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Looking Back

My sweet, innocent, petite little blonde wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist. The dim light from the parking lot was still enough to glint off the diamond in her wedding ring as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, throbbing cock.

There was just one problem. It wasn't my cock she was holding.

No, it was that of a guy she had only just met—a tall, powerfully built Black man whose dark, smooth skin gleamed faintly under the sodium lamps filtering through the windows. His thick shaft, veined and impossibly rigid, looked almost obscene in contrast to her pale fingers wrapped around it, the gold band of her wedding ring catching every stray beam of light as it moved in slow, deliberate strokes. The sight was hypnotic: her small, delicate hand struggling to encircle his girth, the way her thumb brushed over the swollen, glistening head with tentative fascination, as if she were still discovering the sheer reality of what she held. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, uneven breaths, nipples stiff and pink against the thin fabric still clinging to the undersides of her breasts, her thighs parted just enough that I could see the slick sheen between them from earlier.

I sat frozen in the driver's seat, heart hammering so hard it felt like it might crack a rib, every sense sharpened to painful clarity. The air inside the car was thick with the musky scent of sex—her arousal, his sweat, the faint metallic tang of precum—and the low, wet sounds of her hand gliding along his length filled the silence like a private symphony. My own cock strained painfully against my jeans, untouched, leaking steadily as I watched my sweet Cassie, the woman I'd married thinking she was too pure for anything beyond our quiet bedroom, now lost in this forbidden rhythm with a stranger. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted, cheeks flushed with a mix of shame and undeniable hunger. She wasn't just complying anymore. She was exploring. Claiming.

And I was the one who had brought her here.

The contrast hit me like a physical blow: her creamy skin against his deep ebony tone, the way her tiny frame seemed even smaller next to his broad shoulders and muscled arms, the diamond I'd placed on her finger years ago now framing an act that should have shattered everything—but instead only pulled me deeper into this intoxicating spiral of love, jealousy, and raw arousal.

So, go pour yourself a drink and get comfortable so I can tell you how I arrived at this mind-spinning moment and what happened next.


The Question

"Steve, what's Craigslist?" My wife Cassie asked one evening as we sat on the sofa watching TV and enjoying a glass of wine after dinner.

I paused mid-sip, the glass hovering near my lips. Cassie rarely asked about tech stuff—she still called our streaming service “the Netflix thing”—so the question alone made my pulse tick up a notch. I set the glass down slowly on the coffee table and turned toward her, trying to keep my voice casual.

“Really? You’ve never heard of it?” I said, smiling a little. “It’s basically this massive online classifieds site. People sell furniture, look for jobs, rent apartments… pretty much anything. Why, what brought it up?”

Cassie tucked her legs under her, the soft knit throw slipping off her knee as she faced me more fully. Her cheeks were already a little pink from the wine—or maybe from whatever was on her mind. She took another small sip, then set her glass beside mine.

“It’s not… like, a dating site or something? For hookups?”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued now. “Well, yeah, there’s a personals section. People post all kinds of ads—casual encounters, swingers, you name it. But it’s not Tinder; it’s way more… raw. Why? Did someone mention it to you?”

She hesitated, glancing at the TV screen like she was buying time, then looked back at me with those wide blue eyes that always made my chest tighten.

“So… today at work, Mel and Sarah were gossiping in the break room. You know Jenny—the one with the glasses, brunette, a bit curvy, always brings in those homemade brownies? Apparently she and her husband Eddie have been… doing stuff. Like, really doing stuff.”

I felt a slow heat crawl up my neck. “Stuff?”

Cassie leaned in closer, voice dropping even though we were alone in the house. “Mel said it’s called this… cuckold thing? Or hotwife? I don’t even know what those words mean properly. But apparently Jenny’s been sleeping with other guys—strangers—and Eddie knows about it. Likes it, even. They find the guys on Craigslist. Like, Jenny posts ads or something, they meet up, and… yeah.”

She shook her head, almost laughing in disbelief, but there was something else under it—shock, yes, but also a flicker of wide-eyed fascination she probably didn’t even realize was there. Her fingers toyed nervously with the stem of her wine glass.

“I mean, Jenny? She’s forty, she’s got two kids, she’s always so… normal. And Sarah was going on about how Jenny came in last week looking all glowy, saying she’d just had the best sex of her life with some guy she met online. Eddie apparently waited at home and then… I don’t know, got excited about it or something. It’s insane. I kept thinking, how do you even bring that up with your husband? How do you not completely freak out?”

Her words hung in the air between us. I could feel my heart thudding harder now, not just from the story, but from the way Cassie was telling it—like she was trying to convince herself it was ridiculous, but her body language said something different. Her breathing a touch shallower, nipples faintly visible through the thin cotton of her top as she shifted closer without seeming to notice.

I swallowed, forcing my voice to stay light. “Wow. That’s… pretty wild. But yeah, Craigslist is where a lot of that kind of thing happens. It’s anonymous, straightforward. People are very direct about what they want.”

Cassie looked at me for a long beat, searching my face. “You sound like you’ve heard of it before.”

I gave a small shrug, heart racing. “I mean… I’ve browsed it once or twice. Out of curiosity. Never posted anything, obviously. Just… seeing what people are into.”

She didn’t pull away. If anything, she shifted even closer, the throw falling completely off her lap now.

“So… people really do that? Put up ads for… sex? With someone else’s wife?”

“Some do. Yeah. And some husbands are the ones posting—for their wives.”

Her eyes widened again, but this time she didn’t laugh it off. She just stared at me, lips parted slightly, the room suddenly feeling smaller, warmer, the hum of the TV fading into background noise.

Oh?? And how would you know so much about this? Cassie asked, her face a nervous smile mixed with a hint of intrigue.

I felt my stomach do a slow flip—the good kind. She wasn’t shutting down; she was leaning in, even if her eyes were still wide with that same stunned disbelief she’d had when she first told me about Jenny.

I took a slow sip of wine to buy a second, then set the glass down and met her gaze. “Okay, full confession: yeah, I’ve clicked into those personal ads a couple of times. Late at night, bored, curious. Never messaged anyone, never posted. Just… scrolling.”

Cassie’s eyebrows shot up, but the nervous smile stayed, twitching at the corners like she wasn’t sure whether to laugh or swat me. “Browsing? Like window-shopping for… what? You’re telling me you sit there reading horny strangers’ ads for fun?”

“Pretty much.” I shrugged, trying to play it light. “It’s fascinating, in a weird way. Like peeking into people’s secret lives. You see things you’d never guess about regular people.”

She let out a small, incredulous huff and tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Regular people like Jenny, you mean? Because I still can’t wrap my head around it. Jenny. Jenny with the cardigans and the Tupperware brownies. If Mel had told me she was doing this, okay, maybe—I mean, Mel’s always talking about her ‘wild weekends’ and winking like she’s got secrets. Or even Emily, with that whole ‘I’ll try anything once’ attitude. I could picture them posting some cheeky ad and giggling about it. But Jenny? Sweet, quiet Jenny who blushes when someone compliments her brownies? No way. It’s like finding out the church choir director has a secret OnlyFans.”

Her voice cracked a little on the last word—not from anger, but from the sheer absurdity of it still hitting her. She reached for her wine again, took a bigger gulp this time, then set it down with a soft clink.

“And Eddie… God. He just lets it happen? Encourages it? I keep picturing him sitting at home waiting while she’s out with some random guy from the internet. It’s… it’s messed up. Right? Tell me it’s messed up.”

She looked at me then—really looked—like she needed me to confirm it was all insane so she could file it away as “not our world.” But there was something else in her eyes too: a tiny spark of what-if that she probably didn’t even recognize yet.

I reached over and rested my hand on her knee, thumb brushing lightly over the soft fabric of her leggings. “It’s not messed up for everyone, babe. For some couples, it’s… exciting. A turn-on. The husband gets off on knowing his wife is desired, on hearing about it, or even watching. It’s not about turning anyone into anything. It’s about trust, fantasy, pushing boundaries together.”

Cassie stared at my hand on her knee for a beat, then lifted her eyes back to mine. “You make it sound almost… romantic.”

“Maybe it can be,” I said softly. “Depends on the people.”

She bit her lower lip—nervous habit—and I could see her mind still spinning back to Jenny. “I just… I can’t imagine Jenny coming home and telling Eddie every detail. Or him getting excited about it. It’s too much. Too strange.”

“Strange doesn’t always mean bad,” I murmured, giving her knee a gentle squeeze.

She didn’t pull away. Instead she shifted closer on the sofa, the throw slipping further down her thighs. Her breathing had picked up just a fraction; I could see the faint rise and fall under her thin top.

“So these ads you looked at…” she said slowly, voice quieter now. “What kind? The ones where husbands are looking for… other men? For their wives?”

I nodded, heart thudding. “Yeah. Those are pretty common. MW4M—man-woman for man. Or sometimes just the husband posting M4MW, looking for someone to meet his wife. They describe her, post a pic or two, say what they’re into.”

Cassie swallowed visibly. “And the guys reply? Just… random guys?”

“Lots of them. Some respectful, some not. But yeah. It happens.”

She let out a shaky little laugh, shaking her head. “God, I still can’t believe Jenny’s one of them. Jenny.”

"Well, some guys place an ad hoping to find a man to be with their wife."

"You can't be serious. Men are honestly going on there and turning their wives into prostitutes? This economic downturn is worse than I thought!"

"No. It's not like that at all, babe. Honestly, some guys just like the idea of their wives having sex with other guys."

At this point, I could feel myself getting very excited and, at the same time, nervous. I was excited because I finally thought I had a chance to discreetly hint to my beautiful Cassie that I had been overwhelmed by fantasies of seeing her getting fucked by another man for many years, but nervous because I didn't know how she would react to this sudden bombshell. I didn't want her to think I was some kind of pervert, or react badly, get pissed at me, and shut the whole conversation down before it had even begun. A moment of truth had arrived.

My mouth went dry despite the wine. For years—literally years—I’d kept this locked away so deep I sometimes convinced myself it was just a phase, something that would fade if I ignored it long enough. Late nights alone with my laptop, headphones on, scrolling through amateur clips: real couples, nervous husbands filming from the corner of the bed while their wives—blonde like Cassie, petite like Cassie—took on another man. The ones that always got me hardest were the spitroast scenes, her on all fours between them, mouth full and pussy stretched, moaning around one cock while the other pounded her from behind. Or the slower ones: her on her knees, two thick shafts in her small hands, looking up at the camera—at her husband—with eyes that said I’m doing this for us. I’d cum so hard I’d feel guilty for days, then do it all over again the next week. Never once had I breathed a word of it to her. Not a hint. I was terrified she’d look at me like I was broken, or worse, that she’d pull away and the easy, loving sex we had would turn awkward and rare.

But tonight… tonight the door had cracked open, just a sliver, thanks to Jenny’s gossip. Cassie wasn’t running. She was asking questions. Leaning closer. Her knee still warm under my hand. If I didn’t say something now, I might never get the courage again.

I took a slow, shaky breath, slid my hand a little higher on her thigh—not groping, just resting there, feeling the heat of her skin through the thin fabric—and met her eyes.

“No way. Really? But you don't want that, do you?” she asked, her tone lowering and softening as she asked.

The question hung between us like smoke. Her voice had gone quiet, almost whispery, the nervous smile gone now, replaced by something more vulnerable—wide eyes searching my face, lips slightly parted, waiting for me to laugh it off or deny it.

I didn’t laugh.

Instead I let my thumb trace a small, slow circle on her thigh, buying one last second to steady myself.

“I… yeah,” I said finally, voice low and rough. “I do. I’ve wanted it for a long time, Cass. Longer than I want to admit.”

Her breath caught. Not a gasp, just a soft hitch, like the air had been knocked out of her a little.

I kept going before I could lose my nerve. “I never said anything because I was scared you’d hate me for it. Or think I didn’t love you enough. Or that I was some kind of freak who wanted to give you away. But it’s not that. It’s… God, it’s the opposite. I love you so much it hurts sometimes. And the thought of you—beautiful, sexy you—being desired like that, worshipped by another guy while I watch… it drives me fucking insane. In the best way.”

I paused, watching her face. Her cheeks had flushed deeper, a soft pink spreading down her neck. She hadn’t pulled her leg away. If anything, she’d shifted so her thigh pressed a fraction firmer against my palm.

“I watch porn sometimes,” I confessed, quieter now. “Amateur stuff. Real couples. Husbands filming their wives with other men. The way she looks when she’s caught between them—mouth on one cock, pussy full of another—or when she’s on her knees, stroking two at once, glancing back at her husband like she’s checking if he’s still okay… it gets me harder than anything else ever has. And every time, I picture you. Your face. Your body. Your little moans. I imagine holding the camera, or just sitting there, watching you lose yourself like that. Knowing you’re still mine, but letting you feel something… bigger. Wilder.”

Her eyes had gone glassy, pupils dark in the low lamplight. She swallowed hard, the sound audible in the quiet room.

“You’ve… thought about this with me?” she whispered. “Like, actually pictured it?”

“More times than I can count,” I admitted. My heart was hammering so loud I was sure she could hear it. “But I buried it. Because you’re sweet, and innocent, and I didn’t want to ruin what we have by asking for something crazy. Until tonight. Until you told me about Jenny and Eddie. And suddenly it didn’t feel quite so impossible.”

She didn’t speak right away. Just stared at me, breathing shallow and quick, fingers twisting in the hem of her top like she needed something to hold onto.

I leaned in closer, voice barely above a breath. “I’m not saying we have to do anything. Ever. I just… needed you to know. Because keeping it secret was starting to feel like lying to you. And I can’t lie to you, Cass. Not about this.”

The silence stretched, thick and electric. Her hand came up slowly, resting over mine on her thigh—covering it, not pushing it away. Her fingers trembled just a little.

When she finally spoke again, her voice was small, shaky, but not angry.

“God, Steve… I don’t even know what to say.”

Encouraged that she hadn't freaked out or left the room already, I slid over next to her on the sofa, placed my arm around her, and leaned in so I could whisper into her ear.

The warmth of her body pressed against my side felt electric now, like every nerve in me was tuned to her breathing, the faint floral scent of her shampoo, the soft rise of her chest under my arm. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure she could feel it through my shirt. She hadn’t recoiled. She hadn’t laughed it off or changed the subject. Instead she’d stayed right there, thigh against thigh, eyes locked on mine with that mix of shock and something softer—something curious—that made my stomach twist in the best possible way.

"You know how much I love you, baby, and how I would never even dream of doing anything to hurt you or make you feel uncomfortable, don't you?" I didn't wait for her to answer my rhetorical question. "But I have to confess there have been times when I have had fantasies about you being a bad girl and doing something naughty for me."

"You do? Me??" she asked, barely able to get out her words with a mix of incredulity and sarcasm.

Her voice cracked just a little on the “me,” and that tiny vulnerability sent a fresh surge of heat through me. I could see the flush creeping up her neck again, the way her lips stayed parted like she was trying to catch her breath.

I nuzzled closer, lips brushing the shell of her ear, voice dropping to a husky murmur. “Oh, come on. You must have some idea what it is that gets me off the most on those special nights when you let me do those things.”

As I spoke I pulled her in tighter, molding her against me, and let my left hand drift slowly down until my palm cupped the soft swell of her breast through the sweatshirt. No bra. Just warm, yielding flesh and the instant hardening of her nipple under my thumb as I began to circle it gently, teasing without rushing. She sucked in a quiet breath, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, her back arched the tiniest fraction, pressing herself into my touch.

"And what exactly are those things?" she asked in an equally soft but teasing tone.

The tease in her voice was new—shaky, but there—and it lit me up like gasoline. My whole body trembled now, a fine shiver I couldn’t hide. This was it. The moment I’d replayed in my head a thousand times, always ending with her walking out or shutting down. But she was still here. Still listening. Still letting my hand play over her breast, her nipple pebbled and eager against my fingers.

I swallowed hard, took a steadying breath against her neck, then let the words come low and slow.

“Oh, you know. Those nights when you shave for me and I lick you until you’re dripping… before we invite my big friend to come over for a visit.”


My Big Friend

Before you ask, my 'big friend' is a sizable and extremely lifelike rubber dildo that I had slowly introduced into our sex play a few years ago. I loved teasing Cassie with it, and over time, I had started to up the dirty talk, telling her I was going to watch this big cock slide into her. While she never really said much in return as I lubed that massive toy up and then watched as it slid in and out between those beautifully slick, swollen pussy lips, it was clear from the way she spread and raised her legs and how she would moan whenever I used the toy that it hit her deep in places that she didn't find unpleasant at all.

But tonight I wasn’t stopping at the toy. I needed her to hear the rest—the real fantasy that had haunted me for so long.

I kept my hand moving, slow circles over her breast, thumb flicking her nipple in lazy rhythm as I whispered against her ear. “Every time I slide that thick toy inside you, Cass… every time I watch it stretch you open, watch your hips lift to meet it, watch your face when it bottoms out and you make that little broken sound… I picture it’s not rubber. I picture it’s real. Warm. Throbbing. Attached to someone else. Someone who’s looking down at you the way I do, but bigger. Harder. And I’m right there—watching every inch disappear into you, hearing you gasp the way you do, seeing your fingers dig into the sheets because it feels so fucking good.”

Her breathing had turned ragged now, shallow little pants that matched the quick rise and fall of her chest under my hand. I could feel her heartbeat racing against my palm.

“I’ve jerked off to that image more times than I can count,” I confessed, voice rough with need. “You on your back, legs wide, taking a real cock while I hold your hand… or film it… or just sit there stroking myself, telling you how beautiful you look getting fucked like that. Sometimes I imagine two of them—one filling your pussy, the other in your mouth. You spit-roasted between us, moaning around one while the other pounds you deep. Or you on your knees, small hands wrapped around two thick shafts, looking up at me with those big blue eyes while you stroke and suck them both. Always looking back at me. Always making sure I’m okay. Always mine, even when you’re being their slut for the night.”

I paused, letting the words sink in, my thumb still teasing her nipple in slow, firm strokes. She was trembling now too—tiny shivers running through her body, thighs pressing together like she was trying to ease the ache building between them.

“I never told you,” I murmured, lips brushing her earlobe. “Because I was terrified you’d think I didn’t want you enough. That I was broken for even thinking it. But God, Cass… the thought of you like that—wild, wanted, completely lost in it—while I watch and love you through every second… it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever imagined. And tonight, hearing about Jenny… it made me wonder if maybe you’ve thought about it too. Even just a little.”

Her head turned slowly toward me, eyes dark and glassy in the dim light, lips wet and parted. She didn’t speak right away—just stared, breathing hard, the hand she’d placed over mine on her thigh tightening, fingers lacing through mine as if anchoring herself.

When she finally whispered, her voice was barely audible, thick with something between shock and undeniable heat.

“Steve… you really picture me like that? With… someone else?”

"Oh, god, yes. When I see how wet you are getting and how sexy you look when you start humping your hips up and down as I watch that big, slimy cock sliding in and out of you, my head starts spinning."

The words tumbled out of me in a low, ragged rush, my voice thick with the years of pent-up need I’d finally let loose. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin now, the way her body had gone soft and pliant against mine even as her mind was still catching up. My hand stayed on her breast, kneading gently, thumb brushing over that stiff peak in slow, deliberate circles that made her breath hitch every few seconds.

"God, you're starting to sound like some kind of pervert, babe!'" she replied with a little giggle. "What have I gotten myself into?"

That little giggle was all I needed. It was the green light I had been waiting for.

It wasn’t mocking or nervous anymore—it was breathy, almost delighted, the kind of sound she made when she was tipsy and playful and secretly thrilled by something naughty. The sound shot straight to my cock, making it throb painfully against the zipper of my jeans. I tightened my arm around her shoulders, pulling her flush against my side until there was no space left between us. My other hand slid from her breast to wrap around both of her wrists, gently but firmly pinning them against her stomach—not hard enough to scare her, just enough to make her feel held, claimed, like I was guiding her deeper into this confession we were both tumbling into.

Holding her even tighter, I actually began restraining her arms slightly and intensifying my groping of her full, firm boobs as I whispered hotly into her ear.

"Cassie, you are the sexiest woman I have ever seen. When I see you getting so turned on, I just can't help myself. I keep having visions of how good you would look and how you would react to a real-life, big, hard cock if it was sliding into you."

I let the words linger, lips brushing the sensitive skin just below her ear, feeling her shiver run through both of us. My free hand—the one not holding her wrists—slid back up under the hem of her sweatshirt, palm gliding over the smooth, warm plane of her stomach until I cupped her bare breast again. This time I didn’t tease. I rolled her nipple firmly between thumb and forefinger, tugging just enough to make her gasp, then soothing it with a slow circle. I knew exactly how sensitive they were—how a little pinch could make her thighs clench, how a steady rhythm could turn her moans into whimpers.

"Oh, my..." was all she could muster, and I noticed her voice was a little raspy as her breathing deepened.

Her head tipped back against my shoulder, exposing the long line of her throat. I could see the pulse fluttering there, fast and erratic. Her wrists flexed lightly in my grip—not fighting, just testing—and when I didn’t let go, she let out a soft, shaky exhale that sounded almost like surrender.

I didn’t waste a second as I slipped my hand up under her sweatshirt and instantly found her hard nipples to play with. I started to tug and roll it between my thumb and forefinger, which I know always gets her going.

But tonight I went further. I switched to both hands now—releasing her wrists so she could feel free, yet somehow more exposed. One hand stayed under her sweatshirt, pinching and rolling one nipple while the other slid down her side, tracing the curve of her waist, dipping under the waistband of her leggings just enough to feel the heat pouring off her skin. I kept my mouth at her ear, voice a low, filthy murmur.

“Feel that, baby? How hard your little nipples are for me already? That’s what happens every time I picture it. You spread out on our bed, legs wide, pussy glistening… and it’s not my cock pushing in first. It’s thicker. Darker. Veined and hot and stretching you open inch by inch while I watch your face—watch your eyes roll back, watch your mouth fall open in that perfect little ‘oh fuck’ you make when something hits deep. You’d take it so beautifully, Cass. You always do with the toy, but this… this would be real. Pulsing inside you. Filling you up until you can’t think straight. And I’d be right there, stroking myself, telling you how fucking gorgeous you look getting railed by a stranger’s big black cock while your husband watches every second.”

Her hips shifted involuntarily against the sofa cushion, a tiny, helpless rock that told me everything. She was wet—I could practically smell it now, that sweet, musky scent of her arousal mixing with the faint vanilla of her lotion. Her nipples were like little diamonds under my fingers, swollen and begging.

I tugged harder on one, then soothed it with my tongue—leaning down to pull the sweatshirt up just enough to expose her breast to the cool air, then latching on gently, sucking the peak into my mouth while my hand kept working the other. She moaned—soft, broken—and her fingers threaded into my hair, not pushing me away, but holding me there.

"Baby, that crazy thought always drives me insane, well, almost as much as what comes next."

I kept my mouth close to her ear, lips grazing the soft skin there as I spoke, letting each word vibrate against her. My hand was still under her sweatshirt, fingers lazily rolling her nipple, tugging just enough to make her squirm in that delicious way she did when she was trying not to beg for more. The other breast was bare now, sweatshirt pushed up high, cool air kissing the flushed skin while my thumb circled the peak in slow, wet spirals—still slick from my mouth.

"What? Wait, there's more? What kind of girl do you think I am?" she asked in such a way that it sounded a little more like an honest question than any kind of accusation.

Her voice had gone breathy, almost pleading, the sarcasm from earlier melted away into something raw and curious. She wasn’t pushing my hand away. Instead, her fingers had curled tighter into my hair, holding me there like she needed the anchor while her mind raced to catch up with her body.

I pulled back just enough to look at her—really look. Her cheeks were scarlet, lips swollen from biting them, eyes glassy and dark with a storm of emotions I could almost name: shock, fear, embarrassment… and underneath it all, that hungry spark she probably didn’t even want to acknowledge yet.

I smiled softly, thumb still teasing her nipple in lazy figure-eights.

"I think you're a beautiful, sexy young woman who secretly loves sex a lot more than she would ever dare to admit, and I think you could be a young woman who sometimes does some special things for her husband."

The words came out low and reverent, like a confession of my own. I let my free hand slide down her side, over the curve of her hip, resting there possessively while I watched her face. By now, there was already a visible spot on the front of my jeans where my rock-hard cock was straining and dripping precum. Cassie's chest was rising and falling with her deepening breathing, and I could feel the conversation starting to take on a life of its own. It was already going to places I had only dreamed about.

Her eyes flicked down to the wet patch on my jeans, then back up to mine—wide, startled, but not repulsed. If anything, seeing how wrecked I was seemed to steady something in her. She swallowed hard, throat working visibly.

"Okay...but I need to know 'what comes next'? What more could there be!?"

The question tumbled out in a rush, half whisper, half demand, like she was terrified of the answer but even more terrified of not hearing it.

I leaned in again, forehead resting gently against hers for a moment, breathing her in—the faint wine on her breath, the warm vanilla of her skin, the growing musk of her arousal that was starting to fill the space between us.

“What comes next,” I murmured, voice rough with need, “is me sliding inside you after someone else has already been there. After you’ve been fucked—really fucked—by a thick, hard cock that stretches you wider than I ever could. I picture coming home to you, or maybe even watching it happen, seeing you take every inch while you moan and claw at the sheets. Then, when he’s done—when he’s pumped you full and pulled out, leaving you swollen and dripping—I climb on top and slide right into that warm, slick mess. Feeling how loose you are, how wet, how his cum is still leaking out around me while I fuck you slow and deep, claiming you all over again.”

Her breath hitched sharply, a tiny whimper escaping before she could catch it. Her thighs pressed together hard, hips rocking once in a helpless little grind against nothing.

“I imagine the way you’d look up at me,” I continued, voice dropping even lower, “eyes hazy, lips parted, whispering how full you feel, how good it was, how much you loved being bad for me. And I’d kiss you while I’m buried inside you, tasting the faint salt of another man on your tongue if he’d finished in your mouth first. Or maybe you’d ride me after, letting his cum drip down my cock while you grind on top, telling me in that sweet, shaky voice how much bigger he felt, how he hit places I never reach, how you came so hard you couldn’t breathe.”

I paused, letting my hand drift lower—over her stomach, fingers splaying wide just above the waistband of her leggings. I could feel the heat pouring off her core, the damp fabric clinging already.

“But it’s not just the sex,” I whispered, lips brushing hers now, not quite kissing. “It’s the trust. The love. Knowing you’d do something so wild, so filthy, just because it turns me on. Knowing you’re still mine at the end of it—more mine, maybe, because you chose to give me that gift. That’s what drives me insane, Cass. Not losing you. Sharing you. And then having you back, all messy and marked and glowing, wrapped around me while we both come down from it.”

She was trembling now—full-body shivers—and when her hand slid from my hair to my chest, it was shaking. Her fingers curled into my shirt, holding on like she might float away if she let go.

“Steve…” Her voice cracked, barely audible. “That’s… that’s so much. I don’t even know if I could… if I’d ever…”

She trailed off, but her body spoke for her—nipples diamond-hard under my palm, thighs clenching rhythmically, the scent of her arousal thick and unmistakable now.

I kissed her then—slow, deep, pouring every ounce of that pent-up longing into it. When I pulled back, I rested my forehead against hers again.

“You don’t have to know tonight,” I said softly. “We can stop right here. Or we can keep talking. Keep touching. See where it takes us. No pressure, baby. Just us. Just the truth.”

Her eyes searched mine for a long moment—vulnerable, aroused, a little scared.

Then, so quietly I almost missed it:

“Keep talking.”

I don’t know what came over me next, but before I could think, the words just spilled out. "I was just thinking I could put an ad on Craigslist and see what kind of response we get."

The sentence hung in the air like smoke from a struck match—sudden, reckless, and impossible to take back. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought she might hear it. I’d said it. Out loud. Not as a vague fantasy anymore, but as something concrete, something we could actually do. My mouth went dry instantly, but my cock throbbed harder, the wet spot on my jeans growing darker as the reality of what I’d just proposed sank in.

Cassie froze for a heartbeat, her hand still resting over the bulge in my lap, fingers splayed like she was trying to decide whether to pull away or press harder. Then her eyes snapped to mine—wide, stunned, pupils blown so dark they almost swallowed the blue.

"Don't you dare, mister? And anyway, who would be interested in me?"

Her voice cracked on the last word—not anger, not rejection, but genuine disbelief. She let out a small, shaky laugh, the kind that comes when your brain is still processing something too big to fit. Her cheeks flushed deeper, the pink spreading down her throat to disappear under the pushed-up sweatshirt. She shifted on the sofa, thighs pressing together again, and I could see the way her nipples strained visibly against the fabric, betraying how turned on she still was despite the shock.

I swallowed thickly, voice low and rough. “You can't be serious. You are a beautiful, sexy woman that any man would love to spend some urm….quality time with.”

'Quality time' was a little code phrase that we had used for years to refer to sex, so I'm pretty sure Cassie got what I was implying.

The words came out softer than I meant, almost reverent. I let my hand slide from her breast down to her waist, fingers splaying wide over the soft curve of her hip, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just above her leggings. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she leaned into the touch, just a fraction—enough to make my pulse roar in my ears.

"Baby it's been so long since I've been with anyone but you, I don't think I'd even know what to do!"

I couldn't believe what she had just said. She wasn't saying no, she wasn't offended. Her concern was that she wouldn't know what to do if she tried.

The admission hit me like a punch to the gut—in the best way. Not “I’d never,” not “that’s disgusting,” but “I might not remember how.” It was the tiniest crack in her armor, the first real sign that the fantasy wasn’t just mine anymore. That maybe—just maybe—she was picturing it too. Her voice had gone small, almost childlike in its vulnerability, but her body told a different story: quick, shallow breaths, the faint tremor in her thighs, the way her fingers flexed against my cock through the denim like she was testing the weight of this new possibility.

I let out a low, rough chuckle, trying to keep things light even as my blood pounded. “Well, I hope you would behave as badly as possible,” I quipped.

"You asshole!" she squealed as she landed a playful punch on my arm. Then, turning serious now, she asked, "You aren't actually thinking about doing this, are you babe?"

Her eyes searched mine—nervous, excited, a little scared. The punch had been light, teasing, but now her hand stayed on my bicep, fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt like she needed to hold on. She bit her lower lip again, that old habit when she was overwhelmed, and I could see the war playing out across her face: the good girl who’d always been faithful, quiet, safe… and the part of her that had just heard her husband confess he wanted to watch her get fucked by a stranger and hadn’t run screaming.

I covered her hand with mine, squeezing gently, then brought it back down to rest over my straining cock—letting her feel exactly how much this conversation was wrecking me.

"Well, I mean, it would be mostly you doing 'this'. I'd just be watching, but we're just talking about possibilities here."

"So you want to do what Jenny and her husband do? Is this even a thing?"

Cassie’s voice was barely above a whisper now, trembling with a mix of disbelief and something hotter, something she couldn’t quite hide. Her eyes flicked between mine and the damp spot on my jeans, then back again—like she was trying to reconcile the man she’d married with the one who’d just confessed he wanted to watch her get fucked by a stranger. Her thighs were still pressed together, but the faint rocking motion had returned, small and unconscious, betraying how much the conversation had already soaked through her.

"Oh, it's most definitely a thing, and it's actually more popular than you'd think," I said as I worked on undoing the button on her shorts.

My fingers shook slightly as I popped the button free, the zipper rasping down in the quiet room. The sound felt obscene, amplified by the pounding in my ears. I kept my eyes on hers the whole time—watching for any sign she wanted to stop, any flinch or pull-away. There was none. Just wide blue eyes, parted lips, and that deep, uneven breathing that made her breasts rise and fall under the rumpled sweatshirt.

"Give me a hand here, babe," I asked, and she raised herself up so I could slip the shorts down over her firm, toned thighs.

She lifted her hips without hesitation—almost eagerly—and I peeled the fabric away slowly, savoring the way her skin flushed pink where it had been covered. As I did, I couldn't help but notice there was a little wet spot on her panties that was rivaling my own: a dark, glistening patch right at the center, the thin cotton clinging transparently to her swollen lips beneath. The sight made my mouth water and my cock jerk painfully in my jeans. She was soaked. Dripping. From words alone. From the idea of it.

"Oh, hey, babe! What's this? It looks like I need to do a spot check here. Seems like something got your motor running." I said as I pulled her panties down and threw them onto the floor next to her shorts.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband and tugged them down her thighs in one smooth motion, letting them pool at her ankles before kicking them aside. The cool air hit her bare pussy immediately—she shivered, a full-body ripple—and there it was: her freshly shaved mound, lips puffy and slick, the inner folds glistening with arousal that had already trickled down toward her ass. The scent of her hit me hard—sweet, musky, unmistakably needy—and I had to grip the edge of the sofa to keep from diving between her legs right then.

"Uh-oh."

Her voice was small, almost playful, but the way she said it—half giggle, half moan—told me everything. She knew exactly how wet she was. She knew I could see it. And she wasn’t closing her legs.

"Uh-oh is right," I replied as I slid a finger down over her stomach to feel along the very wet, slippery seam of her freshly shaved pussy.

My hand trembled as I traced the line from her navel downward, slow and deliberate, watching her face the whole time. Her eyes fluttered half-shut, lips parting on a soft gasp as my fingertip reached the top of her slit. She was burning hot, slick beyond belief—her arousal coated my finger instantly, thick and slippery, strings of it clinging as I parted her outer lips gently. I didn’t push inside yet; I just stroked along the seam, up and down, feeling her clit swell under the hood with every pass, feeling her hips twitch upward like they were begging for more.

"Now, don't tell me all this talk about me watching you getting fucked by a big cock has got your little pussy all excited."

I kept my voice low, teasing, but there was awe in it too—pure, reverent awe. I circled her clit with the pad of my finger, feather-light, then dipped lower to gather more of her wetness and spread it upward, making her gasp again. Her thighs fell open wider without me asking, knees trembling as she exposed herself completely. The sight was devastating: pale skin flushed pink, smooth mound glistening, inner lips dark and swollen, clit peeking out hard and needy. A fresh bead of her arousal welled up right in front of my eyes and trickled down toward her entrance.

“Look at you, baby,” I murmured, voice rough with emotion. “So fucking wet just from talking about it. Your pussy’s dripping like it’s already imagining that thick black cock stretching you open, filling you up while I watch. You’re clenching around nothing right now, aren’t you? Aching for it.”

She whimpered—actually whimpered—and her hand shot down to grab my wrist, not to stop me, but to hold me there, pressing my finger harder against her clit. Her hips rocked once, twice, grinding shamelessly against my hand.

“Steve… God… I don’t know why, but… yeah,” she breathed, voice cracking. “It’s making me so wet. Hearing you say it… picturing it… it’s wrong, but it feels… fuck, it feels good.”

Her confession hung between us, raw and trembling. I added a second finger, sliding them along her slit without penetrating, just teasing the entrance, letting her feel how easily they glided through her slickness. She moaned louder this time, head tipping back against the sofa, thighs quivering.

With that, I slid down off the sofa and onto the floor in front of her. A second later, I was between her spread knees, and I started to gently kiss her pussy.

Her thighs trembled on either side of my head as I pressed my lips to the soft, slick skin just above her clit—soft kisses at first, reverent, tasting the sharp sweetness of her arousal that had already coated her inner thighs. She was drenched, lips swollen and parted, glistening in the low lamplight like she’d been waiting for this all evening. I dragged my tongue in one long, slow stripe from her entrance up to her clit, flattening it to lap at the flood of wetness there. Cassie gasped, hips jerking upward instinctively, chasing my mouth.

“Steve… oh God…” she breathed, voice wrecked and shaky.

I didn’t answer with words. Instead I wrapped my arms under her thighs, hooking her legs over my shoulders so I could pull her closer, opening her completely to me. My tongue circled her clit in lazy, teasing loops—slow at first, then firmer, flicking the hard little bud while I hummed low in my throat so she could feel the vibration. Her hands flew to my hair, fingers twisting tight, not guiding, just holding on like she might fly apart if she let go.

Cassie was already dripping wet, and she soon began gently rocking her hips up and down in time with my tongue licking her.

“That’s it, baby,” I murmured against her folds, lips brushing her clit with every word. “Ride my face. Show me how much you like thinking about it.”

She whimpered, hips rolling in small, needy circles. “Thinking about… what?”

I pulled back just enough to look up at her—her face flushed crimson, eyes glassy, mouth open in a constant soft pant. “About spreading your legs for a real cock. A thick, dark one—bigger than our toy. Some tall Black guy who knows exactly how to stretch you, how to make you scream while I watch from the chair, stroking myself, telling you how fucking beautiful you look taking every inch.”

Her moan was broken, guttural. “Steve… fuck… yes…”

As I felt her inner lips swelling under my tongue, I began working two fingers in and out of her sodden opening.

I slid them in slow—God, she was so hot, so slick, her walls fluttering around me like they were trying to pull me deeper. I curled them upward, stroking that spongy spot inside her while my tongue kept relentless circles on her clit. Her hips bucked harder now, grinding against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin, my lips, my nose. The taste of her flooded my mouth—sweet, tangy, intoxicating—and I groaned into her pussy, the sound making her clench around my fingers.

Just as my tongue found the hard bud of her clit, I flipped my hand over so my two fingers were now stroking her g-spot.

I pressed harder, rubbing in firm, come-hither strokes while I sucked her clit between my lips—gentle suction at first, then pulsing, rhythmic. My other hand reached up, spreading her lips wide open with thumb and forefinger so I could expose every inch of her to my mouth, to the cool air, to the sight of her own dripping need. She was wide open, clit throbbing visibly, entrance clenching around nothing when my fingers pulled back for a second before plunging in again.

My head was spinning as her moans started to intensify, and just as I was thinking about stopping to get the dildo, Cassie raised her hips completely off the sofa, went rigid, and let out a long, guttural "FUUUUCCCCKK!" and then collapsed back onto the sofa.

Her whole body seized—thighs clamping around my ears, back arching so hard I thought she might snap, fingers yanking my hair painfully as wave after wave crashed through her. I didn’t stop—kept sucking her clit through it, kept stroking her g-spot in steady rhythm until she was sobbing my name, hips jerking uncontrollably, fresh gushes of wetness coating my chin and dripping onto the sofa cushion. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever—long, rolling contractions that milked my fingers, her voice breaking into high, desperate whimpers before finally melting into exhausted, trembling sighs.

When she finally went limp, chest heaving, I kissed her softly—gentle presses to her oversensitive clit, her inner thighs, her mound—before crawling back up her body. Her eyes were glassy, dazed, lips swollen and wet. She looked wrecked in the most beautiful way.

I’d love to say that I then fucked my pretty wife long and hard, but when I climbed up onto the sofa and got on top of my lusty wife, and started to slide my cock into her warm, wet, silky pussy, my head was so full with images of her willingly spreading her legs for a well hung, young stranger that I knew almost instantly this was not going to be my best performance.

I fumbled my jeans open with shaking hands, shoving them down just enough to free my aching cock. It sprang out, rigid and leaking, the head dark and slick with precum. I notched it at her entrance—God, she was still pulsing, still fluttering—and pushed in slow.

The heat of her hit me like a shockwave. She was soaked, loose from her orgasm and from the fantasy we’d just drowned in, her walls slick and welcoming. But the images wouldn’t stop: Cassie on her back, legs hooked over broad dark shoulders, moaning as a thick black cock split her open inch by inch, her pale skin flushed against his, wedding ring glinting as she clutched at his back. Her eyes rolling back while he bottomed out, balls-deep, stretching her in ways I never could.

I groaned, hips snapping forward on instinct. One thrust. Two. Three.

My cock was already rigidly straining for release in ways it hadn't been for such a long time, and after only a handful of strokes, I felt my balls tighten as I shot my load deep into her.

The orgasm ripped through me without warning—white-hot, blinding, every muscle locking as I buried myself to the hilt and pulsed inside her. Spurt after spurt flooded her already-soaked pussy, mixing with her wetness, with the remnants of her climax. I kept thrusting through it—short, desperate jerks—groaning her name like a prayer, hips grinding against her clit until the last tremor left me.

I collapsed over her, forehead pressed to her shoulder, both of us panting, slick with sweat and sex. My cock was still twitching inside her, softening slowly in the warm, creamy mess we’d made.

Cassie’s arms came around me, fingers threading through my hair. She pressed a soft, trembling kiss to my temple.

“Steve…” she whispered, voice hoarse. “That was… intense.”

I lifted my head just enough to meet her eyes—still dazed, but glowing with something new. Something awakened.

“Yeah,” I managed, voice rough. “It was.”

She smiled—small, shy, but real—and squeezed me tighter.

I kept our conversation locked away inside for several days afterward, yet Cassie’s surprisingly open, almost eager reaction that night had left me in a quiet, restless daze. Ordinary routines—work emails, grocery lists, the hum of the kettle—felt distant and unimportant; my mind kept drifting back to the sofa, to her trembling thighs and the way she’d whispered “keep talking” while her body betrayed every word we’d exchanged. Focusing on anything else proved nearly impossible. The fantasy we’d finally voiced wasn’t just a private thought anymore; it was a living thing between us, fragile and electric, waiting for one of us to reach for it again.

I wasn't talking to her much about our new shared fantasy because I didn't want to scare her with my eagerness. However, I was showering her with extra affection, offering compliments and gentle caresses whenever possible.

I’d come up behind her while she washed dishes, wrap my arms around her waist, press a slow kiss to the side of her neck just below her ear—the spot that always made her shiver. “You smell so good,” I’d murmur against her skin, meaning it, letting my hands rest low on her hips without pushing further. She’d lean back into me for a heartbeat, sigh softly, then rinse the plate and hand it to me to dry, our fingers brushing in that small, electric way that said everything we weren’t saying out loud.

At night we’d curl up on the sofa to watch something mindless—her head on my chest, my fingers tracing lazy circles on her bare arm or slipping under her shirt to rest against the warm curve of her breast. No groping, no urgency—just touch. Reassurance. I’d kiss the top of her head, whisper “I love you” into her hair, and feel her fingers tighten in my shirt like she was holding on to something fragile and precious. Sometimes she’d turn her face up to mine and kiss me—slow, deep, lingering—and I’d taste the faint echo of that night on her lips: curiosity, nerves, want. But then she’d pull back, nestle closer, and we’d both let the moment fade into quiet again.

My actions weren't merely an attempt to butter her up and coax her into embracing my fantasy (there's an unintended pun!) I genuinely felt a renewed sense of love for my wife.

It wasn’t manipulation. It was gratitude. This woman—this sweet, quiet, beautiful woman who’d blushed at the very idea of Jenny’s adventures—hadn’t run from my darkest confession. She’d listened. She’d gotten wet. She’d come harder than I could remember, sobbing my name while I talked her through every filthy detail. And now, in the soft light of our everyday life, I loved her more fiercely than ever. The way she laughed at my dumb jokes, the way she hummed while folding laundry, the way she’d catch my eye across the room and give me that small, secret smile that said I know what you’re thinking, and I’m not scared. It all felt deeper now, richer, like we’d peeled back a layer of ourselves and found something brighter underneath.

Still, the unspoken hung between us like a promise—or a question—neither of us quite ready to voice. I didn’t push. She didn’t pull away. We just… waited. Tended the spark with gentle touches and quiet glances, letting it smolder until one of us found the courage to blow on it again.

And deep down, I knew it wouldn’t be long.


A Secret Kept

I also didn't mention to her the ad I had posted on Craigslist, within the "Casual Encounters" section.

It was a Thursday night, a week after our sofa confession. Cassie had gone out for drinks with the girls—Mel, Sarah, and a couple others—from work. She’d kissed me goodbye at the door, smelling faintly of her favorite perfume and the crisp autumn air, wearing that fitted black top that hugged her breasts just right and jeans that made her ass look criminal. “Don’t wait up,” she’d said with a playful smile, but her eyes had lingered on mine a second longer than usual, like she knew exactly what might be running through my head while she was gone.

The house felt too quiet after she left. The TV murmured in the background, but I barely heard it. I sat at the kitchen table with my laptop open, the screen’s blue glow the only real light in the room. My coffee had gone cold beside me. My heart was already thudding before I even opened the browser.

I told myself I was just looking. Just curious. Just seeing what the landscape looked like now that the fantasy had a name between us.

But my fingers moved on their own.

I navigated to Craigslist—Casual Encounters, the section that always felt like stepping into a shadowed room full of strangers’ secrets. The cursor blinked in the title field for a long minute while I stared at it, thumb rubbing absently over the wedding band on my left hand. This was real now. Not pillow talk. Not a whispered fantasy while I fingered her to orgasm. This was me, alone, about to invite a stranger into our marriage.

I typed the title slowly: “MWC seeking respectful, experienced M for her.”

The body took longer. I wrote, deleted, rewrote. Kept it vague but clear enough:

“Married white couple (him 40s, her early 30s) exploring hotwife/cuckold dynamic for the first time. Looking for a mature, hygienic, fit, courteous, DDF married gentleman who understands discretion and monogamous lifestyles outside this play. She’s petite, blonde, curvy in all the right places, naturally beautiful, and very responsive when turned on. We’re not rushing—want to start with messages, maybe meet for drinks first to see if chemistry is there. No pressure, no expectations beyond respectful fun if everyone clicks. Face pics on request after initial chat. Serious replies only, please include age, general location, and why this appeals to you.”

I read it back three times. My stomach twisted—half guilt, half thrill. Every line felt like crossing another invisible line. But the thought of her reading these replies with me, blushing, maybe even getting wet again… that kept my finger hovering over “Post.”

The photo was the hardest part.

I opened the folder I kept hidden on the desktop—private shots from our trips, from date nights, from those rare times she let me photograph her in lingerie or less. I scrolled past the explicit ones (those were just for us) and landed on the one I’d always loved: Cassie in a white sundress on holiday last summer, standing on a balcony at sunset. The dress clung to her full breasts, the neckline low enough to show generous cleavage without being obscene, the fabric draping over the soft flare of her hips. Her face was turned slightly away, laughing at something off-camera, golden hair catching the light. No face visible from the front—just enough to tease the curve of her cheek, the line of her jaw.

It was suggestive. Tasteful. Perfect.

I cropped it tighter—focused on her torso and hips, the way the dress hugged her body, the shadow between her breasts. No tattoos, no distinguishing marks. Just her curves, her wedding ring glinting faintly on her left hand as it rested on the railing.

I stared at it for a full minute. My cock was half-hard just from the act of choosing it—knowing some stranger would see this, would want her, would maybe get to touch her if things went that far.

Conflict clawed at me. This was my wife. My sweet, faithful Cassie. The woman who still blushed when I called her beautiful in public. Was I really about to offer her up like this? Even vaguely?

But then I remembered her on the sofa—legs spread, pussy dripping while I described a big black cock stretching her open. The way she’d bucked against my mouth when I said the words “well hung stranger.” The broken “keep talking” that had come out of her lips like a plea.

She’d wanted more. She’d said “tell me more.”

I hit Post.

The ad went live. I refreshed the page twice, stupidly nervous, like it might vanish if I looked away.

Then the inbox started filling.

Within an hour there were twelve replies. By midnight, thirty-seven.

I wasn’t prepared for the deluge of responses I would get. There sure are a lot of horny men out there who would gladly fuck another man's wife.

Most were garbage—crude dick pics, one-line “I’m 9 inches, when can I fuck her?” messages, guys who couldn’t spell “discreet.” A few were married, polite, detailed—ages 38–52, local-ish, gym-fit, understanding the dynamic. One attached a torso shot: dark skin, muscled chest, the outline of a thick bulge in grey sweatpants. No face. Just enough to make my pulse spike.

I saved the good ones to a private folder. Closed the laptop. Sat in the dark kitchen listening to the clock tick.

Cassie would be home soon—tipsy, giggly, smelling of wine and perfume.

I’d tell her eventually.

But not tonight.

Tonight I just sat there, hard as steel, replaying her moans in my head, staring at the saved photo of her dress-clad body that was now out in the wild for other men to see.

And I didn’t regret it.

Not even a little.

As we sat on the sofa the next night I was unable to stop thinking about the advert.

The house felt hushed, almost conspiratorial—the TV murmuring low in the background, the only other sound the soft clink of Cassie’s wine glass as she set it down. She was curled into my side under the shared blanket, legs draped casually over my lap, her bare feet warm against my thigh. Every few minutes my eyes flicked to the closed laptop on the coffee table, the screen dark but somehow alive with the thirty-seven unread replies I hadn’t shown her yet. The secret sat heavy between us, electric in the small places our bodies touched: her hand resting lightly on my chest, my fingers tracing slow, absent patterns along her knee, inching higher without quite committing.

"You know, Cassie, it's been such a long time since we've had a date night."

'Date night,' much like 'quality time,' is one of our little code words. A date night would usually involve going out for a nice meal, normally including a few extra drinks for Cassie, and then me spending the evening trying to get her to do sexy things like going to the ladies' room and taking off her bra or spreading her legs a little for a guy across the bar before I took her home for some hot sex, passionate sex, which often included a workout with the well-lubed dildo. And, if she was really drunk and I was really lucky, it might even include a simultaneous finger in her ass before I fucked her as long and hard as I could. If Cassie agreed to go out for date night, I knew she was in a good mood and was definitely up for some serious fun. This time would be different.

I let my hand slide a fraction higher on her thigh as I spoke—slow, deliberate, thumb brushing the soft inner seam of her leggings. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she shifted closer, her breath catching just enough for me to notice.

"That's interesting," she answered, "I've been thinking along the same lines."

Her voice was soft, almost conspiratorial. She tilted her head to look up at me, eyes catching the lamplight—still the same sweet blue, but with a new glint underneath. Curiosity. Maybe even daring.

"You don't say! What exactly have you been thinking?"

I kept my tone light, teasing, but my pulse had already kicked up. My fingers paused at the top of her thigh, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from between her legs.

"Well, the usual stuff, a nice dinner, some drinks, and then a bit of quality time back at home."

She said it innocently enough, but the way she lingered on “quality time”—drawing the words out just a fraction—sent a jolt straight to my cock. She knew. She was testing the waters.

"Is that all you've been pondering?"

I leaned in, lips brushing her temple, voice dropping low. My hand stayed where it was, thumb tracing tiny circles that inched closer to the crease of her thigh.

"I'm onto you trying to get me drunk and take advantage of me."

Cassie said it with a small, knowing smile, her fingers curling into my shirt over my heart. But her cheeks flushed pink, and she shifted her hips under the blanket—subtle, restless, pressing her thigh against the growing hardness in my jeans.

"Me?? I would never do such a thing!"

"Cut the bullshit, babe," she said with a little smile. "I know when you're up to something when you're trying to get me to be naughty."

Cassie’s voice had that teasing lilt she used when she was half-scolding, half-inviting—soft around the edges from the wine, but sharp enough to make my stomach flip. She shifted in my lap, her ass pressing more firmly against the hard ridge in my jeans, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. Her fingers toyed with the collar of my shirt, nails grazing my skin in lazy little scratches that sent sparks straight down my spine.

I let out a low chuckle, trying to keep it casual even as my hand slid higher up her thigh, thumb brushing the warm crease where leg met hip. The damp heat of her was unmistakable now—seeping through the thin fabric of her leggings, proof that our whispered confessions from the other night hadn’t faded at all.

"And you've got no idea how much you can turn me on when you do that. Perhaps this time, I'll buy you a few extra drinks."

I murmured it against her neck, lips brushing the sensitive spot just below her ear—the one that always made her shiver. My free hand slipped under the hem of her T-shirt again, palm gliding up the smooth plane of her stomach until I cupped the underside of her breast, thumb circling her already-hard nipple without mercy.

"Oh, will you now? And why is that?"

She tilted her head back against my shoulder, exposing the long line of her throat. Her breathing had gone shallow, little pants that matched the slow grind of her hips against me. The blanket had slipped down to our waists, forgotten, and in the dim lamplight I could see the flush spreading across her chest, the way her nipples strained visibly against the soft cotton.

"Well, let's just say I've been having some especially strong feelings about you recently, and I'm hoping this will be a very special night indeed."

I kept my voice low, husky, letting each word vibrate against her skin. My fingers pinched her nipple gently—then harder—drawing a soft gasp from her lips. I could feel her pulse racing under my mouth as I kissed the hollow of her throat.

"Oh, shit. Right, come on, babe, what are you up to?"

She laughed, but it came out breathy, almost a moan. Her hand slid down my chest, lower, until her palm pressed flat over my cock through my jeans—feeling the full, throbbing length of me, the wet spot that had grown darker since we started talking. She didn’t stroke, just held there, like she was weighing how serious I was.

"Nothing that you won't enjoy. Just relax and go with the flow. You trust me completely, don't you, baby?"

I rocked my hips up into her hand once—slow, deliberate—letting her feel every inch. My other hand dipped between her thighs now, cupping her fully through the leggings, fingers pressing against the soaked seam so she could feel how wet she’d gotten just from words and touches.

"I used to, but recently, I'm not too sure."

She said it with a playful pout, but her thighs parted wider under my hand, inviting me to press harder. Her hips rolled forward in a slow, needy grind against my palm, chasing the friction. The air between us was thick—wine, her arousal, my precum, the faint vanilla of her skin—all mixing into something heady and intoxicating.

"You know I love you, and I'd never do anything that could hurt you. Let's just go out and have a nice evening, okay?"

I kissed her then—slow, deep, pouring reassurance and hunger into it at the same time. My tongue slid against hers, tasting the faint sweetness of the wine, feeling her moan vibrate into my mouth. When I pulled back, her eyes were glassy, lips swollen and wet, cheeks flushed a deep rose.

She stared at me for a long moment, breathing hard, hand still cupped over my cock like she couldn’t bear to let go.

“Nice evening,” she echoed, voice husky. “With… extra drinks. And maybe… some extra talking?”

I nodded slowly, thumb circling her clit through the damp fabric—firm, steady pressure that made her hips jerk.

“Extra everything,” I promised. “Whatever you want. Whatever we both want.”

She bit her lower lip, eyes flicking to the laptop on the table for the first time since we’d started this dance.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “Date night. And after… show me those replies.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Not hesitation. Not fear.

Just pure, electric certainty.

“Tomorrow,” I agreed, kissing her again—harder this time, possessive. “And whatever comes after.”

Her moan was soft, broken, lost against my lips as her hips rocked shamelessly against my hand.

Whatever came after.

We were finally ready to find out.


Date Night

We happen to live close to one of the major football stadiums; there's a large dining and shopping complex nearby, where one of our preferred restaurants is situated. As we made our way from the car on that balmy, clear evening, I couldn't help but admire how elegantly Cassie had dressed for our night out.

The parking lot lights spilled soft gold across the asphalt, the air warm and heavy with the scent of grilled steak drifting from open restaurant doors and the faint, clean bite of early autumn leaves. Cassie walked a half-step ahead of me, the gentle sway of her hips hypnotic under the black pleated skirt that skimmed just above her knees—short enough to tease the toned length of her legs with every stride, modest enough that she could pretend it was innocent. The fabric moved like liquid silk against her skin, whispering with each step, brushing the backs of her thighs in a way that made my mouth go dry.

Her snug pink V-neck sweater clung to her like a second skin, the deep plunge of the neckline framing the full, soft swell of her breasts perfectly—the creamy tops rising and falling with her breathing, the material thin enough that the faint outline of her nipples was already visible, hardening slightly in the evening chill. No bra tonight; we’d agreed on that in the bedroom earlier, when I’d teased her about “letting them breathe” and she’d rolled her eyes but hadn’t protested when I unhooked it anyway. The black Mary Jane pumps with their low block heels clicked softly on the pavement, giving her legs that extra elegant line and making her ass look impossibly round, inviting, the kind of sight that turned heads without her even trying.

Her blonde hair was loose, waves catching the light as she walked, silver necklace glinting in the hollow of her throat, drawing every eye downward to the deep valley between her breasts. She looked effortlessly sexy—classy on the surface, but with that unmistakable undercurrent of raw, fuckable heat that only I usually got to savor.

I caught up in two strides, my hand finding the small of her back—fingers splaying wide over the warm curve just above her ass, thumb brushing the top edge of her skirt where it met bare skin. She glanced up at me, cheeks already faintly pink—from the cool air or from the way my touch lingered, I couldn’t tell.

"God, you look exceptionally beautiful tonight," I murmured, leaning in so my lips brushed the shell of her ear. "Did you pick that outfit intentionally? Every man here will be watching you."

She let out a soft, breathy laugh, but didn’t pull away. Instead she leaned into my hand, her body molding against mine for a heartbeat before she stepped forward again, skirt swishing against her thighs.

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she said, voice low and teasing, but with a tremor underneath that told me she wasn’t entirely joking.

"Absolutely." My hand slid lower, thumb tracing the gentle dip of her spine just above the waistband of her skirt. "Perhaps we could even invite one to join us."

She glanced sideways at me, eyes sparkling with a mix of nerves and something hotter—something that had been simmering since our sofa confession.

"There you go again with your wild ideas."

"It's a wild world we live in."

I said it lightly, but my voice had gone rougher, lower, the words vibrating against her ear as I pressed closer. My fingers dipped just under the hem of her skirt for a second—brushing the bare skin of her upper thigh, high enough to feel the heat radiating from between her legs—before retreating innocently. She sucked in a quiet breath, hips swaying a fraction more deliberately now, like she was testing how far she could push this game we were both playing.

Around us, the complex buzzed quietly: couples heading to dinner, groups laughing outside bars, a few single men in suits glancing her way as we passed. I felt their eyes linger—on the curve of her breasts, the sway of her ass—and instead of jealousy, a dark, thrilling heat coiled in my gut. She noticed too; I could tell from the way her breathing quickened, the way her nipples tightened visibly against the pink sweater.

She turned her head slightly, lips close to mine.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” she whispered. “The staring. The idea of them wanting me.”

I squeezed her hip gently, pulling her against my side so she could feel how hard I already was.

“More than you know, baby,” I murmured back. “And tonight… we’re just getting started.”

She bit her lower lip—same nervous, aroused habit—and didn’t reply. But the way she pressed her thigh against mine as we walked toward the restaurant told me everything.

At that moment, and coincidentally, we passed by the Victoria's Secret store.

The window glowed with soft pink light—mannequins posed in lace bras and barely-there thongs, all long limbs, flat stomachs, and perky, gravity-defying breasts. The kind of bodies that looked airbrushed even in real life. Cassie slowed without meaning to, her steps faltering as her eyes flicked to the display, then quickly away. Her hand tightened in mine for a second—almost imperceptibly—before she tried to keep walking.

"Hey!" I exclaimed, gently tugging her toward the entrance with a hand on her waist. "Let's check out what they have on sale."

"Here?" she asked with a slightly concerned look on her face. "This place is for young, skinny, sexy girls. Not a thirty-something-year-old with a fat bum like me."

Her voice dropped on the last part, self-conscious, almost apologetic—like she’d caught herself saying something she wasn’t supposed to admit out loud. She laughed right after, but it was the nervous kind, the one that didn’t quite reach her eyes. She shifted her weight, one hand unconsciously smoothing over her hip, as if trying to flatten the curve she suddenly seemed aware of.

I stopped walking. Turned her gently to face me, right there on the sidewalk outside the store, people passing us on both sides without a second glance.

"Come on, baby," I said softly, stepping close enough that our bodies almost touched. My hands settled on her hips—thumbs resting in the soft dips where waist flared into ass—and I pulled her in until she had to tilt her head back to meet my eyes. "Try it, just for a minute. You're still seriously sexy, and I love your sexy body more than any skinny Instagram model."

She searched my face, lips parting like she wanted to argue but couldn’t find the words. I could see the insecurity flickering there—the real one she usually kept buried under her quick smiles and dry humor. The one that made her suck in her stomach when she caught her reflection sometimes, or turn sideways in photos, or ask me “do these jeans make my bum look huge?” even though she knew I loved it.

I leaned in, forehead resting gently against hers, voice low so only she could hear.

“Cass,” I murmured, thumbs stroking slow circles over her hips, feeling the generous, womanly curve of her ass under my palms. “I don’t want some airbrushed twenty-year-old. I want you. This body. The one that carried our life together for years. The one that gets soft in all the right places when you laugh too hard, or when you’ve had too much wine. The one with the big, beautiful ass that fills out every skirt you wear and makes me hard just watching you walk away. The stretch marks on your hips that you hate? I trace them with my tongue when you’re asleep. The softness of your belly? I rest my head there after I’ve made you come. You’re not a porn star. You’re real. And you’re fucking perfect to me.”

Her eyes glistened for a second—shock, relief, something tender all at once. She swallowed hard, throat working visibly.

“You really… mean that?” she whispered.

“Every word,” I said, pressing a slow kiss to her forehead. “And tonight, in that store, I want to see you try on something that makes you feel like the sexy, desirable woman you are. Not for them. For us. For you.”

She bit her lip—harder this time—then gave a small, shaky nod.

“Okay,” she breathed. “But if I look ridiculous—”

“You won’t,” I cut in gently, guiding her toward the door. “You’ll look like mine. And that’s the hottest thing in the world.”

She let me lead her inside, hand trembling slightly in mine, but she didn’t pull away.

The cool, vanilla-scented air of the store washed over us. Mannequins stared down with blank perfection, but I only had eyes for her—for the way her shoulders squared a little, like she was trying to believe what I’d just said. For the way her ass swayed as she walked ahead of me toward the racks, skirt swishing, hips rolling in that natural, unselfconscious rhythm that always drove me insane.

A yellow dress on the clearance rack caught my attention. At a casual glance, it seemed unremarkable, yet there was something about it that sparked my interest. It resembled a straightforward sundress, featuring a bit of elastic around the waist and a scooped neckline. The material was soft and lightweight.

The fabric felt cool and silky under my fingers when I pulled it from the rack—thin cotton, almost gauzy, the kind that would cling to her curves when she moved, hinting at every line of her body without screaming for attention. The scooped neckline dipped just low enough to show cleavage if she leaned forward; the elastic waist would hug the soft swell of her belly and flare gently over her wide hips and full ass. It wasn’t flashy. It was quietly provocative. The exact kind of dress that would make her feel exposed in the best way—aware of every breeze, every glance, every time she shifted and felt the hem ride up her thighs.

I held it up against her body, letting the skirt brush the front of her black pleated one, imagining how the pale yellow would glow against her skin, how the neckline would frame the tops of her breasts, how the thin straps would sit delicately on her shoulders.

"Take a look at this baby," I said.

"What about it?" she asked, tilting her head, eyes flicking from the dress to my face with a mix of curiosity and wariness.

"I think this would look good on you, and it's on sale!"

She reached out and touched the fabric, fingers lingering on the soft cotton for a second longer than necessary. Her cheeks were still flushed from our earlier conversation outside the store—my words about loving her real, soft, curvy body still hanging between us.

"I have plenty of dresses," she said, voice quieter now, "besides, don't you think that would be too revealing?"

Her eyes dropped to the scooped neckline, then lower to where the skirt would fall on her. I could see the flicker of doubt again—the same one she’d had when she called her bum “fat” outside. The same one that made her turn sideways in mirrors sometimes, or tug at her tops to cover the gentle pouch of her stomach. She wasn’t fishing for compliments. She was genuinely unsure if this dress would make her feel beautiful… or just exposed.

I stepped closer, lowering my voice so the salesgirl browsing racks nearby couldn’t hear.

"I don't think so," I murmured, holding the dress against her again, letting the skirt brush her thighs. "Try it on. You'll look really sexy in this."

She met my eyes—searching, vulnerable, but with that tiny spark of heat I’d seen on the sofa when she’d whispered “keep talking.”

"Don't you mean 'slutty'?" she said, half-joking, half-testing. Her lips curved in a small, nervous smile, but her fingers tightened on the hanger she’d taken from me.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear, hand settling low on her hip—thumb stroking the curve where waist met ass.

"Come on. It'll only take a minute, and besides, this is date night, remember?"

She hesitated one last second—fingers twisting the hanger, eyes flicking to the curtain—then gave me that small, brave nod again and disappeared into the fitting room. The curtain slid shut with a soft whisper. I stood outside, heart thudding against my ribs, palms suddenly damp. The store’s vanilla scent felt thicker now, the low pop music from the speakers a distant hum. Every few seconds I heard the faint rustle of fabric inside—her skirt unzipping, the soft thud of her shoes being kicked off, the quiet exhale as she pulled the yellow dress over her head.

I shifted my weight, trying to ease the ache in my jeans. My mind kept replaying her earlier insecurity outside—“a fat bum like me”—and the way her voice had cracked just a little. I hated that she still carried those doubts after all these years. Hated that she sometimes looked in the mirror and saw flaws instead of the woman who made my knees weak every time she walked into a room.

The curtain parted.

When Cassie stepped out of the dressing room, I felt something leak a little in my pants.

The dress fit her perfectly. It fell just above the knee, the soft yellow cotton skimming her thighs before hugging her womanly hips—accentuating the generous curve of her ass and the gentle flare from waist to hip that had always driven me wild. The elastic waist nipped in just right, emphasizing the soft swell of her belly without hiding it, while the scooped neckline dipped low enough to frame the full, heavy swell of her breasts. Cleavage spilled invitingly—more than a little, the creamy tops rising with each quick breath, nipples stiff and clearly outlined through the thin fabric in the store’s bright lights. No bra, just her—real, soft, flushed pink from nerves and the cool air on her skin.

She turned slowly toward the full-length mirror outside the fitting room, hands smoothing down the skirt, then rising to cup the undersides of her breasts as if testing their weight, or maybe trying to cover them. Her reflection stared back—wide-eyed, cheeks scarlet, lips parted in shock and something else. Something that looked a lot like dawning arousal.

Looking in the mirror, Cassie said, "I can't wear this!"

Her voice cracked—half protest, half whisper—like she couldn’t believe the woman looking back at her was real.

"Why not?" I asked, stepping up close behind her, my chest brushing her back, hands settling on her hips.

I pressed against her gently, letting her feel the hard ridge of my cock through my jeans against the curve of her ass. She sucked in a breath, eyes flicking to mine in the mirror.

"Well, first of all, my tits are basically hanging out of it," she said, voice trembling as she gestured at the deep scoop of the neckline, "and my underwear shows right through."

She was right—the black lace of her panties was faintly visible under the thin cotton when she shifted, a dark shadow against the pale yellow. But it only made the dress hotter—made her look like she’d been caught mid-undress, vulnerable and irresistible.

"Babe," I murmured against her ear, hands sliding up her sides until my thumbs brushed the undersides of her breasts through the dress, "you're not hanging out of it at all. It just shows your beautiful décolletage perfectly, and if you weren't wearing underwear, it wouldn't show now, would it?"

I let my thumbs circle slowly, grazing the stiff peaks of her nipples. She whimpered softly, hips rocking back against me once—instinctive, needy.

"Oh, come off it, baby."

Her protest was weak, breathless. In the mirror I watched her eyes flutter half-shut, lips parting on a shaky exhale as I pinched her nipples lightly through the fabric—enough to make her thighs press together.

I inched in closer behind her, chest flush to her back, one hand sliding down to splay wide over her lower belly—holding her against me while the other kept teasing her breast.

"I would love for my friend to see you wearing that," I whispered, lips brushing the shell of her ear.

"Oh, you mean our little friend back home?"

God, I loved this woman. Just hearing her mention our massive dildo made me go weak at the knees.

Her voice had gone husky, teasing, but the way she ground back against my cock—slow, deliberate—told me she was already picturing it: the thick toy sliding between her slick lips while she wore this dress, legs spread on the sofa, me watching every inch disappear inside her.

I groaned low in my throat, hips rocking forward to press harder against her ass.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “But tonight… I’m thinking maybe a different friend. A real one. Someone who’d see you in this dress and lose his mind. Who’d want to peel it off you slow, feel how soft and real you are, how wet you get when you’re nervous and turned on like this.”

In the mirror, her eyes locked on mine—dark, glassy, pupils blown wide. Her chest rose and fell faster, nipples diamond-hard under my thumb. A fresh flush crept down her neck, disappearing into the scooped neckline.

"Oh really? Like who?" she asked, clearly not believing a word of what I said.

Her voice stayed light—teasing, almost dismissive—but the way she asked it carried a tiny crack. A hesitation. Like she was daring me to keep going while hoping I’d back off and laugh it away. She turned toward the checkout, yellow dress draped over her arm, but her steps were slower now, deliberate, as if giving me time to answer before we reached the counter.

I fell into step beside her, close enough that my arm brushed hers with every stride. The store’s vanilla scent clung to us both, mixing with the faint warmth of her skin and the subtle floral of her perfume. My heart hammered against my ribs—steady, insistent, the same rhythm it had taken on since I’d first typed that Craigslist ad.

"Perhaps I've recently made a new acquaintance who'd be interested in meeting you," I said quietly, voice pitched low so only she could hear. "Would you be open to that for me?"

The words landed between us like a dropped match. She froze mid-step—just for a heartbeat—then kept walking, but slower. Her fingers tightened around the hanger, knuckles whitening. In the mirror-lined aisle we passed, I caught her reflection: cheeks flushed deeper than the pink of her sweater, lips parted on a shallow breath, eyes wide and searching mine in the glass.

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead she reached the counter, handed the dress to the salesgirl with a small, polite smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. The girl scanned it, folded it carefully into tissue paper, slid it into a glossy pink bag. The whole transaction took maybe thirty seconds, but it felt like minutes—silent, electric minutes where Cassie’s breathing grew shallower, her free hand flexing at her side like she needed something to hold onto.

The salesgirl handed her the bag with a bright “Enjoy your evening!” Cassie murmured a thank-you, turned, and started walking toward the exit. I matched her pace, hand finding the small of her back again—gentle, but firm enough to remind her I was right there.

"You're just messing around," she said finally, voice quieter now, almost swallowed by the store’s background music. "Caught up in one of your wild fantasies again. Let's just go eat. I could use a drink."

She glanced at me sideways as we headed to the checkout to pay for our purchase, likely trying to discern whether I was merely joking or genuinely had something planned.

But the glance lingered. Too long. Her eyes searched mine—nervous, curious, a little scared, a little excited. The flush on her cheeks hadn’t faded; if anything, it had spread down her neck, disappearing into the V of her sweater where her breasts rose and fell faster than before. Her nipples were visibly hard now, pressing against the thin pink fabric like they were begging for attention.

I let my hand slide lower on her back—thumb tracing the top edge of her skirt, dipping just under the waistband to brush bare skin. She sucked in a soft breath, hips swaying a fraction closer to mine.

“I guess you’ll just have to find out” I said with a smile then led her by the hand to our restaurant without saying another word.


Waiting at the Bar

While we waited for our table at the bar, I ordered her a few drinks and a couple more once we were seated.

The bar was dimly lit, all polished wood and low amber sconces that cast warm shadows across the marble counter. Cassie sat on the high stool beside me, legs crossed under the new yellow dress we’d just bought—still folded in the pink bag at her feet. The scooped neckline dipped low enough to show the soft inner curves of her breasts every time she leaned forward to sip her cocktail; the thin fabric had already begun to cling slightly to her skin from the warmth of the room and the alcohol blooming on her cheeks. She looked flushed, radiant, a little reckless in a way she rarely let herself be in public.

The first drink went down easy—gin and tonic, extra lime. The second was a darker, sweeter thing she’d picked from the menu, something with rum and bitters that made her hum in approval. By the third she was laughing more freely, head tilting back to expose the long line of her throat, fingers playing absently with the stem of her glass. I kept my hand on her knee under the bar—thumb stroking slow circles over the bare skin just above her knee, inching higher with each fresh round. She didn’t stop me. If anything, her thighs parted a fraction more each time, letting my fingers drift toward the heat between them without quite reaching it.

"If you keep ordering drinks for me like this, you might just convince me to agree to anything you suggest," she admitted with a sly smile.

Her voice had gone husky from the alcohol and the low music, but the slyness was real—playful, challenging, the same tone she’d used on the sofa when she’d whispered “keep talking.” She turned her head toward me, eyes glassy and bright, lips curved in a knowing little smirk. The flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck, disappearing into the deep V of the dress where her breasts rose and fell faster than they should have from just sitting.

"In that case, I might just ask that charming waiter to keep them coming!"

I nodded toward the young bartender who’d been refilling her glass with a smile that lingered a beat too long. Cassie followed my gaze, then rolled her eyes dramatically—but the flush deepened, and she shifted on the stool, thighs pressing together around my hand.

"Jerk!" she playfully jabbed at my side.

Her elbow connected lightly with my ribs, but she didn’t pull away. Instead she leaned into me, shoulder against mine, her free hand sliding under the bar to rest on my thigh—fingers curling just high enough to brush the growing bulge in my jeans. She didn’t stroke, just rested there, feeling me harden under her palm like she was testing how serious I was.

As she enjoyed her meal and her drinks, the warm glow on her neck and her cheerful, animated conversation told me she was in high spirits. It seemed like the perfect moment to gently advance our evening's adventure.

The food arrived—small plates, shared: oysters, charred prawns, something creamy with truffle. She ate with slow, deliberate bites, licking sauce from her lower lip, eyes flicking to mine every few seconds like she knew exactly what she was doing. The alcohol had loosened her posture; her shoulders were relaxed, legs uncrossed now, one foot hooked around the leg of my stool so her knee brushed my thigh. The yellow dress had ridden up slightly—mid-thigh, the hem teasing the soft skin where stocking would have been if she’d worn any. Every time she laughed at something I said, her breasts shifted under the thin cotton, nipples stiff and visible, drawing my eye and—occasionally—the eyes of the men at the bar who kept glancing over.

Checking my watch, I remarked, "Notice all the attractive men at the bar. They've been glancing over here, checking you out."

I said it casually, but my voice had gone lower, rougher. My hand slid higher under the bar—fingers tracing the crease where thigh met hip, brushing the edge of her panties through the dress. She sucked in a soft breath, hips rocking forward once—instinctive, needy.

"Don't be ridiculous."

Her protest was automatic, but weak. She glanced toward the bar anyway—quick, furtive—then back at me. Her cheeks were scarlet now, the flush spreading down her chest, making the tops of her breasts glow pink against the yellow fabric.

"But it's true," I continued, thumb pressing gently against the damp lace between her legs—feeling how soaked she already was. "And why wouldn't it be? You're glowing tonight. You're gorgeous and appealing, and you have such a welcoming presence."

I leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear, voice dropping to a whisper only she could hear.

"How about we choose one for you to demonstrate just how welcoming you can be?"

The words hung between us—quiet, loaded, electric. Her breath hitched sharply. Her hand tightened on my thigh, nails digging in through the denim. For a second she didn’t move, didn’t speak—just stared at me, pupils blown wide, lips parted on a shallow pant.

Then she swallowed hard, eyes flicking back to the bar—lingering this time on a tall man in a dark shirt standing near the end, broad shoulders, dark skin, the way his forearms flexed when he lifted his drink. She looked away quickly, but not before I saw the way her thighs clenched around my hand.

"What do you take me for?" (Thankfully, she didn't tell me off completely!)

Her voice came out soft, almost a whisper—half protest, half plea. She hadn’t pulled away when I’d suggested choosing a man for her to “demonstrate” with. Instead she’d stayed pressed against me on the bar stool, thighs still parted just enough for my fingers to rest high between them, feeling the damp heat of her through the thin yellow dress. The flush on her neck had deepened to a rosy stain that disappeared under the scooped neckline, her breasts rising and falling too quickly, nipples stiff and prominent against the soft cotton.

I shifted from my chair to sit beside her on the bench seat, allowing me to whisper more discreetly.

The bench was narrow, forcing our bodies close—my thigh flush against hers, my arm draped casually along the backrest so my hand could rest on her bare shoulder, fingers tracing slow, soothing circles over her skin. The bar noise faded to a low hum around us; it felt like we were in our own small, charged bubble. I leaned in until my lips were barely an inch from her ear, breath warm against the sensitive shell.

"I think you're a good girl who will sometimes do bad things for her loving husband," I murmured, voice low and rough. "See those men over there? What if I told you I invited one specifically to admire you?"

Her whole body tensed beside me. I felt it in the way her shoulder stiffened under my hand, the way her thighs clenched around my fingers still resting between them.

"You didn't!" she breathed. "You couldn't have. Did you?"

Her voice grew softer with each question—disbelief giving way to something quieter, shakier, more vulnerable. She didn’t move away. If anything, she leaned into me, head tilting slightly so her ear stayed close to my mouth, like she needed to hear every word even as she tried to deny them.

"Recall our conversation from last week... about Craigslist?"

"No...!"

The word was barely audible—a soft exhale of shock. Her free hand came up to cover her mouth for a second, then dropped to grip the edge of the bench seat, knuckles whitening. Her breathing had turned shallow, rapid; I could see the pulse fluttering wildly at the base of her throat.

"Imagine I found a decent man," I continued, keeping my voice steady, calm, intimate, "showed him a photo of you, and shared just how extraordinary you are."

"You actually showed him my photo?"

Her voice cracked on the last word. She turned her head to look at me—eyes wide, glassy, pupils blown so large the blue was almost swallowed by black. Her lips were parted, wet, trembling slightly.

"Don't worry, your face wasn't in it." I tried to calm her nerves, my thumb resuming its slow circles on her shoulder, grounding her.

"Thank heavens for small mercies."

She let out a shaky little laugh—more nerves than amusement—but she didn’t pull away. Her hand slid from the bench to my thigh under the table, fingers curling into the fabric of my trousers, holding on like she might float away if she let go.

"Though, it did reveal other... aspects."

"Oh, no."

"Yes. That's right. I showed him how beautiful you are, and he seemed really impressed."

I let the words sink in, watching her face in the low light—watching the flush spread down her chest, watching her nipples tighten further against the dress, watching the way her thighs trembled around my hand still resting high between them.

"This is all some sort of joke, right?"

Her voice was small now, almost pleading—like she was giving me one last chance to laugh and say of course, it’s just talk.

"What if it isn't a joke, babe?"

The question hung between us—quiet, heavy, final.

She swallowed hard. Her fingers dug into my thigh.

"If it isn't," she whispered, "then I'd think you were some sort of kinky pervert."

I smiled against her ear—slow, gentle.

"Hold on," I murmured, "if I recall correctly, you sometimes like it when I get a little kinky."

"Yes, I know," she breathed, "but this is a little bit much, don't you think, babe?"

Her voice trembled on the last word, but she didn’t move my hand away. If anything, her hips shifted forward—just a fraction—pressing herself against my fingers through the dress.

"Oh, I don't know about that," I said softly. "You said you read in one of your magazines how lots of couples play sexy little games like this. I'm not talking about doing anything dangerous or crazy; just having a little fun. You like to have fun, don't you, baby?"

"I like to have fun with you."

The admission came out quiet, almost reluctant—like she was afraid saying it out loud would make it more real.

"Don't worry," I whispered, lips brushing her earlobe, "I'll be right there with you the whole time. He's a genuinely nice guy, and he's taken quite a liking to you."

Her breath hitched again—sharper this time. Her hand on my thigh tightened, nails biting through the fabric.

"Who is he?"

Her question excited me immensely, signaling that we had transcended the boundaries of mere fantasy and were now stepping into reality.

The bar noise seemed to fade completely. Just her voice—small, trembling, but unmistakable. Curious. Aroused. Terrified. Wanting.

I turned my head so my lips brushed her temple.

"He's just a normal guy, a lot like me," I continued, keeping my voice low and steady against her ear, my thumb still tracing slow, maddening circles over the damp lace between her thighs under the table. "We exchanged quite a few messages, and I liked him. He's married and has two grown-up kids. He takes care of himself; it looks like he goes to the gym quite regularly. He's polite, and he seems like he's intelligent and well-educated. He said he loves the idea of a sexy wife who has a husband who likes her to be a naughty girl."

I paused there, letting the words settle. Her breathing had turned ragged—short, shallow pants that lifted her breasts against the thin yellow fabric, nipples straining so hard they looked almost painful. Her hand on my thigh had gone still, fingers digging in like she was anchoring herself to reality while her mind spun.

"Do you feel like being a naughty girl tonight?" I asked softly, pressing my thumb a little firmer against her clit—enough to make her hips jerk once, helplessly, a tiny whimper escaping her lips before she could catch it.

She turned her head toward me, eyes glassy and unfocused in the low bar light, lips parted on a shaky exhale. The flush had spread across her chest now, disappearing into the deep scoop of the dress where her cleavage rose and fell too fast.

"I told him we just wanted to meet, talk, and get to know each other," I went on, voice barely above a whisper. "Obviously, I didn't make any promises to him about anything else. I wouldn't do that to you. But one thing I do know is that he finds you fascinating and is absolutely dying to meet you."

The silence that followed was deafening—broken only by the distant clink of glasses, the low murmur of other patrons, the faint throb of music from the speakers overhead. Cassie stared at me, eyes wide, pupils blown so dark the blue was almost gone. Her thighs trembled around my hand; I could feel fresh wetness soaking through the lace against my fingers, her body betraying everything her mouth hadn’t yet said.

She swallowed hard—once, twice—throat working visibly.

“You… you really messaged him,” she whispered, voice cracking on the last word. “You showed him… me. In that sundress photo. The one where my tits are basically falling out and my ass looks huge.”

I nodded slowly, thumb resuming its gentle circles—slow, soothing, relentless.

“Just enough to show him how gorgeous you are,” I murmured. “Your curves. Your softness. The way you fill out a dress. He wrote back within minutes. Said he couldn’t stop thinking about what it would feel like to run his hands over you while your husband watched. Said he’d be gentle at first… let you set the pace. But that he’d love to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

Cassie’s face looked like a rabbit in the headlights, but at the same time, I couldn’t help noticing her nipples were rock hard, poking through the fabric.

They stood out in sharp relief against the thin yellow cotton—thick, swollen peaks that tented the dress every time she took a shallow breath. The scooped neckline framed them perfectly, the flush on her chest creeping higher, turning the creamy skin between her breasts a soft, embarrassed pink. She was trying to look calm, trying to keep her expression neutral, but her body was screaming everything she wasn’t saying: thighs clenched tight around my hand still resting high between them, hips shifting in tiny, helpless rocks against my fingers, the damp lace of her panties now soaked through enough that I could feel the slick heat of her directly on my skin when I pressed just a little harder.

"I can't begin to think what you've said about me," she whispered, voice cracking on the last syllable. "You haven't promised him anything, have you?"

Her eyes were wide, glassy—equal parts panic and something darker, hungrier. She bit her lower lip hard enough to leave a white mark, then released it slowly, leaving it wet and reddened.

"No, of course not," I said gently, thumb resuming its slow, steady circles over her clit through the soaked lace—enough pressure to keep her on edge, not enough to let her come down. "However, there is one detail..."

"Well, do share, what might that be?" she inquired, her curiosity clearly piqued.

The question came out breathier than she probably intended—half whisper, half plea. Her hand on my thigh had slid higher, fingers brushing the thick ridge of my cock through my trousers, tracing its outline like she needed to feel something solid while her mind reeled.

"Well," I lowered my voice and moved closer, lips brushing the shell of her ear, "he tells me he's pretty well endowed."

Her whole body jerked—small, involuntary—hips pressing forward against my hand so hard my thumb slipped inside the edge of her panties, gliding through her slick folds for one glorious second before I pulled back to tease again.

"Oh?" she managed, voice cracking. "And what exactly does that mean?"

"Well, it's not like we talked numbers or anything," I murmured, "but he said it often takes a lot of foreplay until girls are able to take all of him."

Her breath hitched sharply—audible even over the bar noise. Her free hand flew up to grip the edge of the table, knuckles white. In the low light I could see her nipples tighten further, almost painfully hard, the yellow fabric doing nothing to hide them.

"And what," she whispered, voice trembling, "you think I'll just be able to take him??"

"Who knows, babe?" I said softly, pressing my thumb flat against her clit and holding it there—steady, unyielding pressure that made her thighs quake. "It will probably never get to that. I'm just talking about having a friendly chat with him for now. But the one thing I do know is how you respond to our big friend back home, and you know it drives me absolutely crazy to imagine how you would react to the real thing."

She made a small, broken sound—half moan, half protest. Her hips rocked forward again, grinding shamelessly against my hand under the table, chasing the friction she desperately needed. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second, lashes dark against flushed cheeks, then snapped open again—glassy, desperate, locked on mine.

"Oh, you're crazy, that's for sure," she breathed, but there was no conviction in it—only raw, trembling need. "So, who is it?" she queried, casting a glance towards the bar.

Her eyes darted through the crowd—quick, furtive—lingering for half a second on the tall Black man near the end of the bar, broad shoulders filling out his dark shirt, forearms flexing as he lifted his drink. She looked away fast, but not before I saw the way her breath caught, the way her thighs clamped hard around my wrist.

"Does this mean you're open to meeting him?"

The question hung between us—quiet, loaded, final.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead she stared at me—chest heaving, lips trembling, nipples like diamonds against the dress. Her hand on my cock squeezed once—hard, possessive—then relaxed, fingers tracing its length slowly, like she was measuring how real this moment felt.

“I…” she started, voice barely audible. “I don’t know. I’m terrified. But… fuck, Steve… the way you’re touching me right now… the way you’re talking about him… I’m so wet I can feel it dripping down my thighs.”

She shifted again—small, restless—spreading her legs a fraction wider under the table so my fingers could slip deeper along her slit, gliding through the slick mess she’d made.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she whispered, “but… God help me, I want to find out.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I pressed my forehead to hers—both of us breathing hard, trembling.

Ad then, with a little smile Cassie added. "And it sounds like you've put quite a bit of effort into this, and if he's made the effort to show up, I suppose a brief conversation wouldn't hurt."

Her voice was soft, almost playful, but the tremor underneath betrayed her—the same mix of nerves and curiosity that had been building since the bar. She squeezed my hand under the table one last time, fingers trembling, then let go to smooth the yellow dress over her thighs as if steeling herself. The fabric had ridden up during our whispered conversation, exposing more of her legs than she probably realized, and when she shifted on the bench seat, I caught a glimpse of the damp spot on her panties that had soaked through earlier. Her nipples were still visibly hard against the thin cotton, her chest rising and falling too fast, cheeks flushed a deep rose that spread down her neck.

"Oh my goodness! You're amazing! Thank you. Let's head out."

I stood first, offering my hand like a gentleman, but the way my fingers curled around hers was possessive, grounding. She took it immediately—tight, almost desperate—and rose from the bench, legs wobbling for half a second before she steadied herself. The bar noise felt distant now, muffled, like we were moving through water. Every step toward the exit made the yellow dress swish against her thighs, the hem teasing higher with each stride, and I could feel eyes following us—men at the bar, couples at tables—lingering on her curves, her cleavage, the way she walked with that subtle, aroused sway she probably didn’t even notice.

"So, who is he?" she asked again, voice quieter now, glancing sideways at me as we pushed through the heavy glass door into the cool night air.

The parking lot stretched out ahead—dim sodium lights pooling on asphalt, cars gleaming in rows, the faint scent of exhaust and grilled food still lingering. She pressed closer to my side, arm linking through mine, body heat radiating against me despite the chill.

"He's actually not in here," I said, guiding her toward our car at the far end. "He'll meet us outside, near the car. I've told him where we'll be parked, and he'll drive by to pick us up."

She stopped walking for a heartbeat—heels clicking to a halt on the pavement.

"In the car?" she said, half-laughing, half-incredulous. "What are we, teenagers?"

Her tone was light, but her grip on my arm tightened, nails digging in just enough to sting. She looked up at me—eyes wide, pupils blown, lips parted on a shaky breath. The streetlight caught the flush on her cheeks, the way her chest rose and fell too quickly, nipples still stiff against the dress even in the cooler air.

"We decided it would be best for discretion," I explained, voice low and calm, thumb stroking the inside of her elbow. "And it gives us a chance to talk privately in the car. No bar noise, no interruptions. Just us… and him. In a safe, contained space."

She swallowed hard, throat working visibly. Her free hand came up to fiddle with the strap of her dress—nervous habit—then dropped to smooth the skirt again, fingers lingering on her hip like she was reminding herself she was still clothed.

"We're only talking about having a conversation, right?" she asked, voice small now, almost childlike in its plea for reassurance.

"Exactly!" I said, squeezing her hand. "But… if you find you really like him, I'd be okay with you getting to know him a bit more..."

She stopped dead then—turning to face me fully under the streetlight, eyes flashing with a sudden spark of defiance mixed with fear.

"Forget it, asshole!" she snapped, but there was no real anger in it—only flustered heat. "You should be thankful I'm even agreeing to meet him at all. This is crazy enough already."

Her voice cracked on the last word. She jabbed a finger into my chest—playful but firm—then immediately grabbed my shirt instead, fisting the fabric like she needed something to hold onto. Her breathing was ragged, chest heaving, the yellow dress clinging to her sweat-damp skin, outlining every curve, every tremble.


Stepping Into The Unknown

We got into the car, and I quickly moved into a parking space that was well away from any of the other cars. I looked over at Cassie. With her lipstick and full, rich auburn hair now cascading down over her shoulders and her big boobs rising and falling beneath that scooped neckline, she looked incredible. But that wasn't all. The hemline also rode high on her crossed, naked thighs, and I don't know how I managed to stop myself from dragging her into the back seat and fucking her right then and there. The natural form of her full breasts and her rock-hard nipples were plainly evident through the thin fabric of the dress.

The yellow sundress had ridden up when she slid into the seat—mid-thigh now, exposing the smooth, pale skin of her inner thighs where they pressed together in a futile attempt to hide how turned on she was. No panties meant every shift of her hips made the thin cotton whisper against her bare pussy, and I could see the faint damp spot already darkening the fabric where her arousal had leaked through during the bar. Her nipples strained against the scooped neckline like they were begging for attention—dark, swollen peaks that tented the soft material with every quick breath. The elastic waist hugged her soft belly and wide hips, accentuating the generous curve of her ass against the leather seat. She looked like sin wrapped in sunshine—real, curvy, flushed, and trembling.

Her hands were clasped tightly in her lap, fingers white-knuckled, but she didn’t tug the hem down. Didn’t cover herself. Instead she glanced at me sideways, cheeks flaming, eyes glassy with a cocktail of fear, shame, and unmistakable heat.

"Where are we going to meet?" she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

"Just over there," I said as I pointed to a spot in the corner of the vast parking lot where some snow plows were parked for the season. We were right on time, and I could feel my thighs shaking as we sat and waited. I kept checking the mirrors and scanning the lot, fixating on every moving car, trying to see who was in it. Cassie sat with her hands crossed in her lap and really wasn't saying much at all. I knew her nervousness had to be greater than my own. Eventually, I saw a pair of headlights sweep across the lot and head in our direction.

"I think we have a visitor."

The words came out rougher than I intended—my throat tight, cock throbbing painfully against my zipper from the sight of her like this: bare under that thin dress, nipples diamond-hard, thighs trembling, the faint scent of her arousal already filling the car. The black SUV rolled slowly past the aisle, headlights cutting through the shadows, then eased to a stop two spaces away—close enough to see, far enough for discretion.

Cassie sucked in a sharp breath. Her hands flew to the hem of the dress, tugging it down instinctively—only for it to ride right back up when she shifted. She froze, fingers still gripping the fabric, eyes locked on the tinted windows of the SUV.

“Is that… him?” she whispered, voice cracking.

I nodded once, slow.

“Yeah. That’s him.”

She swallowed hard—throat working visibly—then glanced at me, eyes wide and shining.

Paul pulled around and right up next to Cassie's window, facing in the opposite direction, meaning when he rolled down his window, he was only a couple of feet away from her.

The black SUV idled smoothly, engine a low purr in the quiet corner of the lot. Through the open window I caught the first clear glimpse of him: tall, broad-shouldered, dark skin catching the faint sodium glow, short-cropped hair, a neatly trimmed beard framing a calm, confident smile. Mid-30s, gym-built without being showy—muscles shifting under a fitted black polo that hugged his chest and arms. He looked exactly like his messages had described: polite, put-together, the kind of man who could blend into a crowd but command attention when he wanted to.

Cassie stiffened beside me, breath catching audibly. Her hands were still clasped tight in her lap, fingers white-knuckled around the hem of the yellow sundress. The thin cotton had ridden up again during the short drive—high on her bare thighs, the hem barely covering the tops where skin met skin. No panties meant every tiny shift made her hyper-aware of her own exposure; I could see the faint tremor in her crossed legs, the way her nipples strained harder against the scooped neckline, dark peaks tenting the fabric like they were begging for touch.

"Roll down your window, babe," I suggested to Cassie.

My voice came out steady, but my heart was slamming against my ribs. I reached over and hit the button myself when her fingers hesitated—glass gliding down with a soft whir. Cool night air rushed in, carrying the faint scent of his cologne—clean, woodsy, masculine—mixing with the vanilla lingering on Cassie's skin from the store and the unmistakable musk of her arousal still heavy in the car.

She did, and a second later, we introduced ourselves and exchanged pleasantries for a couple of minutes. Paul chatted with both of us, and Cassie seemed to relax as we continued speaking.

His voice was deep, smooth, measured—exactly as it had been in the voice note he'd sent earlier. "Good to finally meet you both in person," he said, eyes flicking respectfully between us, lingering just long enough on Cassie to make her flush deepen. "Cassie… you're even more stunning than the photos. That dress looks incredible on you."

She managed a small, nervous laugh—breathless—and tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. "Thank you," she murmured, voice soft, almost shy. "Steve… picked it out tonight."

Paul's smile widened—warm, appreciative, no leer. "He has excellent taste."

She looked at him, then turned toward him slightly and put her hand up on the window opening—fingers resting on the sill, close enough that their hands were only inches apart. The movement made the neckline of her dress shift, cleavage deepening, the tops of her breasts rising with her quickened breathing.

Suddenly, it dawned on me just how odd this entire situation was. Here I was, bringing my beautiful, innocent, and entirely faithful wife to a parking lot to meet a total stranger, hoping that she might want to have sex with him. But I managed to push that thought to one side and thought about what to do next.

The reality of it hit like a slow wave: Cassie—my Cassie—in a thin yellow dress with nothing underneath, nipples hard and visible, thighs bare and trembling, sitting inches from a man who'd already seen photos of her curves, who'd messaged me about how much he'd love to touch her while I watched. My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper; guilt and arousal twisted together so tight I could barely breathe.

"Cassie, you and Paul seem to have a lot to talk about," I said, forcing my voice to stay calm, even as my hands shook on the wheel. "Why don't you two sit in the back where you can be more comfortable? Would that be okay with you, Cassie?"

Cassie turned and stared at me, giving me a look that burned a hole through my guilt.

Her eyes were wide—shock, fear, a flicker of betrayal—but underneath it all, that same dark heat from the bar. Her lips parted on a silent question; her chest rose and fell faster, nipples straining harder against the dress like her body was answering before her mind could catch up.

"Are you entirely sure you want me to do this?" she asked, voice small, trembling.

"We're just talking, baby," I answered, reaching over to squeeze her knee—thumb brushing the bare skin just under the hem. "Paul seems nice, and you seem to like him. Please?"

I turned to Paul: "Paul, would you like to join Cassie in the back seat?"

He didn't need a second invitation. He was out of his car in a flash and standing by my wife's door.

The door opened with a soft click. Cool air rushed in again—carrying his cologne stronger now, mixing with Cassie's scent. He leaned down slightly, offering a hand—large, steady, dark against her pale skin.

"Go on, babe," I said to Cassie.

She looked at me nervously again—eyes searching mine for one last reassurance—then, after a long, trembling second, she smiled slightly and said. "Okay, but I really hope you know what you're getting us both into."

Her voice cracked on the last word—half warning, half surrender. She took Paul's hand—small pale fingers against his dark palm—and let him help her out of the passenger seat. The yellow dress swished as she moved, hem riding higher for a heartbeat, exposing the curve where thigh met ass. No panties. Nothing between her and the night air except that thin cotton.

Paul stepped aside politely as she climbed into the back seat—dress hiking up her thighs as she settled on the leather, legs crossing quickly, hands smoothing the fabric down in a futile attempt to cover herself. He slid in beside her—close, but not crowding—leaving a respectful foot of space between them.

The door closed with a soft thud.

The car suddenly felt smaller, hotter, the air thick with anticipation.

Cassie glanced at me in the rearview mirror—eyes wide, lips parted, chest heaving.

I met her gaze—steady, loving, burning.

"You okay, baby?"

She swallowed hard—once, twice—then gave the smallest nod.

"Yeah," she whispered. "Just… talking."

Paul smiled gently beside her—calm, patient, eyes warm.

"Just talking," he echoed.

But the tension in the car was so thick it hurt to breathe.

And we all knew it was already more than that.

"How do you like Cassie's new dress, Paul?"

"It's really nice and fits her perfectly," he replied.

His voice was deep, calm, but there was a rough edge to it now—a slight huskiness that hadn't been there during the pleasantries. In the dim light of the parking lot—filtered through the car's tinted windows and the faint glow of distant sodium lamps—I could see him taking a second to admire her décolletage. His eyes lingered on the deep scoop of the yellow sundress, tracing the generous swell of her breasts where they rose and fell with her quick, shallow breaths. The thin cotton did nothing to hide how hard her nipples were—dark peaks tenting the fabric like they ached for touch. The neckline framed her cleavage perfectly, creamy skin flushed pink from nerves and arousal, a faint sheen of sweat making the material cling just enough to outline every curve.

Cassie sat frozen beside him in the back seat—legs crossed tight, hands clasped in her lap, fingers twisting the hem of the dress as if she could will it to cover more. But it only rode higher, exposing the soft, bare skin of her inner thighs. No panties meant every tiny shift made her hyper-aware of her own exposure; I could see the faint tremor in her legs, the way her thighs pressed together in a futile attempt to ease the ache building between them.

"Cassie didn't want to wear it without a bra," I said from the front seat, turning slightly so I could see them both in the rearview, "but I assured her that she would look amazing without one. Do you agree?"

"Oh, definitely," he croaked. The word came out low, almost strangled—like the sight of her had tightened something in his throat. His eyes flicked up to meet hers—respectful, but hungry—then back down to her chest. "Cassie, you look so beautiful. May I?" he asked as he raised a hand toward her heaving breasts.

The question hung in the thick air of the car—polite, almost gentle, but loaded with intent. His large, dark hand hovered inches from her—palm open, fingers relaxed, waiting for permission. The contrast was stark: his deep skin against the pale yellow dress, against the creamy swell of her breast rising with every rapid breath.

Cassie’s eyes widened—pupils blown so dark the blue was nearly gone. Her lips parted on a soft, shaky exhale. For a long second she didn’t move—just stared at his hand, then at me in the mirror, searching for reassurance, for an out, for anything.

I met her gaze—steady, loving, burning.

“You can say no, baby,” I said quietly. “Any time.”

But my voice was rough, thick with want. My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper, precum leaking steadily as I watched her—my sweet, faithful wife—teetering on the edge of something irreversible.

Cassie swallowed hard—throat working visibly. Her hands unclenched in her lap, fingers trembling as they rose slowly, hesitantly. She didn’t push his hand away. Instead she let her own fingers brush the neckline of the dress—tugging it down just a fraction, exposing another inch of creamy cleavage.

Then—voice barely audible, cracking on the words—she whispered:

“…Yes.”

Paul’s hand moved—slow, deliberate, giving her every chance to stop him. His palm settled gently on the upper swell of her left breast—dark fingers splaying wide over pale skin, thumb brushing the edge of the areola where it peeked above the neckline. Cassie gasped—sharp, broken—back arching slightly, pressing herself into his touch without meaning to. Her nipple hardened further under the fabric, straining toward his palm like it had a mind of its own.

He didn’t grope. Didn’t rush. Just held there—warm, steady—letting her feel the weight of his hand, the contrast of his skin against hers. Then his thumb circled once—slow, reverent—grazing the stiff peak through the cotton.

Cassie whimpered—small, helpless—hips rocking forward once on the leather seat. Her thighs parted a fraction—enough for me to see the glisten of her arousal already leaking down her inner thigh, no panties to catch it.

Paul’s eyes flicked to mine in the mirror—questioning, respectful.

I nodded once—slow, certain.

He smiled—small, warm—then leaned in closer, voice low and smooth.

“You really are stunning, Cassie,” he murmured. “May I… see more?”

Cassie closed her eyes and settled herself back into the seat, letting our new friend explore her tits more freely.

She sank against the leather with a soft, shuddering exhale—head tipping back, auburn hair spilling over the headrest like dark silk. Her lips parted on a silent gasp as Paul’s large hands cupped her breasts fully now—dark palms cradling the pale, heavy swells, thumbs brushing slow, deliberate circles over her rock-hard nipples through the thin yellow cotton. Every pass made her arch slightly, back bowing off the seat, hips shifting restlessly against the leather. The dress had already ridden up her bare thighs; now, with her legs parting just a fraction more, I could see the glistening trail of her arousal leaking down her inner thigh—no panties to catch it, nothing between her dripping pussy and the cool night air except the heat pouring off her body.

Her breathing had turned ragged—short, needy pants that lifted her chest into Paul’s touch. She wasn’t speaking. Wasn’t protesting. Wasn’t even opening her eyes. She was simply… surrendering. Letting the sensation of a stranger’s hands on her breasts wash over her like a tide she couldn’t fight. Her nipples were so swollen they looked painful—dark, erect peaks tenting the fabric, begging for more. Every time Paul pinched one gently between thumb and forefinger, her hips jerked—small, helpless twitches that made the dress ride higher, exposing the slick shine coating her thighs.

"Cassie," I asked from the front seat, voice low and rough, "do you think it would be okay if Paul took a better look at you?"

Her eyes were still closed, lashes dark against flushed cheeks. For a long moment she didn’t move—didn’t speak—just breathed. Deep, trembling inhales that made her breasts rise and fall under Paul’s hands like an offering. Then, slowly—almost imperceptibly—her head nodded. Once. Twice. A silent, desperate yes that needed no words.

I heard her take a deep inhale as Paul pulled the elasticated neckline down, allowing her big tits to spill free.

The elastic gave easily—stretching wide—until the scooped neckline slipped beneath the full weight of her breasts. They tumbled out into the cool car air—heavy, pale, flushed pink from arousal, nipples dark and erect, light brown areolas puckered tight. Paul pushed the fabric lower, tucking it under the soft undersides so her tits were fully bared—framed by the yellow cotton like an obscene gift, offered up for the viewing pleasure of the two very aroused men in the car with her.

Cassie’s moan finally broke free—soft, broken, almost a sob. Her eyes fluttered open for a heartbeat—glassy, unfocused—then drifted shut again as Paul’s thumbs returned to her nipples, circling the stiff peaks, then pinching lightly. Her back arched harder, breasts thrusting into his hands, hips rolling forward on the seat in tiny, instinctive grinds. A fresh trickle of wetness slid down her inner thigh—visible now in the dim light—pooling against the leather beneath her.

Paul’s voice was low, reverent. “Jesus, Cassie… you’re perfect.”

She didn’t reply—couldn’t. Her mouth stayed open on shallow pants, body trembling, completely lost in the sensation of a stranger’s hands worshipping her bare breasts while her husband watched from the front seat.

I gripped the steering wheel so hard my knuckles whitened—cock leaking steadily against my zipper, heart pounding like it might crack a rib.

Paul wasted no time in getting to work on her gorgeous tits, reaching up and squeezing them before starting to gently pinch her nipples.

His large, dark hands enveloped her pale breasts fully now—palms warm and firm, fingers splaying wide to cradle their heavy weight. He kneaded slowly at first—reverent, exploratory—thumbs rolling over her swollen nipples in lazy circles that made the stiff peaks darken further, standing out like ripe berries against the creamy skin. Cassie’s moan started low in her throat—soft, involuntary—her back arching off the leather seat as if her body was seeking more contact before her mind could catch up. Her eyes remained closed, lashes fluttering against flushed cheeks, lips parted on shallow, trembling breaths. Every gentle pinch drew a fresh whimper from her; every slow tug made her hips twitch forward, thighs parting wider on the seat without conscious thought.

When Paul leaned forward to take a swollen nipple into his mouth, her eyes suddenly opened, and she gazed straight at me with a look of terror combined with arousal, unlike anything I had ever seen before.

The sight hit me like a physical blow—pure, raw vulnerability mixed with something feral, something awakened. Her blue eyes were glassy, pupils blown so wide the iris was a thin ring around black; tears of overwhelmed sensation shimmered at the corners, but she didn’t blink, didn’t look away. She stared at me—straight into my soul—as Paul’s lips closed around her left nipple. His tongue flicked the peak once—slow, deliberate—then sucked gently, drawing the stiff bud deeper into the wet heat of his mouth. Cassie’s gasp was sharp, broken—back bowing harder, breasts thrusting toward him as if offering more. Her hands flew to the seat on either side of her, fingers digging into the leather like she needed to hold on to something solid while the world tilted.

He slowly sucked and caressed her breasts for a couple more minutes before he then raised his lips to kiss her while his hands continued to pinch and tug at one of her nipples.

Paul’s mouth left her nipple with a soft, wet pop—leaving it glistening, darker, even more swollen—then trailed kisses up the slope of her breast, along her collarbone, to her throat. When he finally reached her lips, he paused—giving her one last chance to turn away. She didn’t. To my surprise, Cassie raised her face to his and responded to the kiss, returning it with more eagerness than I had expected.

Her mouth opened under his on a soft moan—tongue meeting his tentatively at first, then bolder, deeper. I could see their tongues dueling in her mouth—slow, wet slides that made her whimper into him, her body arching toward his touch. Paul’s hand stayed on her breast, pinching and tugging one nipple in steady rhythm while his other slid down her side—fingers tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hip—then settled on her knee.

I knew that she wasn't wearing any panties and that a stranger's fingers were now only a few inches from my wife's completely shaved and entirely unprotected pussy.

The realization twisted in my gut—guilt, arousal, awe—all at once. Cassie’s legs were already parted wider than when she’d sat down; the hem of the yellow sundress had ridden up completely now, bunched around her waist, exposing the smooth, pale expanse of her thighs and the glistening pink of her bare pussy. Her arousal had leaked steadily during the bar, during the drive—coating her inner thighs in a slick shine that caught the dim light. Her clit was swollen, peeking from its hood, begging for attention she wasn’t yet ready to admit she craved.

"Please spread your legs for me now, Cassie," he asked, although his tone made it clear it was more of a command.

His voice was low, velvet-smooth—gentle but unyielding. His hand on her knee exerted the slightest pressure—not forcing, but guiding—urging her thighs apart.

Cassie’s eyes snapped open again—locked on mine in the rearview mirror. Terror flashed there first—pure, wide-eyed panic—then drowned in a wave of raw, helpless lust. Her lips trembled, still wet from Paul’s kiss. For a long, suspended second she didn’t move—didn’t breathe—then slowly, agonizingly, her knees fell open.

The movement was tentative at first—thighs parting an inch, then two—until her legs were spread wide enough for Paul’s hand to slide higher, fingers brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, inches from her dripping center. A fresh trickle of wetness slid down her thigh—visible, obscene—pooling on the leather beneath her.

She stared at me the whole time—eyes pleading, terrified, burning—silent tears slipping down her flushed cheeks.

But she didn’t close her legs.

She didn’t say stop.

She just whispered—voice cracking, barely audible:

“…Please.”

Paul’s hand moved—slow, reverent—fingers gliding along her slick inner thigh until his fingertips brushed the swollen lips of her pussy. Cassie’s hips jerked forward—instinctive, desperate—a broken moan tearing from her throat.

Her eyes never left mine.

And in that moment, I knew—we’d crossed into something irreversible.

She was his to touch now.

And she wanted it.

"Babe, why don't you put your foot up," I suggested helpfully.

My voice came out low, almost reverent—trembling with the same mix of nerves and raw hunger that had been building since we left the bar. Cassie’s eyes flicked to mine in the rearview mirror—wide, glassy, still carrying that same cocktail of terror and desperate want she’d worn when Paul first touched her breasts. For a heartbeat she didn’t move—just breathed—then slowly, as if in a trance, she lifted her right leg.

She raised a leg and gently placed her foot up on the car seat, letting her knee fall away as she did, exposing her beautiful little pussy to us both.

The yellow sundress had already bunched around her waist like a forgotten belt; now, with her knee dropping wide, the hem rode higher still—barely clinging to the tops of her thighs. Her shaved pussy opened to the dim car light—smooth, pale lips swollen and flushed dark pink, glistening with a thick sheen of arousal that had been leaking steadily since Paul’s mouth first closed around her nipple. Her clit peeked out from its hood—small, erect, throbbing visibly with every rapid heartbeat. A fresh bead of wetness welled at her entrance and slid slowly down toward the leather seat, leaving a dark trail behind it. The scent of her filled the car—sweet, musky, intoxicating—mixing with Paul’s cologne and the faint leather smell until it was impossible to think of anything else.

Even in the dim light, I was pretty sure I could see that her bare pussy lips were dripping wet and glistening. I knew that if Paul got his fingers inside her, things would soon be beyond her control, and as I listened to her whimpering, I realized that Cassie seemed to know that she was at the point of no return as well.

Her whimpers had turned into soft, broken sounds—little gasps and moans that escaped every time Paul’s thumb brushed her nipple or his other hand stroked higher on her inner thigh. She was trembling now—full-body shivers that made her breasts jiggle slightly, nipples still wet and glistening from his mouth.

As I looked back down, I could see Paul was now stroking her inner thigh, moving steadily upward.

His dark fingers traced lazy patterns along the sensitive skin—starting just above her knee, gliding higher with each pass. Every inch closer made her hips twitch—small, helpless jerks that parted her thighs wider without conscious effort. Her breathing had gone shallow, erratic; her hands gripped the edge of the seat so hard her knuckles were white.

"Oh, no, no, oh god no," she moaned and gasped as she felt his fingertips making initial contact with the soft skin around her pussy.

The words tumbled out in a breathless rush—protest and plea all at once. But her legs stayed open—wider, even—as Paul’s fingertips brushed the outer edges of her lips, tracing the slick, swollen flesh without yet parting her. Her clit throbbed visibly under the faint light; another thick trickle of arousal slid down her perineum, pooling beneath her on the seat.

"Would you like Paul to touch you now, baby?" I asked, my voice noticeably trembling. I don't know if I was more nervous about her saying yes or no.

I was gripping the steering wheel so hard my hands ached—cock leaking steadily against my zipper, heart pounding like it might crack my ribs. Part of me wanted her to say no—to pull back, to stop this before it went any further. The other part—the darker, hungrier part—was screaming for her to say yes, to let him inside her, to let me watch my faithful wife come undone on a stranger’s fingers.

"Okay, I mean, I think so," she answered softly.

The words were so quiet I almost missed them—barely a whisper—but they landed like a detonation in the confined space of the car. Her eyes fluttered open again—locking on mine in the mirror—glassy with tears of overwhelmed sensation, but burning with need.

"Okay, then go ahead gently, Paul," I said, voice rough. "Can you see how I prepared her for you last night?"

Paul’s smile was slow, appreciative—eyes flicking to me in gratitude before returning to Cassie’s spread thighs.

With that, Paul leaned closer and started stroking my wife's vulva.

His fingertips glided along her outer lips—slow, feather-light—spreading her slickness in lazy circles that made her hips buck once, twice. He traced the seam without parting her yet—just teasing, exploring—feeling how swollen and hot she was, how her clit throbbed under the hood every time he brushed near it.

"Holy fuck Steve she's so smooth! And so wet!" he observed.

His voice had gone deeper, rougher—almost reverent. His thumb circled her clit once—slow, deliberate—drawing a sharp, broken moan from Cassie’s throat.

"Is she wet inside, too?" I asked, leaning forward slightly so I could see better in the mirror.

"Oh, Steve, no! Please no. Please don't let him oh fuck…" she moaned and then gasped again as I imagined that at least one of Paul's fingers found her deeper wetness.

Paul’s middle finger slipped between her lips—slow, careful—sinking into her heat up to the first knuckle. Cassie’s back arched off the seat—hips lifting to meet him—a long, guttural moan tearing from her throat as her walls fluttered around the intrusion. He didn’t thrust yet—just held there, letting her feel the stretch, the fullness, the contrast of his dark finger disappearing into her pale, dripping pussy.

"Do you want him to stop now, Cassie?" I asked. I was trying to sound like it was a serious, caring question, but I knew the answer I really wanted, and from Cassie's face, I knew the answer she was going to give, too.

Her eyes snapped to mine again—wild, desperate, shining with tears. Her mouth opened on a silent cry as Paul curled his finger inside her—slow, deliberate—brushing that spongy spot that always made her see stars.

"No!" she exhaled—sharp, almost angry, like the word had been ripped from her.

"That's a good girl," I replied, voice thick with pride and lust. "Now open your legs nice and wide, and let Paul have a little fun."

Her hips were now starting to hump up and down, and I could see Paul's arm moving back and forth in a steady rhythm as his fingers got to work on my wife.

The back seat had become a private, humid world of its own—thick with the scent of her arousal, the faint leather smell, and Paul’s cologne. Cassie’s yellow sundress was rucked up around her waist like a forgotten belt, bare thighs spread wide, one foot braced on the seat edge, the other dangling helplessly. Her shaved pussy glistened obscenely in the dim light—lips swollen dark pink, clit throbbing visibly, Paul’s two thick dark fingers plunging in and out with slick, rhythmic precision. Every thrust made a soft, wet squelch; every withdrawal dragged strings of her cream along his knuckles. Her inner walls fluttered around him—greedy, clenching—as he curled his fingertips against her g-spot on every deep stroke.

"Oh fuck, that's so good! Don't stop!" she moaned.

The words spilled out raw and desperate—no filter, no shame left. Her voice cracked on the last syllable, turning into a high, keening whimper as Paul’s thumb found her clit again—rubbing firm, steady circles that matched the plunge of his fingers. Her hips bucked harder—wild, uncontrolled—chasing the pressure, grinding down onto his hand like she needed him deeper, harder, faster. Her breasts bounced with every jerk, nipples still wet and dark from his earlier mouth, the thin cotton of the dress doing nothing to hide how painfully erect they were.

I watched as Paul sped up his efforts. Cassie began to raise her hips up off the car seat and, a few seconds later, let out a long, deep, guttural moan: "Oh my Fuuuuuckkkk!!!" she screamed as she reached her first orgasm. A few seconds later, she collapsed back onto the seat and sighed: "Oh my god, seriously, what just happened?"

Her body seized—back bowing off the leather, thighs clamping around Paul’s wrist like a vice, hips grinding down in frantic little circles as wave after wave crashed through her. Paul didn’t stop—kept stroking her g-spot through it, thumb pressing steady circles on her clit until she was sobbing his name mixed with mine—high, broken sounds that filled the car. Fresh gushes of her release coated his fingers, dripping down his hand, pooling on the seat beneath her ass. When the last tremor finally left her, she slumped back—chest heaving, breasts quivering, face flushed and tear-streaked, eyes glassy and unfocused.

"You just came from the fingers of a total stranger, you naughty little girl," I said from the front seat, voice thick with awe and lust. "What are we going to do with you now? You know, Cassie, since Paul was so nice to you and made you cum like that, it would be quite rude not to do something for him, wouldn't it?"

She blinked slowly—still dazed, still floating in the aftershocks—then looked at me in the mirror. Her lips were swollen from Paul’s earlier kiss, cheeks streaked with tears of overwhelmed pleasure. A small, shaky smile tugged at the corner of her mouth—half embarrassed, half wicked.

"Uh-oh," she responded.

The word came out soft, breathy—almost playful—but her voice trembled with fresh nerves. She glanced sideways at Paul—eyes flicking down to the thick bulge straining against his trousers—then back to me, seeking reassurance, permission, absolution.

Paul smiled—slow, warm, patient—and withdrew his fingers slowly from her pussy. They emerged glistening, coated in her cream; he brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean with deliberate relish, eyes never leaving hers. Cassie whimpered again—soft, helpless—hips twitching at the sight.

“You taste incredible, Cassie,” he murmured, voice low and appreciative. “Sweet. So fucking sweet.”

Her thighs trembled harder. A fresh trickle of wetness slid down her perineum—visible, obscene—making her gasp quietly.

As Cassie tried to compose herself after cumming harder than I’ve ever seen, Paul didn't wait. A second later, he was sat up with his legs stretched out in front of him so he could undo his belt and pull down his zipper.

The metallic rasp of the zipper cut through the heavy silence in the car—sharp, deliberate, impossible to ignore. Cassie was still slumped against the seat, thighs trembling from the aftershocks, dress rucked around her waist, breasts bare and heaving, nipples dark and slick from Paul’s earlier mouth. Her pussy was still flushed and glistening, a small puddle of her release darkening the leather beneath her. She hadn’t even pulled the neckline back up yet—too dazed, too overwhelmed—chest rising and falling in quick, shallow pants as she tried to catch her breath.

"Let Cassie help you with that," I suggested with a smile.

My voice came out rougher than I intended—thick with lust, pride, and something darker I couldn’t quite name. I met her eyes in the rearview mirror—still glassy, still wide—and watched the familiar spark flare in them: that perfect mix of exasperation and reluctant arousal she always gave me when I pushed her just far enough.

Cassie looked over at me and gave me that 'you complete asshole' look that she can do so well. But a second later, she was reaching over to help Paul get his pants and briefs down over his slim hips.

She didn’t speak—didn’t argue—just leaned forward slowly, hands trembling as she brushed Paul’s aside. Her fingers—small, pale, still sticky from her own wetness—found his belt buckle first, then the button of his trousers. She fumbled once—nerves making her clumsy—then steadied herself, popping the button open, tugging the zipper down with a slow, deliberate drag. Paul lifted his hips slightly to help; she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his trousers and briefs together and pulled.

As she slid his briefs down, his cock suddenly sprang up from his loins, and we both stopped dead and went silent for a few moments.

It slapped against his flat stomach with a soft, heavy thud—thick, veined, dark skin stretched taut over rigid flesh. It arched upward aggressively, the swollen head reaching nearly to his navel, glistening with a thick bead of precum that welled at the slit and slowly trickled down the underside. We never measured it. But it looked close to eight inches long—if not slightly bigger—long enough that the sheer length made my stomach twist with a strange mix of envy and awe. But what was truly impressive was how thick it was. It looked about as thick as Cassie’s wrist—maybe more—the shaft heavy and girthy, veins bulging along its length, the mushroom head flared wide and purple, already slick and shining.

Cassie’s breath caught audibly—sharp, almost pained. Her eyes bulged, pupils blown so wide the blue disappeared into black. She stared—frozen, mouth open in silent shock—as if she couldn’t quite process the reality of it: this thick, dark cock, real and throbbing, inches from her face, while her husband watched from the front seat.

"Oh, my god!" was all Cassie could say as her eyes bulged.

The words tumbled out in a breathless rush—half awe, half terror. Her hands hovered in mid-air—still gripping the waistband of his trousers—then slowly, tentatively, she released them. Her gaze never left his cock; it bobbed slightly with every heartbeat, another thick drop of precum welling at the tip and sliding down the underside in a slow, obscene trail.

Paul stayed still—patient, letting her look—his breathing steady but deeper now, chest rising and falling under the black polo. He didn’t speak, didn’t push—just watched her face with quiet intensity, waiting for whatever came next.

Cassie’s tongue darted out—wet her lower lip unconsciously—then she swallowed hard, throat working visibly. Her nipples tightened further—impossibly harder—against the air, breasts quivering with every shaky breath. Between her spread thighs, her pussy clenched visibly—another fresh trickle of her wetness sliding down her inner thigh, pooling beneath her.

She looked at me in the mirror—eyes wide, pleading, burning.

“Steve…” she whispered, voice cracking. “It’s… it’s huge.”

I nodded slowly—voice hoarse, almost reverent.

“I know, baby.”

Her gaze dropped back to Paul’s cock—staring, mesmerized—then lifted again to me.

“I… I don’t know if I can…”

But her hand moved—slow, trembling—reaching out until her fingertips brushed the thick base. Paul groaned low in his throat at the contact—soft, appreciative. Cassie’s fingers wrapped around him—barely able to encircle the girth—and she gasped again, feeling the heat, the pulse, the sheer weight of him in her palm.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed.

She didn’t pull away.

Instead—slowly, almost worshipfully—she stroked upward once—fingers gliding over the veined shaft, thumb brushing the slick head, spreading his precum in a slow, glistening sheen.

Paul’s head tipped back slightly—eyes half-lidded—but he stayed still, letting her explore.

Cassie looked at me again—eyes shining, tears of overwhelmed arousal clinging to her lashes.


Building Up

Cassie was so tentative at first, but then something happened. I actually saw the moment Cassie's hand wrapped around his cock properly. It was like instinct took over; she relaxed and started pumping it up and down.

Her small, pale fingers—still trembling slightly—closed around the thick, dark shaft, barely able to encircle the girth. At first her grip was light, exploratory, like she was testing the weight, the heat, the impossible hardness of it. Then her thumb brushed the slick head—spreading the steady leak of precum—and something shifted. Her shoulders loosened. Her breathing steadied. And she began to stroke—slow, deliberate pulls from base to tip, wrist twisting slightly on the upstroke the way she sometimes did with me when she wanted to make it last.

Now, it was Paul's turn to settle back into his seat to be pleasured. I didn't need to coach my wife; she knew exactly what to do as she continued to stroke him, pausing only for a few seconds to smear his cockhead with the slippery clear fluid that was starting to flow freely from the tip of his cock.

Paul groaned—low, guttural—head tipping back against the seat as she worked him. His hips lifted once—subtle, instinctive—thrusting up into her hand like he couldn’t help it. The wet sounds of her palm gliding over his slick shaft filled the car—slow, obscene, rhythmic. Cassie’s eyes were locked on his cock—wide, unblinking—watching every vein pulse, every drop of precum bead and slide down the underside.

"Oh, yeah, yeah, that's good. Yeah, just like that," Paul moaned as his cock somehow seemed to grow even larger in her hand.

It thickened further under her touch—impossibly, obscenely—veins bulging, head flaring wider, the whole length throbbing in her grip. Cassie’s breath hitched audibly. Her free hand came up—almost unconsciously—to cup her own breast, thumb brushing her nipple as if seeking some relief for the ache she must have been feeling.

I have to admit that I was starting to feel more than a hint of envy mixing in with my lust. Paul's cock was even bigger than our big dildo back at home, and it pained me a little to know that I could never give Cassie the kind of stretching that Paul could, and I could tell from the way Cassie's gaze was fixed on his huge cock she was thinking the same thing.

Her hand slowed for a second—fingers tightening around the base—as if she were measuring it against her own memory. Then she looked up at me in the rearview mirror—eyes glassy, pupils blown, lips parted on a shaky exhale.

“Steve…” she whispered, voice cracking with awe and something darker. “It’s… it’s so fucking big. Look at it. I can barely get my hand around it.”

The words hit me like a punch—jealousy twisting sharp in my gut, hot and ugly, even as my cock jerked painfully against my zipper, leaking more precum into my boxers. She wasn’t exaggerating. Her fingers didn’t meet around the shaft; there was a visible gap where her thumb and middle finger fell short. The head alone looked thicker than my wrist—flared, glistening, pulsing with every heartbeat.

And her nipples—God, they were so hard they must have been painful. Dark, swollen peaks jutting out from her bare breasts like they’d been pinched for hours, the skin around them puckered tight, flushed deep pink. Every breath made them quiver; every tiny movement of her body sent them swaying slightly, begging for attention she wasn’t giving them because all her focus was on the massive cock in her hand.

She stroked again—slower this time, almost reverent—watching the way the skin moved over the rigid core, the way the veins throbbed under her palm.

“I’ve never… felt anything like this,” she breathed, eyes flicking back to me—guilty, aroused, pleading. “It’s so thick, Steve. So… heavy. I don’t know if I could even… if it would fit.”

The admission—raw, honest, spoken while she jerked him off—sent a fresh surge of jealousy through me, sharp enough to sting, but it only made me harder. My hand dropped to my own lap—pressing against the aching bulge, needing some friction, some relief—as I watched my wife worship a stranger’s cock with her eyes, her hand, her quiet, trembling words.

Paul groaned again—deeper this time—hips lifting into her strokes.

“You’re doing so good, Cassie,” he murmured. “Just like that. Fuck… your hand feels incredible.”

She whimpered—soft, helpless—her own hips rocking forward on the seat, grinding against nothing, chasing the ache between her legs.

"Cassie," I said, trying to get her focus.

My voice cracked slightly—rough, thick with everything I was feeling. She was still stroking him slowly, hand gliding up and down that thick, dark shaft, fingers shiny with his precum, eyes locked on the way it throbbed in her grip. At the sound of her name, she blinked—slow, dazed—then lifted her gaze to meet mine in the rearview mirror. Her lips were parted, wet and swollen from earlier kisses, cheeks flushed deep rose, pupils blown so wide she looked drugged on it all.

"I might have told Paul something about how good you are with your mouth," I continued, forcing the words out past the lump in my throat. "Would you like to show him what you can do with your mouth?"

She once again shot me that 'asshole' look that she can do so well—eyes narrowing, one brow arching in perfect, exasperated affection—but there was no real heat behind it. Just heat. Her gaze flicked back to Paul's cock—still rock-hard, glistening, veins pulsing under her fingers—then up to his face, then back to me.

A second later, she shifted in her seat to lean forward toward him.

The movement was slow, deliberate—like she was giving herself time to back out, but knowing she wouldn’t. Her breasts swayed heavily as she bent at the waist—bare, flushed, nipples so painfully erect they looked almost bruised, dark peaks jutting forward like they were reaching for him. The yellow dress, still bunched uselessly around her waist, did nothing to cover her; her bare ass lifted slightly off the seat, thighs spreading wider to balance herself, pussy still dripping, lips swollen and open from Paul’s earlier fingers.

I watched as she licked his huge cock head, smearing and tasting his precum.

Her tongue darted out first—pink, tentative—swirling once around the flared mushroom tip, collecting the thick bead of precum that had welled there. She moaned softly at the taste—low, vibrating—then flattened her tongue against the underside, dragging it upward in a long, slow lick that made Paul’s hips jerk. His cock jumped in her hand; another fat drop welled up immediately, and she caught it on the tip of her tongue, letting it string between her lips and his slit before she swallowed.

"Does that taste good?" I asked, voice hoarse, barely recognizable.

"Uh-humm," she moaned her reply as her tongue swirled over his head again—lazy, filthy circles that coated her lips in his slickness. She hummed again—deeper this time—eyes fluttering half-closed as she savored him.

Then I watched as his cock disappeared from my view as Cassie bent forward to take him into her mouth, and her hair fell over her shoulders and blocked my view.

She leaned in further—breasts pressing against his thigh, nipples dragging across the fabric of his trousers—and parted her lips around the head. The thick crown stretched her mouth wide—lips thinning, corners pulling taut—as she took the first inch, then another. Her cheeks hollowed slightly; a soft, wet suck echoed in the car. Her auburn hair cascaded forward like a curtain, falling over her shoulders and obscuring the obscene sight of her mouth stretched around his black cock. All I could see now was the rhythmic bob of her head—slow at first, then steadier—the flex of her jaw, the way her throat worked when she tried to take more.

Her head started bobbing up and down a second later, and while I could no longer see his massive rock-hard cock I could clearly hear the delicious, sloppy slurping noises as my wife did her best to make our new friend appreciate her oral talents.

The sounds were obscene—wet, filthy, unmistakable: the slick glide of her tongue, the hollow suck of her cheeks, the soft gagging hum when she pushed too deep and her throat fluttered around him. Drool began to leak from the corners of her mouth—shiny trails sliding down his shaft, pooling at the base where her fingers still gripped him. Every few bobs she’d pull back—gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening head—only to dive forward again, taking more, stretching her jaw wider.

If I'm honest, I was amazed that Cassie could fit much of his enormous cock into her little mouth.

She was struggling—cheeks hollowed to the point of strain, eyes watering—but she didn’t stop. Inch by thick inch disappeared past her lips—her throat visibly bulging when she pushed deeper, a soft, choked moan vibrating around him. Paul’s hand came up—gentle, reverent—threading into her hair, not forcing, just guiding, encouraging.

"Oh my God!" Paul groaned. "She's so good at this! She's clearly done this before! She's definitely sucked a big cock before."

His voice was wrecked—deep, gravelly—hips lifting in shallow thrusts that matched her rhythm. Cassie moaned around him—vibrating the length in her mouth—her free hand sliding between her own thighs, fingers circling her clit in frantic little strokes as she sucked him deeper.

I watched—transfixed, jealous, harder than I’d ever been—my wife’s head bobbing in the back seat, hair swinging, breasts swaying, drool dripping down her chin, while a stranger’s massive black cock disappeared into her throat again and again.

Her eyes—when they opened—found mine in the mirror.

Glassy. Tear-streaked. Burning with lust.

And she never stopped sucking.

As the steady slurping sounds from Cassie's mouth and Paul's groans continued, I suddenly felt a wet spot leaking through my pants as it fully dawned on me what was happening.

The patch spread warm and sticky across the front of my jeans—unmistakable, humiliating, and completely involuntary. I hadn’t touched myself once, but watching my sweet, innocent wife—my Cassie—bent over in the back seat, head bobbing with wet, filthy enthusiasm, lips stretched wide around Paul’s thick black cock… it was overwhelming. The sounds were obscene: slick suction, soft gags when she took him to the back of her throat, the wet pop when she pulled back to breathe, strings of saliva and precum dangling from her chin to his glistening shaft. Her auburn hair swung rhythmically; her bare breasts swayed beneath her, nipples so painfully erect they looked bruised in the dim light. Her dress was bunched uselessly around her waist, thighs spread, pussy still dripping from her earlier orgasm—lips swollen, clit throbbing, a steady trickle of her arousal sliding down her inner thigh and pooling on the leather.

Until that moment, I had been too overwhelmed to really understand that my cute, innocent little wife was actually in the back seat of a car, sucking a big cock while her husband sat there and watched.

The reality hit me in slow, crushing waves: Cassie’s moans vibrating around his length, her cheeks hollowed, throat working visibly when she pushed deeper. Paul’s groans were low, primal—hips lifting in shallow thrusts he couldn’t suppress. She was moaning around him—soft, muffled sounds that made his cock twitch in her mouth. Drool leaked from the corners of her lips, shiny trails running down her chin, dripping onto her bare breasts.

The extreme naughtiness of this whole taboo enterprise was almost too much for me to take. I had to push forward.

My hand shook as I pressed it against the aching bulge in my jeans—needing friction, needing anything—while my voice came out hoarse, strained.

"Paul," I asked, "How long has it been since you last came?"

"Oh, God, it's been so long," he grunted.

His voice was wrecked—deep, gravelly—hips jerking upward as Cassie sucked harder, tongue swirling under the head.

"You must have a huge load in there," I observed. "Cassie," I continued, "poor Paul hasn't cum in a long time. Do you think there's anything that we might be able to do to help?"

A part of me couldn't believe I was actually talking to my sweet, innocent wife this way, but by this point, it was my small head that was doing all my thinking. I knew that if she kept sucking on his cock like that, he wasn't going to last much longer, and just as I was thinking about urging her on to let him finish in her mouth, it suddenly dawned on my fevered brain that I might be able to make all of my fantasies come true in a single night. As I looked at how turned on my wife was, I started to wonder how I could get her to fuck Paul in front of me. But it was now my turn to discover that things were no longer in my control.

Paul’s groans turned ragged—hips lifting faster—then he tensed, muscles locking.

“Cassie… fuck… I’m gonna—”

She didn’t pull off. Didn’t slow. She sucked harder—humming around him, taking him deep—and Paul groaned long and low, hips jerking as the first thick spurt hit the back of her throat.

Cassie’s eyes widened—shock flashing through them—but she swallowed instinctively—throat working, gulping desperately. It was too much. Rope after rope flooded her mouth—hot, heavy, endless—spilling past her lips in thick white streams that ran down her chin, dripping onto her bare breasts. She tried to keep up—cheeks puffed, throat convulsing—but more escaped, coating her lips, her chin, trickling down her neck in messy rivulets. The sheer volume was obscene; she’d never been much of a swallower—always pulled off with me, let it spill or swallowed only a few drops with a slight grimace. Yet here she was—greedily gulping what she could, eyes tearing, moaning around his pulsing cock as if she couldn’t get enough.

When he finally finished—cock still twitching in her mouth—she pulled back slowly—gasping, coughing softly—thick strands of cum stretching between her swollen lips and his glistening head before snapping. She sat up—chest heaving, breasts streaked white, chin dripping, eyes wide and dazed. Cum leaked from the corner of her mouth; she swiped at it with the back of her hand, smearing it across her cheek.

I stared—shocked, gut twisting. Relief flooded me first—he’d come, it was done, the edge blunted. But the jealousy burned hotter than ever. She’d swallowed what she could—eagerly, hungrily—when she’d never done more than tolerate it with me.

But then I saw it.

Paul’s cock—still rock-hard.

It hadn’t softened at all. Still thick, still veined, still glistening with her saliva and his cum, it stood rigid against his stomach—head flushed dark purple, another bead of precum already welling at the slit like he hadn’t just unloaded a torrent down her throat.

My stomach dropped.

I’d never stayed hard after coming—not once. After I finished, I was done—sensitive, spent, usually curling around Cassie for aftercare while my cock shrank and softened. But Paul… he looked ready to go again. Ready to keep going. Ready to fuck her properly.

Cassie noticed too. Her eyes dropped to his lap—widening further. A fresh shiver ran through her; her nipples tightened impossibly harder, breasts quivering with her quickened breathing.

“Paul…” she whispered, voice hoarse from sucking him. “You’re… you’re still hard.”

He smiled—slow, predatory, but still gentle.

“Told you it takes a lot to satisfy me,” he murmured. “And you… you’ve only made me hungrier.”

Before she could respond, he gripped her hips—dark hands splaying wide over pale skin—and lifted her effortlessly. Cassie gasped—legs spreading wider on instinct—as he positioned her above him. The head of his cock—still slick with her saliva and his cum—nudged against her dripping entrance.

She looked back at me—eyes pleading, terrified, burning.

“Steve…” she breathed. “He’s… he’s going to fuck me.”

I couldn’t speak—throat too tight, cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

Paul’s voice was low, calm.

“Only if you want it, Cassie. Say stop and we stop.”

"What do you think, Paul? Would you like to fuck my wife?"

The question hung in the thick, humid air of the car—quiet, deliberate, final. My voice came out steady, but inside I was shaking, cock throbbing painfully against my zipper, the wet spot in my jeans now a full, dark stain from how long I'd been leaking.

Paul's eyes flicked to me—respectful, but burning—then back to Cassie, who was still straddling his lap, pussy hovering just above his thick, glistening head. Her thighs trembled; her breasts heaved with every shallow breath, nipples so erect they looked almost bruised, dark peaks jutting forward like they ached for more.

"I'd love to," Paul replied, voice low and rough, "but I didn't bring any condoms. I never imagined things would go this far."

Cassie’s breath hitched—sharp, audible. Her hips twitched forward instinctively, brushing the flared head of his cock against her swollen clit. A fresh trickle of her wetness slid down his shaft; she whimpered softly at the contact.

"Well," I said, forcing calm into my tone even as my heart hammered, "we don't need to worry about Cass getting pregnant. She's on the pill, and from everything we've discussed, I feel pretty confident that everyone here is very healthy. So, what do you say?"

My analysis of the situation might not have been purely objective, but it seemed reasonable and logical enough at the time.

The words tasted like permission—like surrender—like the final lock clicking open on something we'd never be able to close again.

Paul didn't speak. He answered with actions rather than words as he helped my now wanton wife get herself repositioned on the seat.

His large hands gripped her hips—dark fingers splaying wide over pale skin—and lifted her gently, turning her so she faced forward, back to his chest. Cassie let him move her—pliant, trembling—legs spreading wide as he guided her down onto the seat. Her new dress was pulled up around her waist, the yellow cotton bunched uselessly like a belt, tits still spilling free, nipples dark and erect in the cool air. She placed both feet up on the seats—knees falling open, heels digging into the leather—and splayed herself wide open for him, exposing her shaved pussy more than it had ever been exposed before.

Her lips were swollen, flushed dark pink, glistening with her own cream and the remnants of Paul's precum. Her clit throbbed visibly—small, erect, begging. A steady trickle of arousal leaked from her entrance, sliding down her perineum toward the seat. She was dripping—open—ready.

She took one last, almost desperate look at me like she was begging me to say stop, as she knew she couldn't.

Her eyes locked on mine in the rearview—wide, glassy, shining with tears of overwhelmed need. Her lips trembled; her chest rose and fell too fast. One hand reached back—finding Paul's thigh for balance—while the other gripped the edge of the seat.

Then she turned her full attention to Paul as he loomed over her.

He shifted behind her—knees bracketing her hips—guiding the thick, dark head of his cock to her entrance. The contrast was brutal: his deep skin against her pale, flushed lips, the flared mushroom head nudging between them, parting her slowly.

Although I couldn't see clearly the moment when a cock other than mine first pressed through the lips of my wife's sweet pussy, I could certainly hear Cassie's reaction to it.

The sound she made was raw—half gasp, half sob—as the head breached her. Her body tensed—back arching, thighs quivering—then relaxed as he sank deeper, inch by thick inch stretching her open. Her moan started low—broken—then rose into a long, shuddering cry:

"Ohhh… fuck… it's… it's splitting me…"

Paul groaned—deep, guttural—hips rocking forward in slow, controlled thrusts, feeding her more of his length. Cassie’s head fell back against his shoulder—mouth open, eyes rolling—tears slipping down her cheeks as her pussy swallowed him to the root. Her belly subtly distended from how deep he was; her clit throbbed visibly against the base of his shaft.

He paused there—buried fully—letting her adjust, letting her feel every thick, veined inch filling her completely.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first—long, deliberate strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in, making her gasp with every deep plunge. The wet sounds were obscene: slick glide of her cream coating him, soft slap of his balls against her ass, her broken moans rising higher with every thrust.

Cassie’s hands flew to his thighs—nails digging in—as she rocked back to meet him, hips rolling, pussy clenching around his cock like she never wanted to let go.

“Fuck… Paul… so deep… so big…” she gasped, voice cracking. “Hitting… places… I’ve never…”

Her eyes found mine again in the mirror—glassy, tear-streaked, burning with lust and something deeper, something that looked like love and surrender and raw, aching need.

“Steve…” she whimpered. “He’s… he’s fucking me… so good… watching you watch…”

Paul’s pace quickened—thrusts harder, deeper—hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against her. Cassie’s moans turned continuous—high, desperate—breasts bouncing wildly, nipples scraping the air, pussy gripping him so tight cream leaked out around his shaft with every withdrawal.

She came again—sudden, violent—back bowing, scream tearing from her throat as her walls pulsed around him, gushing fresh wetness that soaked his lap, dripped onto the seat. Her body shook—full-body tremors—nails raking down his thighs.

Paul didn’t stop—kept fucking her through it—long, powerful strokes that prolonged her climax until she was sobbing, oversensitive, begging.

But he wasn’t done.

He pulled out—cock still rock-hard, glistening with her cream—and flipped her onto her hands and knees on the seat. Cassie collapsed forward—ass up, face down—legs spread wide, pussy gaping slightly from the stretch, lips swollen and red.

Paul settled behind her—guiding himself back to her entrance—and thrust in deep.

One long, smooth stroke—burying himself to the hilt.

Cassie screamed—pleasure-pain—nails digging into the leather.

He fucked her hard now—steady, relentless—hips snapping, balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. The car rocked; the windows fogged completely. Cassie’s moans turned incoherent—babbling his name, mine, “fuck… so deep… so big…”—her breasts swinging beneath her, nipples brushing the seat with every impact.

I watched—helpless, jealous, harder than I’d ever been—as another man fucked my wife senseless in front of me.

And she came again—shaking, crying, staring straight at me the whole time.

"OH FUCK!!" she gasped. "Oh my God! Oh fuck! Oh shit!" She seemed genuinely completely shocked by this new sensation.

The first deep thrust made her whole body jolt—back arching off the leather, thighs quaking, a raw, guttural cry tearing from her throat as Paul's thick head breached her fully and kept going. Her pussy stretched visibly around him—pale lips parting wide, clinging to every veined inch of dark shaft as he sank deeper than anything had ever reached. Her inner walls fluttered desperately—clenching, resisting, then yielding—until his hips met hers with a wet slap, balls pressed tight against her ass, buried to the root.

Cassie’s eyes flew wide—pupils blown black—then rolled back as the shockwave of fullness hit her. Her hands flew to the seat, nails digging into the leather; her breasts bounced once, heavily, nipples so painfully erect they looked almost bruised in the dim light. A fresh gush of her cream coated him—dripping down his shaft, pooling beneath her—making every subsequent stroke slicker, louder.

As Paul's hips started a slow, steady rhythm with ever-lengthening strokes, Cassie's individual outbursts melded into a single, steady moan.

He pulled out halfway—slow, deliberate—letting her feel the drag of every ridge, every vein—then thrust back in, long and deep, bottoming out with a soft thud that made her gasp. Again. And again. The pace built gradually—controlled, relentless—each stroke longer, harder, until the wet squelching sounds filled the car: her cream coating him, dripping down his balls, soaking the seat beneath them. From the squishing noises I could hear, I figured that their combined juices were making her as wet as she had ever been.

As I looked back up at her face, I could see her eyes were now tightly closed, and her mouth had fallen open. Her entire face was a mask of intense concentration like she was trying to feel every inch of him as he thrust his huge cock into her.

Her brows knit together; her lips trembled on every exhale—soft, broken moans spilling out with every deep plunge. Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her temple; her auburn hair clung damply to her neck. She looked completely lost—overwhelmed, consumed—focused only on the thick, relentless stretch filling her over and over.

As I looked back down, it was now very clear that Paul was burying every inch of his eight-inch cock into my wife. He was balls-deep in her, only a few feet from me.

The contrast was brutal: his dark shaft disappearing completely into her pale, stretched pussy—lips gripping him so tight they turned white at the edges—then pulling back slick and shining, coated in her cream. His balls slapped wetly against her ass with every thrust; her clit throbbed visibly against the base of his cock every time he bottomed out. He was soon grunting with every stroke, low animal sounds that matched the wet slap of skin on skin.

A few moments later, when he lowered himself down completely on top of her to hold her tight and possess her completely, it was like she almost disappeared under him.

His broad, muscled frame covered her tiny one—shoulders blocking most of the light, dark skin against her pale curves. Cassie vanished beneath him—only her legs visible, spread wide around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back. Her moans muffled slightly against his shoulder; her hands clawed at his back, nails leaving red trails.

It was only then that I fully realized how tiny she looked under this big, strong man.

Finally, Paul slowed the speed of his humping as if after he had enjoyed a moment of near frenzy, he now wanted to savor this special experience in a different way.

He pulled out almost all the way—only the head remaining inside her—letting her feel the emptiness, the ache—then sank back in, slow and deep, every inch deliberate. Cassie let out a low, throaty "Ohhh fuuuck" with each inward thrust—voice cracking, body trembling as he filled her completely again and again.

It had clearly been a long time since a woman had not only taken all of his cock, but had done it with such ease and obvious passion.

Observing the unfolding events, I felt as though I had transformed into a purely ethereal being of sexual awareness. Their lack of acknowledgment towards me only reinforced this sensation, as my disembodied consciousness drifted in a haze of lust and longing more intense than anything I had previously encountered.

I sat there and watched my own loving wife as she held her legs as wide open as she could and moaned as a well-hung stranger pounded her like she had never been pounded before.

A pounding that was more powerful and deeper than I knew I could ever provide her. But rather than being consumed by any feelings of jealousy or resentment, I felt myself becoming obsessed with watching the way my wife was responding. It was like she had become a vessel that was filled with raw, animalistic sensations, and Paul was the one doing the filling as he filled her to the point of overflowing, and I wanted her to taste and feel every drop.


Back To Earth

I came back to Earth for just long enough to realize that my own dick was rock hard and dripping an insane amount of precum. While I wanted to free it from the confines of my pants, I was afraid that as soon as I touched it, I would prematurely explode. I really wanted to cum, and soon, but only at the right moment.

"That's it, Paul," I encouraged in a low voice. "That's it, give to her. Cassie loves it. She loves that huge cock. That's it. Yeah, that's it; let her feel every inch of it."

I was speaking to him, but deep down, I was really talking to her.

"How does she feel, Paul? Have you ever had a woman that could take all of your cock like that?"

"Oh! God no!" he grunted. "It feels unbelievable! Cassie is amazing!"

"Oh fuck, yes she is!" I urged, voice thick with lust. "Just look at her! Look at her as she takes that huge cock! She's taking all of it. Come on, Paul, give it to her as hard as you like."

I don't know if it was because of my encouragement or not, but something had changed. Paul increased his tempo once again. It was like he was now just going to take what he wanted,  however he wanted it, with his strong, steady, deep strokes. It was clear he was now thinking only of his needs, his own release, and clearly didn't care who might be watching. Cassie was gasping so quickly and loudly that it sounded like she was hyperventilating.

Her moans had fractured into sharp, desperate cries—each one punched out of her with every brutal plunge of his thick cock. The yellow sundress, still bunched uselessly around her waist, rode up further with every thrust, exposing the obscene sight of her pale thighs spread wide, his dark hips slamming between them. Her pussy gripped him visibly—swollen lips stretched thin around his girth, cream frothing at the base of his shaft, dripping down his balls in thick, glistening strands. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed in the car—loud, rhythmic, filthy—mixed with the squelching drag of her soaked walls clinging to him on every withdrawal.

"Yes, that's it! Fuck yes. That's it," I chanted from the front seat, voice hoarse and trembling. "Come on, Paul, give it to her. Hard. That's it. Let her have it. Don't pull out. Fill her up with your cum!"

I couldn't look away—couldn't blink—as Paul pounded into her relentlessly. Cassie's breasts bounced wildly beneath her—nipples painfully erect, dark and swollen—sweat beading on her flushed skin, trickling down between her tits. Her head thrashed against the seat, auburn hair plastered to her neck, mouth open in a continuous wail of pleasure-pain.

As they built toward their shared climax, Paul started to grunt like a bull every time he bottomed out in my wife's little pussy.

Each deep thrust forced a fresh, guttural sound from him—low, animal—his balls slapping wetly against her ass, cock disappearing completely inside her with every plunge. Cassie's face was bright red, and she was inhaling so deeply that I thought she might end up passing out. I could see the sweat glistening from her body—shiny on her throat, between her breasts, on her inner thighs where their combined juices leaked steadily.

Suddenly, Paul stopped thrusting and just pressed his hips down into her as deep as he could go, pinning Cassie to the seat.

He froze—buried to the hilt—his thick cock pulsing visibly inside her, stretching her walls to their limit. Cassie’s back bowed off the leather—legs shaking, heels digging into his ass, nails raking down his back. She reached up, put her arms around his neck, and pulled him tightly to her chest—breasts crushing against his shirt, nipples scraping fabric.

With that, he let out a deep long groan, and she exclaimed, "Oh fuck!"

All motion stopped for a minute—only the sound of their ragged breathing and the faint wet pulse of his cock buried deep inside her. Then—slowly, deliberately—Paul began the final strokes.

With a couple of last slow, almost loving strokes, Paul pulled his long, wet cock out of my exhausted wife's cum filled pussy.

The withdrawal was agonizingly gradual—every veined inch dragging against her sensitive walls, making her whimper and shudder. When the thick head finally popped free, a thick flood of his cum followed—hot, white, pouring out of her stretched entrance in heavy ropes. It spilled down her ass, coating her thighs, pooling on the leather beneath her. Her pussy gaped slightly—lips swollen, red, fluttering—as more of his load leaked out, thick and creamy, mixing with her own juices.

Cassie collapsed fully—legs still splayed, chest heaving, face slack with exhausted bliss. Cum dripped from her pussy in slow, obscene streams; her clit throbbed visibly, oversensitive and twitching. She looked wrecked—beautifully, utterly wrecked—hair matted to her forehead, breasts streaked with sweat and his earlier load, pussy overflowing with another man’s seed.

She looked up at me in the mirror—eyes glassy, tears clinging to her lashes—then managed a small, trembling smile.

“He… he filled me, Steve,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “So much… I can feel it everywhere.”

Paul stayed kneeling between her thighs—cock still half-hard, glistening with their combined mess—watching her with quiet satisfaction.

I stared—heart pounding, cock aching—jealousy and awe twisting together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

My wife—my Cassie—had just been fucked raw and filled by another man.

And she was smiling at me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The car smelled of sex—sweat, cum, her arousal—thick and heady.

As we all slowly drifted back down to Earth in the car, I opened the car window a little just to let out some of the hot, musty air. That was the first time in several minutes that I had the presence of mind to look around the parking lot for witnesses.

The lot was still quiet—empty rows under the sodium lights, no other cars close enough to have seen anything. The windows were fogged, the air inside thick with the raw smell of sex: sweat, Cassie's sweet musk, Paul's darker scent, the sharp tang of cum still leaking from her. I cracked the window wider, letting in a cool rush of night air that made Cassie shiver where she lay.

"Oh my God, Cassie, that was incredible," moaned Paul. "Thank you. I've honestly never had a woman take me like that before."

His voice was low, rough from exertion—still catching his breath. He sat back against the opposite door, trousers pulled up but not fastened, cock still half-hard and glistening against his thigh.

"Oh, she's truly special," I agreed, voice hoarse, eyes never leaving her in the rearview. "But until tonight, even I had never seen her quite like that."

Cassie was just lying there with her legs still spread wide open. She had thrown one of her arms up and was using it to cover her eyes, so I couldn't read the emotions on her face. Her yellow sundress remained bunched around her waist like a belt; her breasts rose and fell with heavy, uneven breaths, nipples still swollen and dark, streaked with dried cum and sweat. Between her thighs, her pussy was a beautiful, wrecked mess—lips puffy and red, gaping slightly from the stretch, thick white rivulets of Paul's load slowly leaking out, sliding down her perineum, pooling on the leather beneath her ass. The sight made my stomach twist—jealousy, awe, lingering arousal all at once.

I was starting to get a little worried that now reality was flooding back into the car; she might be feeling guilty. That wasn't what I needed at that moment.

"Are you alright, Cassie?" I asked, turning fully in the seat to face her.

"Uh-huh," she whispered.

The word was soft, almost childlike—exhausted, distant. Her arm stayed over her eyes; her legs remained open, like she was too spent to close them.

"Did Paul make you feel good?"

"Uh-huh," she repeated, still giving almost nothing away about how she was feeling.

Her voice cracked slightly on the second syllable—raw from moaning, from screaming his name. I reached back, brushed my fingers gently along her ankle, up her calf—needing some contact, some reassurance.

"Would you like to say goodbye to Paul?"

She lowered her arm slowly—eyes fluttering open—glassy, tear-streaked, but not regretful. She looked at him—then at me—then back to him.

"Goodbye, Paul," she whispered. "That was… really nice. Thank you."

Her voice trembled, but there was a small, shy smile tugging at her swollen lips—almost proud.

"Well, I do need to get going," Paul said gently, tucking himself away with careful movements. "I don't want my wife to start wondering where I am." He paused, eyes warm on her. "Thank you so much. That really was wonderful. I hope we can do it again sometime soon."

"Thank you for meeting us, Paul," I replied. "And thank you for taking care of Cassie like that. I'll certainly be in touch soon."

Then it suddenly hit me that I'd just thanked another man for fucking my wife!

The words echoed in my head—absurd, surreal, and somehow perfectly right. Paul gave a small nod—respectful, satisfied—then opened the door. Cool night air rushed in again, carrying the faint scent of distant rain. He stepped out, closed the door quietly, and walked back to his SUV.

I watched him pull away—taillights fading into the dark—until the lot was silent again.

Once he had left, I got out to join my freshly-fucked wife in the back seat.

The door clicked shut behind me. The space felt smaller now—intimate, heavy with the aftermath. Cassie hadn't moved—still sprawled, legs open, dress rucked up, cum still leaking slowly from her swollen pussy in thick, white rivulets. Her chest rose and fell unevenly; sweat glistened on her skin; her auburn hair clung damply to her forehead and neck.

"Are you okay, babe?" I asked again.

"Yes...I just….urm….. I just hope you're not mad at me," she replied softly.

Her voice was small, raw—still hoarse from screaming, from moaning his name, from the way she'd begged for more. She lay beneath me now—legs still splayed open, yellow sundress bunched uselessly around her waist, breasts bare and streaked with dried sweat and cum. Her auburn hair clung damply to her forehead and neck; her cheeks were flushed deep rose, eyes glassy and distant, like she was still half-lost in the aftershocks. Between her thighs, her pussy was a beautiful, wrecked mess—lips swollen and red, gaping slightly from Paul's thick stretch, thick white rivulets of his load still leaking out slowly, sliding down her perineum, pooling on the leather seat beneath her ass.

"Babe, how could I be mad at you?" I said, voice thick with emotion. "You were incredible! But I must say, I really never thought you would get into it quite as much as that."

"I know, baby," she whispered, eyes flicking to mine—vulnerable, searching. "I don't know what got into me."

"Oh, I think I know what got into you, alright," I teased gently, leaning down to brush my lips over her temple. "In fact, I saw every inch of what got into you. Did it feel good?"

"Uh-hum."

The sound was soft—almost shy—but the way her hips shifted slightly beneath me, thighs parting wider, told me more than words could.

"Did you like feeling his big thick cock inside you, you bad girl?" I teased her as I moved into position over her and reached down to fumble with my own zipper and pants.

My fingers shook—adrenaline, lust, awe all crashing together—as I worked them down over my hips. My cock sprang free—painfully hard, dark with blood, leaking steadily from the tip. I fell on top of Cassie, between her still-open legs—chest pressing against her sweat-slick breasts, nipples dragging across my shirt. My throbbing cock brushed her swollen entrance—sliding through the slick mess Paul had left behind.

As I leaned in to whisper hoarsely into her ear, I could feel just how warm and damp her skin was, and I could feel the heat rising from her exposed body. As I pressed closer to her, the tip of my cock pressed slightly into her opening. It felt so warm, but the strangest sensation was how slick and gooey it felt.

Paul's cum coated everything—hot, thick, slippery—making her entrance feel like liquid silk. My head slipped inside easily—too easily—her walls loose and swollen from his stretch, welcoming me with a wet, welcoming squelch.

"Oh, God, babe, you're so wet," I continued, voice cracking. "Have you been a bad girl? Did you let someone else fuck you?"

"Uh-hum."

The admission came out soft, almost reverent—like she was confessing a secret she still couldn't quite believe herself.

"Oh, you nasty, nasty, little slut."

I pushed my painfully hard cock in further, and despite my best effort, I couldn't resist the urge to slide my cock all the way in and feel her hot, velvety, silky smoothness.

The sensation was devastating—her pussy hot, slick, loose around me, walls fluttering weakly after the pounding she'd taken. Paul's cum squelched around my shaft—thick and creamy—coating every inch as I sank deeper, bottoming out with a wet slap against her cervix. It felt like fucking warm velvet pudding—sloppy, overflowing, filled with another man's seed. Every thrust pushed more of it out—white rivulets leaking around my cock, dripping down her ass, soaking my balls.

"Oh my god, baby!" I groaned, hips jerking involuntarily. "Your pussy feels so juicy and seriously loose! I can't believe you let him fuck you with that huge cock. You let him stretch you out like this, and then you let him cum inside you! What sort of girl are you?"

"I'm a really bad girl, baby," she replied in a deep, throaty whisper—voice wrecked, eyes locked on mine. "I wanted him to butter my bun for you. Do you like how it feels?"

I had to stop for a second, just long enough to rip my shirt over my head and throw it toward the front seat. I needed skin-on-skin—needed to feel every damp, fever-hot inch of her pressed against me after what I’d just witnessed. After the relentless stretching and creaming Paul had given her, her pussy felt so loose and sloppy that my very average-sized cock wasn’t doing much other than gliding through warm, overflowing silk. Every shallow thrust pushed more of his thick load out around my shaft—hot, creamy rivulets coating my balls, dripping down her ass crack, soaking into the already-stained leather beneath us. The sensation was devastating: like plunging into a molten, velvety custard—thick, slippery, still faintly pulsing from her earlier orgasms with him. To this day I’ve never found the perfect words for it. The closest I can come is to say it felt like fucking a warm, overflowing pudding—except this pudding had been baked by my own sexy little wife, still slick and stretched and filled from another man’s massive cock.

The smell hit me hardest—her sweet, heady musk now overlaid with the sharp, salty tang of Paul’s cum, the faint leather scent of the seat, the lingering woodsy trace of his cologne clinging to her skin and hair. Every breath I took was thick with it, intoxicating, filthy, permanent. Her sweat-slick breasts pressed against my chest, nipples dragging across my skin like hard little points of fire. Her thighs trembled around my hips; her arms wrapped loosely around my neck, fingers threading into my hair as if anchoring herself to me in the aftermath.

"Oh, you dirty little slut," I moaned against the damp curve of her neck, hips jerking forward in short, desperate thrusts. "I can’t fucking believe what you did for me. You are such an amazing wife. You’re so naughty. You just wait until you see what I have planned for you next time."

I was starting to get carried away—words spilling out faster than I could control them—but the images were burned into my skull: Paul’s dark, veined shaft disappearing inside her, her moans rising higher with every deep plunge, her body shaking as she came on him—twice—harder than she ever had with me. Combined with the feel of her—warm, sweaty, freshly-fucked—and the smell of her skin and his seed leaking out around my cock, it was driving me insane. Her pussy squelched obscenely with every stroke; the creamy mess of Paul’s load mixed with her own juices leaked out in thick white strands, coating my balls, dripping down her ass, soaking the seat beneath us.

Suddenly, I knew I was at the point of no return. My balls tightened—sharp, almost painful—as I started pumping steadily, short frantic thrusts that pushed more of his cum out around me with every plunge. My orgasm started all the way down in my toes—tingling, rushing up my legs, coiling tight in my groin—and after only a handful of strokes I felt it hit. The sensation was so powerful I nearly doubled over with pleasure as spurt after spurt exploded out of my cock, adding my own load to the slippery soup already inside her. I kept pumping—desperate, erratic—thrusting through the waves until I had nothing left to give. Then, like every drop of energy had just drained from my body, I collapsed on top of Cassie, pressing myself against her big, soft boobs as we both panted in the humid air.

I stayed buried inside her—softening quickly now—feeling the warm, gooey mess we’d made together. My cock slipped out with a wet, obscene sound; more cum leaked from her stretched entrance—thick, white, mixing with mine now—pooling between her thighs in slow, creamy rivulets.

I knew she hadn’t come. Not even close. Her body was still loose, still sensitive from Paul, still full of him. I’d barely lasted—barely made a dent in the creamy mess he’d left behind. The jealousy twisted again—sharp, humiliating—but it only made the afterglow sweeter, darker, more intense.

I lifted my head just enough to look at her. Her eyes were half-lidded, cheeks flushed, lips swollen and still shiny from Paul’s cock. A faint tremor ran through her body every few seconds—like aftershocks still rippling under her skin.

"Oh, god, baby," I moaned against her neck, voice cracking. "Thank you. Thank you so much, thank you for doing that. You really are so good to me. God, I love you. I hope you enjoyed it, too."

"It was okay," she murmured, voice soft and still hoarse from screaming his name. "Paul is a really nice guy. I’m just glad I could do it for you."

She said it with a mischievous little smile—eyes half-lidded, cheeks still flushed—but there was something underneath: satisfaction, maybe even a quiet glow. She hadn’t come with me. Not even close. Her body was still loose, still sensitive from Paul, still full of him. I’d barely lasted—barely made a dent in the creamy mess he’d left behind. The jealousy twisted again—sharp, humiliating—but it only made the afterglow sweeter, darker, more intense.

I kissed her slowly—deep, possessive—tasting the faint salt of Paul on her tongue, the sweetness of her mouth underneath. She kissed me back with lazy affection, arms looping around my neck, legs still loosely wrapped around my waist.

After a couple more minutes of quiet breathing—her heartbeat slowing against my chest—we slowly pulled ourselves together. I helped her sit up, wiped between her legs with the paper towels I’d stashed in the car, but it was hopeless—more cum kept leaking out with every movement, thick and white, streaking her inner thighs. She winced slightly as she pulled the yellow sundress back down over her body, the thin fabric clinging to her sweat-damp skin, doing nothing to hide how thoroughly fucked she looked: nipples still visibly hard, thighs slick, a faint tremble in her legs when she tried to stand.

We moved back to the front seats. When Cassie sat down, she let out a soft gasp.

"Oh shit, baby! I’m leaking everywhere!"

Thick strands of our combined cum were already sliding down her inner thighs, soaking into the leather. She shifted uncomfortably, pressing her legs together, but it only made more leak out onto the seat—creamy, white, obscene.

"Here, use these," I said, handing her more paper towels from the fresh roll I’d put in the car earlier.

She cleaned herself as best she could—wiping between her legs, the paper coming away soaked and streaked—then looked over at me with that same mischievous little smile she’d worn earlier.

"Wow, baby… you really did think of everything, didn’t you?"

Both of us were just lost in our own thoughts as we drove home in almost silence. The city lights blurred past the windows in streaks of gold and red; the radio played low, some late-night jazz station neither of us bothered to change. I kept stealing glances at her—at the way she sat with her thighs pressed tightly together, at the faint glow still on her cheeks, at the small, secret smile that kept playing at the corners of her lips. She looked content. Satisfied. Maybe even a little proud.

Every few minutes she’d shift in her seat—wincing slightly—and I’d catch the faint, wet sound of more cum leaking out, soaking into the leather, into the dress. She never complained. She just sighed softly, like she was savoring the ache between her legs.

I was absolutely thrilled that things had turned out even better than I had any reason to expect. But underneath the thrill, a new feeling was growing—the knowledge that something fundamental had shifted tonight. My wife had just been fucked senseless by another man… and she had loved it.

Then suddenly, at a red light, Cassie turned to me, her voice soft but unmistakably curious.

"Steve… did you get any other responses from your Craigslist ad?"

She asked it casually, almost innocently.

But the way her thighs squeezed together, the way her nipples were still visibly hard against the thin yellow dress, and the hungry little spark in her eyes told me everything I needed to know.

This wasn’t the end.

It was only the beginning.

The light turned green.

I eased off the brake.

And we drove on—into whatever came next.


Chapter

Six months later.

I pushed open the front door a little after eleven, the faint smell of pub beer and cigarette smoke clinging to my jacket. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the kitchen light and the soft clink of dishes in the sink. My friends had kept me out longer than planned—old stories, too many pints—but the whole drive home I’d been thinking about her. About us. About how nothing had really gone back to “normal” since that night in the parking lot.

I kicked off my shoes in the hall and padded toward the kitchen in socks.

And froze in the doorway.

Cassie was bent over the sink—completely naked.

Her big, round ass was pointed right at me, pale cheeks glowing under the warm overhead light, thighs slightly parted. Her auburn hair hung forward in loose waves, brushing the counter. She was washing something—a plate, maybe—but the moment she heard my footsteps she looked over her shoulder.

Our eyes met.

She smiled—slow, wicked, knowing.

And then it happened.

A long, wet, unmistakable queef rolled out of her stretched pussy—loud enough to echo off the tiled walls. A thick, creamy gush followed immediately—white cum splattering onto the floor in heavy drops, some clinging to her inner thighs, some dripping straight down in slow, obscene strings.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t blush. Just kept smiling at me over her shoulder, one eyebrow raised like she’d been waiting for this exact moment all evening.

I crossed the kitchen in three strides.

My belt was already unbuckled before I reached her. Zipper down. Cock out—already half-hard from the sight of her, from the sound, from the smell of sex that hit me the second I got close. I grabbed her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and lined myself up.

She arched her back a little more—ass lifting toward me, pussy still leaking, lips puffy and red and gaping slightly from whoever had been here before me tonight.

I thrust in.

No resistance. Just hot, slick, creamy heat swallowing me whole. Paul’s—or whoever’s—cum squelched around my cock instantly, coating every inch, dripping down my balls as I bottomed out in one smooth stroke. She was so loose, so full, so used that I barely felt the walls—just endless, slippery warmth.

Cassie let out a soft, breathy laugh.

I leaned over her back, chest to her spine, lips at her ear.

“Is it in yet?” she asked, voice low and teasing, that same mischievous lilt she’d used six months ago.

I groaned—half laugh, half frustration—and gave her one hard thrust that made more cum leak out around me.

“Fuck you,” I muttered, grinning against her neck. “You know damn well it’s in.”

She giggled—low, wicked—then pushed back against me, grinding slowly.

“Barely,” she whispered. “I can hardly feel you, baby. He was so much bigger tonight.”

The jealousy hit like a punch—sharp, familiar, delicious.

“Yeah?” I growled, pulling almost all the way out, then slamming back in—making her gasp. “How big?”

She moaned softly—head tipping back so her hair brushed my cheek.

“Oh fuck baby, honestly I can’t even explain. Jesus it was fucking huge. Like it was thicker than Paul,” she breathed. “And longer too. I tried to give him head, but I couldn’t get it in my mouth. When he started fucking me I thought he was going to split me in half. Had to take him so slow at first… but once he was all the way in? God, Steve… I came so hard I almost blacked out.”

I thrust harder—angry, turned on, desperate—each stroke pushing more of his cum out around my cock, dripping down her thighs, splattering onto the floor between our feet.

“You let him cum inside you again,” I said, voice rough.

“Twice,” she admitted, pushing back to meet me. “First load was huge… filled me up so much I could feel it sloshing every time he moved. Second one… fuck, he just kept going. Didn’t even go soft. Just fucked me through it until I was screaming his name.”

I groaned—hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against her clit.

“You’re such a slut,” I muttered, but there was no anger in it—only awe, lust, love.

“Your slut,” she corrected, reaching back to grab my hip, pulling me deeper. “You picked him, remember? You read his messages. You liked how big his cock was. You told me to wear the short dress. You wanted this.”

I thrust harder—punishing, possessive—making her moan louder.

“Yeah,” I admitted through gritted teeth. “I did. And look at you now—stretched out, leaking another man’s cum all over the kitchen floor. My cock feels like it’s swimming in there.”

She laughed—breathless, filthy—then clenched around me weakly, teasing.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “Can’t feel anything, can you? Too loose after a real cock. Guess you’ll just have to fuck me harder… or maybe next time you can watch him stretch me again. See how much bigger he makes me. See how much I scream when he fills me up.”

The words pushed me over.

I thrust once—twice—then buried myself deep and came with a choked groan—adding my load to the mess already inside her. It wasn’t long. It wasn’t powerful. But it was mine.

I collapsed against her back—panting, trembling—arms wrapping around her waist.

She reached back—threaded her fingers through my hair—turned her head just enough to kiss me softly.

“I love you,” she whispered against my lips.

“I love you too,” I breathed back. “So fucking much.”

We stayed like that for a long minute—her bent over the sink, me still inside her, cum dripping steadily onto the tiles—until she finally straightened, wincing slightly as I slipped out.

She turned in my arms—naked, glowing, cum still streaked down her thighs—and smiled up at me.

“So…” she said, voice playful. “Any more interesting replies lately?”

I laughed—low, helpless—and kissed her again.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “A few.”

Her eyes sparkled.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m not done being bad yet.”
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While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

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

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

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

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

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

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

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

So how did they end up here?

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

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

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

Emma Gets Blacked: A White Wife's Brutal Big Black Journey

Emma couldn't believe what she was seeing as she looked down between her legs at her husband, Steve. His face was turned up toward hers, and it wasn’t the sight of him going down on her that shocked her—he did that often enough. It was the expression on his face. Something she’d never seen before.

Was it fear? Terror might have been closer. No, it wasn’t that. It was disgust.

That look was new. It wasn’t something he’d ever shown while he went down on her before. But then again, she should have expected it. After all, he wasn’t just pleasuring her. He was licking out three huge loads of cum, fresh and sticky, left behind by three big black cocks.

Now, you’re probably wondering: why? Why was he doing it, especially when it was clear how much he hated it?

The answer was simple. After the men left, Steve had tried to take her himself. But his little cock hadn’t been enough—not enough to make her cum, not enough to make her forget. And now, he was here, tongue buried between her thighs, desperate to reclaim a shred of his pride the only way he could.
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