process what was happening. “Carol...?” he whispered, his voice hoarse and pleading. “What... what are you doing?”

Carol rolled onto her side, facing away from him. “I’m going to sleep,” she said, her tone light, as if she hadn’t just edged him to the brink of orgasm only to deny him release.

Eric’s body was still throbbing with need, his cock harder than it had been in months. He didn’t understand—why had she stopped? Why hadn’t she finished him off? He lay there, his body trembling, his erection aching, and he couldn’t bring himself to speak. He was still too overwhelmed, too confused by the sudden shift in Carol’s behavior.

She had teased him for months, made him listen to every sordid detail of her encounters with Carter, made him feel humiliated, aroused, and powerless, and now, just when he thought things might return to normal, she had left him hanging, confused and desperate for release.

He tried to touch himself, his hand moving to his aching cock, but as soon as he did, Carol spoke up.

“Don’t you dare,” she said, her voice firm and commanding again. “Don’t you fucking touch yourself.”

Eric’s hand froze, his body stiffening at her words. He couldn’t defy her. Not now. Not after everything. He was too far gone, too wrapped up in the twisted dynamic that had taken over their marriage.

“I want you to think about it,” Carol continued, her voice softening again, almost teasing. “Think about how Carter felt in my mouth. How much bigger he was. How I swallowed for him. And how I haven’t done that for you... in months.”

Eric groaned, his body shuddering with need, his cock twitching painfully in the air. He was so close to cumming, but Carol’s words only heightened his frustration. He pictured it in his mind—Carter’s thick cock in Carol’s mouth, the way she had described it to him in vivid detail, how she had swallowed every drop of his cum, how she had touched herself while doing it. His jealousy burned inside him, but so did his arousal.

“Goodnight, Eric,” Carol repeated, her voice soft and final.

Eric lay there in silence, his body aching, his mind spinning, and his cock still painfully hard. He couldn’t process what had just happened, couldn’t understand why she had done this to him. But more than anything, he couldn’t ignore the arousal that still consumed him, the way his body craved release, the way his mind kept circling back to the thought of Carol with Carter.

He had never felt more frustrated, more humiliated, or more powerless.

As Carol drifted off to sleep beside him, Eric lay awake, his erection pulsing with need, his thoughts swirling in confusion. He couldn’t touch himself—Carol’s command echoed in his mind, and he couldn’t bring himself to disobey her.

He was left with nothing but his aching cock, his jealousy, and the twisted arousal that had taken root in him over the past six months. And even as he lay there, frustrated and confused, he couldn’t deny that a part of him had been irrevocably changed by everything that had happened.

He stared at the ceiling, his body tense, his cock still rock-hard, and he couldn’t help but wonder: Would things ever go back to normal?

Or was this their new reality?


Chapter 11

Eight months had passed, but the sting of Carter’s absence still lingered at the edges of Carol’s mind, a dull ache she tried to bury in her work. The celebration that night was winding down; glasses clinked with the last few sips of champagne, laughter softened to murmurs as the development team members offered their goodbyes and filtered out. Carol stayed a little longer, not quite ready to return to the quiet solitude of her apartment. The air inside the bar was warm and thick with the scent of spilled liquor and the promise of fleeting connections.

She sauntered over to the bar, ordering one final drink to nurse before calling it a night. It was then she noticed Andrew, the summer intern, sitting a few stools down. He had the kind of awkward charm that came with youth—tall, lanky, and with the boyish look of someone who still hadn’t quite grown into himself. His sharp jawline and tousled hair hinted at potential, but his innocence was almost palpable. She hadn’t paid him much attention before, seeing him as nothing more than a fleeting part of the office, but something about the way the dim light caught his features now, paired with the soft hum of alcohol in her veins, made him look... intriguing.

She slid onto the stool next to him, catching his eye as she signaled for her drink. “Long night?” she asked, her voice smooth, carrying just a hint of a tease.

Andrew turned to her, his expression a little shy but grateful for the company. “Yeah, something like that,” he said. His voice was soft, almost unsure of itself, but he smiled warmly, revealing a touch of nervous energy. It struck her just how young he really was—barely old enough to be sitting at a bar with her, drinking.

Carol leaned in slightly, her curiosity piqued. “So, where do you go to school? What are you studying?” she asked, her tone casual, though there was an undertone of interest, the kind that made her feel like she was walking a fine line.

They exchanged the usual pleasantries, but eventually, the conversation meandered to more personal territory. Carol, emboldened by the liquor and the undeniable heat that had been simmering inside her for weeks, asked, “So, Andrew, any special girl in your life?”

Andrew hesitated for a moment, looking down at his drink before replying, “Sort of.”

Carol arched an eyebrow. “Sort of? What does that mean?”

He fidgeted, his hands playing nervously with the condensation on his glass. “We broke up a couple of months ago,” he explained, “but we were... kind of getting back together before classes ended.”

Carol’s eyes sparkled with a mixture of amusement and mischief. She was no stranger to these vague answers—she had heard them enough times before, and they never satisfied her. “Why did you break up?”

Andrew’s gaze flickered to hers, his cheeks tinged with the faintest hint of pink. He offered some half-hearted excuse about timing and schoolwork, but Carol wasn’t buying it.

“Bull,” she said flatly, her voice dropping an octave. “Come on, what’s the real reason?”

The blush deepened, and Andrew’s eyes widened slightly, his breath catching in his throat. He looked away, embarrassed, mumbling, “I couldn’t say... not in front of you.”

Carol’s pulse quickened at his reaction. There was something deliciously forbidden about teasing him like this, especially when she could sense how uncomfortable—and intrigued—he was. She leaned in a little closer, the scent of her perfume mingling with the alcohol on her breath. “Oh, now I’m really curious,” she said, her voice a low purr. “You don’t need to be shy, Andrew. I can handle a lot more than you think.”

He swallowed hard, his body stiffening as she subtly closed the gap between them. His eyes darted to hers, a mixture of fear and fascination swirling in their depths. Carol could feel the tension between them, thick and undeniable, and it sent a small thrill coursing through her.

It had been too long since she felt this kind of attention—too long since Carter’s departure had left her longing for the comfort of another’s touch. Eric, with his selfish tendencies and lack of care for her needs, had left her craving release, and now, here was this fresh-faced boy, vulnerable and ripe for teasing. She hadn’t planned for this, but something about the moment—the drinks, the warmth of the bar, the thrill of pushing the boundaries—made her want to see just how far she could take it.

“So... what did she dump you for?” she pressed, her voice playful but with an edge of seriousness. “Come on, you can tell me. I promise I won’t bite... unless you ask nicely.”

Andrew’s face flushed, and Carol felt a small spark of satisfaction. This was a game—a dangerous, delicious game—and she was in full control. For the first time in months, the power was hers.

Carol’s smile was radiant, the kind that could light up the dimmest of rooms. She knew Andrew’s gaze was trapped, lingering where most men’s eyes inevitably wandered—the swell of her chest, barely concealed by the neckline of her dress. She’d caught him more than once throughout the evening, glancing down at her cleavage, only to quickly snap his eyes back up in an attempt to be polite. It was almost endearing, the way he tried so hard to maintain eye contact, his youthful awkwardness making him more transparent than he realized.

“Look at me,” she teased, her voice smooth and teasing as she cast a quick glance downward at her chest before meeting his eyes again. “Do you really think I haven’t heard it all before? All the real and imagined woes of the American male?”

Her grin was playful, and Andrew’s lips mirrored her smile—after a brief hesitation, of course. His gaze slowly traveled up from her body, landing finally on her face as if he’d just remembered he was supposed to be having a conversation.

“Umm, well… mostly about, you know, sex,” he admitted, his voice unsure, as though speaking about it too directly might shatter something fragile between them.

Carol’s interest piqued further. This was going exactly where she wanted it to. “You mean she won’t?” she asked, her tone turning soft and coaxing, leaning in just enough to close the space between them, but not so much as to alarm him.

Andrew shook his head, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Nothing?”

He hesitated, the red deepening in his face. “Well, sometimes she, um… jerks me off. A little.”

Carol suppressed the laugh bubbling up inside her, but the glint in her eyes betrayed her amusement. She was in control now, and the power she felt in the moment was intoxicating. She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Not even a blowjob?”

There it was—the word that hung between them, a whispered taboo, laced with heat. It was Carol’s favorite subject, one she’d come to enjoy talking about more than she’d ever imagined. In this moment, it felt like a secret game, a playful indulgence that pushed boundaries while keeping her in control.

Andrew shook his head again, more sheepish now, his eyes darting away as if the shame of his answer was too much to bear.

Carol let out an exaggerated sigh, feigning sympathy. “Wow,” she whispered, leaning in just a touch closer, her voice dripping with faux disappointment. “That’s a real shame. I thought that was all the rage these days—didn’t Monica and Bill make it, like, a national pastime?”

Her playful tone was meant to disarm him, and it seemed to be working. Andrew blinked, his mouth opening slightly as if he wanted to laugh but didn’t know if he was allowed to. His eyes flickered down to his drink as he took a long, nervous sip, trying to calm his nerves.

Carol’s pulse quickened as she saw how easy it was to keep him tethered to her words, to the conversation that danced on the edge of something forbidden. Every now and then, she would steer the conversation back to her favorite subject, her tone light and teasing, as if she were discussing the weather instead of oral sex. Each time she mentioned it, Andrew would fidget in his seat, his body stiffening, a nervous laugh escaping his lips. He wasn’t used to this—this kind of openness, this kind of challenge—and she could sense it. She reveled in it.

At one point, Andrew cleared his throat and, as if summoning some last bit of courage, asked, “How old are you, anyway?”

Carol raised an eyebrow, amused by his sudden burst of curiosity. She could tell the question wasn’t born out of genuine interest in her age but rather a nervous attempt to shift the conversation, to steer it back into safer waters. Still, she wasn’t going to let him off that easily.

Carol leaned in slightly, her lips curving into a teasing smile. “How old do you think I am?”

Andrew looked at her carefully, his brow furrowing in thought, though it was clear he was more focused on choosing his words than giving an honest answer. “I’d guess… early thirties?” he ventured, his voice uncertain, as if he was hoping that was the right guess.

Carol’s smile widened. She loved the game, the push and pull of it. “Why would you guess that?” she asked, tilting her head slightly, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Andrew shifted in his seat, looking a little more flustered. “Well, your skin… it’s really smooth. And your hair, it makes you look even younger. It’s, um, really pretty. Maybe it’s because you’re pretty. How old are you really?”

The flattery was almost too sweet, and Carol could see right through it. But it amused her, this boy trying to charm his way into her good graces. She didn’t answer his question directly; that wasn’t part of the fun. Instead, she leaned in just a little closer, her voice softening as she asked, “Do you really think I’m pretty? Prettier than your girlfriend?”

The effect was instant. Andrew’s face flushed a deeper shade of pink, and his eyes widened slightly, as if he hadn’t expected the question. “Oh, yeah,” he stammered, his words tumbling out too fast. “You’re gorgeous. Really attractive. I mean it!”

Carol could feel the charge between them, the subtle thrill of holding all the power in this conversation. She could tell that Andrew was playing along, maybe even hoping to get lucky with an older woman who had clearly had a bit too much to drink. His eagerness was almost adorable, though she wasn’t about to let him get any ideas.

“You don’t think my mouth is too big?” she asked suddenly, her tone playful but laced with something a little more daring. She puckered her lips into an exaggerated oval, then smiled mischievously.

Andrew blinked, caught off guard by the question, and nearly choked on his drink, swallowing hard. His silence spoke volumes.

“Some guys have told me it’s a bit… large,” Carol continued, her voice lowering just a little, making the moment more intimate. “But perfect for fellatio.” She could barely resist adding the word, knowing exactly how it would affect him.

For a split second, she wondered if he knew what the word meant. If he didn’t, it would be the perfect excuse to explain—giving her another chance to weave the topic back into their conversation. But he didn’t ask, his cheeks flushing even deeper instead.

“Well, of course,” Carol went on, leaning back slightly and giving him a knowing smile, “they were probably just trying to see if they could compliment me into giving them some free head.”

Andrew looked like he was struggling to find words, his mouth opening and closing uselessly as he stared at her. He was speechless, caught in the delicate web she was spinning around him. Finally, Carol laughed softly, her laugh warm and easy, as if they were sharing a harmless secret.

“No, it didn’t work,” she said, winking at him playfully. “Wrong guys.”

Andrew’s eyes lit up at her response, and he swallowed hard again, clearly trying to process the exchange. Then, as if summoning a burst of courage, he asked, “Does that mean you do… you know, perform oral sex for the right guy?”

Carol’s smile didn’t falter. She loved the way he danced around the question, his curiosity mixed with nervous energy. The answer slipped out of her effortlessly, though she didn’t intend for it to be the truth. “Only my husband,” she lied smoothly, her voice casual, even as her eyes sparkled with amusement.

Andrew looked momentarily deflated, though she could see the gears turning in his mind. The tension between them was palpable, and Carol enjoyed every second of it—the control, the power, the way she could string him along just enough to keep him guessing, but never quite crossing the line.

Carol took a slow sip of her drink, her eyes drifting away for a moment as if considering something far off. When she spoke again, her tone was casual but laced with an undercurrent of frustration. “Funny thing is, early in our marriage, Eric was always pestering me to blow him, and I was reluctant. But lately…” She trailed off, her gaze shifting back to Andrew, a glimmer of mischief in her eyes. “Lately, I’ve been the one who wants it, and Eric’s the one backing off.”

Andrew stiffened slightly, the tension in the air thickening as he sensed an opportunity—an opening to ask the question that had been sitting heavily on his mind, though he hesitated, not sure how far he could push the conversation. But curiosity—and maybe a hint of desire—emboldened him.

“Did you, um…” He paused, swallowing hard, unsure of how to phrase it. “Do it all the way?”

Carol’s smile widened, and she leaned in just a little, her eyes never leaving his. She knew exactly what he was asking, but the tease was too tempting to resist. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice sultry, forcing him to say it, to stumble through his own embarrassment.

Andrew shifted in his seat, his face flushing deeper. “You know,” he said, lowering his voice, as though someone might overhear. “All the way… until he’s, uh, finished.”

Carol let the silence stretch for a beat too long, her smile turning almost predatory. She liked making him squirm, liked how nervous he got under the weight of her gaze. “You mean,” she said slowly, drawing out her words, “do I do it for a while, then switch to regular sex?”

Andrew nodded quickly, then swallowed again, his throat suddenly dry.

Carol chuckled softly, the sound deep and amused. “Again, it’s funny,” she said, her tone more thoughtful now. “Before, it was always just foreplay for me—something to get him worked up. Eric wanted to finish that way, wanted to, you know, cum in my mouth…” She let the words hang in the air for a moment, watching Andrew’s reaction, seeing his discomfort and curiosity collide. “But I always refused.”

Then, without breaking eye contact, Carol’s tongue darted out, slowly licking her lips in a way that was anything but innocent. Her voice lowered as she added, “Now, I want him to let me finish it.” She gave a quick smile, as if it was a simple fact. “Yes, all the way. And swallow too.” The corner of her mouth quirked up. “But it’s my husband who wants other things instead. What lousy timing.”

The air between them crackled with unspoken tension. Andrew’s eyes widened slightly, his pulse quickening, though he tried to play it cool, taking a long gulp of his drink to mask the way her words had rattled him. The conversation drifted in and out of safer topics after that—work, casual small talk—but every time the subject wandered back to sex, Carol could feel Andrew’s eagerness, the way he leaned in just a little too close, how he was desperate to keep the conversation alive.

At one point, after another round of drinks, Andrew admitted, somewhat sheepishly, “I mean, I can, you know… four times in an hour. Masturbate, I mean.”

Carol’s eyes widened in genuine surprise, and she laughed—a full, throaty laugh that echoed through the nearly empty bar. “No fucking way!” she exclaimed before clapping a hand over her mouth, her own cheeks flushing. She rarely let herself use that kind of language, especially at work. Even with Eric, she kept her tone more refined, except when things got really heated. Ellie, her closest friend, was usually the only one who saw this unfiltered version of her.

“Oops,” Carol said, her voice light and playful, dropping her hand and shaking her head. “I didn’t say that.”

"Didn't say what?" Andrew asked, his eyes gleaming with a mixture of amusement and challenge.

Carol narrowed her gaze, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks again. "You know, the f word."

Andrew smirked, sensing her slight discomfort. "Why not?"

"I just don’t usually talk like that," she replied, her tone lighter, but she could feel herself growing defensive. She wasn’t used to losing control of the conversation, especially not with someone like Andrew. It threw her off balance, just a little.

"You're a prude," Andrew teased, his words sharp but playful.

Carol’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. "I am not!" The quickness of her response betrayed her, and she could see the flicker of satisfaction in Andrew’s expression. For the first time that evening, she felt like she was losing her grip on the power dynamic. She needed to regain control, fast. She leaned forward slightly, her voice a little firmer as she countered, “And you’re changing the subject.”

"What?" he asked, his brow furrowing in mock confusion.

"You know," Carol said, giving him a pointed look.

"I'm lost," Andrew replied, his lips curling into a mischievous grin.

Carol crossed her arms, tilting her head. “Four times?”

“Oh, that,” Andrew said with a shrug. “What about it?”

“As I said,” Carol leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper as if sharing a secret. “No effing way.”

Andrew's smile grew bolder, enjoying the push and pull between them. “Yes effing way.”

“All the way?” she asked, her tone skeptical, eyebrows raised.

“Yes.”

“To climax?” She gave him a playful side-eye, daring him to keep up the charade.

“Yes,” Andrew replied, more confidently now, leaning into the moment.

Carol let her eyes linger on him for a second longer, disbelief written on her face, before she dropped the next question, her voice laced with both curiosity and challenge. “And shoot?”

“Yes,” Andrew repeated, his voice firm, clearly enjoying the game.

Carol blinked, feigning shock. “I don’t believe you,” she said, her words slow, deliberate, her eyes fixed on his, daring him to prove her wrong.

"Want proof?" Andrew’s voice was low, a bold challenge in his words that caught Carol off guard.

Oh my, she thought to herself, feeling a rush of heat spread through her body. She saw it out of the corner of her eye—Andrew had made a quick, subtle adjustment to his crotch. Earlier, she’d thought she might have noticed something similar, but now, there was no mistaking it. Her teasing had given this kid a hard-on.

Carol’s pulse quickened, her breath catching for just a moment. She shouldn’t have been surprised—if he could cum four times in an hour, as he’d boasted, it only made sense that their conversation was affecting him this way. And if she was being honest with herself, it was having an effect on her too. A warmth had settled low in her belly, spreading further with every sly glance, every teasing word. The slickness between her thighs was undeniable now, and for the first time, Carol allowed herself to consider it.

Could she actually do this? Could she turn her playful teasing into something more?

She weighed the possibilities quickly, her mind racing through the logistics. Would he reject her if she made a move? Doubtful. The way he looked at her, the way his body reacted—no, he wouldn’t say no. Would he want more from her? Maybe, but she had managed to control Carter for years; she could certainly handle this kid. As for the risk—he’d only be at the firm for nine more weeks before he returned to college, disappearing from her life completely. It wasn’t without danger, but it was manageable.

The real question was how to make the first move, how to bridge the gap between flirtation and something more.

Carol made up her mind, deciding to play the next part carefully. She let herself act a little drunker than she actually was, knowing it would provide the perfect excuse. After some casual conversation, she got the offer she was hoping for—Andrew offered her a ride home, the words stumbling out awkwardly but laced with eagerness.

“I probably shouldn’t drive,” she said, feigning a slightly tipsy tone, her voice warm and grateful. “I’ll just call my husband to pick me up later.”

The ride home was quiet, but the tension between them hung thick in the air, neither of them acknowledging it directly. Carol sat a little closer to Andrew than necessary, her body lightly brushing against his. She made a point of touching his arm whenever she gave him directions, her fingers lingering just a moment longer than they needed to. Each time she did, she felt the pulse of electricity that hummed between them, like a live wire, just waiting for the inevitable spark.


Chapter 12

When they pulled into her driveway, the car idled for a moment in silence. Carol hesitated, her mind racing, but she knew this was her moment. She leaned over toward Andrew, her lips brushing against his cheek in a brief kiss—a gesture of gratitude, innocent enough on the surface. But she made sure her body pressed firmly against his arm, her breasts soft against his side. She felt the way his body stiffened in response, the way his breath hitched.

As she pulled back, Carol took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. This was the line, and she was about to cross it.

Without giving herself another second to second-guess, she moved in again, her voice low and sultry, the heat between them undeniable. She let her lips hover near his ear for a brief moment, then whispered, “Thanks for the ride.”

Then, without hesitation, she plunged forward, closing the distance between them and kissing him—not on the cheek this time, but on the mouth. It wasn’t a soft, gentle kiss—it was hungry, urgent, fueled by weeks of frustration and the thrill of risk. Her hand found his leg, resting lightly on his thigh, testing the waters.

"You're welcome," Andrew said, his voice strained, a mix of nervousness and excitement hanging between them in the dim light.

Carol hesitated, her breath shallow as she tried to steady herself. This was the moment where everything could change—where teasing could turn into something tangible, something real. Her pulse raced, and for a second, she considered retreating, pulling back before crossing a line. But then, her desire and curiosity took over, pushing her forward.

“I’ve got to go inside,” she started, her voice soft but deliberate. She paused, gathering her courage. “But you know...” She took a deep breath, her hand lightly resting on the door handle, as if poised to leave, but making no move to actually do so. “We each have... a complementary need.”

Andrew turned his head toward her, clearly intrigued but uncertain. “What do you mean?” he asked, his voice almost tentative.

Carol swallowed, leaning back in her seat as she glanced at him from the corner of her eye, testing the waters. The heat between them, the tension that had been building all night, crackled in the air. “You know,” she said softly, her words laced with implication. “What we talked about. What you want. What your girlfriend won’t do...” She let the sentence hang, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “And what I want to do... but my husband doesn’t.”

Andrew stared at her, his breath shallow, his fingers gripping the steering wheel as if trying to keep his composure. The weight of her words hung between them, filling the car with an almost unbearable tension. “Are you saying...” he hesitated, his voice catching slightly. “Are you saying you want to do that to me?”

Carol turned to face him fully now, her gaze locking onto his, searching for any hint of hesitation, of reluctance. She found none. “Would you like me to?” she asked, her tone steady, seductive, giving him a chance to back out—but knowing full well he wouldn’t.

Andrew didn’t answer right away, his eyes wide, his chest rising and falling with his heavy breaths. He shifted slightly in his seat, and Carol noticed it again—the small adjustment, the way his body responded to her, hard and ready.

She took a breath, then reached out, her hand brushing against his thigh, sliding upward with purpose. When her fingers finally found his crotch, the evidence was undeniable. He was hard—no surprise. She felt the rush of power course through her, knowing that in this moment, she was in control.

"Take it out," she said quietly, her voice firm but laced with anticipation.

Andrew blinked, clearly taken aback by the directness of her command. He hesitated for just a moment. “Here?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “In your driveway?”

Carol glanced around. It was dark, the night still and quiet, the only sound the soft hum of crickets in the distance. “It’s dark,” she reassured him, her fingers tracing along his zipper. “No one will see.”

Andrew looked at her, his face a mixture of nervousness and excitement. Then, slowly, as if testing the moment, he unzipped his pants, his fingers shaking slightly as he fumbled to extract himself. The thrill of it—the risk, the urgency—seemed to hang between them, thickening the air.

When his erection was finally free, Carol didn’t wait. She leaned over, her breath warm against his skin, and in the low light of the car, she took him into her mouth. She moved slowly at first, deliberately, savoring the feel of him, letting the sensation build. Her lips slid over him, down, down until she felt his hardness press against the back of her throat, her nose brushing against his pubic hair.

Andrew let out a loud moan, his body reacting instinctively, his hips bucking slightly as he grasped the sides of the seat. His reaction only fueled her. Carol could feel the wetness between her thighs intensify as she moved on him, her own body humming with arousal.

No one can see, she reminded herself, but a thrill shot through her at the thought that someone could hear. The night was quiet, the houses around them dark, but Andrew’s groans were unmistakable, his pleasure uncontrollable as she worked him with her mouth.

Carol’s mouth was full, every inch of Andrew’s hardness pressing against her tongue. She felt his body tense beneath her, his breathing quickening with each movement. She tried to hush him, to quiet the moans escaping his lips, but all she could manage was a muffled sound as her lips tightened around his cock. His moans were louder now, desperate, filling the small space of the car with an urgency that made her pulse race even faster.

Her body reacted instinctively, a sharp wave of heat spreading through her. Her panties were soaked, and the ache between her legs had grown unbearable. She wanted to slip her hand down, to touch herself, to relieve the fire that burned inside her. But as much as her body screamed for release, she held back. Andrew wasn’t ready for that. He was young, inexperienced—too immature for what she truly craved.

Instead, she focused on him, the feel of his cock heavy in her mouth, throbbing against her tongue. She worked him slowly at first, savoring the taste of him, the way his body reacted to her every movement. She could sense he was close, his breath coming out in quick, ragged gasps as his hips bucked uncontrollably beneath her.

"Oh, god," he panted, his voice thick with need. "I'm going to shoot."

Carol braced herself, her lips tightening around him as she quickened her pace, wanting to draw out every bit of his pleasure. And then it hit. His body tensed, his muscles going rigid as he came, his release flooding into her mouth with an intensity that surprised her. She swallowed instinctively, trying to keep up with the sheer volume of it, the salty warmth coating her tongue and throat. It seemed never-ending, more than she’d ever expected.

Oh, god, she thought, as she swallowed again, her own body trembling with the effort to stay in control. Her pussy throbbed, desperate for attention, her mind screaming for release. But she knew she wouldn’t get it here, not now. This wasn’t about her—not yet.

As the last of his release spilled into her mouth, she pulled back, catching her breath as she wiped her lips with the back of her hand. Andrew collapsed against the seat, spent and breathless, his chest rising and falling heavily. She could still taste him, the sharpness of his cum lingering on her tongue, a reminder of the power she had in this moment.

But the ache between her legs was still there, burning hotter than before, and she realized with a small pang of frustration that she’d have to wait for her own relief. Her fingers twitched with the urge to slip into her pants right then and there, to chase the orgasm that was so close, but she resisted.

Maybe next time, she thought, her lips curving into a slight smile as she glanced at Andrew, who looked dazed, barely able to comprehend what had just happened.

For now, she’d settle for the promise of more to come. And there would be more. The tension between them wasn’t going to fade easily—this was just the beginning.

As she sat back, trying to compose herself, her mind wandered to Eric. Her husband had been distant lately, his lack of interest in her needs leaving her frustrated and unsatisfied. But tonight... tonight Eric would have to step up, even if he didn’t know what had stoked the fire inside her. He would be the one to quench the flames, whether he realized it or not.

Carol sat up slowly, her breath still shaky, her body humming with the afterglow of release. She glanced at Andrew, who was slumped in his seat, looking dazed but satisfied. It was a moment that could have ended there, an indulgence that might be forgotten in the haze of the night. But something kept her lingering.

As she reached for the door handle, ready to leave, Andrew's voice, laced with that same boyish cockiness, broke the silence. “Well, now I only have to jerk off three more times tonight.”

Carol froze, her hand hovering over the door. Her mind spun at the audacity of his words, and then she felt a laugh bubble up inside her. The casualness of it—like he hadn’t just been with her moments ago—felt surreal. She turned to him, eyebrows raised, her lips twitching in amusement. “No fucking—I mean, effing—way you’re ready again.”

Andrew’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming with mischief. “Feel me,” he challenged, his voice low and daring.

Carol hesitated for a beat, but her curiosity got the better of her. Her fingers moved toward him almost of their own accord, brushing against his crotch, where she expected softness, but instead found him hard—again. Her eyes widened in surprise, her pulse quickening.

She could hardly believe it. This I have to try, she thought, her own arousal stirring once more at the idea. Her body still hummed from her earlier climax, but there was an undeniable thrill at the thought of pushing boundaries, testing limits—his and her own.

“Do you want to do something else?” Andrew asked, his voice tentative but hopeful, almost boyish in its eagerness.

Carol didn’t answer. Instead, she leaned over, her lips finding his cock once again, swallowing him whole with practiced ease. This time, the urgency in her movements was tempered by a growing hunger of her own. She could feel his body tense beneath her, but she didn’t rush it—she wanted to savor this, to take control of the rhythm, to feel every reaction he had.

Andrew lasted a little longer this time, his hands gripping the seat as he tried to hold back. Carol’s mind, however, wasn’t entirely on him. Her own desire had reignited, and this time she wasn’t going to deny herself. Her free hand slid down her body, slipping beneath the waistband of her pants, fingers finding her clit. The slickness there told her how close she already was, the heat between her legs building with each stroke of her fingers and every movement of her mouth on him.

She moved her mouth in time with her hand, the pleasure spiraling higher and higher until she couldn’t hold it back any longer. A wave of heat rushed through her, and she came hard, her body trembling as she moaned around Andrew’s cock.

The vibrations of her release sent Andrew over the edge as well. He groaned loudly, his body shaking as he pumped into her mouth for the second time in less than ten minutes. Carol could feel the rush of his cum, thick and hot, spilling down her throat. She swallowed it greedily, surprised by how much there was—just as much as the first time, maybe even more. She pulled back slowly, catching her breath, her lips tingling from the intensity of it all.

Maybe he really can cum that often, Carol thought, her mind buzzing with a mix of surprise and satisfaction. The boy had stamina—that much was clear. But she couldn’t help the small flicker of amusement at how much he still had to learn. Experience was a powerful thing.

Sitting up for the second time, Carol took a moment to compose herself, running her fingers through her hair as she glanced back at Andrew, who looked thoroughly spent. She smirked, the tiniest pang of guilt tugging at her before she pushed it aside. This was what she wanted, and she had taken it. There was no harm in that—just a mutual indulgence.

“I really do have to get in,” she said, her voice softer now, more composed, though a small, satisfied smile played on her lips. She leaned over and gave Andrew a kiss on the cheek, a final, playful gesture of thanks. As she pulled back, she caught herself wondering if he’d want something more intimate—a real kiss, maybe. He probably wouldn’t be interested in Frenching me anyway, she thought, a quiet chuckle escaping her lips at the idea. Too overwhelmed.

She smiled at him, then teased, “You’re on your own for the other two times.”

Andrew, still in a daze, grinned sheepishly, but said nothing as he zipped up his pants, his body finally relaxing after the night’s events.

Carol slipped out of the car, closing the door softly behind her. As she walked toward the house, her mind was already moving on to the rest of the night. Eric would be waiting, oblivious to everything that had happened. He wouldn’t know what had fueled her desire tonight, but that didn’t matter. The fire still burned inside her, and Eric—willing or not—would be the one to quench it.

She allowed herself one last glance back at Andrew, still sitting in the car, looking like he hadn’t fully processed what had just happened. Well, she thought with a small smile, there’s always next time.

Once inside, Carol noticed the soft glow of the television spilling from the family room. Eric was still awake, lounging on the couch with a half-empty glass of wine in hand, watching something mindless on TV. For a brief moment, guilt gnawed at her—after all, she had just been with Andrew, but that thought was quickly overtaken by something else. She felt restless, a buzz of leftover energy still humming through her veins, and she wondered how Eric would feel about a second round of intimacy tonight. She certainly wouldn’t mind another release.

“Hi, Eric,” Carol said softly as she entered the room, her voice casual, but there was a subtle tension lurking underneath.

Eric looked up from the screen and smiled, clearly pleased to see her. “Hey, Honey. How was the celebration?” His voice was warm, welcoming. He looked relaxed, unaware of the turmoil that had just unfolded outside.

Carol moved to sit next to him, nestling herself close. “Good,” she replied, laying her head on his shoulder. “It really relaxed me.” There was an edge to her words, something almost flirtatious. She rested her hand on his thigh, her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles over his jeans, her mind already wandering to what might come next.

Though she didn’t particularly feel like giving Eric oral tonight, it seemed like the easiest way to start. She figured she could go through the motions, and if he finished himself—as usual—she could coax him into giving her the attention she needed. A nice tonguing would be the perfect way to end the evening.

Eric chuckled softly, his hand sliding across her chest to stroke her breast through her shirt. “Well, you’re certainly in a good mood,” he said, clearly pleased by her affectionate behavior. “Welcome home!” His fingers squeezed gently, teasing, and Carol felt a familiar warmth spread through her—though the excitement of earlier still lingered.

Indeed I should, Carol thought to herself with a sly smile. Eric had no idea.

He turned toward her, his hand still resting on her breast as he leaned in for a kiss. The moment his lips approached hers, Carol’s body tensed. She hesitated, her mind flashing back to what she’d just done with Andrew in the car. The memory of his release in her mouth, the taste of him still lingering, made her pause. She hadn’t rinsed her mouth, hadn’t prepared for this. Could she let Eric kiss her, knowing what had just transpired?

They’d been through this before. After all, Eric had kissed her after she’d been with Carter, but they had never really talked about it. Whether or not it bothered him to kiss her when she’d tasted another man’s cum had remained an unspoken thing between them. Maybe it was part of the thrill, maybe it was something he chose to ignore. But now, with Andrew’s cum fresh on her lips, it felt different. More raw. More immediate.

She gave him a quick, almost mechanical kiss on the lips, pulling back before he could deepen it. Eric, sensing her hesitation, frowned slightly but didn’t pull away. Instead, he moved in closer, clearly wanting more.

Carol placed a hand on his chest, gently stopping him, her mind racing. She could feel Eric’s body tense under her palm, confusion flickering in his eyes. He looked at her with a mixture of curiosity and concern.

“I... I did something,” Carol admitted quietly, her voice shaky. The words felt heavy as they left her mouth, weighted with the enormity of what she was about to reveal.

Eric’s entire demeanor shifted. His body went rigid, and his eyes sharpened with sudden focus. “Something?” he echoed, his tone low, cautious. “What kind of something?” His face was a mask of composure, but beneath it, Carol could sense the intensity building. He was alert, on edge, like a man preparing for impact.

In that moment, she knew exactly what he was thinking—Carter. It had been over a year since she had confessed her first encounter with Carter, but the memory still haunted their marriage, lingering like a ghost. Eric had taken the news better than she’d expected, and in a strange way, it had deepened the intimacy between them. They’d spent nights after that, with Eric between her legs, while she recounted every detail of her night with Carter, the act serving as a catalyst for Eric’s own arousal. He’d never told her to seek out another partner, but he also hadn’t told her not to. Their sex life had changed after that, shaped by her infidelity, even though it hadn’t been repeated—until now.

Eric studied her face, his mind clearly racing to the same conclusion. Was this a second event? Had she found another man? Did it go further this time, or was it like before—just oral? He had always preferred to think that Carol’s relationship with Carter had stayed at that level. Maybe he had even found solace in it, convincing himself that as long as it hadn’t escalated beyond that, he could live with it.

But now? What had she done?

Carol’s breath caught in her throat as she watched the realization dawn on Eric’s face. His lips parted, his pulse quickening as he waited for her to continue. She could feel the weight of his anticipation, the way he both feared and craved her next words.

“I...” She hesitated, unsure of how much to reveal, how to frame it in a way that wouldn’t shatter the fragile equilibrium they had built. “It was just...”

The room seemed to grow smaller, the air thicker. Carol’s mind raced, searching for the right words. Eric leaned in slightly, his body taut with expectation. She could see it in his eyes—the dark curiosity, the arousal that flickered behind the concern. Part of him wanted to know. Part of him needed to know.

“I sucked someone off,” she said finally, her voice soft but clear, the admission hanging in the air between them like a heavy weight.

Eric’s mouth hung open, as though the words he wanted to say were stuck somewhere in his throat. For a fleeting moment, Carol’s heart skipped a beat, and she felt a surge of fear. Had she misjudged him? After all this time, had she assumed too much about Eric’s desires? She had been so sure that, after everything with Carter, he enjoyed these stories—enjoyed hearing about her experiences with another man. But now, in the silence, she doubted herself.

But then, Eric’s expression shifted. His lips curled into a smile—not one of anger or shock, but of excitement. His eyes gleamed with a kind of dark curiosity, the same look he had given her after her confessions about Carter. Relief flooded through her, and Carol knew he was ready. He wanted this, just like before. The unspoken desire for her stories, for her forbidden encounters, was still there, simmering beneath the surface.

Eric’s voice, when it finally came, was laced with eagerness. “Shall we get your slacks off and into bed where we can do this right?” he asked, his voice quick and almost breathless. He reached out his hand, and without hesitation, Carol took it.

The tension in the room morphed into something else entirely—anticipation, need. Eric led her to the bedroom, and as they entered, the familiar routine began. The weight of what she had just confessed only heightened their shared excitement. As Eric gently guided her down onto the bed, his hands slipping her slacks off in one fluid motion, Carol could feel the heat building again, despite her exhaustion. There was something intoxicating about the way Eric reacted, the way he fed off her stories. It gave her power, control over him, even as she submitted to his touch.

Carol lay back on the cool sheets, her legs spread, her body already thrumming with a mixture of satisfaction and longing. Her eyes closed, and she relaxed, letting herself slip into the familiar rhythm. Eric positioned himself between her thighs, his breath warm against her skin. His tongue found her quickly, just as it had after her nights with Carter, and the sensations that followed sent shivers up her spine.

And then, just as before, the storytelling began.

“I sucked him off,” Carol whispered, her voice barely audible at first as she relived the moment in her mind. “The young intern... Andrew. Twice.”

Eric’s response was immediate. His tongue moved more eagerly, his hands gripping her thighs as if to steady himself, his arousal evident in the way his body tensed against her. Carol’s words flowed more freely now, each one stoking the fire between them. She described every detail—the way Andrew had looked at her, the way he had moaned, how she had taken him in her mouth again and again. She didn’t hold back. The more explicit she became, the more frenzied Eric’s touch grew.

Her husband was lost in her story, just as much as he was lost in her body. The line between fantasy and reality blurred, and Carol could feel her own arousal reignite, despite having already cum twice that night. Eric’s tongue worked her relentlessly, bringing her closer and closer to the edge as she recounted every second of her encounter with Andrew.

It was like that night with Carter all over again—only this time, she hadn’t just crossed a line; she had leaped over it. And Eric loved it.

“I made him cum in my mouth,” she said breathlessly, her back arching slightly as Eric’s tongue flicked over her clit, his breath ragged against her skin. “Twice. He tasted so...”

Her words faltered as a second orgasm tore through her, surprising her with its intensity. She gasped, her body trembling beneath her husband’s touch as pleasure washed over her in waves. Eric didn’t stop—he kept going, kept savoring her, his own pleasure intertwined with hers. He was lost in the moment, in the story, in the thrill of knowing that she had taken another man, and it only fueled his desire to pleasure her more.

When the tremors of her orgasm finally subsided, Carol lay still, her body completely spent. But her mind was still racing, replaying the night’s events with a strange sense of satisfaction and wonder. As Eric moved to lie beside her, his body pressed close, she found herself smiling.

Eric had drifted off to sleep quickly, his breathing deep and steady, but Carol’s mind was still buzzing with thoughts of Andrew. She wondered if she would get the chance to see him again—to test whether he could really cum four times as he had boasted. The memory of his cock, hard and throbbing in her mouth, sent a flicker of arousal through her once more, despite the exhaustion in her limbs.

As her mind wandered, a third, tantalizing tingle spread between her thighs, and she thought briefly about what it might be like to get herself off more than once with him. The possibility lingered in her thoughts as she drifted off to sleep, already dreaming of what might come next.


Chapter 13

After the night of the celebration, Carol couldn't help but scold herself. The morning light had a way of making things seem harsher, more real. How could she have been so reckless? The thrill of the moment had carried her away, but now the consequences loomed large. If anyone found out, the fallout could be devastating. She could be fired, and worse, humiliated—whispers would undoubtedly spread around town, each detail becoming juicier and more salacious with each retelling. Carol promised herself she would never yield to temptation like that again. The risk simply wasn’t worth it.

The following day, anxiety gnawing at her, Carol called Andrew at home. She kept her voice calm and composed, but her heart pounded as she explained things to him. She framed the night as a mistake, something she deeply regretted. She made it seem almost as if it were his fault—suggesting that maybe she had had too much to drink, that he had taken advantage of the situation. Carol knew it wasn’t quite the truth, but the lie slipped out easily. She couldn’t afford to be vulnerable now.

“You can’t mention this to anyone,” she warned him. “If word gets out, you’ll likely be fired, and without a letter of recommendation.”

Andrew sounded sheepish on the other end of the line, clearly embarrassed. Carol felt a twinge of guilt, but it was overshadowed by her need to protect herself. She emphasized that if he kept quiet and stayed discrete, she would make sure he received a glowing letter that would help him in his future career. Andrew promised he wouldn’t say a word.

After that call, Carol steered clear of Andrew during his final weeks at the firm. To her immense relief, he made no effort to contact her either, and soon he was gone—back to college, leaving only a faint trace of their encounter behind.

But while Andrew was out of her life, the memory of that night remained very much alive in her mind. In fact, she and Eric used it as fuel for their own sex life. Each night after the incident, their conversations grew more heated, more open. Carol found herself sharing details about her encounter with Andrew in a way she hadn’t been able to with Carter. With Eric, things were different now—more raw, more explicit.

Eric had been surprisingly aroused by the idea that Carol had blown these younger men and then come home ready for sex with him. It was like a twisted kind of foreplay, and it drove him wild. Carol had always known Eric had fantasies, but this was new territory for them. His curiosity about her flings didn’t just excite him; it seemed to transform their intimacy, making it deeper, more connected in a strange way.

“I remember being that young,” Eric admitted one night as they lay together, sweaty and spent. “God, I’d have done anything to get a BJ from an older woman. Any older woman, really, but someone like you? A voluptuous goddess? It would’ve blown my mind.”

Carol had laughed at the time, but she could understand the allure. There was something intoxicating about the youth and raw masculinity of someone like Andrew. The hardness of their cocks was an incredible aphrodisiac. Every time she touched a younger man’s body, her own desire flared. The contrast of their firm youth and her more experienced touch only heightened the intensity.

Taking their cock into her mouth felt like the ultimate caress—the velvety skin against her tongue, the power she wielded as she brought them to climax. Each time they came, it reaffirmed something deep inside her: she was still desirable, still able to attract and satisfy a young stud. The rush of it, the affirmation, was addicting in its own way.

But she also knew the risks. The weekend before Andrew’s departure to college, she voiced her relief to Eric that nothing had come of their fling, that no rumors had surfaced. “It was too risky,” she said, leaning against him in bed. “I’d have been so humiliated if anything had gotten out.”

Eric nodded, but his eyes held a mischievous glint. “Are you sorry you didn’t get to... see him again?” he asked, his voice teasing, but with an undertone of curiosity.

Carol hesitated, then shook her head, more out of caution than conviction. “I guess not,” she replied. “It was too risky while he was at the firm. I can’t imagine what would’ve happened if people knew.”

“But he’s leaving soon,” Eric said, his hand tracing lazy patterns on her thigh. “After Friday, he’ll be back at college. That all changes. No one’s going to know.”

“I know...” Carol’s voice trailed off. She had been thinking about that herself, though she hadn’t allowed herself to dwell on it for too long. “I don’t think so.”

“Are you sure?” Eric pressed, his voice low and tempting. “He’s not coming back. Didn’t he say he wanted to move out west after graduation?”

Carol bit her lip, her mind swirling with possibilities. She had toyed with the idea of giving Andrew a proper farewell—a send-off, so to speak. It wouldn’t really be a party, she mused, more like a... date. But that wasn’t quite the right word either. Carol smiled to herself, feeling a flush of heat rise in her chest as the thought took shape. She knew exactly what she meant, but for some reason, she felt shy even admitting it to herself.

Eric’s eyes gleamed as he noticed the small, secretive smile playing on her lips. “I see that little smile,” he teased, his voice rich with knowing. “What’s going on in that dirty mind of yours?”

“Dirty?” Carol smirked, leaning in closer to him. “If I’m dirty, what does that make you? Pervert!”

Eric laughed, and Carol found herself laughing too, the tension easing. But the thought still lingered, growing bolder now that Eric had brought it to the surface. “Well,” she said slowly, “I was thinking of maybe giving Andrew a little going away party.”

Eric raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “A party, huh?”

“Well... not exactly a party,” Carol admitted, her smile turning more wicked. “More of a... goodbye.”

What sort of weird déjà vu is this? Carol thought, her mind racing as the conversation took an unexpected turn. She hadn’t planned on saying it out loud—at least not yet—but there it was, out in the open. And now Eric was looking at her with that familiar, hungry curiosity.

“What would you call it?” she mused aloud, before waving her own question away with a playful smirk. “Never mind, don’t answer. I know exactly what it’s called. Anyway, I was thinking of getting a hotel room and meeting him there. You know... to see if he really can deliver on those four... seminal promises he made.”

Eric’s eyebrows shot up, but the look of surprise quickly melted into something else—excitement, curiosity, and that unmistakable glimmer of arousal she’d come to recognize. “Where would you go?”

Carol paused for a moment, then mentioned the most luxurious hotel in the area. It was the kind of place where people went to celebrate anniversaries or spend decadent weekends away. “Would you go with me? Not to watch, of course, but maybe we could spend the night there afterward, after Andrew leaves. It might be fun,” she said, her tone casual, but the edge of temptation was clear in her voice.

Eric grinned, a big, shit-eating grin that lit up his whole face. He lunged toward her, his hands playfully grasping at her waist, but Carol pushed him back gently. “Not now,” she teased, laughing. “Later. I’ve got some work to finish.”

As she spoke, she watched Eric closely, noticing something in him that had been quietly growing—a passivity, almost a subservience, that had crept into their dynamic over the past few weeks. She wasn’t sure when it had started, but now she felt compelled to explore it, to see how far he was willing to go to make this happen. There was something thrilling in the way he seemed to want her to do this as much as she wanted it herself. The thought alone made her pulse quicken.

“Eric, would you be an absolute sweetie and see if you can get us a reservation for next Saturday?” she asked, her tone soft, testing.

Without hesitation, Eric’s eagerness showed. He practically jumped to his feet, heading for the phone to make the call. Carol leaned back in her chair, biting her lip as she watched him go, her mind already turning over ideas about how far she could push this—how far Eric would let her. When he returned a few minutes later, his face was glowing with excitement.

“I got the room!” he announced proudly. “There’s a convention going on, so it’s a little pricier than usual. It’ll be $350 for the night.”

“Wow,” Carol replied, though inwardly she was marveling at how easily he was taking this active—and expensive—role in helping her orchestrate a rendezvous with another man. The idea sent a thrill through her. Does he realize he’s doing all this just so another guy can get a blowjob from his wife? The thought alone was intoxicating. This wasn’t just exciting for her—this excited him too.

That Friday evening, they went out to dinner, the atmosphere thick with anticipation. Over the course of their meal, Carol laid out her plans for the following day, savoring every moment as she described the details she had been thinking about all week. She’d come up with subtle, delicious ways for Eric to participate, to help set the scene, and she was curious to see just how far he’d go in making sure she got what she wanted.

“Tomorrow, I’d like to do a little shopping before we head to the hotel,” Carol began, swirling the wine in her glass as she spoke. “I was thinking of picking up some new lingerie, something sexy. And maybe a few things for drinks, something nice. I want it to be perfect.”

Eric nodded, his eyes glued to her, clearly hanging on every word.

“And since I want it to be really nice,” she continued, her voice dropping slightly, “I was thinking you could get some cash before we leave. Maybe a thousand dollars. Not that I’m going to spend all of it, but... just to be safe.”

“A thousand?” Eric’s voice caught in his throat, his eyes widening slightly as he swallowed hard. “That’s... a lot.”

Carol smirked, leaning in just a little, her eyes daring him to challenge her. “How much do you want to get out?” she asked, her voice teasing but firm. She knew he’d back down, and sure enough, he did, his shoulders relaxing as he nodded.

“No, no. A thousand’s fine,” he said quickly, trying to recover.

Satisfied, Carol took another sip of her wine, feeling the power shift back into her hands. She was in control, guiding this, and she liked it. “Good. I’ll meet Andrew in the hotel bar at 4:00. You can sit at another table or lurk in the lobby if you want. Maybe you could hang out at the bar while we’re upstairs.”

“Okay,” Eric replied, his voice a little more tentative now, but he didn’t argue. “I think there’s a TV at the bar.”

“Perfect.” Carol leaned back in her chair, smiling to herself. “Andrew said we should be done by 6:00. That’ll leave plenty of time for us to enjoy the rest of the night together.”

“Sounds great,” Eric said, though his voice was softer, almost distracted, as if he were processing everything she had laid out before him.

Carol found herself briefly pondering the strangeness of it all—how surreal it was that her husband, the man she had built her life with, could so casually respond to her plans of sucking off a college kid four times with, "Sounds great." It was a stark contrast to the world she once knew, where such a thing would have been unthinkable. Were they slipping down some kinky path, one that would only get more depraved as time went on? The thought crossed her mind but drifted away just as quickly. I’ll think about it after Saturday, she told herself, a small smirk playing at her lips. Right now, she had other things to focus on.

By 11:00 on Saturday morning, Carol was leading Eric out the door, the day unfolding exactly as she had planned. Their first stop was the liquor store, where Carol carefully selected two bottles of champagne—$150 each, sparkling and decadent—and an $85 bottle of single malt scotch, a treat for later. Eric didn’t bat an eye at the price, just watched her with quiet fascination, as if every move she made was something sacred.

Next, they arrived at Victoria’s Secret, where Carol took her time, browsing the lingerie as though she were preparing for a high-stakes event. And in a way, she was. She chose a bra, thong panty, and garter set that left little to the imagination, the provocative design made to tantalize. The sheer lace barely concealed her tanned skin, and the stockings she selected were just a shade lighter than her legs, the perfect complement. As she made her choices, she felt Eric’s eyes on her, and every time she glanced at him, he seemed more eager, more enthralled by what she was doing.

Then she found a powder-blue dress that managed to balance demure elegance with a hint of seduction. It was classy enough for her to wear without raising eyebrows but had just the right amount of allure to make a man wonder what was underneath. She paired it with patent leather white pumps with four-inch heels, something that would make her legs look longer, more inviting.

Then came the cosmetics counter. Carol couldn’t resist making Eric watch as the saleslady showed her different lipsticks, lip liners, and application techniques. Every shade was carefully considered—this was, after all, the mouth that would be wrapped around another man’s cock later that day. As the saleslady demonstrated, Carol could see Eric’s growing fascination, how each application seemed to hold him captive. He’s actually excited about this, she thought, intrigued. He's preparing me, helping me, for another man.

By the time they were done, they had spent an additional $650, which Carol insisted Eric pay with his credit card, wanting to keep the cash on hand “just in case.” He didn’t argue, and she found herself growing more fascinated by how far he was willing to go for this, for her, to make sure everything was perfect for her rendezvous with Andrew.

They arrived at the hotel around 1:30, and Carol immediately began her preparations. The luxurious room felt like the perfect stage, the elegant surroundings adding a layer of sophistication to what was about to unfold. Carol showered first, taking her time to shave her legs smooth and scrub her skin until it glowed. When she stepped out of the bathroom, steam still rising from her body, she wore only a long T-shirt, the fabric brushing against her thighs as she moved.

Eric was on the bed, pretending to watch TV, though she knew better. His attention was on her—every movement, every gesture. He hadn’t said much since they checked in, but his eyes followed her with quiet intensity.

She picked up the thong panties, slipping them on slowly, knowing he was watching her every move. She adjusted the hem of her shirt, holding it up slightly as she looked at herself in the mirror. The lace of the thong hugged her hips, but there were still a few stray pubic hairs peeking out. She frowned slightly, turning toward Eric with a teasing smile.

“Eric, honey, come here a moment,” she said, her voice soft but commanding.

He was by her side almost instantly, eager to see what she wanted.

“How does this look?” she asked, gesturing to the thong. “Aren’t there a lot of pubes showing? I can’t really see them that well. Would you do me a favor?” Her voice dropped lower, more intimate. “Would you shave me? You know, down there... so it’s really nice and trim. In case he accidentally sees... or I show him.”

The words hung in the air for a moment, the weight of her request sinking in. Carol watched as Eric’s eyes darkened, his breathing quickening slightly. The submissive side of him she’d noticed over the last few weeks seemed to bubble to the surface, and she could tell by the look on his face that he was eager to comply.

Without hesitation, Eric nodded, and Carol smiled to herself as she hiked up the shirt and lay back on the bed, her legs parted slightly in invitation. The power dynamic was unmistakable now—Carol was preparing herself, making herself even more desirable for another man, and Eric was part of that process. It was a strange role reversal, one that excited them both in ways they hadn’t fully explored yet.

Eric returned with a razor and shaving cream, his hands trembling slightly as he began. Carol’s body relaxed, but her mind was racing. The sensation of him shaving her—so intimate, so deliberate—made her pulse quicken. She knew this excited him, knew that watching her prepare for Andrew was just as arousing for him as it was for her. And that realization, that control, made her even more ready for what was to come.

As Eric carefully shaved her, Carol’s thoughts drifted to Andrew, to the excitement of seeing him again, to the thrill of testing whether he could really deliver on his boast. But more than that, she was intrigued by how far this had come—how far Eric was willing to go, not just to please her, but to actively facilitate this experience.

The boundaries of their relationship were shifting, and they both knew it. But right now, that didn’t matter. All that mattered was the anticipation, the thrill of what was coming next.

When Eric finished, he stepped back, his eyes fixed on her now-smooth skin. Carol sat up, running her fingers lightly over her freshly-shaved pubic area, testing the smoothness. “Perfect,” she said softly, giving Eric a satisfied smile.

Carol stood nude in the bathroom, the soft light casting a glow on her skin as she carefully painted her mouth with lipstick. She felt the anticipation building inside her, knowing that Eric was just beyond the door, waiting—watching, perhaps. There was something thrilling about the ritual of getting ready for another man, and she couldn’t deny how much she enjoyed involving Eric in it.

“Eric, honey, come here a minute,” she called softly, her voice laced with a playful edge.

Eric appeared almost immediately, like an eager student awaiting instruction. His eyes widened slightly as he took in her naked form, but Carol barely acknowledged his gaze. Instead, she focused on her lipstick, holding up the wand and gesturing for him to come closer.

“What was it that woman at the cosmetics counter said about applying this lip liner?” she asked, feigning innocence, though she knew exactly what she was doing. She handed him the wand with a mischievous smile. “Here, honey, you do it.”

Eric’s hands trembled slightly as he took the wand from her. Carol stood there, completely exposed, her lips parted just slightly as he carefully outlined her mouth with the lip liner. The intimacy of the act wasn’t lost on either of them. The fact that she was letting him paint her lips—getting her ready to kiss another man, to take another man’s cock into her mouth—was thick with erotic tension.

When he finished, Carol pursed her lips together, then smiled at him. “How do they look?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

“Jesus, honey,” Eric breathed, shaking his head. “You’re doing this on purpose.”

“Doing what?” Carol asked, her tone dripping with feigned innocence, as though she didn’t know exactly what she was doing to him.

“You know damn well what,” Eric said, his voice tight with arousal. “You’re making me get you ready for him. And you know it’s driving me crazy. I’m so hard right now... I almost hope he doesn’t show up. I’ll never last two hours down at the bar.”

Carol laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “You’re so sweet,” she said, reaching out and giving his crotch a playful tweak. His hardness was unmistakable. “And you really are hard, aren’t you?”

She could feel his cock straining against his pants, and the power she held over him in that moment sent a thrill through her. She loved watching him squirm under her control, his arousal tied so intricately to her every move. But as much as she enjoyed teasing him, she had plans to attend to.

“Well,” she said, her tone shifting back to business. “Go put the champagne on ice, then watch some TV. I’ll be done in a few minutes. Afterward, we can go down and have a drink—separate tables, of course—until Andrew gets here.”

Eric nodded, his eyes lingering on her for a moment longer before he turned and left the bathroom. Carol smiled to herself as she continued to get dressed, knowing that he would be watching her as she did. She liked the way he couldn’t take his eyes off her, the way he was so wrapped up in her preparations for another man.

She slipped into her black lace bra, fastening the garter belt around her waist, then slid into the matching thong panties. As she rolled the second stocking up her thigh, she could feel the tension in the room thickening. She knew Eric wasn’t really watching TV—he was watching her.

“I was thinking...” she said casually as she fastened the second stocking to the garter. “He’s going back to school soon. He could probably use a little extra help.”

Eric’s eyes snapped to hers, his brow furrowing slightly. “What do you mean?” he asked.

Carol adjusted her garter and stood, letting the fabric of her dress fall over her body in smooth, elegant waves. The powder blue contrasted perfectly with her tanned skin, the dress hugging her curves just enough to be seductive without being overtly sexual. She slipped on the white patent leather pumps and walked over to the desk, her heels clicking softly against the floor.

“I was thinking about giving him a present,” she said, her tone light, as though the idea had only just occurred to her.

Eric raised an eyebrow, still clearly processing her words. “I’d consider what you’re about to give him a pretty damned good present.”

Carol laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down Eric’s spine. “Silly,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s for me. For us. Not him.” She paused, glancing at him over her shoulder with a knowing smile. “No, I mean a real present.”

She reached into the desk drawer and pulled out a hotel envelope, walking back toward Eric with deliberate slowness. She handed him the envelope, her fingers brushing against his as he took it from her. He opened it and saw the crisp bills inside—a stack of cash, meant for Andrew.

Eric blinked, looking back up at her. “What is this?”

“Come on, Eric,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Let’s give him a little reward. After all, he’s about to give me exactly what I want. And isn’t that what we both want?”

Eric swallowed hard, his mind reeling as he looked down at the envelope. There was a part of him that wanted to resist, to push back against the idea of paying this young man for services rendered, but the arousal pulsing through him made it hard to think straight. The fact that he was so complicit in this—so eager to please his wife by helping her prepare for another man—was almost too much to process.

And yet, the thrill of it, the twisted excitement of playing this role, sent a surge of heat through his body. Carol watched him carefully, waiting for his response.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Eric nodded, a small, breathless sound escaping his lips. “Okay,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “Let’s give him a reward.”

Eric made a bit of a show as he pulled out his wallet, knowing that the weight of what he was about to do carried an unspoken complexity. His fingers hovered over the crisp bills inside, and after a moment of hesitation, he pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and slipped it into the envelope. He paused, as if reconsidering, then slid in another $100, the tension in the room thickening with each addition.

He held the envelope out to Carol, almost sheepishly, but she made no move to take it. Instead, she locked eyes with him, her gaze steady, controlled.

“He’s going to do it four times,” she said, her voice calm but firm. There was no teasing in her tone—only expectation.

Eric swallowed hard, the implication sinking in. His fingers trembled slightly as he reached back into his wallet and added two more bills to the envelope. Again, he held it out, as if hoping this would satisfy her.

But Carol wasn’t done. “No tip?” she asked, one eyebrow arching ever so slightly, her voice soft but cutting.

Eric’s breath hitched. The tension was unbearable now, the mix of arousal and submission almost too much to bear. He hesitated only a moment longer before sliding another hundred-dollar bill into the envelope. Five hundred dollars, all for some college kid who was about to fuck his wife’s mouth. The sheer absurdity of it made his head spin, but the hard truth was that it made him achingly hard. He could feel his erection pressing against his pants, a reminder of just how much this situation excited him, despite—or perhaps because of—its depravity.

This time, Carol took the envelope from his hand, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of her lips. She looked down at it briefly, then back up at him, her voice steady. “I can’t believe you’re making me pay some kid five hundred bucks to fuck your wife’s mouth,” Eric muttered, his voice low and filled with a mixture of disbelief and arousal. “What’s worse is, I can’t believe how hard it’s making me.”

Carol chuckled softly, clearly in control of the situation. She walked over to the desk, carefully writing Andrew’s name on the front of the envelope in her elegant script. Then, with deliberate slowness, she made a display of licking the back flap, sealing it with a flourish. She wasn’t just preparing for Andrew—she was putting on a show for Eric, deepening the power dynamic between them. Once sealed, she puckered her freshly painted lips and pressed a red imprint of her lips onto the envelope’s back, a final mark of ownership.

She placed the envelope on the desk, then turned back to Eric. “Eric, honey, I’ve mussed my lips a bit,” she said, her voice sweet but commanding. “Would you be a dear and touch them up for me?”

Of course, Eric did exactly as she asked. He took the lipstick and carefully reapplied it to her lips, his hands trembling slightly as he performed the intimate task. The act of preparing her, of making her even more enticing for another man, heightened the tension between them.

As they reached the door, ready to leave for the bar, Carol suddenly stopped. “Just a minute,” she said, her voice casual. Without hesitation, she reached beneath her dress and slipped off the thong she had been wearing, tossing it into the closet without a second thought. The simple act sent a jolt of electricity through the room, the implication clear. “I don’t think I want those in the way when I get back up here,” she said with a mischievous smile, her eyes flicking to Eric’s.

Eric’s mouth went dry, his erection straining even harder against his pants. The casual way she discarded her panties, as if it were nothing, was both thrilling and devastating. He could only nod, his heart pounding in his chest.


Chapter 14

Downstairs, Carol made Eric walk away from the bar just in case Andrew had arrived early. She wanted to be careful, to ensure that everything went according to plan. Eric followed her instructions without complaint, his eagerness to please evident in every step. When she was sure Andrew wasn’t there yet, Carol took a table and ordered a drink, settling into her seat with a quiet sense of satisfaction.

She wasn’t particularly nervous—this was something she had been thinking about for days, and she knew exactly what she wanted. But the alcohol was helpful nonetheless, soothing any lingering tension as she waited for Andrew to arrive.

Her mind wandered as she sipped her drink, thinking about how far things had come between her and Eric. This wasn’t just about the physical act anymore—it was about control, about pushing boundaries. Eric’s passivity, his willingness to submit to her desires, was intoxicating. And yet, even now, as she prepared to meet another man, she knew that what truly excited her was how much this excited him.

As she waited for Andrew, the possibilities of what lay ahead swirled in her mind, thrilling her more with each passing minute.

Eric sat at the bar, his eyes fixed on Carol across the room. She looked poised, confident, her legs crossed gracefully as she sipped her drink and casually glanced around the room. He watched her with a mix of anticipation and unease, his mind still grappling with what was about to happen. He could feel the eyes of the bartender on him occasionally, but he didn’t acknowledge her. His focus was entirely on Carol.

Shortly before four, Eric’s heart skipped a beat as he spotted a tall, skinny, awkward-looking kid walk into the bar. Andrew. The young man scanned the room for a moment before his eyes landed on Carol, who smiled brightly at him—too brightly, almost as if she were greeting a long-lost lover rather than a summer intern.

Eric felt his stomach twist as Andrew made his way over to Carol’s table and sat down. From where he sat, Eric could see the nervous energy in the boy—the way his hands fidgeted with the glass of water in front of him, the way his posture was slightly hunched, as though he wasn’t quite sure how to act in this situation. Carol, on the other hand, was calm, collected. She exuded an air of control, and it was clear that she was leading this interaction.

Carol ordered Andrew a Coke, and the two of them sat there talking quietly, their conversation punctuated by occasional laughter from Carol, who leaned in just a little closer with every passing minute. She was playing her role perfectly—charming, enticing, while Andrew sat there, wide-eyed and eager, completely under her spell.

From his seat at the bar, Eric took a long sip of his beer, feeling a strange mixture of jealousy and arousal twist inside him. This is really happening, he thought. His wife was about to take this young, inexperienced kid upstairs, and he was sitting here, complicit in it all. He wasn’t just allowing it—he had helped make it happen. The envelope with Andrew’s "tip" was still tucked away upstairs, waiting for the boy once they finished.

When Carol and Andrew finally stood up, signaling the end of their drinks, Carol charged everything to their hotel room. The couple made their way toward the exit, but before they left, Andrew turned briefly to look at something near the bar, giving Carol just enough of a moment alone to glance back at Eric.

As soon as Andrew’s back was turned, Eric made a face at Carol—his expression exaggerated, as if to say yuck. It was an impulsive reaction, a childish attempt at breaking the tension, but the moment it slipped out, he realized how ridiculous it looked. Before he could fully register his own embarrassment, Carol turned her head, her expression shifting into something much more seductive. Slowly, deliberately, she licked her lips—those same lips she’d asked Eric to paint earlier, the same lips that would soon be wrapped around Andrew’s cock.

The gesture sent a wave of heat through Eric, and he was left speechless, his arousal overriding any discomfort he might have felt. She’s really going to do this, he thought, his mind reeling with the implications.

But just as quickly as the moment had passed between him and Carol, he realized he wasn’t the only one who had witnessed it. When he turned back toward the bar, he saw the woman tending bar watching him, her expression a mixture of confusion and something bordering on disapproval. She had seen everything—the playful face he had made at his wife, the way Carol had sensuously licked her lips in response. The bartender didn’t say anything, but the look on her face was enough. She shook her head slightly, as if dismissing the whole scene, and turned away to tend to another customer.

Eric’s face flushed red with embarrassment, the weight of being seen adding an uncomfortable layer to the situation. He grabbed his beer and took a long swig, trying to drown out the awkwardness that hung in the air. For a brief moment, he wanted nothing more than to disappear, to pretend that none of this was happening.

But it was happening. And the knowledge of what would come next—of what Carol was about to do upstairs with Andrew—kept him glued to his seat, unable to walk away.

Soon enough, Eric thought, I’ll be here, alone, with nothing but my thoughts and a drink in front of me, while she’s upstairs, doing God knows what with him.

For now, all Eric could do was wait. The hours ahead would test him in ways he hadn’t expected, but for now, he remained seated, his thoughts consumed by what was unfolding just a few floors above.

Eric had settled in at the bar, his attention divided between the ball game playing on the TV and the relentless thoughts swirling in his head. He didn’t expect Carol back until six, and yet, every few minutes, he found himself glancing at the clock, his stomach in knots. The bartender—Allie, as she’d introduced herself—kept smiling sweetly at him every time she brought him another beer, which only made him more self-conscious. Does she know? The thought nagged at him. It wasn’t just the situation that embarrassed him; it was the feeling of being exposed, of someone watching from the sidelines as his wife spent the afternoon with another man upstairs.

The game barely registered in his mind. His thoughts were fixated on Carol and Andrew, imagining what was happening just a few floors above him. Had she gone through with everything? Was she really doing it four times like Andrew bragged? His mind replayed scenes he hadn’t even witnessed, his arousal and discomfort battling for dominance. Just as he took another sip of his beer, the clock nearing five, he felt a pair of hands cover his eyes from behind.

“Surprise!” Carol’s familiar voice teased, her hands pulling away as Eric spun around on his stool.

He blinked up at her, surprised to see her back so early. Before he could say anything, Carol leaned in and kissed him full on the lips, the warmth of her body pressed against his. Her lipstick was smudged, and her hair was a little mussed, but she seemed elated—almost glowing.

"Settle the check," she said softly, smiling as she pulled back. "Let’s go upstairs."

Eric’s heart raced. The way she said it was so casual, but there was an underlying heat in her voice. He reached for his wallet, still dazed, and handed Allie his corporate credit card without thinking.

As Allie began processing the charge, she glanced at the card, then back at Eric. There was a knowing gleam in her eyes—she had likely seen enough today to know something was going on. “Are you certain you want to use your corporate card for this?” she asked, her voice quiet but firm. Then, looking more closely at the name on the card, she added, “Mr. Wheeler.”

Eric froze, the blood draining from his face. Of course. He hadn’t been paying attention when he handed over the card, but now the gravity of what he had done hit him like a freight train. “Uh, no, no. That’s... not the right card. Let me just... get my personal one,” he stammered, his hands fumbling as he retrieved the correct card. “This isn’t... it’s not a corporate expense. Not sure why I gave you that one.”

Allie gave him a small smile, but her eyes were sharp, clearly amused by the situation. She handed the corporate card back to him with a flicker of recognition. “Do you work at Parker & Stevens?” she asked casually, her tone almost conversational. “My boyfriend works there. Jack Edwards. You know him?”

Eric’s pulse quickened again. The last thing he wanted was to be recognized, especially now, when the pieces of his private life were so precariously balanced. He stared at the bar for a moment, saying nothing, but Carol was quicker to respond, her voice light and playful.

“Oh, you have a Jack Edwards working for you, don’t you, Eric?”

Eric wanted to sink into the floor. His heart pounded in his chest as he realized he had no way out of this. He couldn’t avoid the connection now. Forcing a smile, he nodded. “Nice to meet you,” he said awkwardly. “This is my wife, Carol.”

Carol extended her hand graciously, as if they were meeting at a dinner party rather than under these circumstances. Allie took her hand and smiled. “Hi, I’m Allie,” she said brightly. But as she let go of Carol’s hand, her expression shifted slightly. “You’ve got something on your cheek.”

Eric turned to Carol, alarm flashing through him. For a split second, he hoped it was just lipstick or a smudge of makeup—but then his eyes widened as he saw it. A thick strand of creamy white cum stretched from the corner of Carol’s mouth to her ear, gleaming in the dim light of the bar. His eyes dropped lower, and he saw that her hair was tousled, her lipstick completely smeared. His gaze traveled further, and to his horror, he noticed dozens of wet spots on the front of her dress. Some of the stains were small, others larger, but the most obvious was a white glob that had pooled between her generous cleavage, slowly trailing down between her breasts.

Eric felt the blood drain from his face. He couldn’t believe it—Carol had come down from her encounter with Andrew, still covered in the evidence of what they had done, and hadn’t even noticed.

“Oh my,” Carol exclaimed, a mix of surprise and amusement in her voice as she looked down at herself. “I must be quite a mess!”

Eric’s stomach twisted. He couldn’t bring himself to say anything, his embarrassment and arousal battling for dominance. Carol, however, seemed completely unfazed. She brushed at her dress half-heartedly, but the stains remained, unmistakable.

Allie, standing behind the bar, gave a quick glance at Carol before turning back to Eric with a knowing smile. “Yeah, you look a little different than when you were in here earlier with that young gentleman.” Her words were casual, but the underlying suggestion wasn’t lost on Eric. The heat of embarrassment crawled up his neck, and he felt frozen in place. Allie didn’t stop there, though. She reached behind the counter and handed him a clean bar towel. “Here,” she said, her voice soft but teasing. “This might help clean her up.”

Eric’s face burned, the tension between the three of them palpable. Allie’s eyes flickered between him and Carol with a knowing look, as though she could read the entire situation from the cum smeared across Carol’s cheek. She handed the towel to Eric as if she were offering him a lifeline, though her smirk betrayed that she knew exactly how humiliating the moment was for him.

Eric swallowed hard, feeling utterly exposed, but he took the towel without a word. Slowly, he turned toward Carol, who stood there smiling, completely unfazed by the mess on her face or the stains on her dress. With shaky hands, Eric wiped the thick strand of cum from the corner of her mouth, the action strangely intimate, despite the setting. The heat of the moment began to creep over him, blending with the embarrassment. His fingers moved lower, dabbing the towel across the cum-streaked fabric of her dress, blotting at the obvious wetness between her breasts. Each movement felt like a mixture of penance and arousal, his body responding even as his mind swirled with conflicting emotions.

Carol didn’t say a word, her eyes on him as he continued his awkward task, the tension between them thickening. Allie, ever the silent witness, watched with a raised eyebrow, her smirk still lingering as she continued wiping down the bar, clearly entertained by the scene unfolding before her.

Eric finally handed the towel back to Allie, avoiding her gaze as much as possible. “Thank you,” he mumbled, his voice low.

“No problem,” she replied, her tone light, though her eyes twinkled with amusement. “Enjoy your night.”

Eric could barely muster a response as he and Carol turned to leave the bar. The entire exchange had left him feeling utterly exposed, as though Allie had glimpsed the most private corners of his life. The humiliation still burned hot in his chest, but beneath it, something else was stirring—something darker, more primal.

By the time they reached the elevator, Eric’s heart was racing. His mind replayed the events of the last hour: Andrew, the cum, the kiss from Carol—everything. He couldn’t shake the heat that coursed through him, the embarrassing reality that, despite everything, he was incredibly turned on.

As soon as the elevator doors closed behind them, Carol turned toward him with a mischievous smile. She didn’t say anything at first; she didn’t have to. Instead, she reached up, cupped the back of his neck, and pulled him into a kiss—an open-mouthed, full-tongue kiss that left no room for hesitation. Eric’s mind spun, knowing exactly what that kiss entailed. The taste of her lips was undeniable—the remnants of what she’d just done with Andrew lingered there, unmistakable and raw.

It made his body burn with desire.

The kiss deepened, both of them lost in the heat of the moment, the awkwardness of earlier forgotten as the fire between them roared to life. Eric’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer as the arousal surged through him, hard and undeniable. Every flick of Carol’s tongue against his sent a jolt of electricity through his body, his mind unable to process anything but the overwhelming need that consumed him. She tasted like Andrew—like her earlier conquest—and that only seemed to make Eric want her more.

Carol broke the kiss for a moment, her lips hovering near his ear as she whispered, “Hot, isn’t it?”

Eric’s breath hitched, his heart pounding in his chest as the elevator climbed higher. “Yeah,” he muttered, his voice rough with arousal.

The taste of her was intoxicating, the messy reality of the day blurring into something almost surreal. He was so hard it was painful, his body reacting to the very thing that should have left him embarrassed. The lines between shame and desire had all but disappeared now, and the only thing left was the heat that passed between them, searing and intense.

The elevator dinged as it reached their floor, but neither of them moved right away. Carol pulled back slightly, her eyes glittering with the same excitement that had been there since the moment she had walked into the bar. She ran a finger down Eric’s chest, lingering for a moment before stepping out of the elevator.

“Come on,” she said, her voice teasing. “We’re not done yet.”

The elevator doors slid open, and Carol led Eric by the hand down the hallway toward their hotel room, her steps deliberate and slow, teasing him with the anticipation of what was to come. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—his wife had just spent hours with another man, yet the only thing he could focus on was how much he wanted her. The taste of her kiss, Andrew’s remnants still lingering on her lips, made his body burn with need. Every glance, every step felt loaded with tension, but as they entered the room, it was clear that Carol was in complete control.

She closed the door behind them, and the atmosphere shifted immediately. It was electric—intense, raw. Eric could hardly breathe, his entire body taut with arousal as Carol turned toward him, her lips curving into a slow, seductive smile. Without a word, she moved closer, her hands resting on his chest, and leaned in for a kiss.

This wasn’t the kiss from the elevator—it was deeper, more passionate. Her lips claimed his with an intensity that left him dizzy, her tongue exploring his mouth with a hunger that mirrored his own. Eric’s hands found her waist, pulling her against him, desperate to feel her body pressed against his. But Carol was in no rush. She kissed him slowly, savoring every moment, every flick of his tongue against hers, every shiver that ran through his body.

Then, as if sensing his growing impatience, she broke the kiss and stepped back, her eyes dark with desire. She didn’t have to say anything—her gaze alone was enough to command him. Eric understood the unspoken message: this was her show.

He reached for her dress, slowly sliding the straps off her shoulders, revealing the bare skin beneath. Carol stood still, watching him, her breath steady and controlled. As the fabric fell away from her body, Eric’s heart pounded in his chest. She was completely naked now, her skin smooth and freshly shaved, her pussy glistening from the shower and the arousal still simmering between them.

The sight of her standing there—nude, confident, and so utterly in control—sent a jolt of heat through him. He couldn’t wait any longer. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his face level with her perfect, freshly-shaved pussy. Something about the act—about him kneeling before her, vulnerable and eager, while she stood tall and dominant—only heightened the intensity between them. The power dynamics were unmistakable.

Carol looked down at him, her lips curling into a smile that was both loving and teasing. “Go ahead,” she whispered. “Show me how badly you want it.”

Eric wasted no time. His hands slid up the back of her thighs, and then his mouth was on her. He licked slowly at first, savoring the taste of her, his tongue flicking over her sensitive folds as she let out a soft sigh. Her body responded immediately, hips tilting toward him as he devoured her. The heat between her legs was intoxicating, her scent overwhelming him as he lapped at her, his tongue tracing every inch of her wetness.

She stood there, perfectly still, her hands resting on his head as he worked, her eyes closed in pleasure. “You want to know what happened with Andrew?” she asked, her voice soft but commanding.

Eric moaned against her, nodding slightly as he continued to lick, his tongue circling her clit with increasing urgency.

“He was so eager,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “So big. So hard. You should’ve seen how his cock swelled in my mouth, Eric. It was huge—so thick. And he stayed hard the whole time. Every time I made him cum, he stayed rock hard, ready for more.”

The words only fueled Eric’s desperation, his tongue moving faster, his fingers gripping her thighs tighter as the humiliation and arousal intertwined in his mind. He wanted her to keep talking, to keep describing what had happened, even though every word cut deep.

“He came four times,” Carol continued, her breath hitching as Eric licked deeper, flicking his tongue against her clit with precision. “And every time, he stayed ready. That cock—oh, it was so big. I could barely take it all in my mouth.”

Eric groaned, his body trembling with both jealousy and desire. The mental image of Andrew’s cock in his wife’s mouth, combined with the taste of her on his tongue, made him feel both humiliated and completely consumed by lust.

Carol’s breath quickened, her hips beginning to move against his mouth. “Keep going,” she whispered, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Make me cum.”

Eric obeyed, his tongue moving faster, his lips sucking her clit as she moaned above him. She began to shake, her body trembling as the first orgasm hit her, a wave of pleasure crashing over her as Eric knelt beneath her. He felt her legs tremble, but she didn’t let him stop—didn’t let him pull away.

“I’m going to cum again,” she breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. “And you’re going to keep licking. You’re going to make me cum twice before we’re done.”

And she did. Within moments, her second orgasm ripped through her, even more intense than the first. She cried out, her body shuddering as Eric continued to lick, his tongue relentless as he devoured her. But even as she came, her words didn’t stop.

“You think you’re doing a good job, don’t you?” she teased, her breath shaky as she leaned down, looking into his eyes. “But Andrew… oh, Andrew made me cum four times. And he didn’t even have to try.”

Her words stung, but they only made Eric work harder, his mouth pressed against her pussy as she stood above him, watching him struggle beneath her. She laughed softly, her fingers toying with his hair. “That cock of his,” she murmured. “So much bigger than yours. So much thicker.”

Eric’s heart raced, his entire body tense as the humiliation and the pleasure mixed into something unbearable. He was losing himself in her words, in the power she held over him.

She moaned softly, her third orgasm building. “Don’t you wish he’d fucked me with that huge black cock?” she whispered, her voice dripping with cruelty.

That was it. Eric couldn’t take it anymore. His entire body tensed, and before he could stop himself, he came—an enormous orgasm that ripped through him, his cum spilling onto the floor without him even touching his cock. His body convulsed, his legs shaking as he knelt beneath her, completely at her mercy.

Carol looked down at him, a wicked smile spreading across her face as she realized what had happened. “Did you just cum?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. “Without even touching yourself?”

Eric groaned, his face flushing with shame, but the look on Carol’s face only made him harder. She let him finish, watching as he collapsed slightly against her leg, breathing heavily.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice full of satisfaction. She gently pulled his face back toward her pussy, holding him in place. “Now, finish the job.”

Without hesitation, Eric obeyed, his tongue finding her clit once more as she began to build toward her own orgasm. But just as she was about to reach her peak, something unexpected happened—an almighty queef escaped her, followed by a slow, thick flow of Andrew’s cum oozing out of her pussy.

Eric’s eyes widened in shock, and instinctively, he tried to pull away. But Carol held him there, her hands firm on his head. “You can stop if you want,” she murmured, her voice almost sweet. “But he made me cum four times… and you’ve only made me cum three times so far.”

Eric froze, his breath coming in short gasps, the humiliation overwhelming. But even through the shame, his body still responded, his cock twitching as Carol continued to hold him in place.

She pointed down at his now-soft, cum-dripping cock and laughed. “And I don’t think that little thing is going to help with number four.”

Her words cut deep, but Eric didn’t protest. He couldn’t. The shame, the arousal—it was all too much. Instead, he buried his face in her pussy again, determined to make her cum as many times as she wanted.

He licked her until she came again, and again, each orgasm leaving her more breathless, more triumphant, until she finally pushed him back onto the bed, smiling down at him with a wicked glint in her eyes.

“You did well,” she whispered, her breath heavy. “But now, it’s my turn.”

Eric barely had time to react before she was on top of him, guiding his cock inside her. He was hard again, despite everything—maybe because of everything. He started to move, thrusting into her with desperation, but after a minute, Carol opened her eyes and looked up at him with a sly smile.

“Is it in yet?”

The words hit him like a slap. The brutality of the comment sent a shockwave through his body, and before he could stop himself, he came—his body tensing as his orgasm tore through him, spilling into her with an intensity that left him shaking.

Carol didn’t move, didn’t react. She simply smiled up at him, satisfied.

Eric lay beside Carol, his heart still pounding in his chest as they settled into the quiet afterglow of their intense encounter. His mind was reeling, a mix of exhaustion and confusion swirling within him. Despite everything—the humiliation, the degradation, the overwhelming intensity—he felt a strange sense of contentment as they lay together. Carol had that effect on him, her dominance and control pushing him to places he never thought he’d go, but always leaving him wanting more.

Carol was lying peacefully beside him, her breath steady as she stared up at the ceiling, her body still slightly trembling from the multiple orgasms he had given her. She looked relaxed, almost serene, but that wicked smile she’d flashed at him earlier still lingered in the corners of her mouth.

Eric’s thoughts drifted back to the brutal final moments of their encounter—the way Carol had looked up at him and asked, "Is it in yet?" The comment had cut through him like a knife, so sharp and cruel, triggering his orgasm almost instantly. Even now, as he lay beside her, the sting of her words echoed in his mind.

He couldn’t help it—he had to ask. Shifting slightly, he turned to her, his voice soft but hesitant. “Did you really need to ask if it was in?” His words hung in the air for a moment before he added, “Couldn’t you feel it?”

Carol didn’t respond immediately. Instead, she turned her head to look at him, her eyes meeting his in the dim light of the room. There was something teasing in her gaze, but also something affectionate, as if she knew exactly what he needed to hear—and wasn’t about to give it to him just yet.

She reached out and gently brushed her fingers against his cheek, a soft smile spreading across her face. “Of course I could feel it, babe,” she said sweetly, her tone so reassuring that for a moment, Eric felt a wave of relief wash over him. He smiled, feeling lighter, as if her words had erased the sting of her earlier comment.

But then, without warning, Carol’s expression shifted. That teasing glint returned to her eyes as her smile turned wicked once again. “I could feel it,” she repeated, her voice dropping lower. “It just wasn’t very good. And I knew if I said that… you’d cum and get it over with.”

Her words hit him like a punch to the gut. Eric’s heart sank as the humiliation flooded back, her brutal honesty cutting through the brief comfort he had felt just moments before. He opened his mouth to protest, to say something—anything—but the words wouldn’t come. His mind scrambled to find a response, but before he could say a word, Carol moved again, her hand slipping down beneath the sheets and wrapping around his cock.

Despite everything, Eric felt his body respond immediately. His cock twitched in her hand, hardening beneath her touch as if his mind had no control over his own body anymore.

Carol laughed softly, stroking him slowly, her fingers firm but gentle. “This,” she said, her voice low and seductive, “is called a humiliation boner. I’ve been reading about it.”

Eric’s face flushed with embarrassment, his heart pounding as her words sank in. A humiliation boner? The term made his stomach twist, but even as she spoke, his cock throbbed in her hand, growing harder with each stroke.

“All the time you’ve got one,” she continued, her voice almost soothing now, “it means I don’t have to stop.”

Eric’s breath hitched, the combination of her words and her touch making his mind spin. He was utterly confused—aroused and humiliated, desperate for both her approval and her dominance. He had no idea how to feel, no idea how to reconcile the shame with the overwhelming desire that burned inside him.

Carol leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Now, get some rest, babe.”

With that, she rolled over, leaving him lying there, hard and throbbing, with no relief in sight. Her body settled into the bed, the sheets rustling softly as she drifted off to sleep, her breathing slow and steady.

Eric lay there, wide awake, his cock still hard and aching from the intense humiliation. His mind raced, trying to make sense of everything that had just happened. He was exhausted, confused, and yet… the arousal wouldn’t go away. His body betrayed him, responding to every degrading word, every touch from Carol’s hand.

He looked over at her, sleeping peacefully beside him, and felt a mix of admiration and frustration. She had pushed him to the edge—humiliated him, made him feel small—and yet, all he wanted was to feel her again, to touch her, to please her.

As his cock throbbed beneath the sheets, he realized that no matter how much she humiliated him, no matter how deep the shame cut, he would always come back for more.

Because he needed her.

And she knew it.
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No Turning Back: A Young White Couple Cross The Line Into The Big Black Unknown

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

First Time Blacked: A Young Wife's First Hotwife Experience Exposes Her Dark Lust

Nothing could prepare me for what I saw next. Sure, up until that point, I loved it. I loved watching Claire get her perky little tits out and tease Sam while he cleaned our pool. And yes, ok, I loved the dirty talk we shared in bed, the fantasy about her and Sam. Yes, it used to turn us both on.

But this was way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as Claire slid her hands inside his shorts and started to pull them down. As she pulled them down, his cock suddenly sprung into view, and it hit me. This was really happening. My pretty little wife was on her knees in front of the muscular handsome pool guy, and his big black rock hard cock was only inches from her face. I wanted to tell her to stop. The sight of her opening her mouth and moving her head forward sent a chill down my spine.

But the moment nothing can ever prepare you for is the first time she actually touches his cock. As her lips touched the head of his big thick black cock I felt physically sick with jealousy. I never dreamed for a second Claire would actually go through with it. But I watched, frozen to the spot, as her mouth sealed around the head of his cock.

That was my wife with another man's penis in her mouth. Another much longer, much thicker penis. As she started to suck his cock I wanted to throw up. I couldn't believe she was actually doing it. I should have said stop, but I couldn't. I just stood there stroking my cock as she sucked his huge black cock. My jealousy and my arousal were fighting a deep dark battle inside me, and I had no idea which side would win.

That was my wife Claire's First Time Blacked.
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