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Chapter 1 


If you’d asked me six months ago whether I’d ever want to see my wife with another man—especially a Black man with a cock twice the size of mine—I probably would’ve laughed. Not because I thought it was wrong, or even impossible, but because it was one of those things guys watch on their phones in the dark and then close out of with shaky fingers and a lingering mix of guilt and arousal. Just a fantasy. A tab, a video, a moan in the background as some beautiful white wife gets stretched open by someone bigger, darker, and more confident than her husband ever could be.

I think a lot of men have the fantasy. Probably millions. It’s right there in the trending searches—wife bred, interracial, hotwife, cuckold—the usual spiral. You watch enough of those clips and you start to imagine what it would be like if it was your wife, your marriage, your life unraveling in the most thrilling, humiliating way.

But that’s all it was. A fantasy. Something private I’d never even thought to mention to Jenny. We were normal. Boring, even. Married eight years, comfortable routines, occasional date nights, missionary sex with the lights off. I loved her—I still do—but nothing about our life suggested we’d ever leave that safe little bubble.

Then again, life doesn’t always ask permission before it veers off course. Sometimes it just...happens. You meet someone, the right moment unfolds, and suddenly you’re living in a version of your life you never saw coming—one that turns you on more than you ever thought possible, and terrifies you just as much.

It was one of those still, golden Sunday mornings where everything feels suspended in a kind of quiet ease—the air warm, the sky clear, the distant hum of lawnmowers and birdsong filtering through open windows. I remember stepping out onto our little landing with a mug of coffee, expecting nothing more than another lazy day, when I first spotted him.

He was climbing the stairs with an easy confidence, broad shoulders framed by a fitted black t-shirt, a leather duffel slung casually over one arm. Tall, athletic, effortlessly composed—he looked like someone out of a movie. I assumed he must be our new neighbor, and I was right. But before I had the chance to say anything, he took the lead, flashing a warm, easy smile and introducing himself: Chris Brandon.

We ended up chatting for a while right there on the landing, the conversation flowing with a surprising naturalness. He told us about his job as an airline pilot, working in these strange, almost dreamlike cycles—four days on, three days off, with longer stretches sprinkled in depending on the route. There was something about the way he spoke—relaxed but self-assured, like a man fully at ease in his own skin. From the start, we both liked him. Chris had a way of making you feel like an old friend five minutes after meeting him.

There was something refreshing about the idea of making a new connection in our otherwise sleepy complex. Jenny and I had spent years surrounded by quiet neighbors who barely made eye contact, let alone conversation, so the novelty of meeting someone close to our age—someone cool—felt unexpectedly exciting. Jenny smiled and asked him if he’d like to come over for dinner the next night. He didn’t hesitate. He said he’d love to.

That simple invitation marked the beginning of something we couldn’t have predicted. An evening of laughter, stories, and wine was ahead of us—but even in that moment, I noticed it. The way Jenny looked at him. That flicker in her eyes—not overt, but unmistakable. A current of curiosity, of energy. Chris wasn’t just attractive—he was striking. Standing at six foot two with the lean, carved physique of a college athlete, he moved like someone used to being watched. Every inch of him radiated strength and quiet confidence, wrapped in rich, dark skin that made his presence feel somehow more vivid, more undeniable.

That first evening was just...easy. There’s really no other word for it. We set out to be polite neighbors, welcoming the new guy on the block, and it ended up feeling like we’d known Chris for years. Jenny made one of her signature pastas, the kind she breaks out for company, and we cracked open a bottle of red—then a second, somewhere between the salad and dessert. The conversation never lagged. Chris had that kind of warmth that made silences comfortable and stories funnier than they should be.

It was all very normal, very suburban. Three adults around a dinner table, plates scraped clean, wine glasses half-full, the low murmur of music in the background. At one point, Jenny leaned in, grinning just a little too much from the wine, and asked Chris if the rumors about airline pilots were true. You know, the clichés—mile-high club, flirty flight attendants, mid-air blowjobs behind the curtain.

Chris laughed, deep and relaxed, and shook his head. “People think it’s nonstop debauchery, but ninety-nine percent of the time, it’s just coffee and turbulence,” he said. “I mean, do you know how small those cockpits are?” He smirked at his own unintentional pun, and Jenny giggled. “There’s barely room to fly the plane, let alone anything else.”

She pressed, teasingly, “So that other one percent… is that where the fun happens?”

Chris just gave her a lazy shrug and a half-smile. “Let’s just say things are a little more relaxed once we’re on the ground. Some crews get pretty close on layovers. But nothing like what people imagine mid-flight. You’d lose your license for half the stuff those rumors claim.”

It was vague. Noncommittal. But the way he said it, the glint in his eye—it left just enough unsaid. Jenny sipped her wine and tilted her head, clearly intrigued. I watched her watching him, her expression somewhere between amused and curious, and I could already see that a subtle spark had been lit.

Still, nothing about the night felt inappropriate. We laughed a lot. We traded stories. And by the time Chris stood to leave, hours had passed without any awkwardness. If anything, it just felt good to connect with someone. After the door closed behind him, Jenny turned to me with a soft smile and said, “He’s going to be a fun neighbor.” I didn’t disagree.

Over the weeks that followed, Chris quickly became a fixture in our lives. Sometimes he’d come by to catch a football game and have a beer, other times he and Jenny would go running together around the lake. It wasn’t unusual to bump into him midweek or share dinner again when our schedules lined up. It felt natural, easy—like the kind of friendship we hadn’t realized we’d been missing.

One night, over takeout and a few beers, we found out he’d been single for about six months. His ex had left him for a woman, which he shared with a shrug and a grin, clearly not bitter. “Honestly, I should’ve seen it coming,” he said, chuckling. “She watched more girl-on-girl porn than I did. Loved it more than me, I think.” Jenny nearly choked on her wine laughing. He just grinned wider and added, “We’re still cool. She sends me memes now and then. Mostly about how clueless men are.”

It only made him more likable—open, self-deprecating, the kind of guy who could laugh at himself without a trace of ego. And bit by bit, what started as neighborly politeness was beginning to feel like something deeper, even if we didn’t quite realize it at the time.


Chapter 2


It was a lazy Saturday evening, one of those nights that start with good food and a bottle of wine and somehow stretch on far past midnight. Chris had come over again—no real plan, just dinner, drinks, and the easy comfort we’d all settled into over the past few months. The music was low, the lighting soft, the kind of glow that makes everything feel a little warmer, a little more intimate. We’d moved from the dining table to the living room, lounging with half-full glasses of red and the pleasant buzz of alcohol making everything feel looser, lighter.

That’s when Chris mentioned it—his company’s Christmas party. It was being held at some fancy resort a few hours away, a big annual event complete with open bar, live music, and a free suite courtesy of the airline. “But I might not even go,” he said, stretching out his legs, swirling the wine in his glass. “Everyone else is bringing dates, and I’m not really in the mood to be the awkward solo guy again.”

Jenny gave him a mock gasp. “You’re seriously thinking of turning down a free hotel suite and an open bar?”

He laughed, but shrugged. “Kind of. It’s not much fun standing around alone while everyone’s slow dancing with their wives or girlfriends. Makes you feel like a spare part.”

And that’s when I said it.

The words came out before I could think them through—half a joke, half a suggestion, but somehow heavier the moment they hit the air. “Why not take Jenny with you?”

There was a beat of silence. Not awkward, but charged. Chris blinked, clearly unsure if I was being serious, and Jenny let out a surprised little laugh, turning to look at me like she wasn’t sure if I’d lost my mind or was just feeling the wine.

But I didn’t backpedal. In fact, I leaned into it. “I mean, why not? You get a date, she gets a weekend at a resort. Free drinks, dancing, hotel breakfast. What’s not to love?”

Their surprise faded into something more thoughtful. I could see it in the way Jenny tilted her head, processing it, and the way Chris chuckled and raised an eyebrow like he wasn’t quite sure what kind of game we were playing. But they were tipsy, relaxed, caught in that space where things feel more possible than they normally would. And I kept going, selling it like it was the most reasonable thing in the world.

“She loves dressing up,” I added. “And you won’t have to worry about standing alone like some sad single guy.”

Jenny looked at Chris. He looked back at her. And then they both looked at me, still smiling but different now—more curious. More open.

We didn’t know it then, not really. None of us saw how something so small—a comment tossed out between sips of wine—would set everything in motion. But looking back now, I can pinpoint it. That moment. That offer. That invitation into something none of us truly understood yet.

Their initial surprise had turned into laughter, then curiosity, and before long—helped along by the wine—I’d somehow managed to talk them into thinking it was a genuinely brilliant idea. The way they looked at each other, grinning and shaking their heads like they couldn’t believe they were actually considering it, told me all I needed to know. In that warm, slightly hazy moment, it all felt harmless. Playful. A bit wild, sure, but still within the bounds of fun.

But later that night, after Chris had said his goodbyes and left us standing in the doorway with that easy smile of his, Jenny turned to me with narrowed eyes and that sharp, inquisitive look she gets when she’s onto something.

“Okay,” she said, crossing her arms, “why did you suggest that?”

I met her gaze and didn’t flinch. “Don’t pretend you’re not a little excited about the idea,” I said, my voice low, a crooked smile tugging at the edge of my mouth.

She raised an eyebrow, skeptical but not entirely unamused. “I should be excited. He’s tall, charming, fit as hell—any woman would be. But that’s not what I’m asking. I want to know why you’re so into it.”

Her eyes didn’t waver. She wasn’t teasing anymore. She was searching, probing, as if she already suspected there was more going on beneath the surface. And in that moment—maybe it was the wine still humming in my blood, maybe it was the sudden rush of adrenaline—I decided to just say it. To let the fantasy that had been quietly simmering in the background finally break the surface.

I took a breath. I felt the weight of it. And then I told her the truth.

“Because every time I see you with him—even just laughing, or brushing past him—fuck I just feel this jolt in my stomach. I don’t know why, but I just get so turned on at the idea of you teasing him, flirting with him. God Jenny, for some reason the idea of you, alone with him for a whole weekend, dressed up, drinking, dancing... it just drives me absolutely crazy. In a good way.”

She blinked, caught off guard for the first time all night.

And just like that, the air between us shifted.

“Really?” Jenny asked, a slow smile spreading across her lips. She stepped closer, her tone light and mocking, but her eyes still sharp. “Don’t you think it’s a little dangerous—sending your wife away for the weekend with a tall, sexy Black man?” She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping just enough to make it feel more intimate. “What if something happened?”

I held her gaze, trying to stay cool. “I’d be fine with it,” I said, evenly. Maybe too evenly.

She tilted her head, amused. “Would you?” she said, drawing out the words. “Okay then, let’s just say—hypothetically—we danced a little too close, had one too many drinks, and ended up back in that big hotel suite. Just the two of us.”

I swallowed.

“And what if—” she grinned now, full mischief “—what if he had a bigger willy than you?”

She said it with a playful lilt, clearly teasing, laughing even as the word left her mouth. But something about the way it landed—innocent, absurd, and yet exactly what I’d imagined in darker, more private moments—hit me like a jolt.

I didn’t answer right away.

She noticed.

Her smile froze for half a beat. “Oh my god,” she said, her voice suddenly softer. “You’re into that. Aren’t you?”

I felt myself getting hard before I could stop it. Just hearing her say it. Hearing her imagine it. I shifted in place, but it was too late—she’d seen the reaction. I tried to laugh it off, but my face was warm, flushed.

Jenny stepped back, eyes wide now—not in judgment, but something closer to fascination.

“Well,” she said, almost breathless, “that’s… interesting.”

“So, seriously, babe,” Jenny said, drawing out the words with an exaggerated innocence, “you’re telling me you’d actually be cool with me having sex with Chris?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, but there was a weight behind the question now. “You’d be okay with me fucking our friend? Our neighbor?” She let that last word hang in the air, twisting it with just enough mock scandal to make my heart beat harder. “The guy who’s over here all the time, watching games with you, drinking your beer?”

“Yep,” I said, my voice low, steady—too steady. “I’ve been thinking about you two since the first night he came over. The night I caught you staring at him. God, it turns me on so much.”

She raised her eyebrows at that, impressed maybe, or amused. But she wasn’t done. She slid onto the arm of the sofa beside me, legs crossed, head tilted just enough to make me nervous.

“And what if…” she began slowly, letting the question stretch out, “what if he had a bigger cock than you?” The teasing tone was still there, but the word hung differently now—heavier, sharper. “Would that turn you on even more?”

I didn’t answer, because I didn’t have to. The look on her face told me she already knew.

But then she leaned in closer, her voice suddenly lower, more curious than mocking. “Would you want to watch me suck it?” she asked. “I mean… if it was big enough?”

I stared at her, stunned. The words were playful, tossed off with a cheeky little shrug—but they hit me like a punch. Jenny wasn’t the kind of woman who offered blowjobs casually. Not unless I asked, not unless I begged. And here she was, talking about going down on Chris like it was some naughty game she’d just thought up.

It shook me. Turned me on. Made me feel something deeper than just arousal—something closer to helplessness, maybe. And she saw it. Saw how rattled I was, how turned on.

Her smile grew a little darker, a little more knowing.

“Wow,” she murmured, almost to herself. “I didn’t think you’d actually like that idea.”

But before I could even open my mouth to respond, Jenny kept going.

“Have you even considered,” she said, eyes narrowing playfully, “that I might not want to fuck him?”

I smiled. “Baby, you don’t have to do anything. But if you did… well, you’ve got the perfect chance this weekend.”

Her brow furrowed, but she wasn’t pulling away—if anything, she leaned in a little closer, as if needing to study my face. “You can’t be serious,” she said quietly. “You’re not actually telling me you’d be okay with this. With me and Chris. That’s not just some little thing. That’s… that’s a big deal. It could change our marriage.”

“I know,” I said, my voice low but steady. “It is a big deal. And maybe it will change things. But every time I picture it—every time I imagine you with him—I get so fucking turned on I can’t think straight. And I just can’t see myself regretting it.”

She stared at me, lips slightly parted, as if trying to gauge whether this was really happening. Whether I meant it.

I took a breath. “Listen, the ball is in your court now. There’s no pressure—none. I just… I saw the chance, and I didn’t want you to miss it if it was something you wanted. That’s all. If you say no, nothing changes. But if you say yes…”

I didn’t have to finish the sentence. She already knew.

We talked a little more about the idea as we lay in bed, both of us quiet now, voices low and lazy in the warm hush of the bedroom. I could tell she was still thinking about it—playing with it in the back of her mind, rolling it around like a stone in her palm. But I didn’t bring it up again. I didn’t press. I didn’t want her to feel like I was trying to steer her into anything. This wasn’t about pressure or convincing—it had to be her choice. Entirely.

So instead, I just held her.

We’d showered and climbed into bed, her skin still carrying the scent of soap and shampoo, clean and soft beneath the sheets. I turned toward her and kissed her shoulder, then the curve of her neck, tasting the warmth there. She let out a soft hum and shifted toward me, her thigh brushing mine. Her eyes met mine in the dim light, and for a moment, nothing needed to be said.

I kissed her, slow and deep, and felt her melt into it. The kind of kiss that pulls you under. Her lips parted for me, her hand resting on my chest, then sliding lower, fingertips trailing down my stomach. I slid my hand over her hip, down the back of her thigh, pulling her closer as I rolled her onto her back. Her legs parted instinctively, and I settled between them, kissing my way down her neck, her collarbone, the soft swell of her breasts.

Her nipples were already hard, and I took my time with them—kissing, licking, gently sucking—until she was squirming beneath me. My hand slid down her stomach, fingers dipping between her thighs. She was soaked.

I circled her clit with my thumb, slowly at first, teasing her just enough to make her moan and lift her hips into my hand. I loved the way her body responded to me—so familiar, yet every time felt like something new. I slipped two fingers inside her and felt her tighten around me, her breath catching.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice thick, her eyes half-lidded.

I didn’t. I worked her slowly, deliberately, drawing out every gasp, every tremble. Her legs wrapped around me as she ground her pussy against my palm, chasing it. Her breathing got louder, sharper, until her whole body arched beneath me—fingers digging into my shoulders as she came hard, back bowed, head thrown back in a raw, beautiful release.

I didn’t give her long to recover.

She barely had time to catch her breath before she pushed me back and climbed on top, straddling me with that slow, confident roll of her hips I knew so well. Her hair was damp from the shower, falling around her face as she reached down and guided my cock into her.

She sank down onto me with a low moan, taking all of me in one long, fluid motion.

Her pussy was soaked, still pulsing from her orgasm, and it made me groan as she started to move—slow at first, grinding her hips in tight circles, riding me deep, her hands pressed against my chest for leverage. I watched her, completely mesmerized. The way her breasts bounced, the soft flush rising in her cheeks, the way her lips parted when she bit back a moan. She looked so fucking sexy, so alive, and the fact that I had just confessed my darkest fantasy to her—and she hadn’t run from it—only made me want her more.

She rode me harder, faster, until the sound of her skin slapping against mine filled the room. I reached up and grabbed her hips, holding her in place so I could thrust up into her, meeting her rhythm, feeling the tight heat of her cunt clenching around me.

She leaned forward, her body pressed against mine now, and kissed me as we moved together—deep, hungry kisses that tasted like lust and something deeper. Something that still belonged only to us.

When I felt her start to tremble again, I knew she was close. Her breathing was ragged, her moans desperate, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

We came together, her pussy squeezing around my cock as I spilled into her, pulling her tight against me as our bodies shook and strained in the dark.

Afterward, she collapsed onto my chest, both of us covered in sweat, breathing hard, hearts pounding.

I ran my fingers through her hair and kissed her forehead.

Still, I said nothing more about Chris.

She needed space to think, to feel, to want it for herself. And I wanted to give her that.

For now, I was happy just to feel her body against mine, her skin warm and soft, the weight of her resting there like something safe.


Chapter 3


That Monday afternoon, Jenny messaged me from work and asked if I could meet her at the mall later. She said she needed to shop for the upcoming weekend—and since it was my idea, I should be the one to fund her new outfit. I had a feeling my credit card was about to take a serious hit. It was a black-tie event, and Jenny never needed much convincing to claim she had absolutely nothing to wear.

What made it all the more striking was how far she’d come over the past couple of years. There’d been a rough stretch following her promotion at the clinic—a huge step forward in her career, but one that came with intense pressure. The hours were brutal, the expectations higher, and for a while, she’d barely had time to breathe. Between skipped workouts, takeout dinners, and a creeping habit of comfort eating late at night, the weight had piled on gradually—until one day she realized she was 45 pounds heavier and hardly recognized herself in the mirror.

To make matters worse, she’d even started smoking again. After nearly seven years smoke-free, the stress had worn her down. At first, it was just one or two here and there, usually after a late shift. But before long, it was back to a pack a day. She hated it. She hated how she looked, how she felt, and she hated that she’d slipped into old habits she thought she'd left behind.

But when she finally snapped out of it, she really snapped out of it. She got serious. No shortcuts. She started meal-prepping on Sundays, cutting back on sugar, working out four mornings a week even when she was exhausted. The cigarettes were the last thing to go, but she kicked those too, cold turkey. And now, standing in front of the high-end stores at the mall, she looked better than she ever had. Not just slimmer—stronger, more toned, confident in a way that came from knowing what it took to get there.

I met her near the designer section, and we started weaving through racks of sleek, expensive dresses. There was a strange kind of energy between us, a low hum of tension we both felt but weren’t quite acknowledging. Maybe it was the weight of everything still lingering in the air after our conversation about Chris. Maybe this shopping trip was her way of processing things—or making me squirm a little. If it was, it was working. I was ready to pay, both literally and otherwise.

About twenty minutes in, we stepped into one of the most upscale boutiques in the mall. At the center of a display, lit like something sacred, hung a dress that stopped us both. It was long and black, sleek and backless, with a halter neckline that plunged daringly low. Jenny walked straight to it, running her fingers down the fabric, not even bothering to check the price tag before heading to the fitting room.

When she stepped out, my breath caught. The dress clung to her body like it had been made for her. She wasn’t wearing a bra—she couldn’t have, not with that neckline—and her pert C-cups sat high and perfect, the deep cut just hinting at the edges of her nipples beneath the smooth fabric. Her auburn curls spilled over her bare back, the dark waves contrasting against the pale cream of her skin like something out of a perfume ad. People stopped to look. Not subtly, either. Every man—and more than a few women—turned to stare.

I didn’t even pretend to hesitate. She wasn’t taking that dress off unless it was in our bedroom. I pulled out my card before she could change her mind.

“You really like that dress, don’t you?” I asked as we left the store, still slightly dazed.

She glanced at me, her smile sly. “You have no idea how good you make me feel in it. I almost dragged you into the changing room.” Her eyes flicked back toward the boutique. “Did you see everyone staring at me?”

“Not only did I see them,” I murmured, slipping an arm around her waist, “I know exactly why they couldn’t look away.”

The thought of her wearing that to the party—with him watching—made my pulse quicken.

“So,” I asked, doing my best to keep my cool, “where to now?”

Jenny grinned and kissed my cheek. “Oh, we’re not done yet,” she said, already walking ahead with a mischievous bounce in her step. “If I’m going to look that good, I’ll need new shoes too.”

And just like that, she disappeared into the next store, leaving me to chase after her, my heart pounding and my wallet trembling.

Thirty minutes later, we’d secured the final piece of the look—an impossibly sexy pair of black stiletto heels. The kind of shoes that weren’t made for walking, but for being admired. Jenny held the box with a grin, clearly pleased with herself. And with every new addition to her wardrobe, the anticipation coiling in my gut grew more intense.

“Do you need anything else?” I asked, trying to sound casual, though I could already feel my credit card whimpering in my wallet.

She turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye, the kind that always made me nervous in the best way. “Well… there are a few more things,” she said sweetly. “And since you’ve been such a generous husband today, I might even let you help me pick them.”

That caught my attention. “Oh? What kind of things?”

Jenny leaned in, lowering her voice just enough to make the hair on my neck stand up. “I had a little chat with Chris today,” she said, watching my face carefully. “He mentioned the resort has a pool and a hot tub. So… I might need a swimsuit. And let’s be honest—there’s no way I can wear that dress without getting some new underwear. Something appropriate.” Her tone curled around the word. “And… well, who knows what else I might need. Just in case I decide to take you up on your little offer. If I’m going to seduce Chris, I’ll need to look my absolute best.”

She didn’t blink as she said it. Her voice was light, still playful—but the words landed like a punch to the chest. My face flushed instantly. My cock twitched hard in my jeans.

Jenny saw it all, and her lips curved into a knowing smirk. “You really are turned on by this, aren’t you?”

I didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. I met her gaze, pulse racing, and nodded. “Can’t you tell?”

The air between us was thick now—tighter, hotter. Her teasing hadn’t lost its edge, but there was something else beneath it. Something more uncertain. More real.

She held my eyes a second longer, then tilted her head, her voice dipping to a husky whisper. “Look… I’m not making any promises about this weekend. Okay? But I have been thinking about it. A lot. And it was your idea, after all. So I can’t see why I shouldn’t have a little fun.”

My heart pounded as I raised my hands in mock surrender. “No pressure,” I said, smiling gently, even as my cock strained against my zipper. “You do whatever you want, only if you want. I promise—I’ll be okay with whatever happens. I’ll always love you. That’s never going to change.”

She stared at me for a moment, the playful mask flickering just slightly—enough to show me that she understood the weight of what we were stepping into. Then she exhaled slowly, a small, wicked smile returning to her lips.

“Good,” she said. “Now let’s go find something really slutty.”

And just like that, we were off again—her walking ahead with a new kind of confidence in her step, and me trailing behind, stunned, aroused, and already wondering if this was the moment everything truly began.

Jenny led me straight into an upscale underwear boutique, moving with the kind of casual confidence that made my pulse quicken. As we stepped inside, she turned to me and said, with perfect nonchalance, “I’m definitely going to need two pairs. I mean… it would be unacceptable to wear the same ones twice.”

I opened my mouth to ask who, exactly, would find that unacceptable—but then thought better of it. I just smiled, nodded, and followed her deeper into the shop, deciding to shut up and enjoy the ride.

From there, things only got hotter. Watching Jenny step into changing rooms with armfuls of swimwear, knowing full well that I was imagining her wearing those suits for someone else, was hands-down one of the most erotically torturous experiences of my life. Every time the curtain shifted or she emerged to show me a new option, I couldn’t stop picturing Chris—peeling each piece off her, sliding his hands over the body I knew so well, tasting the skin that still belonged to me.

And the worst part? She knew exactly what I was thinking. Jenny caught every glance, every swallowed breath, and smirked each time like she was enjoying watching me squirm.

Eventually, she narrowed it down to two options. The first was a deep red one-piece with the sides cut away—just a thin strip of fabric connecting the bust to the bottom, hugging her curves in a way that left little to the imagination. The second was a black bandeau bikini, sleek and understated but sexy in a way that felt more deliberate. Not quite slutty, but undeniably provocative. Like a woman who knew exactly how to turn a man’s head without ever having to try too hard.

She didn’t say it, but I could see the decision forming behind her eyes. If Jenny wanted to seduce Chris, she absolutely could. And judging by the teasing lilt in her voice and the kind of things she wasn’t saying, that possibility was starting to feel less hypothetical by the second.

With swimwear in the bag, there was only one thing left: lingerie. She saved it for last on purpose—I could tell by the way she bit her lip when we stepped into the store.

“I’m going to need two sets,” she said lightly, brushing her fingers across a rack of lace. “Something black for the dress, and something for Saturday night.” Then she glanced at me, her voice dipping just enough to make my cock twitch. “I figured you could choose. You know what guys find sexy. And if nothing happens… well, you’ll get to see me in them anyway.”

Her tone was still playful, but her eyes locked onto mine as she said it, holding me there, testing me.

I swallowed hard and nodded, already imagining her in the kinds of things I was about to pick out.

Because of the plunging neckline of her dress, she reminded me—without even a hint of shame—that she wouldn’t be needing a bra for the black set. That thought alone nearly made me forget how to walk. I went straight for the most seductive ensemble I could find: a sheer black lace g-string, a matching suspender belt, and thigh-high stockings with a delicate lace trim. The thought of Chris catching even a glimpse of her in that set sent a shiver down my spine.

She watched silently as I handed her the pieces. Her lips curled into a wicked smile, but she didn’t say a word—just turned and headed toward the changing room, hips swaying in a way that felt almost like a dare.

While she was inside, I wandered, still high on the rush of the moment, and picked out the second set: a white lace half-cup push-up bra and matching g-string, with slim suspenders and sheer thigh-highs. It was simple. Classic. And absolutely devastating. I knew exactly what it would do to her body.

When she returned, she looked at the white set and smiled, this time with something softer in her eyes. “I’ll decide what I wear Saturday night based on what you picked,” she said. “But… I like both. A lot.”

That was all I needed to hear.

As we paid and left the store, the anticipation between us was a live wire. Every step we took felt like we were inching closer to something—something dangerous, thrilling, and irreversible.

I kept imagining her trying on each outfit at home, letting me watch as she modeled them… maybe even letting me help her decide which one to wear for him.

Chris would have to be made of stone not to want to fuck her the second he saw her like that—and God, I hoped he wasn’t.

With the bags finally in hand, we made our way out of the mall. My arms were heavy with the weight of everything we’d bought. But it was nothing compared to the weight of what we were walking toward.

And I wasn’t sure I’d ever been more turned on in my entire life.

Once we got home, Jenny insisted on trying everything on again—just to “make sure it all fit perfectly,” though I suspected she also wanted to watch me squirm a little more. She modeled each outfit with deliberate, unhurried flair, clearly enjoying the attention. The black dress. The cut-out swimsuit. That tiny bandeau bikini. Every look was accompanied by a smirk, a raised brow, a knowing glance over her shoulder to see just how hard I was clenching my jaw.

And then she saved the white lingerie for last.

She disappeared into the bathroom with it, closing the door with a wicked grin. When she finally stepped out, I damn near forgot how to breathe.

She looked incredible. The half-cup bra pushed her breasts high, barely covering anything, and the matching g-string hugged her hips perfectly. The suspenders and stockings were just enough to make the whole look feel sinful. She knew exactly what she was doing as she walked across the bedroom, slowly, confidently, letting me drink her in.

I reached for her, hands already trembling with need, but the second my fingers brushed her skin, she stepped back and slapped them away.

“Uh uh,” she said sweetly, turning back toward the mirror. “Sorry, baby… but I’ve decided we’re not having sex this week.”

I blinked. “What?”

She didn’t look at me—just smiled at her reflection as she adjusted the straps of her bra. “No sex until after I get back,” she said, like it was the most reasonable decision in the world. “So technically, the next person I fuck…” She paused just long enough to let the tension build. “...might not be you.”

My heart stopped. My cock throbbed.

She said it so casually, so matter-of-factly, while standing there in the sexiest lingerie I’d ever seen her wear. She turned slightly to the side, admiring the curve of her ass in the mirror, then glanced over her shoulder at me, eyes sparkling.

“You know,” she said, “the last time I wore something like this was our wedding night.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah,” I said. “I guess it was.”

“I forgot how good it feels,” she murmured, her voice soft but sultry. “This one was a really good choice, honey. You have great taste. It makes me feel so…” She trailed off, running her fingers slowly down her stomach. “Sexy. Confident. Almost like a bride again.”

And just like that, she unclasped the bra and let it slide off her shoulders, her breasts falling free. She didn’t cover up. She didn’t look embarrassed. She just turned, walked to her bag, and carefully folded the delicate white pieces into it.

The way she handled the lingerie—so deliberate, so calm—made my head spin. Every move she made felt like a tease now. A message. An unspoken promise that something bigger was coming.

I stood there, hard and aching, silently praying those pieces would be used exactly as she was starting to imagine.

The rest of the week crawled by in agonizing slow motion. No matter what I was doing, my mind kept drifting back to Friday night. I couldn’t stop thinking about the moment I’d watch Jenny and Chris drive off together—alone, overnight, dressed to kill, and free to do whatever they wanted. The idea haunted me. Excited me. Terrified me. And yet, no matter how much I tried to ground myself, the fantasy had already rooted itself too deep.

I still couldn’t quite believe they’d both said yes.

Chris hadn’t needed much convincing. Of course he hadn’t—what man would turn down a weekend away with a beautiful woman like Jenny? And Jenny… well, I had expected more resistance. But once she realized I was serious, once she felt how badly I wanted this—not just the idea of her with another man, but this man—she’d started to lean into it. Hesitantly at first. Then playfully. Now? Now it felt like she was enjoying the power shift a little too much.

But why wouldn’t she? Girls fuck guys like Chris all the time. The only thing stopping a married woman from doing the same was guilt. Shame. Fear of judgment. Once Jenny got past that—once she saw it wasn’t just okay, but something I wanted—well, why should she be any different?

I tried to keep myself busy. I had a few small jobs lined up throughout the week, just enough to distract me in short bursts. But most of my energy was focused elsewhere—on preparation. Specifically, on the three tiny hidden cameras I’d ordered online the week before.

They were deceptively discreet. One was disguised as a simple keyring—I clipped it onto Jenny’s keys without a second glance. The second looked like a standard luggage lock, which I slipped onto the zipper of her overnight case. The last one was a faux lipstick tube, glossy and black, which I tucked into her makeup bag. If she left it poking just slightly from the top, the angle was perfect—wide enough to catch a hotel bed. Or a body moving over it.

Each of them streamed in high-definition and synced to her phone… and through that, to mine. According to the eBay listing, I could expect up to twelve hours of battery life, which I figured would be more than enough—unless Chris really was as insatiable as I suspected.

What surprised me most was how cool Jenny was about it. I’d expected pushback. Resistance. But on Thursday night, after we’d finished off most of a bottle of red together, she watched with a sleepy, amused expression as I clipped the keyring camera in place.

Then, as casually as if she were commenting on her outfit, she said, “So that’s the one that’s going to show me getting fucked by his big Black cock, huh?”

I froze.

She didn’t laugh. Didn’t smirk. She just turned away and bent down to zip up her bag, giving me a perfect view of her ass in tight lounge shorts. “Let’s hope the hundred and twenty bucks you spent on these things is worth it,” she added over her shoulder, like she was talking about a home security system—not the recording of her possibly cheating on me.

Except… it wasn’t cheating.

Not anymore.

It was something else entirely.


Chapter 4


When Friday finally came, it hit me harder than I expected. Jenny had taken the afternoon off work, and by the time I got home, she was already dressed and packing the last of her things, her hair curled, makeup flawless, her mood... light. Effortless. Like she was heading off for a spa weekend with girlfriends, not a potential weekend of seduction with another man.

Chris arrived right on time, pulling into the driveway in his sleek black sports car, engine humming with restrained power. He stepped out looking relaxed, confident, dressed in dark jeans and a fitted tee that clung to his broad chest and thick arms. He barely had to try.

“Thanks so much for offering Jenny as my date,” he said with a grin as he placed her bags into the trunk. “Honestly, I wouldn’t have gone without her. And I promise I’ll be the perfect gentleman.”

His voice was deep, smooth, with that easy charm he never seemed to drop. I forced a laugh, trying to keep things light, but in my head, one thought repeated like a drumbeat: God, I hope you’re lying.

Jenny hugged me at the curb. Her arms wrapped around my neck, her perfume soft and familiar, but there was something in her smile—an excitement she wasn’t hiding. Something new. She kissed me quickly, whispered, “Love you,” and turned away before I could say anything more.

“Call me,” I called after them.

But they were already gone.

As their car disappeared down the street, the adrenaline that had kept me buzzing all week suddenly drained out of me, leaving something heavier in its place. This wasn’t a joke anymore. Not a fantasy. Not a scenario on a screen I could close when it got too real. They were actually gone. Alone. For a full weekend.

And I’d made it happen.

The house felt eerily quiet after that. Too still. I poured a drink, sat down, and powered on my laptop, heart already beating faster as I opened the camera app linked to Jenny’s phone.

The first feed flickered to life—nothing but darkness. The view from the keyring cam inside Chris’s trunk. I shut it off quickly, trying to conserve battery. Then I checked the other two. Everything seemed to be working. I exhaled. The setup was ready.

Hours passed.

Sometime after nine, my phone buzzed. A message from Jenny: We just checked in. The suite’s nice. I’ll text you later. Xx

I hesitated for a few seconds before opening the camera feeds again. The screen lit up, and my breath caught.

One of the cameras—probably the one on the luggage lock—gave me a clear, static shot from the corner of the hotel room. It was pointed toward the door, capturing most of the suite: a flat-screen on the wall, two armchairs, and the centerpiece—a massive king-sized bed.

Chris had mentioned that he’d asked for a twin room. Said he didn’t want to make Jenny uncomfortable. But clearly, that request hadn’t been honored.

On screen, I watched as he moved across the room, shirtless, casually pulling a watch from his wrist. His body was ridiculous—tall, cut, every muscle standing out against his dark skin as he moved. He looked completely at home in the space, like he belonged there. Like he knew exactly what might happen next.

From somewhere just out of frame, I heard the faint hiss of the shower running.

Jenny.

The sound of water, muffled by the door, sent a jolt through my body. My mouth went dry. My heart was hammering.

There she was. Just a wall away from him. Naked, wet, alone with him in a hotel suite I’d practically begged her to share. The very thing I’d fantasized about was playing out in real time—and suddenly, it wasn’t just turning me on. It was shaking something loose inside me.

I wasn’t sure if it was dread, jealousy, or raw, helpless arousal. Maybe all of it at once.

This was happening.

And I had no idea what was going to come next.

I decided to check the other camera feeds, heart thudding in my chest as I tapped through the options. One of them—likely the lipstick cam—offered a hazy but striking view of the bathroom. Through the thin layer of steam clinging to the mirror, I could make out Jenny’s silhouette behind the frosted glass of the shower. Her dress bag hung neatly on the back of the door, a silent reminder of what she was preparing for.

The tension inside me twisted tighter with each passing second. Desire, curiosity, jealousy—they all mingled in a heady, dizzying rush that left me breathless. I couldn’t look away.

Then the water stopped. A beat of silence followed. And then she stepped out.

Jenny emerged from the steam like something out of a dream—glistening, flushed, completely at ease in her skin. My eyes locked on her immediately. And that’s when I saw it.

She’d shaved.

My stomach flipped. She hadn’t done that in years—not since early in our marriage. I’d always told her I didn’t mind the hair, and that was true… mostly. But the feel of her smooth, bare pussy had always driven me crazy, and now, seeing her like that again—now of all times—hit me hard. Not just with arousal, but with the sharp, unspoken truth of what that small act might mean.

This wasn’t just for her. Or even for me.

She was preparing herself. For him.

I flipped to the third camera feed, needing to catch my breath, needing to feel like I was doing something. This one gave me the opposite angle of the main room—looking back across the bed, out toward the balcony. From the height and the distant skyline, I could tell they were high up. No sign of the ground at all. Just sky and city lights in the distance.

Chris was almost fully dressed now—dark slacks, white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled. Even casually styled, he looked like a fucking ad. He called out to Jenny through the bathroom door, voice low and warm, telling her he was heading down to the bar to give her a little privacy.

He promised to meet her there once she was ready.

Goddamn him for being such a gentleman.

I switched back to the bathroom cam, needing one last look before she stepped out that door and into whatever came next.

Jenny stood at the sink, topless, wrapped in a towel. She leaned in toward the mirror as she applied her makeup, movements fluid, practiced. Her auburn hair spilled down over her bare shoulders in thick, damp waves, framing her face with a kind of effortless beauty that still left me stunned after all these years.

She looked focused. Calm. Like a woman getting ready for a night she wanted to remember.

And watching her—helpless and hard and completely consumed—I had never felt more conflicted in my life.

I watched as Jenny reached across the counter and picked up the delicate pieces of white lingerie I had chosen for her—the half-cup bra, the g-string, the suspenders, the stockings. My breath caught as she slowly stepped into the thong, shimmying it up her hips, then clipped the garter straps into place with practiced ease. Her movements were unhurried, sensual, fully aware of their effect—and somehow still completely natural.

Then came the bra. She leaned forward as she slipped it on, the soft curve of her breasts spilling perfectly into the cups, the lace barely concealing anything. She adjusted the straps, studied her reflection, and for a long moment just stood there, framed in that soft bathroom light, transformed.

I couldn’t help myself.

My hand drifted down, almost involuntarily, as I stared at the screen. I hadn’t even realized how hard I was until I felt my cock straining in my pants. The image of her—my wife—getting dressed to go meet another man for what might very well become the most intimate night of her life… it hit something deep inside me. Something darker. Hungrier.

I slipped my cock free and began to stroke, slowly at first, my eyes locked on the screen as she bent forward to adjust her stockings. Every detail burned into me—her flushed cheeks, the way her lips parted slightly as she checked her makeup one final time. The way she lingered in the mirror, tilting her head, smiling faintly at what she saw.

It was, without question, the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.

I came hard. Shamefully fast. My cum splattered across my stomach and hand, my breath caught somewhere between a groan and a whisper of her name. It was humiliating. Exhilarating. I felt completely exposed—even though no one was watching me. No one had to. I’d just watched my wife transform herself into someone else’s fantasy… and I’d fucking loved it.

As I wiped myself off with trembling hands, the screen showed her slipping into her heels and smoothing down the front of her coat. One final glance in the mirror.

And then, just like that, she picked up her bag, opened the hotel room door, and walked out.

Off to meet Chris.

Off to live out the thing I’d only ever imagined.


Chapter 5 


I was absolutely beside myself with anticipation for the next couple of hours. I couldn’t focus, couldn’t sit still—I just kept refreshing the camera feeds, checking every few minutes to see if they had returned to the hotel room. Every scenario imaginable was running wild in my head. Were they still at the bar? Was he touching her under the table? Were they laughing like old friends, or already crossing that invisible line?

Even though I had cum less than an hour earlier, my cock was still stiff, aching—pulsing with a tension I couldn’t release. I sat at my desk in the dark, face lit by the glow of my monitor, eyes fixed on the empty room that might soon become the stage for my most dangerous fantasy.

And then—just after 11 p.m.—something changed.

I clicked on one of the feeds, and the hotel room door was open. My pulse jumped. A second later, the lights flicked on, and Jenny walked in.

She was holding Chris’s hand.

My breath caught as she stopped in the center of the room and turned to face him, her arms sliding around his waist, her body close against his. She looked up at him with a look I knew. One I’d seen a hundred times before—but never like this. Never for someone else.

Chris hesitated, glancing toward the bed, then back down at her. “But Jen, seriously... what about Dean?” he asked, his voice just barely picked up by the mic.

She smiled, soft and reassuring. “He’s absolutely fine with it,” she said. “This was his idea, remember? He’s the one who told me to come with you. He even picked out this dress for me.”

And then—before I could even process her words—she pulled him closer, rising onto her toes and pressing her lips to his.

It was happening.

I sat frozen, barely breathing, heart hammering, cock rock-hard again as I watched my wife kiss another man in the middle of their hotel room. Her hands moved over his body like she’d done it a hundred times, and he leaned into her, one hand slipping to the small of her back.

I couldn't believe what I was seeing—but there it was. Real. Unfolding in front of me.

My fantasy was no longer a fantasy.

It was happening, and I was going to watch every second of it.

“Holy fuck,” Chris breathed, just before he leaned in and kissed her.

The moment their lips met, the screen came alive with movement. They kissed like two people who had been holding back for far too long—hungry, frantic, their hands everywhere. It was raw, primal, completely unfiltered. Jenny clung to him with urgent fingers, and Chris’s massive hands roamed over her body like he already owned it.

The contrast was striking—almost surreal. His towering, muscular frame made her look impossibly small, delicate even, like a porcelain doll in his arms. His dark skin against her pale curves was mesmerizing. He enveloped her, dominated her with a casual ease that was both terrifying and impossibly hot.

Jenny slid his jacket off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor without a second thought. Her hands moved to his tie, fingers working with practiced intent, while Chris reached for his shirt buttons, peeling them open one by one to reveal the hard, carved expanse of his chest.

My cock was already in my hand.

I don’t even remember reaching for it—it just happened. My mind and body were so far gone, so overwhelmed with arousal and disbelief, that there was no question. My hand was already moving, stroking hard as I watched my wife begin to undress another man right there in front of me. Not a stranger. Chris. The friend I’d welcomed into our lives. The man I’d invited to take her.

He stood tall and shirtless now, his chest thick with muscle, his abs sharply defined. Jenny’s hands explored him reverently, like she was discovering a new religion. She leaned in and kissed the solid curve of his pec, her lips lingering, her fingers tracing down the center of his torso.

And in that moment, it hit me—just how much more he was. Taller. Stronger. Broader. More confident. He dwarfed her, and he dwarfed me. Not just physically. In presence. In every way I could see so far.

Chris reached around behind her, his large hands gripping her hips as he leaned in to kiss her again. Then, slowly, deliberately, he found the zipper of her dress and eased it down her back. I watched breathlessly as the fabric began to slide away from her skin, revealing more and more of the woman I loved—now fully in the arms of another man.

And I couldn’t look away.

The dress slid down Jenny’s body like water, pooling at her feet with a whisper of fabric that felt deafening in the quiet of the hotel room. For a second, everything stilled.

Chris took a step back, eyes raking over her.

She stood there in nothing but her black stilettos, thigh-high stockings, a lacy suspender belt, and that tiny black g-string. No bra. Her bare breasts jutted out proudly, nipples hard—so hard, they looked almost painful. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her like that—so aroused, so vulnerable, and so shamelessly confident all at once. It took my breath away.

“Oh my God,” Chris murmured.

And, at the exact same time, so did I.

She was stunning. Ethereal. Erotic beyond belief. Her pale skin almost glowed in the warm hotel lighting, and when she stepped forward and pressed her body to his, the contrast was electric. Her small, soft frame against his tall, dark, muscular one—it was like watching two worlds collide.

Their mouths found each other again, slower this time, deeper. Her arms wrapped around his broad back while his hands moved to cup her ass, pulling her tighter against him. The look on her face, the way she melted into him—I knew in that instant that this was no longer performance. She wanted this.

She was in it.

As they kissed, Jenny’s fingers moved to his belt. She worked it open with quiet urgency, metal clinking softly as she undid the buckle and then the button beneath. Chris stepped out of his shoes, one at a time, then kicked them aside as she lowered his zipper.

His pants slid down his legs, revealing his thick, powerful thighs, and his white Calvin Klein boxers, stretched tight around his hips. There was already a noticeable bulge pressing against the fabric, and even through the screen, I could see Jenny hesitate for just a moment—her breath catching as her fingers touched the waistband.

Then, slowly, she slid her hands beneath the elastic, and began to pull them down.

They clung to him stubbornly, clinging to his size, forcing her to crouch low, easing them over his hips, past his thighs, guiding them down, inch by inch. She bent to remove them completely—her face dipping lower, level with his legs—and that’s when it happened.

That’s when I saw it.

His cock—dark, thick, massive—sprang free.

For a moment, it didn’t feel real. It felt cinematic. Unreal. Like something exaggerated by lighting and angle. But no, it was real. Heavy, thick-veined, beautiful in a terrifying way. It hung between his legs with a weight and presence that made my chest tighten. I didn’t just see it—I felt it.

And in that breathless second, I heard it again.

“Oh my god,” Jenny whispered.

And I echoed her, barely audible, stunned. “Oh my god…”

It wasn’t just the size—though that alone was staggering—it was the inevitability of it. She was going to touch it. Taste it. Take it inside her. And I was going to watch.

My cock pulsed in my hand. I was already leaking. My heart thundered in my chest, and the screen blurred slightly from the sweat on my brow and the tears I wasn’t sure were from arousal or sheer disbelief.

This was the moment everything changed.

And I couldn’t look away.

I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

Chris stood there fully naked now, towering, powerful, and between his legs hung the biggest cock I had ever seen in real life. Jenny had stepped just slightly to the side, unintentionally—or maybe intentionally—giving me a perfect, unobstructed view of him. And I just stared.

The thing is, I’ve never had anything to feel insecure about in that department. I’m comfortably above average—thick, solid, a little over six and a half inches, and I’ve never once had a partner complain. In fact, more than a few women in my past made a point of telling me how thick I was. I’d always carried that quietly, with a certain pride.

But this?

Chris made me look small. Not just smaller—insignificant.

His cock had to be at least eight inches, maybe more. But what really staggered me was the girth. It wasn’t just big—it was massive. Thick, veined, heavy. My cock, which I’d always considered impressive, suddenly looked like a toy by comparison. His was twice the size. Maybe more.

I watched in stunned silence as Jenny looked up at him—her eyes wide, locked on it—and Chris stepped toward her. Then, without effort, he wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her off the floor, pulling her body against his. His enormous cock was trapped between them, pressed up against her flat stomach as they kissed again, deep and hungry.

It was surreal. My beautiful wife, half-naked in heels and stockings, her bare breasts crushed against his chest while that monstrous cock jutted up between them, thick and dark and hard. The sight was almost too much to process.

“Get me to the bed,” Jenny whispered, breathless.

Chris grinned. “Your wish is my command, my lady.”

He carried her across the room like she weighed nothing, then lowered her gently onto the bed, setting her down with surprising tenderness before climbing up beside her.

But Jenny wasn’t done.

She moved fast, a flash of mischief in her eyes as she pushed him backward and straddled his stomach in one fluid motion. Her pale thighs framed his torso, her hands braced on his chest. She looked powerful—hungry.

Behind her, rising like something obscene and almost mythical, was his cock.

It stuck straight up between her ass cheeks, so thick it made her look even smaller, more fragile by contrast. It wasn’t just big—it looked like a tree stump. Massive, smooth, veined, ready.

“Damn,” Chris muttered, his voice thick with lust as Jenny climbed onto him.

And then she was on him—lips on his mouth, his neck, his chest. Her hands roamed over his sculpted body like she couldn’t get enough of him. I watched in silence, almost trembling, as she kissed down his torso, pausing here and there to let her tongue flick across the ridges of muscle, clearly taken by the sheer size and power of him.

It was like she was worshipping him.

Then she began to slide lower, her body shifting, her hips pressing down until her bare, soaking pussy was grinding along the thick length of his cock. She moved slowly, deliberately, her breath hitching with every motion.

“God, I want it,” she whispered, her voice ragged.

My stomach twisted. My chest tightened. But my cock throbbed harder than ever.

Chris didn’t hesitate. He moved fast—suddenly flipping her onto her back with practiced strength, coming up onto his hands as Jenny landed beneath him, her legs instantly wrapping around his waist.

“And now you’re going to get it,” he said, a wicked grin on his face.

Jenny didn’t say anything—but her body did. Her thighs gripped him, her hips tilted, her whole frame vibrating with anticipation.

Then I saw it. In brutal, intimate detail.

Chris reached down between her legs and slid her g-string to the side. My heart stopped as I saw the head of his enormous cock press against the entrance of her tight little pussy.

I held my breath.

And then—he pushed.

Slow. Deliberate. The thick, dark head of his cock disappeared inside her.

Jenny’s eyes flew wide open.

Her mouth parted, a gasp frozen on her lips, and I could see the shock ripple through her face. Her hands clutched at his arms, nails digging in, her whole body tensing as she tried to accommodate his size.

I felt lightheaded.

I was watching my wife—my wife—being penetrated by another man. Not just any man. Him. Our neighbor. The man I had invited into our lives. And now he was buried inside her, stretching her open, taking her.

“Don’t worry, Jen,” Chris murmured, his voice lower now, soothing, patient. “I’ll take it really slow. I promise.”

Jenny just nodded, unable to form words, her face still frozen somewhere between awe and disbelief.

And through it all, Chris kept his word. He didn’t rush. He moved with controlled precision, easing deeper inside her inch by inch, supporting his weight with one arm while guiding himself with the other.

He was a perfect gentleman.

Even while he was fucking my wife.

Chris spent the next few minutes working himself deeper and deeper into Jenny with slow, deliberate control. He wasn’t just fucking her—he was claiming her, inch by thick inch. Every time he pushed forward, Jenny’s body arched up off the bed, a new moan escaping her lips, somewhere between pleasure and disbelief.

Her legs, clad in thigh-high stockings, wrapped tightly around his waist. The glossy black stilettos she still wore pointed uselessly toward the ceiling with each thrust, like they were punctuating every movement. The sight of her stretched beneath him—pale, trembling, pinned beneath his weight—was something I knew I’d never forget.

She was adjusting to him slowly, her body yielding, softening, opening for him. And then, gradually, she began to move.

First with hesitation, then more boldly—her hips rolling, rising to meet his thrusts. With every pass of his cock, she lifted into him, trying to take more, deeper. I watched with stunned fascination as she dug her heels into the mattress, as if bracing herself, then crossed her ankles behind his back in a clear attempt to keep him inside her.

She was taking him. All of him. Or trying to.

I couldn’t understand how it was even possible. She sometimes struggled to take me—and now here she was, not only handling Chris’s enormous cock, but pulling him in harder, deeper, her body begging for more.

What struck me even more was her expression. Most of the time, she was lost in it—eyes fluttering shut, lips parted, head tossed back. But every now and then, she’d glance toward the corner of the room—toward the camera. Toward me. Just a flick of her eyes. Her face was flushed, mouth open, eyes wide and ever so slightly nervous—but she never stopped. If anything, those quick glances only seemed to fuel her. Like she was aware of me watching, and it turned her on.

She was performing, but not pretending.

And then it happened.

Her voice broke through the speakers in a sudden, high-pitched cry. “Holy fuck… oh my god… yes… yes… that’s it… HOLY FUCK YES!”

Her whole body jerked beneath him, her back arching violently off the bed as a full-body orgasm tore through her. I couldn’t believe it. Jenny doesn’t usually cum from penetration alone. It takes fingers, tongue, a toy—something else. I’d only managed it a few times in all our years together.

Chris hadn’t touched her clit. Not once. Just his cock. Just his body.

And he’d made her cum like that.

The jealousy hit me first—hard, cold, unavoidable. But right behind it was something stranger. Stronger. Hotter.

Arousal.

I looked down and realized I was rock hard again. Again. I don’t usually get that kind of stamina—twice in one night, maybe, if I’m lucky. But this was my third erection in just a few hours. And it felt different. Seeing her lose control like that on someone else’s cock—watching Chris succeed so effortlessly where I had to work—should’ve destroyed me.

But it didn’t.

It turned me on. A lot.

Because she wasn’t faking. She wasn’t holding back. She was having the most intense, raw, primal sexual experience of her life. And I was witnessing it all—helpless, hard, and deeply, disturbingly happy for her.

“You like that, don’t you?” Chris growled, his voice thick and rough as he drove himself deep into Jenny’s trembling body.

Jenny couldn’t speak. She was beyond words now—her face contorted in pleasure, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent cry as her body shook beneath him. The only sound she made was a guttural, primal moan—something almost animal—as she clung to him, her arms wrapped tight around his shoulders, legs locked behind his back, her whole body reacting uncontrollably to the pounding she was taking.

My wife. Reduced to moans and shudders on the end of his cock.

Chris kept going, working her through the aftershocks of that overwhelming orgasm until her cries pitched again—another climax already building before the last had even faded. Her pale skin flushed, her stocking-clad legs trembling, heels digging helplessly into the mattress. She looked absolutely wrecked. And yet... she didn’t want it to stop.

Eventually, Chris began to slow. His thrusts lost their frantic pace, easing into something slower, deeper—drawing the moment out as Jenny collapsed back into the sheets, panting, twitching, soaked. She clutched at his arms, her chest heaving, trying to catch her breath as her body slowly came back under her control.

Then, she looked down at him.

And something changed.

Her expression shifted—still breathless, but now focused. Intent. Powerful.

“Roll over, babe,” she said, her voice hoarse but insistent. “It’s my turn on top.”

Chris raised his eyebrows and grinned. “Yes, ma’am.”

In one smooth motion, he rolled them both onto their sides, then onto his back, lifting her with him. Incredibly, his thick cock never once slipped from her soaking pussy. It stayed rooted deep inside her the whole time—like her body refused to let go of it.

Jenny now knelt over him, straddling his waist, her hands braced against his chest as she adjusted her hips. Her breath caught as she shifted forward, seating him even deeper—if that was possible. From this angle, it looked like his cock was buried halfway to her stomach.

She looked down at him, her auburn hair falling over her face, and smiled. Not shy. Not uncertain. But bold. Knowing.

And that smile told me everything.

She wasn’t just fucking him now.

She was riding him. Owning it. Taking control of the man I could barely look in the eye anymore.

And there I was—alone, hard, and watching the woman I loved become something I didn’t even know she had inside her.

Chris moaned. Loud. “Holy fuck, Jen!”

His voice cracked, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying to hold on, but Jenny was relentless. She picked up the pace, her movements smoother now, more confident, each slow, rolling grind of her hips coaxing another helpless sound from deep in his throat.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, lifting her head from his chest to meet his eyes. Her smile was wicked—flushed, breathless, and absolutely in control.

“It’s incredible... Jesus... stop—stop—I’m gonna cum,” Chris gasped, his voice suddenly strained, almost panicked.

But Jenny didn’t stop.

She just kept moving, riding him harder now, her tight little cunt squeezing and pulsing around his massive cock like it knew what it was doing. Like her body had already learned him.

I watched in stunned silence—my lingerie-clad wife grinding down on him with ruthless precision, her back arched, her pale skin slick with sweat, every part of her focused on pulling that orgasm from him.

And then it hit me.

I sat up straighter, my stomach twisting.

Chris wasn’t wearing a condom.

The realization punched through the fog of arousal and hit something deeper. How had I not noticed that until now? How had he not? Or maybe he had—and just hadn’t cared. Maybe neither of them had cared. Because Jenny didn’t look concerned. She wasn’t slowing down. Her moans were rising, more urgent, more desperate. She was right there with him, chasing her next orgasm even as he tried to hold back.

I swallowed hard.

She was on the pill. I knew that. It should’ve made it fine. Safe.

But watching her like that—riding him bare, his cock buried so deep inside her that her pussy looked like it was molded around it—made everything feel different. Raw. Dangerous. Real.

She was going to make him cum inside her.

And I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop it… or see it happen.

“Don’t hold back, baby… I want to feel it in me,” Jenny moaned, her voice low and trembling with urgency.

She leaned forward, grinding her hips with a relentless rhythm now, her hands braced against Chris’s chest, her whole body working to draw every drop from him. Her expression was wild—flushed, eyes locked on his, filled with hunger and something deeper. Something unspoken.

Chris’s hands clutched at her waist, and I could see the tension ripple through his massive frame. His abs clenched, arms flexed, his back arched as his orgasm took hold.

I’d never seen a man look so completely overwhelmed by pleasure.

And then it happened.

With a deep, guttural moan, Chris’s body jerked beneath her, and Jenny let out a high-pitched cry as she came with him. Her back arched, her hands dug into his chest, and she thrashed wildly atop him—thrashing with him—as his cock pulsed deep inside her.

I could hear it.

A slick, wet, obscene squelching sound filled the room as his cum gushed into her. Each thrust pushed it deeper, their bodies slapping together with soaked rhythm. Jenny’s tight little pussy was being stretched, filled, claimed—and I could hear it.

The sound was unmistakable. Her cunt was milking every last spurt, every heavy shot of cum, the squelch of it echoing through the speakers as she rode him through it.

Chris groaned again, one final shudder running through him as Jenny collapsed on top of him, panting hard, her body still twitching with aftershocks. Her milky white skin looked radiant against the slick, glistening darkness of his chest. Her auburn hair spilled across his body like silk, sticking to the sweat that coated both of them.

I just sat there, still in front of the screen, heart racing, chest tight—and suddenly realized I had cum again. I hadn’t even touched myself. The sheer intensity of what I had just witnessed—my wife, my Jenny, being filled, completely undone by another man—had pushed me over the edge without warning.

I didn’t even care. I was stunned. Awestruck. Overwhelmed.

A few minutes later, after I’d cleaned myself up and returned to my desk, I saw movement on the screen again. Jenny had rolled off of Chris and was now lying beside him, her body still glowing with post-orgasmic heat. He was gently stroking her cheek, his fingers tender and lazy.

“That was incredible,” I heard Chris say, his deep voice rough and warm.

Jenny giggled, completely at ease, one hand sliding across his chest. “You have no idea… I’ve still got my shoes on. I didn’t even notice.”

They laughed together—soft, private, intimate. Her head nestled into the crook of his shoulder as he ran his hand over her body.

“I can’t believe how hot you looked tonight,” Chris murmured. “I spent half the night wondering how the hell I was going to keep my hands off you. I thought you were a merciless tease when you walked in wearing that dress.”

“Well,” Jenny purred, her voice thick with satisfaction as she lazily stroked Chris’s still-slick cock, “now you know I’m not a tease.”

Chris groaned, his eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “You’re incredible… I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard in my life.”

Jenny smiled at him, then—without hesitation—began to slide down his body.

I sat forward, eyes wide, unsure of what I was seeing.

Her hand was still wrapped around the base of his cock, which was glistening with a mess of cum—his and hers, smeared in a sticky sheen along the thick, dark shaft. I expected her to stop. To wipe him clean. To do something. Because Jenny hated that.

She hated cum in her mouth.

For as long as I’d known her, it had been her line in the sand. She would give the occasional reluctant blowjob—maybe a handful each year—but only if I asked, and never, ever with cum involved. The taste, the texture—it made her gag, she always said. It killed the mood. It was a hard no.

But here she was.

My wife.

Sliding her lips over the swollen, cum-coated head of our neighbor’s cock.

And not reluctantly. Not with hesitation. But slow. Deliberate. Sensual.

She moaned softly as she took him into her mouth, her hand stroking the shaft while her lips worked over the crown, her tongue circling the head like she was savoring him. Like she wanted it. Her eyes fluttered shut, and she eased down just a little farther, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him gently, still wet and leaking from the orgasm she’d just taken inside her.

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed again.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Not just because she was doing it—but because of how she was doing it. The hunger in her. The ease. The way she looked so comfortable with him, so completely in the moment.

She had never sucked me like that. Not once.

And now she was down there—licking, kissing, taking that monster cock back into her mouth, tasting everything they had just shared, like she was already addicted.

I didn’t know whether to be jealous, heartbroken, or more turned on than I had ever been in my life.

Probably all three.

“I think I must’ve blacked out during that last orgasm,” Jenny moaned, her voice muffled slightly as she kissed along the base of Chris’s shaft. “You might need to give me another one.”

Then, without waiting for a reply, she tilted her head and opened her mouth wide, trying to take in as much of his still-thick, still-slick cock as she could. He wasn’t even fully hard yet, and the size of it was still staggering. I watched, stunned, as she struggled to wrap her lips around the massive girth—managing to slide only a fraction of it past her lips.

The sight of it—of my wife down on her elbows, her bare breasts swaying as she worked her mouth over the head of Chris’s cock—hit me like a punch to the gut. Her tongue was flicking across the head, circling slowly, teasing him back to life. The sound of wet suction, her quiet little moans, his soft groans—it was almost too much.

“With pleasure, sexy girl,” Chris said, reclining back with a lazy grin as he rested his head against the pillows and watched her work.

She looked incredible like that—still in her lingerie, heels high in the air, her ass swaying slightly as she bobbed her head. Every movement was purposeful, sensual. She wasn’t just giving a blowjob—she was offering herself again, eager to please, hungry for more.

Chris reached down, his hand sliding across her hip, and then hooked his fingers into the waistband of her g-string.

“I don’t think we’ll be needing this anymore,” he said, tugging it down her thighs, then all the way off her legs. Jenny shifted obediently to help him, kicking the damp fabric aside without a second thought.

Then she reached down to start removing her heels.

But Chris stopped her.

“Why don’t you leave them on?” he said with a wicked grin, his eyes trailing slowly over her body.

Jenny smirked, then gave her ass a little wiggle in response and went right back to sucking his cock—now swelling fast in her mouth, thickening by the second.

The sight was obscene. Beautiful. Shattering.

And the sound—her mouth working over that huge cock, the soft squelch of wetness and breath and moans—played through my speakers like a soundtrack to something I never thought I’d hear.

And yet I wanted to hear it again.

Because there was no turning back now.

“Anything for you, stud,” Jenny whispered, her voice low and husky.

She pulled back from his cock with a soft pop, her lips glossy with saliva and the lingering mix of their fluids. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, and the look she gave him was pure sin—dark, playful, and hungry.

Then, with deliberate grace, she stood up and began to saunter around to the side of the bed. It wasn’t just walking—it was a strut. Her hips swayed with each step, her heels clicking softly against the floor, the garter straps tugging ever so slightly with each movement. It was like she’d stepped into someone else’s body—a woman who knew how sexy she was and wasn’t afraid to show it. I had no idea Jenny could move like that. I was stunned. And completely, helplessly turned on.

Chris watched her the whole way, his cock glistening and pulsing in the low light, rising back to full attention after her expert attention. She’d brought him back to life with nothing but her mouth, her hand, and a level of enthusiasm I had never seen from her before.

And she wasn’t done.

Jenny climbed onto the bed, then slowly lifted one stocking-clad leg over his lap, straddling him. Her heels sank into the mattress as she poised herself just above his cock, her body trembling ever so slightly. One hand reached down to steady him, guiding the head to her slick entrance. Her other hand pressed to his chest, keeping her balance, owning her position.

She hovered there, her dripping pussy just barely kissing the tip of his cock.

It was an image I’d never forget—my beautiful wife, balanced on black lace and stilettos, holding the thick, swollen head of another man’s cock at the entrance of her still-used pussy, already glistening from the last round.

Then, slowly—agonizingly—she began to lower herself.

The head slipped inside her, just barely.

Jenny gasped, her body tensing, and then froze, only an inch or two in.

Chris looked up at her, voice low and heavy. “Do you want me to cum in you again?”

Jenny bit her lip. Her eyes fluttered. And as she began to sink a little deeper, she smiled. A dark, wicked, knowing smile.

“Holy fuck yes,” Jenny moaned breathlessly into Chris’s ear, her voice thick with exhaustion and lingering arousal. “Feeling that big cock cumming in me… it was the best thing I’ve ever felt.”

She ground her hips down again, slowly, letting him stay deep inside her as she rested in his lap. Her arms curled around his shoulders, her chest rising and falling against his, and they just held each other there, still joined. Still together.

I watched in stunned silence, the screen aglow with the sight of them—my wife still fully impaled on another man’s cock, kissing his jaw, her fingers running over the damp muscles of his back, as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

They started moving again—slower now, deeper. Jenny was fucking him, softly rocking her hips while he lay back, hands gripping her thighs. Their eyes locked, their bodies moving in perfect rhythm.

And then I heard it.

Chris’s voice, quiet but firm. “You ever cum like that before?”

Jenny moaned, shivering with another thrust. “Not like that... not even close.”

Her voice was raw, completely unfiltered.

“You’ve never cum that hard?”

She shook her head, gasping as she started to move faster. “Never. Not with anyone... not even my husband.”

The words hit like a punch to the chest.

Chris didn’t gloat. Didn’t smirk. He just looked at her, kept moving. “You ever been this wet before?”

Jenny laughed softly, deliriously. “I didn’t even know I could get this wet…”

I sat frozen. Everything she said chipped away at something inside me—and yet I couldn’t look away. My cock was hard again, throbbing, even as my stomach turned.

Chris grunted, lifting his hips slightly, driving deeper into her. “Is it the size?”

Jenny gasped, fingers curling against his chest. “Fuck yes. I can feel you in places I didn’t know I had.”

“You like how deep I get in this little pussy?” he murmured.

Jenny’s whole body trembled, her voice barely coherent. “God, yes. You’re so fucking big—I can’t believe I’m taking you.”

Chris slowed for a moment, letting the weight of the next question hang.

“Am I the biggest you’ve ever had?”

There was no hesitation.

“Yes.”

The word left her lips like a confession and a surrender all at once. And then—worse—she kept going. “It’s not just the biggest… it’s the best. You fuck me like no one ever has.”

Chris didn’t respond right away. He just held her gaze as she bounced on his cock, her words hanging in the air like smoke.

“You really think I fuck you better than your husband?” he asked at last, quiet, curious.

Jenny leaned down, eyes locked to his. “You know you do.”

My breath left my lungs.

There it was.

Not cruel. Not exaggerated. Just true.

She said it so casually. So truthfully. Her body grinding on his, her pussy swallowing every inch of him, as she admitted it freely—without shame. Because she believed it. Because she felt it. Because, in that moment, it wasn’t about me at all.

It was just about them.

Chris brought his hands to her hips and started to thrust up harder. Jenny cried out, her voice climbing with each bounce, and soon she was completely lost again—riding him faster, chasing another orgasm.

“Oh fuck… yes… yes! That’s it… cum in my pussy,” she panted, her head thrown back, hair falling wild across her shoulders. “I... want... your... cum!”

Chris grunted and drove into her, lifting her off the mattress as his cock exploded inside her for the second time that night. Jenny screamed, absolutely screamed, as her body seized up and came with him—back arched, hands clawing at his chest, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

The wet slap of their bodies meeting, the deep squelch of his cock plunging into her, the soft, filthy sound of her pussy milking every last drop of his cum—it was all too much.

It was deafening.

When it finally ended, she collapsed against him, breathless and shaking, her whole body slick with sweat, her legs still twitching as he cradled her gently. Her pale skin was flushed red across her back and shoulders, her hair matted to her face, her thighs soaked and shiny with their mixed release.

Chris reached for the sheets and rolled them onto their sides. Jenny curled up against his chest like she belonged there. And a moment later, he reached across her and turned off the bedside lamp.

The screen went black.

My heart was still racing. My cock was still hard. And my world had changed.

Jenny wasn’t pretending anymore. She wasn’t just indulging a fantasy. She was living it. Loving it.

And now she was lying in the arms of her new lover, full of his cum, wrapped in his warmth, sleeping with the man who had just fucked her like I never could.

And the worst part?

I couldn’t even pretend it wasn’t the hottest night of my life.

As I lay in bed, the swirl of emotions inside me was impossible to ignore. I was still unbelievably turned on, my body wired from everything I’d seen—but there was no chance of a fourth orgasm. My cock throbbed faintly with the memory of what I’d watched, but it had nothing left to give.

And yet the arousal remained.

Right alongside the jealousy.

It was Chris lying next to Jenny now. Chris's cum still warm and thick inside her, probably drying on her inner thighs, seeping out onto hotel sheets. It was Chris she’d clung to afterward, and Chris she was waking up next to.

And I couldn't stop thinking about that blowjob.

That eager, messy, willing blowjob—unlike anything I’d gotten from her in years. The way her mouth moved over him. The way she moaned for it. It had burned itself into my brain.

But there was something else too. Something harder to admit.

Curiosity.

I needed to know what came next. I needed to see it.

So I grabbed my phone and set my alarm for early morning, making sure I’d be up before them. And it worked.

When I checked the camera feeds just after 8, they were still fast asleep, tangled in the sheets, limbs draped across one another like they belonged that way. It was strangely peaceful. Intimate.

I used the time to make some coffee, take care of a few things around the house—but I kept my phone close.

Just before 11 a.m., I saw motion.

I rushed to the computer and pulled up the main feed, heart already racing again. Jenny was sitting up in bed, the sheets pooled at her waist. Her hair was wild, her makeup smudged, but even through the lens, she looked radiant—glowing in a way I hadn’t seen in years. She was still wearing the black lingerie, the straps loose around her thighs, but her heels were gone.

She slid out of bed quietly and padded toward the bathroom. I switched to the second camera just in time to catch her easing the door shut behind her. Alone.

She peeled off her suspender belt and then slowly slid down her panties, sighing as she stood in front of the mirror.

“Holy fuck,” she muttered, almost laughing to herself as she examined her reflection. “Fuck, how did he cum so much?”

And then, as she shifted her weight, I heard it.

A thick, wet squelch.

Chris’s cum was still leaking from her. Audible. Viscous. Her body giving it up in slow pulses from deep inside.

She giggled, half-shocked, half-delighted, then stepped into the shower.

For a few seconds, there was only the sound of running water and the fog beginning to blur the glass.

Then the door opened again.

Chris’s massive silhouette appeared in the frame—casual, unhurried, completely at ease.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked.

He didn’t wait for a response. Just opened the door, stepped inside, and pulled it closed behind him.

Even then, even in that simple moment—I had to admit it.

The man had charm. A quiet confidence. A presence.

“I’d like that,” Jenny said softly, her voice nearly lost beneath the sound of the running water.

Through the steam and the slight distortion of the camera lens, I could just make out their silhouettes. Chris stepped into the shower, closing the glass door behind him. The space instantly shrank between them, and their bodies came together like magnets—Jenny rising onto her toes as his arms pulled her close.

They began to kiss again—slow, lingering, hungry. The haze of the steam made it hard to see clearly, but it only added to the dreamlike quality of it all. Then I heard her voice, clear and aching with need.

“Do me again,” she whispered. “I need to know last night wasn’t a dream.”

Chris didn’t answer with words. He didn’t need to.

He lifted her effortlessly, like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped instinctively around his waist, and he turned, pressing her back to the tiled wall. Their outlines merged—broad muscle enveloping soft curves—and then Jenny let out a low, desperate moan that left no doubt about what was happening.

“God, your cock feels so fucking good,” she gasped, her voice already breathless, breaking through the sound of water cascading over them. “Please… don’t stop…”

My heart was racing. My breath caught in my throat. I couldn’t see everything, but I could feel it—feel the way her body welcomed him all over again.

Chris’s deep voice followed, guttural and steady. “Don’t worry,” he growled. “I’m not stopping until I fill that tight little pussy of yours with my cum.”

It wasn’t vulgar. It was primal. Honest. And Jenny moaned in reply, clutching at his shoulders, tilting her head back as he began to fuck her against the wall. The slap of his hips, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting, the stifled gasps and groans—they echoed off the tile like a symphony.

I stared, transfixed. I didn’t understand it—why it thrilled me so deeply, why it stirred something so dark and electric in my chest—but I felt it all the same. There was no shame now. No hesitation. Only arousal. Admiration. Obsession.

This wasn’t about jealousy anymore.

It was witnessing my wife surrendering completely to pleasure.

Her pleasure.

And then her voice rang out again—louder, wilder.

“Don’t stop! Don’t ever fucking stop… oh my god…”

Her hands clawed at his back, her legs trembling, her cries getting higher, more frantic.

“Come on… do it… do it… cum in me,” she pleaded, her voice raw with need.

“Fucking fill me up!”

Chris let out a deep groan, and I could see the tension in his back as his pace grew erratic. Jenny was pinned between him and the wall, shaking, sobbing with pleasure as his thrusts turned harder, deeper, more desperate—until finally, with one long, guttural growl, he slammed into her and held there, buried to the hilt.

And I knew. I knew without question.

He was cumming inside her again.

Her body jerked with the force of it, her fingers digging into his shoulders, her face contorted in pure, animalistic ecstasy. The way her hips moved, the way she cried out with every pulse of his release—she was milking every drop from him, holding him inside like she needed it.

As the water poured down their bodies and their breathing slowed, Jenny rested her forehead against his and whispered something I couldn’t quite hear. But the way she looked at him… it said everything.

I sat back, stunned. A strange calm settled over me.

God help me—I was glad she was on the pill. Because I couldn’t begin to count how many times he’d cum in her over the last twenty-four hours. And watching her take every last drop?

It was the hottest, most brutally intimate thing I had ever seen.

And I knew: this wasn’t just about a fantasy anymore.

This was something real. Something that had changed her.

And me.

I headed downstairs to grab a drink, still lightheaded from everything I’d just witnessed. I needed a breather, some distance, something to ground me—but even as I poured myself a glass of water, my mind stayed locked upstairs. On the screen. On them.

By the time I got back to the computer, the hotel room was empty again—the soft hum of the A/C, the bedsheets slightly rumpled where they’d last collapsed together. I stared at the screen for a while, then made myself close the laptop. I figured they deserved a few hours alone. Maybe I did too.

Later, I had to run a quick errand across town—some paperwork I’d been putting off for days, dropped off with a friend who owed me a favor. What should’ve been fifteen minutes turned into nearly an hour of small talk and traffic delays. I kept checking the time, barely pretending to stay present.

It was just after 7 p.m. when I finally got home and sat back down in front of my computer. I opened the feed again—just in time.

They were returning to the room.

Jenny was leading Chris inside by the hand, smiling as she tugged him toward the bed, her body language impossibly relaxed. I could feel the shift in her already—something deeper now. More natural. More hers.

“You wait here,” she said, rising onto her toes to kiss him. “I’ve got a little treat for you.”

Chris gave her a knowing smile as she turned and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

I switched feeds.

Inside, I watched as she peeled off her red swimsuit, still damp and clinging to her in all the right places. Her skin shimmered slightly in the bathroom light, her hair loose around her shoulders. There was something almost serene about the way she moved—unhurried, sensual, quietly confident.

She pulled out the white lingerie I had chosen for her—lace, sheer, delicate, barely there. She slipped it on piece by piece, adjusting the garters, smoothing the straps over her hips, checking herself in the mirror with a faint, almost mischievous smile. She knew exactly what kind of effect this would have.

When she stepped out into the main room, the sight nearly took my breath away.

Chris was already standing. When he saw her, his mouth dropped open slightly, and for a moment he said nothing. She stood framed in the doorway like something out of a dream—white lace against pale skin, her curves soft and glowing in the low hotel light.

“Wow,” he finally managed, the word almost reverent.

He crossed the room and pulled her into his arms, lifting her off the ground as they kissed—slow, deep, lingering.

“This is the best treat I’ve ever been given,” he murmured, lips brushing her throat.

Jenny smiled. “Dean picked it for me,” she whispered. “He thought you’d find it sexy.”

“Not only is your husband’s taste in women impeccable,” Chris said, his eyes slowly raking over her body, “but so is his taste in lingerie. You look absolutely stunning, Jenny.”

Jenny smiled, sultry and knowing, her hips swaying slightly as she stepped closer. “Well,” she whispered, voice like velvet, “I’m all yours tonight… you can do whatever you want to me.”

She sank to her knees in front of him, her fingers moving to the waistband of his shorts with slow, deliberate intent. She unzipped them, eased them down over his hips, and pulled out his cock.

Even soft, it looked massive in her hand—thick, heavy, draped across her palm like something unreal. Her small, pale fingers tried to wrap around it, struggling to reach all the way. She could barely get her fingertips to meet. And this was before he was even hard.

I couldn’t help but make the comparison—she could still close her hand around mine when I’m fully hard. With Chris… not even close.

Jenny’s red lips parted as she leaned in and began to lick around the swollen head. Slow, teasing circles with her tongue, planting soft kisses at the base, then back up again. She looked focused. Intent. Her lingerie clung to her, sheer fabric rippling slightly as she moved, her ass resting on the back of her heels, her body posed like she’d done this a hundred times before.

It was unreal to watch. A version of Jenny I’d never seen with me.

Chris groaned softly, watching her with a half-lidded expression of disbelief and adoration. “I really don’t want this dream to end tonight,” he said, his voice low and aching. “I’m going to want this dream… every night of my life.”

Jenny looked up at him, smiling, then let his cock fall wetly from her mouth.

“Me too,” she whispered.

Chris rose from the bed and reached for Jenny, pulling her gently to her feet. His hands rested at her waist, eyes locked onto hers. There was a moment of stillness between them—steam still in her hair, lace clinging to her curves, his body flushed and powerful. Then, quietly, he asked the question neither of them had said out loud yet.

“When we get back home… would you still want this? Us?”

Jenny didn’t hesitate.

“Oh my God, yes,” she breathed, her fingers already sliding under the hem of his T-shirt. “I’ve only just figured out what sex is supposed to feel like. There’s no way I’m stopping now.”

She lifted his shirt over his head and tossed it aside, her eyes hungry as they moved down his body.

Chris’s voice dropped. “And what about Dean?”

Jenny barely paused, her voice calm—casual, even. “This was his idea,” she said, her tone suddenly cool and certain. “He told me he’d be okay with whatever happened after. So… he better get used to it.”

I blinked at the screen, stunned.

There wasn’t a trace of hesitation in her voice. No guilt. No nervous glance toward the camera. Just conviction—raw, confident, matter-of-fact.

Then, without breaking eye contact, Jenny pushed Chris backward until he sat on the edge of the bed, naked, hard, and completely hers.

And I realized something that stopped me cold.

She meant every word.

“Before you have your way with me tonight,” Jenny murmured, her voice low and breathy, “I want to taste your cum. It feels so good inside me… and now I want to know what it tastes like.”

I froze.

If her earlier comments had surprised me, this one shattered me. Jenny—my Jenny—was asking to taste Chris’s cum. Asking.

She’d hated it for as long as I could remember. The texture, the taste, the very idea of it—it was one of the few hard limits in our entire sex life. She’d only ever swallowed my cum three times in all the years we’d been together: once on our wedding night, once on my 30th birthday, and once, very drunk, on New Year’s Eve. I remembered each instance because they were so rare, so unexpected. The last one was years ago.

And she hadn’t done it on my last birthday. Or the one before that. Hell, I’d stopped even hoping she might.

But now?

Now she was practically begging for it.

Something about Chris—his presence, his size, the way he fucked her—had flipped a switch in her. She wasn’t just going along with this anymore. She wanted it. She was hungry for it. And I sat there, slack-jawed, watching my wife, in delicate white lingerie, on her knees in front of another man, saying things she’d never said to me.

And meaning them.

Jenny sank to her knees with an ease that sent a jolt straight through my chest. Her eyes never left his as she settled between his legs, her fingers curling around the base of his thick cock. She licked her lips first—almost nervously—then reached out with her tongue and gave the underside of his shaft a slow, deliberate stroke.

Chris exhaled, head tipping back slightly as she began to explore him.

She started slow. Languid licks, wet and worshipful, working her tongue from base to tip, tracing the thick veins along his shaft. Her hands stroked the parts her mouth couldn’t reach, barely able to circle them. His cock looked impossibly big in her hands—thick, heavy, and only growing harder with every pass of her tongue.

She nuzzled under the head, planting kisses on the crown, then opened her lips and took just the tip into her mouth. Her jaw stretched wide to accommodate him. Wider than I’d ever seen her attempt. Her cheeks hollowed with suction, and her eyes fluttered as she eased down slowly, inch by inch.

Even then, she couldn’t take more than half of it.

Her hands kept stroking the slick, saliva-glossed shaft as she bobbed her head in slow rhythm. The lewd sound of her sucking filled the room, along with Chris’s low groans of approval. Jenny moaned around his cock—moaned—as if just having it in her mouth was enough to make her ache with need.

And then I noticed something else.

Her nipples were hard. Rock hard. Poking visibly through the thin lace of her bra, tight and swollen in a way I’d rarely seen—never from her giving head. She used to say it didn’t do anything for her. She’d act like it was a chore. But now?

She looked aroused. Consumed.

She pulled off him slowly, a string of spit connecting her lips to his shaft, and looked up at him with wide, glassy eyes. “God, Chris… I need it,” she whispered. “I want to taste you.”

Chris’s hand slid into her hair as she lowered her mouth back onto his cock, taking him a little deeper this time, moaning as she pushed herself to her limit. I could see the strain in her jaw, the slight tremble in her shoulders as she worked her mouth around his size, but she didn’t stop.

“Cum in my mouth,” she begged between strokes. Her voice was ragged, raw. “Please… I want it… I want all of it…”

My heart was hammering. My cock was throbbing again, even though I thought I’d emptied myself completely over the previous 24 hours. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—what I was watching. This wasn’t a woman doing a favor. This was a woman devouring him. Loving it.

Chris’s breathing grew heavier, his abs tensing, his thighs beginning to flex.

Jenny could feel it too. She adjusted her angle, gripped him tighter at the base, and started bobbing her head faster, sloppier, more desperate. She moaned around his cock again, mouth stretching wide, spit dripping down her chin as she fought to take him as deep as she could.

Then, suddenly, his whole body jerked.

Jenny held on.

His cock pulsed once—twice—and then the first hot spurt of cum hit the back of her throat.

She moaned loud and swallowed.

Another blast. Then another. His cock throbbed violently with each release, and Jenny kept her lips sealed tight, swallowing everything he gave her, her throat working visibly, jaw stretched wide.

Four… five… six pulses—and she was still going.

But the seventh did her in.

Her eyes flew open as she started to gag, and she had to pull off with a gasp just as the next thick rope shot out across her neck and chest, painting her skin in streaks of cum. She tried to steady herself, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand just in time to catch another squirt—this time hitting her cheek and chin.

And still he wasn’t done.

Even as she caught her breath, his cock was still twitching, and Jenny did something I never could have expected.

She dived back on it.

Mouth open, tongue out, scooping him back into her mouth like she was starving for it. She moaned as she swallowed the last few drops, licking along his shaft, her hands sliding down to his thighs as she sucked and sucked until he was finally spent.

When she pulled away, her face was a glistening mess—lips swollen, chin dripping, her eyes wild with lust.

“Holy fuck, Chris,” she gasped, grinning up at him. “It tasted as good as it feels.”

She ran one finger slowly along her cheek, collecting a thick string of cum that clung to her skin. With deliberate intent, she brought it to her mouth and sucked it clean.

“God… I haven’t tasted cum in years,” she said, breathless, as she wiped another trail from her collarbone and licked her fingers. “Now…”

She stood up, slowly.

“Now fuck me like I’m yours.”

Chris didn’t hesitate.

He rose to his feet with that quiet authority that seemed to come so naturally to him and pulled Jenny into his arms. They kissed like they’d done it a hundred times already—like lovers who knew each other’s rhythm, each other’s heat. His large, dark hands wandered freely over her petite body, claiming her again with slow, possessive strokes.

Jenny didn’t resist. She didn’t move at all.

She just stood there, still and pliant in his arms, letting him explore every inch of her without question. Her skin practically glowed against his—milky white and smooth beneath the contrast of his deep brown hands. The thin white lingerie clung to her curves, damp in places from sweat, saliva, and everything they’d already shared. She looked wrecked. And radiant.

But her eyes told a different story.

While her body stayed perfectly still, her gaze kept flicking down between them, watching Chris’s cock swell back to life. She was fixated. Almost impatient. Like she couldn’t wait to feel it again, no matter how much it had already taken from her. The way she looked at it… like a woman starving for her next dose of something dangerously addictive.

I didn’t know how she had anything left to give. After everything he’d done to her in the last twenty-four hours—how he’d fucked her in the bed, in the shower, stretched her, filled her again and again—I would’ve thought she’d be exhausted. But her body was betraying no hesitation.

Lust does strange things to people. And in that moment, I realized this wasn’t just about lust anymore.

Chris’s hands slid down her hips, then into the waistband of her white g-string. In one swift, confident motion, he tore the delicate lace apart. The sound of it ripping was sharp, final. Jenny didn’t even blink. She just let him do it—like it didn’t matter anymore.

He spun her around with ease, until she was facing the bed. Jenny leaned forward instinctively, her hands braced on the mattress as he stepped behind her. Her ass—round, pale, barely covered by the suspender belt and stockings—jutted out in full display. She looked incredible. Fuckable. Offered.

Chris gripped her arms gently, but firmly, and guided her down until her chest lowered toward the bed. Her hands slid forward, her back arched, her heels digging into the carpet as he positioned her exactly how he wanted.

And I just sat there, breath caught in my throat, watching my wife present herself to another man—her ass exposed, her lingerie perfectly framing her body, ready and willing to be taken.

It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

And then Chris drove himself into her.

There was no buildup. No teasing. Just one powerful thrust, and I saw Jenny's body jerk forward with the impact. Her mouth opened in a silent gasp, her eyes squeezed shut as his cock buried itself deep inside her again.

He started moving immediately—slow, deep strokes at first, then harder. Faster. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the room, along with Jenny’s moans—low, helpless, broken with every slam of his hips. Her fingers clawed at the bedspread. Her legs shook beneath her.

And still she took it.

Still she wanted it.

Chris fucked her like he owned her, one hand gripping her waist, the other pressing between her shoulder blades, keeping her down, forcing her to stay open for him. Her moans became cries, her cries turned into shuddering, desperate screams as her orgasm crashed over her.

Her arms gave out.

Jenny collapsed forward into the bed, face buried in the sheets, her back arching as her body convulsed in pleasure. But Chris didn’t stop. Not for a second.

He just reached down, wrapped those massive arms around her waist, and lifted her back into position. His cock never left her.

He kept pounding into her, relentless and focused, his hands gripping her tight as her body bounced against him, helpless and whimpering under the force of his thrusts.

He was having his way with her.

Exactly like she’d begged him to.

“Holy fuck!”

Jenny’s scream was muffled by the bedding, but the intensity behind it carried loud and clear through the speakers. Her voice cracked with the force of her orgasm, her entire body locked in a trembling arch beneath him. And that was when Chris let go.

I saw the way his muscles clenched—every line of his back tightening, his hands gripping Jenny’s waist like a vise as his cock began to pulse inside her. He groaned low and deep, almost guttural, as he came.

It wasn’t just a release—it was a flood.

His cock throbbed again and again, and I could see the ripple of each spurt through his body. Jenny shuddered beneath him, completely pinned, her pussy filled with thick, hot cum. She moaned into the mattress as each powerful surge poured into her, her legs twitching, her fingers gripping the sheets in a helpless attempt to hold onto something.

“Fuck, babe… your pussy feels amazing,” Chris murmured, panting now as he gave her one final push before slowly starting to pull out.

I watched, utterly transfixed, as his cock slipped free from her stretched, soaking pussy with a wet sound that sent another shiver down my spine. A thick, creamy mess immediately began to trickle down the insides of her thighs, a slow, obscene trail of his seed escaping her.

Jenny collapsed, face down, completely boneless.

Her hair spread out over the bed like a halo, her back glistening with sweat, her legs still trembling slightly from the sheer force of what she’d just endured. She looked ruined. Used. But also… blissfully at peace.

Her lingerie was twisted, her stockings half-down, her pale skin flushed and marked by his touch. There was no question—this was the look of a woman freshly and thoroughly fucked.

And then the real world intruded.

My phone rang.

The sharp, shrill sound sliced through the moment like a blade. I jumped, startled, yanked out of the fantasy I’d been living through the screen. My heart was still racing, my cock still hard, my mind still spinning… but now the spell was broken.

Jenny lay in bed, dripping with another man’s cum, and I was back in my chair—staring, silent, and suddenly reminded that life was still moving on without me.

When I woke up Sunday morning, I already had a message waiting.

Love you so much, baby. I’m having a great time—as you’ve probably seen! Should be home around midday.

I stared at it for a long moment. The lightness of her words, the warmth behind them, the casual reference to everything I’d witnessed—it all felt surreal. Like the weekend had been some kind of fever dream I hadn’t fully come down from yet.

But it hadn’t been a dream.

She had just spent two nights with another man. She had let him inside her over and over again. She had swallowed his cum, begged for more, fallen asleep in his arms. And now… she was coming home.

I didn’t know how to feel.

It was just after noon when I heard the door open. I stepped out to greet her, unsure of what to expect. But then she was there—bursting into the room with a kind of radiant energy I hadn’t seen in ages.

She looked incredible.

Her skin glowed. Her eyes sparkled. She looked… happy. Fulfilled. Sexually alive.

“Thank you so much, baby,” she said with a breathless grin. “I had the most amazing weekend ever.”

Then came the wink. That cheeky little smile. Her hand was already reaching for me.

“I bet you did too,” she teased, and grabbed my cock through my sweatpants. It was already half-hard, and her touch made it instantly stiffen in her grip.

“I might have enjoyed it a little…” I murmured, trying to keep my voice steady as we kissed.

Jenny laughed, low and throaty. “That’s bullshit,” she whispered, giving my cock a squeeze. “This says otherwise. I bet you came even more than I did.”

She started to stroke me, slow and teasing. It felt good. Familiar. But my mind was still trying to make sense of everything.

“I’m just… really glad you had such a good time,” I said, meaning every word, even if it didn’t cover everything I wanted to say.

Jenny’s smile softened, her hand still moving as she looked into my eyes.

“Baby… it was so much more than a good time,” she said quietly. “It was incredible. Like, life-changing incredible.”

I didn’t know what to say. My chest tightened. Part jealousy, part pride, part something else I didn’t even have words for.

And then she said it—casually, confidently.

“I’m going to fuck Chris again tonight.”

It hit me like a wave.

Not with malice. Not with cruelty. Just certainty. Matter-of-fact. A woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

There was a long pause. The air between us was charged, thick with tension—sexual and emotional. I couldn’t look away from her.

“That’s great,” I said finally, my voice low. “I mean, I know this whole thing was my idea. I just… I love seeing how much you’re enjoying it. And I guess… yeah. I knew it wouldn’t just be a one-time thing.”

She stepped closer, still stroking me, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I love you so much,” she said, and she meant it. “You’re my husband. My everything. You’ll never have anything to worry about. We’re forever, baby. But… for now? Yeah. I’m definitely going to fuck Chris. A lot.”

I swallowed hard. My cock pulsed in her hand.

“I’m okay with that,” I whispered. “Honestly? You have my blessing. Fuck him as much as you want.”

Another silence fell between us—thick, weighty.

I didn’t know whether to ask the questions swirling in my head—Was it really that good? Do you think about him when you touch yourself now? Do you miss his cock already?—or whether I just wanted to grab her and throw her onto the bed, claim what was mine, feel her walls around me still warm from someone else.

Instead, I just stood there, torn and painfully aroused, while she kept stroking me, smiling like she already knew the answer.


Chapter 6

Jenny spent the entire afternoon unpacking her things from the weekend away, taking her time, humming softly as she moved from room to room. I busied myself in the kitchen, trying to focus on preparing dinner, but my thoughts kept drifting back to her. Every glance her way revealed the same radiant glow—the unmistakable aura of a woman who had been thoroughly and completely satisfied.

It was strange, but despite everything—maybe even because of it—I felt a peculiar sense of pride. I’d allowed nature to run its course, stood aside and let these two perfect physical beings explore each other fully. I’d encouraged it, even. And seeing her now, so vibrant, so alive—it was hard not to feel at least a little proud of myself for being able to give her that freedom.

When dinner was finally cooking, I poured us each a glass of wine and joined Jenny in the living room. She was curled up on the sofa, legs tucked beneath her, running her fingers slowly through her long, curly dark hair. Her face looked peaceful, content in a way I hadn’t seen for ages. Yet something lingered beneath the calm—a quiet confidence, like a secret she’d discovered about herself that she wasn’t yet ready to share fully.

Unable to contain myself any longer, I finally broke the silence. “So honestly, Jenny,” I began, trying to keep my voice casual, though my heart was pounding. “Come on, I need to know—how good is he?”

Jenny paused, her fingers frozen mid-stroke through her curls, then she slowly raised her eyes to meet mine. A small smile tugged at the corners of her lips. Before she could respond, I hurriedly added, “You know I’m not the jealous type. Seriously, you can be completely honest. I promise.”

She studied me for a moment, her expression gentle but searching—as though trying to judge just how much honesty I could handle. Then, taking a slow sip of wine, she let out a soft sigh and leaned forward, placing the glass carefully on the table before turning fully to face me.

“Dean, I’m not even sure where to start,” she said quietly, with a little laugh that held both shyness and excitement. “Honestly? It was incredible. And I mean…in every possible way.”

Her eyes were bright, cheeks flushed slightly, whether from the wine or the memory, I couldn’t tell.

“Incredible how?” I prodded gently, torn between a strange mix of dread and intense arousal. “Better than you expected?”

Jenny hesitated for a second, then nodded slowly. “Yeah, definitely. Way better. Like…I knew it would probably feel good, obviously. But I didn’t think it would completely blow my mind like it did.”

My heart quickened. “How did it feel different?”

She looked thoughtful for a moment, as though carefully choosing her words. “It’s hard to describe. It’s just…you know how sometimes sex feels good, but it’s just sex? With Chris…it was different. It was primal. Overwhelming. Every single moment felt like it mattered. He touched me differently. Kissed me differently. And…”

She hesitated, biting her lip, then met my eyes directly. “And his cock…god, Dean, it’s huge. It filled me up in ways I didn’t know were possible.”

Her blunt honesty sent a shiver down my spine, half jealousy, half arousal. My voice was low when I spoke again, barely above a whisper. “That good?”

“Better,” Jenny said softly, and there was something new in her eyes now—an open hunger that made my pulse race. “I had orgasms like nothing I’ve ever experienced. I came so hard, Dean…I literally lost control of myself. Multiple times. It was like my body was finally waking up after years of being asleep.”

She reached out suddenly, taking my hand in hers. Her fingers felt warm and soft, reassuring even as she revealed these painfully honest truths. “I promise you, nothing could ever change how much I love you. But this—what you’ve given me with Chris—it’s like discovering a new part of myself. One that was missing.”

“I’m glad,” I said quietly, feeling a confusing swirl of emotions—arousal, envy, pride, and a strange gratitude for her honesty. “I mean, that’s what I wanted for you.”

She smiled, her eyes softening again as she squeezed my hand. “I know you did. And that’s why I love you so much. But…just so you know, I can’t imagine stopping this. I hope that’s okay.”

My throat tightened, but my voice stayed steady. “I don’t want you to stop. Not ever. I want you to have this.”

Her eyes sparkled, and she leaned forward, kissing me softly, lovingly. “You’re amazing, you know that? Thank you.”

And as I returned her kiss, feeling my cock already stirring again at the vivid images of Jenny’s weekend, I realized I had found something in myself too—a willingness to embrace this new reality, to love her more fully by giving her exactly what she needed, even if it meant accepting that part of her now belonged to someone else.

After dinner, Jenny and I curled up on the sofa together, quietly sipping wine as we half-heartedly watched the TV. There was a strange, unspoken tension hanging between us—not uncomfortable exactly, but charged, both of us aware that at some point she would be heading out again, back into Chris's arms.

I finally broke the silence. "So, are you heading over there soon?" I asked gently, doing my best to sound casual, even though my heart quickened a bit at the thought.

Jenny glanced at me, taking a thoughtful sip from her glass. "Maybe… if you're okay with that?" Her voice was soft, careful, almost tentative, like she was genuinely seeking reassurance or permission.

"You never have to ask my permission, baby," I said sincerely, holding her gaze. "We're both adults. You can do whatever you want with Chris, whenever you feel like it."

Jenny's expression relaxed into a soft smile, her eyes filled with quiet gratitude. "Thanks, baby," she whispered, leaning over to kiss me tenderly on the lips.

"It's my pleasure," I replied honestly, savoring the closeness.

After a few moments, Jenny settled back against me, tracing her fingertip along the rim of her wine glass, clearly lost in thought. Eventually, she spoke again, her voice soft but curious. "In your fantasy, how often does Chris fuck me?"

I hesitated only briefly, feeling a rush of heat rise inside me. "Honestly? As often as possible."

Jenny raised an eyebrow, looking surprised yet amused. "Seriously?"

I nodded, letting the honesty of my answer linger between us. "Absolutely. The idea of you walking over there anytime you feel like it, or him just knocking at the door and you greeting him with a kiss, then getting on your knees to suck him off right there in our doorway…it drives me crazy."

Jenny studied me carefully, her expression serious now. "Do you really think you'd be okay with that, long-term? If it wasn't just casual sex, but more—like if Chris and I behaved more like a couple around you?"

I felt my pulse quicken, uncertain how far I was truly prepared to go. But one look at Jenny, and the truth became painfully obvious. "Yeah," I said, trying to sound steady and confident. To illustrate my point, I glanced down meaningfully at my shorts, which strained visibly from the erection I could no longer hide.

Jenny didn't hesitate at all. A mischievous smile played across her lips as she set down her wine glass, slid to her knees in front of me, and slowly unzipped my pants. Her eyes never left mine as she gently freed my cock, wrapping her fingers around the base. A heartbeat later, she opened her mouth and engulfed it, sinking down until her lips pressed firmly against my shaft.

My breath caught sharply. Jenny hadn't sucked me like this in years—slow, deliberate, hungry. She cupped my balls gently with one hand while working the length of my shaft expertly with the other, her tongue dancing around me, eyes gazing up seductively through thick lashes. It felt incredible—intimate, yet somehow surreal after everything I'd watched her experience with Chris.

She lifted her mouth briefly, her breathing ragged. "You liked watching me do this to Chris, didn’t you, babe?" she teased softly, before sliding me back between her warm, wet lips.

"Fuck, yes," I groaned, tangling my fingers into her soft, dark curls.

Jenny smiled knowingly, sliding her lips back down my cock, moving faster, deeper, more enthusiastically. Watching her now, after witnessing how effortlessly she handled Chris’s enormous cock, it was clear she had discovered a newfound passion for this act. Her nipples were visibly hard through her shirt, betraying how genuinely aroused she was just by pleasing me like this.

Suddenly, my curiosity got the better of me. "Does black cock taste better?" I asked impulsively, barely recognizing my own voice.

Jenny's eyes flickered up to mine, wide and sparkling, and without hesitation, she gurgled out, "Mmm…yeah," nodding slightly as she kept sucking.

Encouraged, I pressed further, needing to hear her say it again, craving that bittersweet honesty. "And what about black cum—does that taste better too?"

Again, no hesitation, just a slow, seductive nod. "So much better," she murmured between deep, wet sucks.

My heart was racing now, my cock swelling even harder against her lips. I felt helplessly drawn further into the fantasy I myself had created. "Do you wish this was Chris's cock right now?" The words left my mouth before I could reconsider them.

This time Jenny hesitated just briefly, as though surprised by the bluntness of the question. Her gaze softened, but she didn’t shy away. Instead, she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, then whispered honestly, "God…yes."

Her confession was more than I could bear. A deep shudder passed through my body, and my cock throbbed sharply, signaling my imminent climax. Jenny sensed it too, pulling her mouth away at exactly the right moment and guiding my head downward toward her chest. As she stroked me quickly with her delicate fingers, my orgasm hit hard—although, embarrassingly, I had barely anything left. Just a couple of thin, weak spurts dribbled out, landing across her beautiful tits.

Jenny laughed softly, wiping a drop from her skin before standing gracefully and retaking her seat beside me. She calmly reached for her wine glass, took another slow sip, then turned to me with a sly, affectionate smile.

"That was incredible," I managed breathlessly, leaning over to hug her, savoring the feel of her soft body pressed against mine. "God, Jenny, thank you—I really needed that."

Her eyes sparkled with playful satisfaction as she replied gently, "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure."

For a moment, we sat quietly, holding each other, basking in the complicated new bond we'd created. Eventually, curiosity once again got the better of me. "So…have you thought about what you're going to wear tonight?" I asked.

Jenny smiled warmly, then rose slowly to her feet, extending her hand toward mine. "Nope," she said, pulling me to my feet and leading me toward our bedroom. "I was kind of hoping you'd help me pick something out."

Jenny jumped into the shower, leaving the bathroom door slightly ajar as the sound of running water filled the bedroom. She nodded meaningfully toward the walk-in wardrobe as steam began to curl out into the room. It didn’t take a genius to interpret the hint, and with my heart racing again, I eagerly stepped inside to find her something suitably seductive.

I headed straight for her lingerie drawer. I'd imagined this scenario countless times, picturing exactly what I'd choose, so there was no hesitation as I reached toward the back, fingers trembling slightly as I found the item I’d been thinking of all weekend.

“Since tonight’s your first night in your new lover’s bed, I figured we should probably make an extra special effort,” I called out, raising my voice slightly over the noise of the shower.

The water stopped abruptly, leaving only silence behind. For a moment, there was nothing, just the faint dripping of water against tile, until finally Jenny emerged from the steam, wrapped in nothing but a small towel. Her skin glistened beautifully, damp and flushed pink from the shower. She glanced down at the lingerie I’d laid out on the bed, then back at me, eyebrows raised in playful surprise.

“Wow,” she said softly, stepping closer. “You really are excited by all this, aren’t you?”

“I don’t lie,” I replied simply, passing her the delicate red mesh crotchless body stocking I had chosen. I'd bought it for her last year, secretly hoping to bring a new level of excitement into our bedroom, but she'd only ever worn it twice for me. Embarrassingly, both times I'd barely lasted ten seconds once I'd entered her, so intense was my arousal at seeing her like that. I had no doubt Chris would fare much better, but I also knew he’d find it just as irresistible.

Jenny slowly let her towel fall away, exposing her flawless body, still flushed from the shower’s heat. Her nipples were already stiff, perfectly erect as she began to slide into the sheer stocking. The fabric stretched smoothly over her curves, hugging her body tightly like a second skin. Sleeveless and cut high at her hips, it accentuated the graceful shape of her legs, while the completely open back framed her slender figure with breathtaking elegance. My breath caught sharply, pulse racing at how effortlessly seductive she appeared. It was obvious from her little smirk that she knew exactly the effect she was having on me.

She tilted her head slightly, fixing me with an intense gaze as she stepped into the shiny patent red leather heels I’d placed neatly by the bedside. Then she stood straight again, deliberately smoothing her hands down her thighs as she faced me, letting her body become a living fantasy in front of my eyes.

“You really want me to get Chris extra excited tonight, don’t you, babe?” she purred softly, taking a step toward me. “You want him so turned on that he fucks me completely senseless, don’t you?”

I was stunned, momentarily lost for words as I took in the vision before me. My throat went dry, and I could only nod weakly in response. My god, Jenny had never looked so incredibly sexy as she did right now, dressed up explicitly for another man. I felt the familiar rush of arousal flood through me yet again, astonished at how quickly I was growing hard despite having cum just a few minutes earlier.

With a sly grin, I handed Jenny a short, form-fitting red sundress, the final piece to complete the look. "That’s the last piece," I said, my voice filled with satisfaction as I stood back to admire my handiwork.

She took it from me with a soft smile, slipping into it with a grace that only made her even more alluring. The dress clung to her body perfectly, hugging her curves and just barely covering the bottom of the sheer red body stocking. The way the fabric flowed over her hips was almost teasing—the full effect of the lingerie only revealed when the dress was removed. I knew Chris would appreciate the surprise, the deliberate effort, and most of all, the intimate mystery hidden beneath.

As Jenny adjusted the dress, her eyes briefly met mine in the mirror, and I saw a quiet satisfaction settle over her expression. She reached for her hairbrush, pulling it through her wet strands with slow, deliberate strokes. Her movements were languid, almost hypnotic, as she worked with a focus I knew all too well—part of her preparing herself for the night, and part of her preparing me for what was about to happen.

When she finished, she opened her makeup bag and pulled out a tube of bright red lipstick. I watched as she carefully applied it, the color bold and striking, matching the intensity of her look. The contrast between the deep red of her lips and the soft, paler tones of her skin was mesmerizing. Every motion she made was precise, controlled, as though she was taking her time to make sure everything was perfect.

We both stepped back then, taking a few seconds to admire the transformation. Jenny stood there in front of the mirror, the embodiment of sensuality and anticipation, her body now fully clothed in a way that made her look like she was about to step into something far more intimate. Her lips were painted bright red, her eyes smoldering as they met mine in the reflection.

"Perfect," I whispered, my voice thick with admiration and desire.

Jenny smiled, a small but confident smile, her eyes flickering to the door as if imagining what lay beyond it. "You really know how to make a girl feel special," she said softly, then added, almost as an afterthought, "and now… I’m ready."

“HOLY FUCK, Jen, you look amazing,” I said, my voice practically bursting with admiration. “Seriously, over the last three days, I’ve never seen you look so sexy.”

Jenny smiled warmly, her eyes sparkling with that quiet confidence she wore so effortlessly. “Aww, thank you so much, baby,” she whispered, then leaned in to peck me lightly on the cheek, her lips soft against my skin.

We walked to the door hand in hand, and Jenny smoothed the fabric of her dress over her trim torso, adjusting the way it hugged her body. I couldn’t help but admire the way she moved—every inch of her oozing sensuality and poise. My mind raced, torn between wanting to claim her for myself and knowing she was about to slip out of my grasp for the night.

“Have a great night, babe,” she said softly, looking up at me as she gave me one last lingering kiss. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

She blew me a kiss as she walked out the door, her hips swaying effortlessly in the tight red dress. The sight of her ass, perfectly framed by the dress and her heels, made my heart race again. I stood there for a moment, unable to look away as I watched her stride confidently across the landing, each click of her heels echoing through the hallway.

The sound of her heels grew faint as she reached Chris’s door, and I couldn’t resist. I quickly moved to the peephole, my breath catching in my throat as I watched her knock. Moments later, Chris’s massive frame appeared in the doorway.

“God damn, girl!” I heard him mutter, his voice filled with awe. Jenny responded with a playful little twirl, showing off the outfit I’d chosen for her.

“You like it?” she asked with a coy smile, her voice sweet and teasing.

“I FUCKING LOVE IT!” Chris’s voice boomed through the hallway, the intensity of his words making my cock stir despite the tension twisting in my chest. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Chris wrapped his arms around Jenny, pulling her into him, their lips meeting in a kiss so fierce that it was almost too much to watch.

I stood there, breathless, as I watched them on the doorstep, hands roaming, bodies pressed together in a way I never thought I’d see—her, my wife, my love, giving herself to another man so openly. It was surreal, watching as they stood there, kissing, touching, the world around them oblivious to what was happening just beyond that door.

Eventually, Chris broke the embrace, his hand lingering on her waist as he led her inside, finally pulling her over the threshold into his house. She stepped into his home, his lover, for the first time—and as the door clicked shut behind them, I was left standing there, alone, with a thousand thoughts racing through my mind.

But one thing was certain: my fantasy had just turned into reality.

I spent the rest of the night lying in bed, my mind consumed with images of Jenny’s glistening body as it twisted and arched beneath Chris. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flashes of her—sweat-slicked skin, her mouth open in pleasure, her legs wrapped around him as he took her over and over. I couldn’t decide if the reality was even more intense than the images I’d conjured, but I sure as hell tried to match it. My hand moved steadily, my cock rock hard, aching with both desire and something deeper I still couldn’t name. Even when I came, it wasn’t enough. I kept going, kept imagining.

At some point exhaustion finally caught up with me. I must have drifted off on the sofa, because I woke to the soft metallic click of the front door unlocking just before sunrise. My eyes fluttered open groggily, the first light of dawn seeping into the room, and then I saw her.

Jenny.

And she looked exactly how I’d pictured her in my fantasies.

Her hair was a tousled, glorious mess, strands clinging to her face and neck. The bright red lipstick she’d applied so carefully earlier in the evening was almost entirely smudged away, leaving faint stains at the corners of her mouth. Her dress—once tight and flawless—was now creased, bunched around her hips, scrunched in places like it had been hurriedly adjusted again and again. But none of that mattered.

What mattered was the look on her face.

She was smiling. Wide. Bright. Glowing. There was a joy in her expression I hadn’t seen in ages—something raw and satisfied that radiated from her whole body. She didn’t say anything at first. Just put a finger to her lips and gave a little gesture for me to follow her.

I stood up without a word, heart pounding in my chest as she led me down the hall. Every step felt surreal, like I was still caught in some fever dream I hadn’t woken up from. We reached our bedroom, and once the door closed softly behind us, she turned around to face me.

And that’s when I really saw her.

The flush in her cheeks, the smudges of mascara beneath her eyes, the faint red marks on her chest and collarbone that hadn’t been there before. Her body was humming with energy, but her posture gave her away. She was exhausted. Her movements were slower, heavier. Her eyes held that unmistakable look—dazed, content, but absolutely spent.

It was clear she hadn’t slept. Not really.

And yet, standing there in front of me, she looked more alive than I’d seen her in years.

"Did you sleep well?" she asked, glancing back toward the lounge with a tired smile.

"Probably better than you did," I replied with a smirk, stepping forward to wrap my arms around her. As I pulled her in close, I couldn’t help but breathe her in—and instantly, I was overwhelmed.

She reeked of sex.

It was unmistakable—sweat, perfume, latex, and the deep, musky scent of cum still clinging to her skin. It was raw and intoxicating, and I deliberately took another deep breath, letting it fill my lungs as I held her tighter.

"Yeah," she murmured against my chest, her voice thick with exhaustion but light with satisfaction. "It was a big night."

Her eyes were glassy, bleary with fatigue, but her smile hadn’t faded for even a second. She looked used. Fucked. And completely, radiantly happy.

"Oh—and Chris absolutely loved the outfit," she added with a teasing glint in her eye.

I stepped back slowly, letting my gaze travel over her from head to toe. Her body still bore the marks of the night—creased fabric, smudged makeup, slightly trembling legs—and yet she stood there so confidently in it all.

"It shows," I said softly, my voice catching just a little as I took in the sight of my wife—wrecked, radiant, and still wearing the evidence of everything she’d done.

Jenny gave me a knowing smile, then reached behind her and slowly unzipped her dress. With one smooth motion, she let it fall to the floor at her feet, stepping gracefully out of it and revealing herself in the red mesh body stocking—now rumpled, clinging, and soaked with the lingering aftermath of her night. She stood tall in it, proudly, letting me take her in.

It was almost too much to process.

She looked utterly, exquisitely wrecked. Her body was flushed, her skin marked, her curves framed by the sheer fabric that barely covered anything. This wasn’t the Jenny I had kissed goodbye the night before—this was a woman who had been fucked, hard and thoroughly, and who wore it like a badge of honor.

She gestured toward her right breast with a lazy finger, pointing to a dark, bruised love bite high on the curve of it—deep purple, almost angry-looking beneath the mesh. “Chris told me he left this for you,” she said with a soft, wicked grin.

God. It was one of the hottest things I had ever seen.

That single, brutal mark was like a signature—an unignorable reminder that my wife had been taken, owned, ravished. That while I’d been jerking off alone, he had been sucking on her breasts, leaving marks, making her scream. And yet… knowing her, I was sure she gave as good as she got. Jenny was no passive plaything. Chris might have used her—but she would have made damn sure he earned it.

As my eyes drifted lower, the sight that greeted me made my cock twitch hard in my shorts. Her freshly shaved pussy lips were red and swollen, visibly used. Between them, thick glistening remnants of Chris’s cum still oozed slowly down—messy, sticky, and unmistakable.

I reached out instinctively, gently brushing my fingertips along the outer folds of her abused pussy. She didn’t flinch—just stood there, letting me feel her. My hand slid lower, down to her inner thighs, over the taut nylon of her stockings. They were tacky with drying cum—his cum—coated across her pale skin like a mark of ownership he hadn’t even tried to clean off.

“Looks like he left something down here too,” I murmured, letting out a breathless little laugh as I pulled my hand away and stared at the evidence glistening on my fingers.

“He left a hell of a lot down there,” Jenny said with a wicked smirk, her tone half-teasing, half-dazed with satisfaction. “Seriously, babe, there was so much cum. Actually…” She paused, eyes twinkling as she leaned in slightly. “He put some more in there just before I left.”

Her words hit me like a jolt to the chest. My cock twitched again at the raw honesty of it—there was something so unapologetic in the way she said it, like she wasn’t just recounting what happened, but owning it.

I didn’t even try to respond. Instead, I stepped forward and kissed her—hard, needy, pulling her body against mine. Our mouths collided, hot and open, tasting each other, the afterglow of her night still lingering on her skin. My hands slid to her waist, gripping her like I was trying to ground myself. But just as the kiss deepened, Jenny pulled away with a knowing grin, then spun on her heel and strutted into the bathroom—still wearing those glossy red heels like they were part of her skin.

I stood there, watching her go, speechless.

A little while later, I was in the kitchen making coffee when she reappeared, freshly showered but no less disarming. Her hair was still damp and wild, and she wore a short robe that hung open to the waist, revealing her bare chest and the deepening bruise Chris had left on her breast. His “present” for me had turned a deeper shade of purple now, spreading slightly at the edges—a raw, intimate stamp of ownership I hadn’t expected to feel so turned on by.

“Did you even manage to take the shoes off?” I asked, passing her a mug of coffee.

Jenny smirked as she took it from me and sipped. “Nope. I even slept in them. Chris thinks it’s hot.”

She paused, then added with a shrug that was far too casual to be innocent, “And if I’m honest… I think I kind of agree.”

That caught me off guard. There was something subtly new in her—this playful edge, this openness. It wasn’t just that she was fucking Chris now. It was that she was embracing something inside herself that neither of us had seen coming.

“Yeah,” I said, slowly. “I think he’s right.”

Jenny just nodded, slowly, lips curved around the edge of her cup. “Mmm…”

We stood there for a moment in the quiet morning stillness, the normalcy of the kitchen wrapped around something far from normal. I was still processing the version of her that stood in front of me—bare-chested, bruised, freshly showered from her lover’s bed.

Then, gently, I asked, “You want to tell me about it?”

Over two steaming cups of coffee, Jenny sat across from me at the kitchen island, her robe still loosely tied and her body relaxed in that way only true satisfaction could bring. She began to share bits of the night—playfully at first, like she was recounting something mischievous, but gradually dipping into deeper, more explicit territory.

“He seems to shoot really massive loads,” she said with a breathy little laugh, swirling her coffee lazily in her cup.

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite myself. “Yeah?”

“Oh yeah,” she nodded, her eyes gleaming. “They really are the biggest I’ve ever seen.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice a little quieter, not entirely sure if I wanted to hear the answer—or if I wanted to hear everything.

Jenny didn’t hesitate. “The first time he came in my pussy…” she paused, grinning as the memory clearly washed over her again, “it honestly felt like someone turned on a hose inside me.”

Her voice was giddy, almost reverent.

Then she paused, her smile faltering just slightly as her eyes flicked up to mine. There was a brief flicker of uncertainty in her gaze, like she was checking—gauging whether I was really okay hearing her say it that way. Whether I was still with her in this, still able to take the rawness of her honesty.

She visibly relaxed when she saw my smile, the tension in her shoulders easing as she realized I wasn’t pulling away—I was leaning in.

“Does it… feel good when he cums like that?” I asked, my voice low, not accusing, just curious—aroused by the image, haunted by it.

Jenny’s eyes lit up instantly, her face breaking into a radiant, almost dreamy grin.

“Incredible,” she said softly, her voice rich with memory.

Jenny held my gaze for a moment after that last word, her smile still lingering—subtle, satisfied, knowing. Then, without saying anything, she reached across the small gap between us and gently rested her hand on my thigh.

Her fingers moved higher, slow and deliberate, until they brushed over the hard outline of my cock through my shorts. She didn’t say anything at first—just pressed her palm against it and let it rest there, feeling the tension.

“Wow,” she murmured, lifting her eyebrows slightly. “You’re really hard.”

I didn’t say a word. I just looked at her, barely breathing.

“You really do love hearing about it, don’t you?” she said, her voice light and teasing as she slipped her hand beneath the waistband of my shorts and wrapped her fingers gently around my cock.

She started stroking me with a slow, almost idle rhythm—no urgency, no pressure. It felt more like a tender habit than an attempt to arouse me, but that made it all the more intense.

She picked up her coffee again with her free hand and took a sip like nothing was unusual.

“I mean… it’s not just that it’s big,” she continued, voice thoughtful, conversational. “It’s how he moves. How controlled he is. The first time he slid it inside me, I honestly gasped so hard I startled him.”

Her hand kept moving, that soft, steady glide that barely changed in pace.

“It just kept going, babe,” she said with a little smile. “I could feel myself stretching so much to take him. It was like my body didn’t even know what to do with a cock that thick.”

I swallowed hard, trying to keep still as her fingers worked me with that maddening softness.

“He didn’t even fuck me right away,” she went on, her voice like silk across my nerves. “He just stayed deep, letting me feel him filling me completely. My pussy was already fluttering before he even started moving.”

My breathing was shallow now. I could feel the pressure coiling deep in my belly—hot, insistent, confusing in how fast it was building.

“Then he started fucking me, and I completely lost it,” she continued, her tone still casual, still calm. “I couldn’t stop moaning. He had me dripping, soaking the sheets. I came hard, just from his cock sliding in and out.”

Her strokes never sped up. That same gentle pace, her fingers slick with precum now, her palm warm and smooth.

“By the third time,” she added with a soft laugh, “I didn’t care who heard me begging him to cum in me again. Right there in his apartment, windows open, morning sun coming through the blinds… I just wanted to be filled.”

That was it.

My body locked up, and I groaned as the orgasm hit—sudden, unstoppable. I jerked in my seat as thick streams of cum pulsed out of me, soaking my shirt and splattering onto her wrist and fingers. It felt like it came from somewhere deeper, dragged out of me by her voice, her hand, and everything she’d just told me.

Jenny paused, letting my cock twitch one last time before she let go. She casually licked her finger, then reached for her coffee again like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“I wasn’t even trying to make you cum,” she said with a sweet smile. “Guess that’s all it takes now, huh?”

And there we sat—me breathless and drenched, her sipping coffee, legs crossed, absolutely glowing—while I tried to make sense of just how hard I’d cum from nothing more than the truth.


Chapter 7

Chris was away with work for the next couple of days, and life for Jenny and me continued more or less as normal. We moved through the rhythms of our days with practiced ease, but there was a new charge in the air between us—an unspoken awareness of what now lived just beneath the surface. Still, it was comforting to see that not everything had changed.

On Thursday morning, I stirred from sleep to find Jenny’s warm, naked body pressed against me, her tight little ass slowly grinding back against my gradually stiffening cock. It was her usual way of letting me know she wanted a morning quickie—wordless, lazy, intimate—and I loved waking up like that. I was relieved, too. Relieved that even after everything, she still came back to me like this.

Without a sound, I adjusted my hips and guided myself into her slick, waiting pussy. She was already soaking, and the sensation made me gasp against her shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her waist and reached up to cup one of her perfect, pale breasts, relishing the way it filled my hand, soft and firm. Her curly auburn hair spilled over her shoulder like a veil as she rocked back into me, her body trembling as a quick orgasm overtook her almost instantly.

She didn’t cry out or thrash—just a soft intake of breath, a stutter in her rhythm, and a visible shiver as her muscles clenched around me. She looked beautiful like that—flushed, lost in it, totally uninhibited.

As I caught my breath, I leaned in close to her ear, my lips barely brushing her skin. “Is Chris coming home tonight?”

She tensed for a moment, just the briefest pause in her hips before she gave a tiny shrug and resumed her gentle grinding.

“Oh… so that’s why you’re so horny?” I murmured, letting a teasing note creep into my voice.

“Perhaps,” she replied, her voice breathy but steady.

“You using me to warm yourself up for his cock?” I whispered, tightening my grip slightly around her waist.

“No…”

But her voice carried that playful lilt now—that half-denial that was as much an invitation as a protest.

“I bet you spent all night thinking about his huge cock filling you up, didn’t you?” I pushed, just to see how far she’d let me go.

There was a pause, then a sly smile tugged at her lips.

“Maybe a little bit,” she said, finally letting herself admit it.

And just like that, I felt the shift in her body—the subtle release of tension, the quiet relief of no longer hiding. She exhaled, her muscles relaxing as if some unspoken weight had lifted now that her truth had been said aloud. That tiny confession ignited something in me, something hungry, something eager.

And I wanted more.

So I kept pushing, kept coaxing her, feeding both her fire and mine, ready to blur the lines between fantasy and reality all over again.

“Were you dreaming about spending tonight at his place?” I asked, my voice low against her ear as I pulled my cock out slowly, leaving just the head inside her before sliding back in—only halfway this time.

Jenny let out a soft, frustrated gasp, her hips instinctively pushing back, seeking more. But I didn’t give it to her. Not yet. I held still, savoring the tension in her body.

“Tell me,” I whispered. “Were you dreaming about him?”

“Yes,” she breathed, barely above a whisper.

That was all I needed.

I thrust deep into her, burying myself to the hilt. She let out a sharp, trembling groan, the sound of pure relief spilling from her lips as I filled her again.

“When his cock is inside you,” I murmured, my voice thick with curiosity and arousal as I began a slow, steady rhythm, “can you feel him… up this far?” I slid my hand down her stomach, resting just above the smooth plane of her freshly waxed mound.

“Yeah,” she moaned, her voice tight and needy.

I pushed my fingers an inch higher, flattening my palm over the subtle curve of her lower abdomen as I continued to fuck her slowly. “What about this far up?”

“Yeah,” she groaned again, arching her back to meet each shallow thrust.

My hand slid further, gliding up her toned, trembling stomach. “This far?” I asked softly, my fingertips now resting just below her navel, my body pressing deeper into hers.

“Further,” she gasped, and then she grabbed my hand and slowly guided it higher, dragging it over her tight, quivering core until we stopped just beneath her belly button.

“Holy fuck…” I exhaled, genuinely stunned.

“Yeah,” she moaned, breath catching as she reached back with both hands, gripping my hips and pulling me deeper. “I know.”

And that was it. Her pussy clenched down on me in a silent, rhythmic spasm as she came again, her body quivering in my arms. No moans, no words—just raw, physical surrender. Her orgasm rolled through her quietly but powerfully, and feeling it was enough to push me over the edge, too. My balls tightened, my breath caught, and then I was cumming deep inside her, groaning through clenched teeth as I emptied myself into the woman who had just told me, without shame, how deeply her lover could reach her.

We cuddled for a couple of minutes afterward, our bodies still tangled together in the warm quiet of the morning. Jenny rested her head on my chest, her breathing soft and even, and I gently ran my fingers through her messy, curly hair. I loved the way it felt—wild and soft, untamed like the version of her I was still getting to know.

“Chris does get home today,” she said quietly, almost like she was testing the water.

“That’s amazing,” I said, kissing the top of her head. “So… are you excited to see him?”

Jenny tilted her head up and looked at me, a flicker of worry crossing her face. “Maybe. I mean… yeah. But—are you sure you’re still OK with all of this?”

There was no accusation in her tone, just genuine concern—like she needed to hear it again to believe it was real.

“Totally,” I replied with a low chuckle, knowing full well the moment would say more than words. Right on cue, her eyes flicked down and saw my cock already beginning to harden again, rising between us like it had been waiting for permission.

“Oh…” she grinned, amusement lighting her face as she tossed the sheets aside. “Well, I guess you are.”

She laughed and bounced out of bed, leaving me lying there, half in love, half in awe, and more turned on than I’d ever thought possible.

That afternoon I had to run out and grab a few things from the hardware store, nothing out of the ordinary. But when I stepped back into our unit, what I walked into gave me pause.

There was Chris, standing casually in the kitchen like he owned the place, a beer in one hand and the other resting low on Jenny’s ass—right on the curve of her lycra-covered cheek—as she stood at the counter slicing vegetables. The easy intimacy of it, the way his hand fit so naturally there, wasn’t lost on me. And Jenny… Jenny looked incredible.

She was still in her workout gear—those skin-tight black and lime green ¾-length pants that might as well have been painted on, and a matching halter crop top that framed her toned torso and pushed her cleavage into a mouthwatering display. She looked effortlessly sexy, but I knew better. That outfit was no accident. She’d put it on for him, not for spin class.

I was almost certain she had timed everything to perfection. The cooking, the clothes, the way she acted caught off guard—it all had Jenny’s signature style: carefully orchestrated to look spontaneous. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had Chris’s schedule memorized. She was never caught unprepared. That wasn’t who she was.

“Hey guys,” I called out, my tone casual, giving them just enough warning not to look too startled. I didn’t want to actually catch them. Not yet.

Chris’s hand instantly lifted from her ass like I’d triggered an invisible sensor. They both turned to face me, matching sheepish expressions plastered across their faces. It was almost comical, like a guilty pause in a sitcom.

And yet, I still don’t know what struck me as stranger in that moment—the man who had spent the weekend buried inside my wife now sipping a beer in my kitchen, or the fact that he’d bothered to pull his hand away at all. A hand on her ass? That was practically innocent, all things considered. If I was even calling it a concern anymore.

“Hey, babe,” Jenny said quickly, a little too brightly, like she was trying to smooth over the moment before it had a chance to get awkward.

I didn’t want it to be awkward either. So I stepped forward, reached out to shake Chris’s hand the way I normally would—firm, familiar—and then leaned in to kiss Jenny and pull her into a warm hug, grounding us all in something that felt normal.

“Good to see you’re back, dude,” I said, and I meant it. Whatever else was true, I genuinely liked the guy.

Chris grinned as he handed me one of the beers he’d brought with him. “It’s always good to be back,” he replied smoothly, and there was something easy in his tone—like he knew he belonged here now, in more ways than one.

I headed into the living room and flopped down onto the sofa. Chris followed, settling in beside me on the opposite end. We drank our beers and watched the last quarter of a football game neither of us really cared about. It was the kind of background noise that helped keep everything feeling normal… until I knew I had to speak up.

I turned slightly toward him, keeping my tone low but steady. “Hey man, listen. I guess this whole thing could feel a little weird from your side, and I just want you to know… it’s all totally cool with me.”

Chris didn’t say anything, just nodded once, listening.

“The way I see it, we’re still friends—just like we always have been. And I don’t want that to change.”

“That’s cool,” he replied, his voice even, though I could still see a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. Understandable, really.

“And whatever happens between you and Jenny,” I continued, “that’s cool too. Honestly, it’s completely up to you both. You’re two consenting adults, and you’re just… doing something that feels natural to you. At least, that’s how I see it.”

“Thanks, man. I really appreciate it,” he said, tipping his beer back and downing the rest of it in just a few gulps.

I nursed mine more slowly, letting the moment settle, and after a while, I excused myself to head upstairs for a shower and a change of clothes. By the time I was out and toweling off, Jenny had already made her way upstairs too. She stepped into the bedroom and closed the door gently behind her.

“Sorry about that, babe,” she said softly.

“What, his hand on your ass?” I asked, quirking an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” she replied as she turned toward her wardrobe, rifling through hangers like she was suddenly busy.

“Don’t be silly,” I said, stepping up behind her and sliding my arms around her waist. “You looked so fucking hot in those yoga pants… If I’m honest, I’m surprised that’s all Chris was doing.”

She let out a soft laugh and turned to face me. Our lips met, unhurried but hungry, and I held her close, my hands instinctively exploring the tight lycra stretched across her perfect curves. Her firm little body felt electric under my fingertips, and it wasn’t long before I felt my cock starting to swell beneath the towel wrapped around my hips.

“You didn’t mind seeing him touch me like that?” she asked, her voice low, almost testing me.

“No,” I murmured, my hands firmly gripping her ass the same way his had just an hour ago. “I loved it. And I love you.”

I gave her ass a firm squeeze, mimicking exactly what I’d seen, watching her eyes flutter just slightly as she melted into the moment.

“Did he do this when you two were making out?” I asked, my lips brushing hers again, the question soft, knowing.

I could smell him on her—faint but unmistakable. The trace of another man, another kiss. And I was pretty sure it hadn’t just been playful flirting in the kitchen.

“Thanks, man. I really appreciate it,” he said, tipping his beer back and downing the rest of it in just a few gulps.

I nursed mine more slowly, letting the moment settle, and after a while, I excused myself to head upstairs for a shower and a change of clothes. By the time I was out and toweling off, Jenny had already made her way upstairs too. She stepped into the bedroom and closed the door gently behind her.

“Sorry about that, babe,” she said softly.

“What, his hand on your ass?” I asked, quirking an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” she replied as she turned toward her wardrobe, rifling through hangers like she was suddenly busy.

“Don’t be silly,” I said, stepping up behind her and sliding my arms around her waist. “You looked so fucking hot in those yoga pants… If I’m honest, I’m surprised that’s all Chris was doing.”

She let out a soft laugh and turned to face me. Our lips met, unhurried but hungry, and I held her close, my hands instinctively exploring the tight lycra stretched across her perfect curves. Her firm little body felt electric under my fingertips, and it wasn’t long before I felt my cock starting to swell beneath the towel wrapped around my hips.

“You didn’t mind seeing him touch me like that?” she asked, her voice low, almost testing me.

“No,” I murmured, my hands firmly gripping her ass the same way his had just an hour ago. “I loved it. And I love you.”

I gave her ass a firm squeeze, mimicking exactly what I’d seen, watching her eyes flutter just slightly as she melted into the moment.

“Did he do this when you two were making out?” I asked, my lips brushing hers again, the question soft, knowing.

I could smell him on her—faint but unmistakable. The trace of another man, another kiss. And I was pretty sure it hadn’t just been playful flirting in the kitchen.

“And you’re really sure?” she asked, her eyes narrowing just slightly, not quite convinced.

“Completely,” I said, holding her gaze without hesitation.

“Seriously… you mean here? In our room?”

“One hundred percent,” I said again, firmer this time.

That seemed to settle it. Jenny didn’t change out of her workout gear. And honestly, I think that was the entire point. As we headed back downstairs, I already had a sense this little plan was going to work.

Sure enough, as soon as we stepped into the room, Chris looked up—and the instant his eyes landed on her, the tiniest smirk played at the corner of his lips. Jenny didn’t hesitate. She walked straight across the room with that deliberate little strut she had, every step confident and controlled. Her tight black and lime green lycra clung to every inch of her toned body, and her long auburn hair bounced against her back.

She reached out her hand to him, smiling. Chris looked up, surprised, but took it without question. She gave him a slight tug, and he rose to his feet.

The moment he stood beside her, the difference in their size was impossible to ignore—his towering, muscular frame making her look almost doll-like by comparison. His bulging erection pressed visibly against his jeans, and the contrast between his dark skin and her pale, exposed midriff was stunning.

“I think I’ll have dessert first,” Jenny said casually, but her tone was thick with suggestion.

She turned and began leading him away, not even glancing back. Chris looked over at me, clearly checking—uncertain, maybe even a little stunned. I gave him a single nod, calm and sure. That was all he needed.

Without another word, he followed her through the door. And just like that, they vanished from view.

I finished getting dinner ready, though my cock was so hard it was starting to ache with a dull, persistent pressure that made every movement feel heavy and distracted. It wasn’t just arousal—it was anticipation, adrenaline, the surreal thrill of knowing what was happening just a few feet down the hallway in our bedroom.

The layout of our place worked against me—the bedrooms were tucked away at the far end of a long hallway, well-insulated from sound. I’d turned the radio up in the kitchen, pretending it was just for background noise, but I knew what it was really for: a barrier, something to keep my ears from straining for every sound I couldn’t quite hear. Just in case I cracked.

And of course, I cracked.

Fifteen minutes in, my restraint gave out. I turned the volume down just enough to justify stepping away, then crept slowly down the hallway. My heart thudded with each quiet step, not from fear—but from the intoxicating thrill of the unknown.

As I neared the bedroom door, the muffled sounds became unmistakable. Jenny’s moans were raw, unfiltered. “Oh fuck, oh fuck yes,” she cried, over and over, her voice trembling with need.

Every groan was followed by the rhythmic thud of bodies colliding—thick, steady, relentless. Chris wasn’t making love to her. He was driving into her, and she was taking every inch with wild abandon.

“Have you missed that?” I heard Chris ask, his voice low, almost taunting.

“Oh… fuck… yes… God… I’ve… missed… it… so… fucking… much,” Jenny gasped, her reply broken up by thrusts I couldn’t see but could hear in every syllable.

I stood there for several long seconds, frozen in place. My hand hovered near the doorknob, tempted—aching—to twist it open, just an inch, just to see… But I couldn’t. They were too deep in it, too far gone. I couldn’t risk breaking the spell.

So I backed away, heart racing, cock throbbing, and made my way down the hall. The smell of dinner filled the kitchen, but it was all background now.

About thirty minutes later, Jenny emerged from the bedroom, hair damp from the shower, wearing that clingy blue dress I always loved. Her skin was flushed, her eyes bright, and she moved with a softness that screamed satisfaction. She came up behind me and slipped her arms around my waist, mouthing a silent, “Thank you, baby,” before kissing my neck.

A minute later, Chris followed. He was freshly showered too, towel-dried hair, casual clothes—but his expression was anything but relaxed. There was a tension in his shoulders, a quiet nervousness in the way he paused at the kitchen entrance, unsure of what he might be walking into.

“Wanna beer?” I asked, tossing him a glance as I reached into the fridge.

Chris blinked, like he wasn’t sure he’d heard me right. His brow furrowed for just a second, then softened into a sheepish grin.

“Yeah, man. Sure,” he said, catching the bottle mid-air.

He’d just fucked my wife into oblivion—and I was handing him a beer. And somehow, it all felt strangely… normal.

Dinner played out pretty much like any other night for us. The awkward tension from earlier dissolved surprisingly fast as we slipped back into the easy rhythm of being friends. Conversation flowed, laughter returned, and it was like nothing had shifted—at least on the surface.

After we finished eating, Chris helped clear the table and rinse the dishes. He thanked us for dinner with a warm smile and a tone that carried just enough weight to suggest his gratitude extended beyond the meal, though nothing was said outright. Then, after a few more shared laughs and a final clink of bottles, he headed out and crossed the hall back to his place.

Later, when we climbed into bed, the sheets were still a total mess—twisted and rumpled, and unmistakably marked by what had taken place earlier.

“Did you manage to sneak a little look, baby?” Jenny asked as she slipped out of her clothes, her voice light, teasing.

“No,” I admitted, watching her as she moved around the room. “I really wanted to… but I thought it’d be a bit too obvious.”

She gave me a knowing grin as we pulled the sheets straight and slid beneath them. “You should have,” she said with a playful smile as she nestled in beside me.

“I did come and listen at the door,” I confessed, unable to help the grin tugging at the corner of my mouth.

“What did you hear?” she asked, tilting her head slightly, her voice soft but curious, eyes locked on mine.

“I heard you moaning,” I said slowly, my voice already thick with arousal, “and the sound of… bodies. Slapping together. And I heard you telling him how much you’d missed fucking him.”

Even just saying it made my cock twitch, hardening fast beneath the sheets.

Jenny’s lips curved into a sultry smile as she slid her hand beneath the covers and wrapped her fingers around my now almost fully hard cock. “Well, I guess you enjoyed what you heard?” she teased, stroking me with a slow, lazy rhythm.

“Yeah,” I groaned, unable to hide how much. “Hearing how much you missed his cock… God, it turned me on so much. It made me glad I set this up for you.”

Jenny leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Do you want to fuck me?” she whispered.

Before I could even answer, she added, her voice dropping even lower, “There’s probably still a lot of his cum in my pussy though. He’d been saving up for four days.”

That filthy, casual confession—spoken in that husky, unapologetic tone—nearly pushed me over the edge right then and there. I had to grit my teeth, breathing hard as I fought off the urge to explode in her hand.

“Can I?” I asked, my voice low, uncertain. I honestly didn’t know if she’d be up for more so soon after the kind of pounding I imagined Chris had given her. Part of me was still afraid she might say no—and part of me wondered if I was even ready to feel what that would mean.

Jenny didn’t answer with words.

Instead, she slid a leg over my hips and settled herself onto me, straddling me in one fluid, confident motion. A second later, I felt the warm, wet heat of her pussy as it swallowed my cock. She was so slick, so open, and as she sank all the way down, I felt it—slightly looser than usual. Different. Not worse. Just… different. And I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t expected it.

Jenny’s eyes locked onto mine, and she rolled her hips in a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Oh yeah, that’s it,” she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “You like that, don’t you, baby?”

She leaned in a little closer, her lips parted, her breath brushing my face. “You like fucking my pussy when it’s full of black cum, don’t you?”

“Uh huh…” was all I could manage.

The heat, the mental image, the sheer sensory overload had me hanging on by a thread. Jenny kept her movements steady and focused, riding me with an intent that felt entirely for me—like she knew exactly how close I was, and wanted to take me right to the edge… and keep me there.

“I was riding his big black cock just like this, baby,” Jenny whispered, her voice low and sultry, her hips grinding against mine in slow, deliberate circles. “And then he came in me.”

She leaned in closer, her hands splayed against my chest, eyes locked on mine as she moved with perfect control. “God, there was so much,” she moaned, her voice dripping with arousal. “I could feel it—spurt after massive spurt—filling me up so deep. It was like a volcano exploding inside me.”

She knew exactly what she was doing. Every word was calculated, designed to push me right to the edge—and she wasn’t wrong. That vivid, filthy image paired with the feel of her tight, cum-filled pussy wrapped around my cock was all it took. She knew it would be too much.

“Oh my god,” I groaned through clenched teeth, trying to hold it back. I wanted to make her cum first—needed to—especially knowing Chris had already done it. I was clinging to every ounce of control I had, but deep down, I knew it was a losing battle.

After taking his monster cock, I couldn’t help but wonder if she could even feel mine. That thought, as twisted as it was, only turned me on more.

“It feels so fucking good, baby,” she moaned, riding me slower now, grinding her hips with intent. “To have my pussy full of black cum…”

“Why?” I asked, breathless—needing her to say it, to give me the full picture, even if it pushed me over the edge. I wanted to hear every dirty detail.

“It just makes me feel so naughty,” Jenny whispered, her voice trembling slightly as her hips kept rolling. “It’s like it’s my wicked secret… no one knows I have a hot Black lover who fills me up with his cum.”

Her breath hitched. She closed her eyes, and I watched as a shiver rippled through her body. A soft moan escaped her lips as a small orgasm took hold of her, subtle but unmistakable. I could feel her pussy tighten around me—wet, warm, full—and that was it. I couldn’t hold back anymore.

With a groan, I came with her, my release mixing deep inside her with what Chris had already left behind. The sensation overwhelmed me—filthy, raw, and deeply intimate. We clung to each other, breathless, both flushed and spent, and a few seconds later, we collapsed together into the sheets, tangled and silent, drifting off to sleep in the warmth of everything we’d just shared.

When we woke the next morning, everything felt strangely normal. The routine kicked in automatically—coffee brewing, showers running, clothes being laid out for the day. For a couple living through something as unconventional as we were, it was amazing how mundane mornings still felt.

Just before I left for work, Jenny and I were standing in the kitchen, sipping coffee side by side, when both our phones buzzed almost at the same time. It was a message from Chris.

He said he was heading out that evening—he and a few friends had been invited to a private high school-themed party at a club on the other side of town—and he was wondering if we wanted to come along.

I shot off a quick reply without thinking. Jenny would love to go with you, but I won’t be able to make it.

Jenny read the message and glanced over at me with a raised brow. “Well, I guess I’m going then,” she said, half-laughing as she turned and headed for the bedroom with her phone still in hand.

“You’ll love it, baby,” I called after her. I knew she would. She always loved to dance—and the idea of her dancing with Chris? That added a whole new layer.

But she reappeared in the doorway a moment later, frowning slightly. “This is different, though. It’s out in public. What if people see me with him? This isn’t like being at home.”

“It’s a private party,” I said, trying to ease her concern. “His friends, his part of town. You can do what you want, and no one’s going to think twice.”

She didn’t look convinced. “What if someone who knows us happens to be there too? We can’t risk that.”

“Just go, baby,” I said, stepping toward her. “Seriously—we don’t know anyone on that side of town, and we don’t have a single mutual friend with Chris online. I think we’re safe.”

“Yeah, right. Like it’s that easy,” Jenny muttered, half to herself, before grabbing her things and heading out the door for work.

Later that afternoon, on the drive home, I took a detour and swung by the mall. I headed straight for the lingerie store, heart pounding a little with anticipation and nerves. I wasn’t just looking for something sexy—I wanted something perfect. Something that would make Jenny look and feel like the absolute showstopper she was becoming.

I found a beautiful, high-end black lace set—delicate and dangerously seductive. The g-string was barely there, the push-up bra sculpted her curves just right, and the matching suspenders and silk stockings were pure elegance with a wicked edge. But I wasn’t finished.

For some reason, I felt bold. Like I was stepping further into this new role—not just as the husband, but as the architect of her transformation.

I walked right up to the sales girl, a pretty brunette with a knowing smile, and said with zero hesitation, “I’m taking my wife to a high school-themed club event, and I want her to be the best-dressed woman there.”

She didn’t even blink. In fact, she grinned and immediately set to work, pulling together the sexiest schoolgirl-inspired outfit she could find. As she handed over a sleek, pleated mini-skirt and a sheer white blouse that was more suggestion than coverage, she reached for a box behind the counter.

“I think you’ll also want this,” she said with a playful smile, holding up a delicate black ribbon choker with a tiny pendant hanging from the center.

“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow as I looked at the choker dangling from her fingers.

“Oh, definitely,” she said with a confident little nod. “This will tip the outfit right over the edge.”

She paused for a moment, then gave me a sly, almost conspiratorial smile. “I always wear one. And… well…” She didn’t finish the sentence, just let it hang there in the air, heavy with implication.

I chuckled, matching her grin. “Well, that is the plan.”

Without hesitation, I handed her my credit card and watched a good chunk of my paycheck vanish in a flash—but I didn’t care. It was worth it. Every piece was perfect. I knew the moment Jenny saw the outfit, she’d be hooked. She loved new clothes, and like most women, she really loved it when they were the kind that made her feel sexy. And if they happened to be slutty enough to drive both Chris and me insane with lust? Even better.

When I walked through the front door, the bag in hand, Jenny was sitting alone in the living room, lost in thought.

“Hey, babe,” I said as I walked into the room, holding up the glossy shopping bag like it was a peace offering. “I swung by the mall and got you a new outfit on the way home. So now… you’ve got no excuse not to go tonight.”

I stepped over and wrapped my arms around her, the bag brushing her hip. “But listen, if you’re not feeling it, it’s totally fine. I’ll take it all back tomorrow. No pressure—your call.”

Jenny hugged me back but didn’t say anything right away. I felt the shift in her body language—the way she lingered, like she was already imagining the night ahead.

“If I do go…” she began, pulling away just enough to look at me, “you know I can’t be with Chris in public. We’d have to say we’re just friends. Keep everything discreet.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I know. But honestly… do you really think anyone would care?”

She gave me a look, brows raised, clearly not buying that. “Yes, people would care. I’ve got a reputation, you know. I’m a married woman.”

“You’re also your own boss,” I reminded her gently. “And let’s be real—don’t you know at least a few women in your position who are messing around on the side?”

She gave a short, dry laugh. “Yeah, but that’s different.”

“How?” I asked, tilting my head. “Because they hide it? Because their husbands don’t know?”

Jenny looked at me for a second, lips parted like she wanted to answer but couldn’t quite find the words. There was a flicker of something deeper in her eyes—maybe guilt, maybe excitement, maybe both.

“It’s just… not the same,” she said finally, but her voice was softer now, less sure.

“How is it different?” I asked, trying not to sound too confrontational.

“It just is, okay?” she said quickly, a little sharper than before—but not angry, just defensive.

“Okay,” I replied, backing off slightly. “So… want to see the outfit?” I added, hoping to steer things in a better direction.

She narrowed her eyes at me, amused. “Oh, I can already guess how slutty it is.”

She was trying to sound exasperated, but the playful glint in her eye—and the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth—told me she wasn’t exactly upset about it.

“Wanna try it on?” I asked, my voice laced with hope.

Jenny didn’t say a word—just let out a sigh as she grabbed the shopping bag from my hand and sauntered off down the hallway. She exaggerated the sway of her hips with each step, clearly aware of my eyes glued to her ass. I stood there grinning, watching her disappear around the corner before grabbing a beer from the fridge and giving her a few minutes.

When I walked into the bedroom, she already had everything laid out on the bed like a private runway display. She was standing at the edge, holding up the bra between her fingers with an arched brow.

“Well, you’ve definitely got good taste,” she said, giving me a little whistle. “But this stuff must’ve cost you a fortune.”

“Oh, baby,” I replied, easing closer to her, “you’re worth every penny. And I know you’re going to look absolutely incredible in it.”

Jenny smirked, that familiar glint in her eye again. “Well… alright. I’ll try it on and see how I feel,” she said, her tone casual but leaving the door open—and I clung to that hint of hope.

She disappeared into the bathroom for a quick shower, and when she came out again, I damn near forgot how to breathe.

Her skin was still slightly damp, perfumed and glowing. But my eyes were immediately drawn to the smooth, glistening perfection between her legs—her freshly shaved pussy. It was becoming one of my favorite things, that silky, pale mound with its delicate pink folds—neat, tight, absolutely beautiful. The same perfect little cunt that had welcomed Chris so eagerly.

She stepped into the thong, slowly pulling the thin strip of black lace up her thighs, and I swallowed hard. When she reached for the bra, I stepped in to help, carefully hooking it behind her and adjusting the straps as the fabric hugged her curves and pushed her breasts into a mouthwatering swell of cleavage.

“Okay, that looks good,” she murmured, half to herself as she studied her reflection. I watched in awe as she sat down and began slowly sliding the silk-seamed stockings up each leg, smoothing them into place with practiced ease. When she clipped them into the suspenders and adjusted the belt, my heart was thudding in my chest. The little plaid mini skirt she stepped into barely covered the tops of the garters—just enough to pretend modesty, but with every shift of her hips, they peeked through, teasingly visible.

She buttoned the sheer white blouse next, pausing at the mirror again with a frown. Something about it clearly didn’t sit right with her. After a few seconds, she made a decision—unfastened the lower buttons and tied it in a tight knot just under her chest, leaving her taut, toned stomach exposed and her bra barely hidden beneath the fabric.

“Oh yeah, that looks hot,” I said, unable to keep the awe from my voice as she turned slightly, giving me a full view. But she didn’t reply—just sat down at the dresser and began plaiting her hair into two tight pigtails, one on each side. Then came the makeup: dark, smoky, far more dramatic than her usual style, and a heavy coat of red lipstick that made her look utterly, shamelessly filthy.

“I think it needs eyelashes too,” she said absently, rifling through her drawer before pulling out a pair of impossibly long false lashes—the ones she’d accidentally ordered ages ago and never worn. As she pressed them into place and leaned back to inspect the final result, I felt like I was staring at a completely different woman.

No… not different. Unleashed.

When she finally stood up and stepped into the glossy black stilettos, the transformation was complete. She didn’t just look hot—she looked obscene. Like some living, breathing pornographic schoolgirl fantasy come to life.

And then she wrapped the choker around her neck, tied it gently, and gave me a slow, knowing twirl.

“Oh my fucking God,” I managed to mumble, absolutely stunned by the perfect little slut standing in front of me.

“Yeah, I don’t think I’m going to go, though. But thanks for the clothes,” she said flatly, not a hint of emotion on her face.

“What?” I groaned, the disappointment hitting me like a punch to the gut.

Then she burst out laughing. “Only joking, baby.” She gave me a wicked little giggle and pulled a mock pout. “You should’ve seen your face.”

I exhaled hard as she spun around and gave herself one last look in the mirror. “This little slut needs a good night out!” she declared, full of sass, before strutting off and leaving me standing there, rock hard and helpless.

A few minutes later, I found her in the kitchen, sliding her phone and keys into a tiny purse that barely looked big enough to hold a lipstick. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“I’m really glad you’re going, babe,” I said, my voice thick with both nerves and arousal. “You’re gonna have a great time.” I was already imagining the way Chris would react the moment she walked in—how quickly he’d have his hands on her, how quickly she’d let him.

Jenny paused and looked up at me, her expression suddenly more serious. “Well… it’s pretty obvious you want something to happen,” she said, holding my gaze.

“Well… yeah,” I admitted, feeling no need to hide it anymore. “And honestly, I don’t care if people see you with him. I really am okay with you having a boyfriend. And if people find out… so what?”

Jenny turned toward me fully, locking eyes. “You could handle people seeing me in public with Chris?”

“Yeah,” I said, steady and sure, even as something twisted deep in my gut.

“You wouldn’t mind people knowing he’s my lover?” she pressed. “That while you’re at home, I’m out fucking him?”

I didn’t flinch. “No.”

Her eyes narrowed just slightly, testing. “You realize if anyone sees us together, they won’t just talk about me. It’ll be you they talk about. That’s how people are. You sure you’re ready for that?”

I nodded slowly. “Baby, it’s my fantasy—for you to have a big Black lover, and yeah… even out in public. I’ve thought about it a lot.”

Jenny’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Well, maybe we’ll find out tonight… because this outfit makes me feel so slutty.” She glanced down at herself, her hands brushing along the curve of her skirt. “I mean, that’s why you bought it, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice low. “I knew you’d look so fucking hot in it… and Chris wouldn’t stand a chance.”

Jenny held her hand out in front of her, admiring the flash of gold on her finger. “You think my wedding ring goes with the outfit?”

I grinned. “I think it really goes. Makes you look even sluttier with it on.”

“Then it stays,” she said with a devilish smile, eyes glittering with mischief and something darker.

“Think you’ll be able to send me some photos of you in the club?” I asked, trying to sound casual, though it came out sounding more like a plea.

Jenny raised an eyebrow. “Photos of us together?”

“Please,” I said softly, almost desperately.

Her lips curled into a smirk. “So you really want to see pictures of your wife acting like a little slut tonight? Posing with her trophy man?”

I swallowed hard and nodded, the intensity of her words hitting me in a way I didn’t expect. Trophy man. It had never even occurred to me that she might see Chris that way—but God, the thought turned me on even more.

Jenny leaned in just slightly, eyes glinting. “What if he tries to fuck me right there in the club? How would that make you feel?”

A bead of sweat prickled at my brow. “God… that would be so hot.”

“God, I love you, babe,” she said, her voice low and playful as she leaned in and gave me a quick, lingering kiss. Then, without missing a beat, she turned and practically ran for the door, her dress swaying and heels clacking with purpose. The door slammed shut behind her, and I stood there frozen, still throbbing with need, hearing her laugh echo down the tiled hallway—fully aware of the state she’d left me in. 


Chapter 8


I was sitting on the sofa watching TV a little later when my phone suddenly buzzed on the armrest beside me. As soon as I heard the vibration, my heart skipped. I reached for it instinctively and saw a message from Jenny light up the screen.

Got a little surprise for you...
That was all it said.

The next second, a photo came through.

Jenny was sitting in a booth at the club, leaning into Chris with that same playful smirk she gave me when she wanted to wind me up. Her cleavage dominated the frame, that tiny blouse now loosened just enough to let her red bra peek through, making it obvious she’d adjusted it since leaving the apartment. Chris looked every bit the confident alpha—relaxed, smiling, one arm slung possessively around her shoulders like he already owned her. And it wasn't a selfie—someone else had taken it. That realization hit me like a punch to the chest. Jenny was letting herself be seen with him. She’d taken another step. The knot in my stomach twisted with excitement and nerves as I stared at the photo again.

About an hour later, another buzz. My pulse kicked up again.

This time it was a selfie, taken by Chris on a packed dance floor. Jenny had her arms around his waist, pressed flush against him as they danced. Her smile was wild, unfiltered joy, and there was no mistaking the intimacy between them. She looked like she belonged there—with him. My cock was already hard before I even realized I was stroking it, the image of her in that outfit, in his arms, dancing like no one was watching… except I was. She wanted me to be.

Twenty minutes later, the final photo landed. This one hit like lightning.

A close-up between Jenny’s parted thighs. Her skirt was hiked up, showing the black lace of her stocking tops and bare, creamy skin. Her thong had been pulled to the side, and Chris’s thick finger was clearly buried deep inside her. Up to the second knuckle. Her slickness glistened in the colored light of the club, coating his finger, catching the flash like it had been posed. It was filthy. Brazen. Staged for me.

I had already cum once earlier, but just seeing that—the knowledge that she had posed that for me—sent another wave of arousal crashing through me. I couldn’t stop. I stroked harder, consumed by the images, the reality, the permission she had given me to watch her become someone else for him… for us.

Eventually, I came again, my body shaking, completely overwhelmed. At some point afterward, I must have drifted off on the sofa. I don’t remember falling asleep. Just the throb of release and the images burned into my mind.

I woke up the next morning, still half-dressed on the sofa, and instinctively reached for my phone. There was just one message waiting—sent at 3:06 a.m. It was from Chris.

I opened it, and my breath caught.

It was a photo, shot from behind, of Jenny walking up a flight of stairs I instantly recognized—our building’s stairwell. The angle was low, deliberate. Her little plaid skirt was riding high with every step, revealing the lacy tops of her black stockings hugging her pale thighs. And then I noticed something that made my pulse spike. Her thong was gone. My wife was walking around in public, late at night, wearing that schoolgirl outfit… with nothing underneath. She looked absolutely filthy. Confident. Owned.

I stared at the photo for longer than I probably should have, torn between disbelief and overwhelming arousal. It wasn’t just the photo—it was the message of it. Chris had taken it. Jenny had let him. And they both wanted me to see.

It was just after 11 a.m. when I heard the front door open.

Jenny walked in casually, like she hadn’t just blown my mind the night before. Her hair was still tied in those same plaits, now slightly messy and undone, but somehow even hotter for it. Most of her makeup had worn off, smudged away by time and friction. But she still looked incredible—better, even. She had that unmistakable glow, the one I was starting to recognize more and more—the “freshly fucked by Chris” glow.

She didn’t say a word when she saw me. She just gave me a slow, satisfied smile and beckoned silently with her finger for me to follow her down the hall.

I obeyed.

Watching her strut ahead of me in those towering heels and that tiny skirt, hips swaying with every step, I couldn’t help but wonder how the hell I’d gotten so lucky. How had I ended up married to a woman like this—a woman so effortlessly sexy, so shamelessly bold?

“Good morning, baby,” I said softly as I closed the bedroom door behind us.

“Yes... yes, it was,” Jenny replied, her voice husky and low as she turned and struck a pose in the center of the room, still dressed in the same slutty outfit I’d picked out—except now it had the disheveled look of a woman who’d been used, thoroughly and repeatedly.

“So, how was the party?” I asked, eyes tracing over her wrinkled blouse and her bare thighs peeking beneath the skirt.

“It was really fun. I’m glad you made me go,” Jenny said, and I couldn’t help but notice how crumpled her blouse had become—how the top two buttons were missing now entirely.

"Those photos were so hot," I said as I walked over and wrapped my arms around her.

"I'm glad you liked them," Jenny whispered, brushing her lips against mine. I caught the scent of Chris on her — musky, masculine, unmistakable — and it made my pulse quicken. I didn’t care how twisted it sounded… I fucking loved it.

"I was so proud of you for going out with him like that. In public. Owning it."

She gave me a sly grin, eyes dark with memory. "Yeah... when we got there, I looked around, didn’t see a single familiar face, and thought… 'Why not?' It felt dangerous, but in a good way."

"How far did you go?" I asked, my voice low with anticipation.

She tilted her head, toying with one of her pigtails. "Far enough to shock myself a little."

I swallowed hard. “Did he fuck you in the club?”

“No,” she said, smirking, “but…”

Her voice dropped into something more confessional, and her tone sent a chill through me. “There was this booth in the corner. Heavy curtains. We slid in, ordered drinks, and he leaned in, told me I looked so filthy in that outfit he couldn’t concentrate on anything else. I told him maybe I could help with that.”

My breath caught.

“I undid his pants under the table,” she continued, watching my reaction carefully. “He was already hard. Big and thick, like always. And I wrapped my fingers around him. Started stroking him while we sat there, just talking like nothing was happening.”

“Jesus,” I muttered, already rock hard.

“I slipped under the table for a second,” she said. “Just a second at first… just to taste him. I thought I’d pop up again quickly, but I couldn’t stop myself. I took more… and more. I could feel him twitching in my hand. He grabbed the edge of the table. I thought I was going to make him cum right there.”

“What stopped you?”

“A waiter,” she said, blushing. “He pulled back the curtain… and there I was, on my knees, with my mouth around Chris’s cock.”

My eyes went wide. “Seriously?”

Jenny nodded slowly, her blush deepening — but it didn’t look like embarrassment. Not exactly. “The waiter just froze. Then smiled. He looked right at me and said, ‘Don’t let me interrupt.’ And he pulled the curtain shut again.”

“Holy fuck,” I breathed.

“I should’ve stopped,” she said softly, biting her lower lip. “I should have. But Chris whispered, ‘You’re fine,’ and rested his hand on the back of my head.”

“You didn’t stop, did you?” I asked, my voice low and raw.

“I didn’t,” she admitted. “But I didn’t let him finish either. I teased him. I got him right to the edge. Took him as deep as I could. He kept muttering my name, telling me how fucking hot I looked… how no one had ever done that for him before. And then I stopped. Smoothed my lipstick and climbed back onto the seat like nothing happened. The look on his face…” she shook her head, laughing softly, “he could barely walk back to the dance floor.”

I was shaking with arousal.

“So after I got him right to the edge in the booth,” she began, her voice soft but electric with excitement, “I told him I needed a cigarette.”

I laughed. “That’s what stopped you?”

She smirked. “It was more of a... pause. I didn’t say I was done.”

She described how she stepped out into the cool night air, leaned against the railing, and borrowed a cigarette from another girl who was just finishing hers.

“I was still flushed, and I could barely stand still,” she said, her cheeks pink just from telling me. “Then Chris came out after me. He looked wrecked. Still hard. And I couldn’t help myself…”

I was already shifting under the covers.

“I slid my hand into his pants. He was so hard, babe. I couldn’t just ignore it. So I started stroking him… right there in the smoking area.”

I stared at her. “You didn’t…”

She grinned. “Oh, I did.”

Then, as casually as if she were describing a new recipe, she told me how she dropped to her knees — cigarette in one hand, his cock in the other — and took him all the way in.

“I just wanted it. I didn’t even think about it. He tasted so good, and I could feel how close he was already. I knew I could make him cum in seconds.”

“And did you?” I asked, barely breathing.

Jenny nodded slowly. “He tried to hold back, but there was no stopping it. I felt him twitch, and a second later… yeah, I had to swallow fast.”

I was already rock hard, mesmerized.

She laughed, her voice low and wicked. “And then, just as I stood up and took another drag of my cigarette — boom — the door opens. Another couple walks out, laughing and chatting like nothing just happened. They missed it by seconds.”

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, stunned and aroused all at once.

Jenny smiled like the cat who’d swallowed the canary. “I just turned my back to them and finished my cigarette. Casual as anything. I don’t think Chris had recovered yet.”

She looked over at me, eyes dancing. “Still glad you sent me out in that outfit?”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, breathless, my cock straining against the sheets.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because that was only part one.”

"Fuck. Do I even want to know the rest?" I asked, my voice low, already bracing myself for more.

Jenny gave me that wicked grin again — the one that always told me I was in for something unforgettable. “Well... as soon as we got into his place, he didn’t even let me catch my breath. He bent me over the kitchen bench, yanked my skirt up, and just started ramming his cock into me from behind.”

I exhaled hard, my imagination painting the scene instantly. The mental image of her, bent over like that, heels still on, skirt bunched around her waist, had me throbbing. “Holy fuck, babe… I wish I could have seen that.”

“Oh, so do I,” she said breathlessly. “But I did get to watch. The kitchen window was just behind the bench, and I caught my reflection the whole time. I looked like such a dirty little slut, just standing there in those heels, holding on, taking it while he fucked me from behind like he owned me.”

"I bet you loved it,” I said, almost more of a statement than a question, as my cock twitched just from the look on her face.

"Holy fuck, did I!" Jenny exhaled with a wicked grin. "He fucked me so hard, babe. Harder than anyone ever has. Honestly, if I hadn’t been half-drunk, I don’t think I could’ve taken it. He had me bent over that bench, gripping my plaits like reins while he pounded me like he owned me."

Her words were breathy, vivid, designed to push all my buttons — and they worked. My pulse thudded in my ears.

"Wow... so you’re into it rough now?" I asked, swallowing hard. My mouth was dry, my throat tight with arousal and surprise. Jenny had never gone for anything rough before. Hell, she used to pull away when I even hinted at it. But things were different now — she was different.

"Yeah," she said, her voice lower now, almost sheepish but glowing with raw lust. "I fucking loved it. I don’t know what it is, babe… but the way he used me, like I was just some cheap little slut, it turned me on so much. I didn’t expect it, but I loved how filthy it made me feel."

I felt her hand wrap around my cock again, slow and teasing. I didn’t even have to ask her to go on — I just looked at her, silently pleading for more.

She smirked, stroking me gently as she continued. "I came twice bent over that bench. He didn’t even slow down. I was begging him to cum in me by the end, and when he finally did, he yanked my hair so hard I yelped. It hurt, baby — like really hurt — but it made the orgasm hit even harder. I’ve never cum like that before… not even with Chris. I don’t know what it is about him — maybe it’s the way he takes control, or how big he is — but something about him just turns me into a total bad bitch."

She paused, her eyes meeting mine, searching. Her hand was still working slowly, gently, as if reading my body like a map.

"I hope you're okay with that?"

"God, I’m more than OK with it! So… did you fuck all night?" My voice was low, strained with arousal and curiosity. I needed to know. Every filthy detail. I was hanging on her every word.

Jenny gave a breathy little laugh, then leaned in against me, her hand still stroking me in slow, delicious motions. “I couldn’t even stand up after the last one, babe. My legs just gave out. After he came in me — and I mean, properly came in me — he pulled out and just scooped me up like I weighed nothing. Carried me into the bedroom and tossed me onto the bed.”

The image hit me like a punch. My wife — in that tight little schoolgirl outfit I’d picked out — sprawled out on another man’s bed, dripping with his cum, too spent to move. But the hunger in her eyes told me the night hadn’t ended there.

She continued, her voice growing huskier, more confessional. “He was still hard, too. I could see it, standing up like it hadn’t even happened. And I was lying there, in that outfit, still trembling from how hard I’d cum… and I just needed to please him again. Every part of me was screaming for it.”

"Jesus," I muttered, my cock twitching in her grip as she teased me closer with every word.

“But I could barely move,” she whispered, “my body was completely wrecked… and I still wanted him.”

Jenny paused, and for the first time in this entire wild retelling, I noticed something new: a flicker of hesitation. She started to chew nervously on her bottom lip — an old habit I hadn’t seen in ages. After everything she’d shared so confidently, the change in body language hit me. Something was different now. Something she hadn’t said yet.

I blinked at her, trying to read her face, and asked gently, “So… what did you do?”

“I could barely move, babe, but I would have done anything to please that cock.”

There was something in her tone—soft, almost hesitant—that made me pause. Jenny’s hand, which had been slowly stroking my cock, tightened just a fraction, and she shifted her weight so she was straddling my thigh, her robe falling open to expose her breasts. Her nipples were hard again, still flushed pink from the shower and our earlier teasing.

She was biting her lip.

“What did you do?” I asked, my voice quieter than I expected, rough with anticipation.

Jenny met my gaze, her fingers never stopping their slow movement. “I gave him something I’ve never given anyone before,” she said, her voice calm, but her cheeks flushed crimson. “Not even you.”

My breath caught in my throat. I could feel my heart pounding now.

“What do you mean?” I asked, even though part of me already knew.

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing my ear as her hand began to slide over the head of my cock, teasing the sensitive underside with the tip of her finger. “I let him fuck my ass,” she whispered.

I froze.

Her hand didn’t. She kept stroking me—slow, deliberate, wet now from my pre-cum—using her other hand to cradle my balls gently as she stared into my eyes. “I know you’re shocked,” she said softly. “But it just happened. And not because he pushed me. I wanted it, baby. I needed to give it to him.”

The weight of those words hit me like a punch to the gut, and somehow, made me harder. She had never let me go near her ass. Not once. The few times I’d tried, she’d laughed it off or told me it wasn’t her thing.

But now, she was looking down at me with lust-drenched eyes, her hand still milking my cock like she knew exactly what this confession was doing to me.

“Was it...?” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

She answered anyway. “It hurt. God, it hurt so much at first. He didn’t even ask—he just picked me up off the bed, bent me over the edge, and spread my cheeks. I told him to take it slow, but he just said, ‘You can take it, baby.’ And I did.”

My mouth had gone dry. I could feel the pressure building in my balls already, her words wrapping around my brain like a vice.

“He pushed the tip in and held me there. Just that was enough to make me gasp. It burned. I could feel every inch stretching me wider than I thought was possible.”

She shifted on my leg, grinding herself lightly against my thigh as she picked up the pace on my cock. Her fingers now slick with both my arousal and her own scent.

“But I wanted it,” she whispered, her eyes fluttering. “I wanted all of him. So I told him to keep going. I was so fucking wet, baby. It was dripping down my legs. And when he finally bottomed out—when he buried all of that thick black cock in my ass—I came.”

She paused to lick her palm, then slid it back over the swollen head of my cock, making me twitch with need.

“You came? Just from that?”

She nodded, lips parted, her voice a husky moan now. “Harder than I’ve ever cum before. My whole body shook. I screamed, baby. It was like something inside me cracked open. I didn’t even know it was possible.”

Her confession was brutal. Raw. Intimate in a way that stung—but also excited me more than anything ever had. She kept talking, kept jerking me slowly, like she was coaxing every word out of herself with each stroke of my cock.

“He held my hips so tight I’m still sore,” she whispered, looking down at her body. “He kept fucking me, long deep thrusts, like he owned me. And I loved it. I kept begging him to fill me. I needed it.”

I could feel myself pulsing in her hand, right on the edge, fighting it with everything I had.

“When he came…” She bit her lip, eyes rolling slightly. “It felt like I was being split in two. He growled my name, grabbed my hair, and just emptied himself inside me. And I laid there, panting, drooling into the sheets, while his cum dripped out of my stretched little asshole.”

I exploded.

With a shuddering groan, I came hard—harder than I had in days—hot streams shooting across my stomach and Jenny’s hand, even landing on her bare thigh. She kept milking me through it, eyes locked on mine, her face calm and almost loving.

“Jesus,” I gasped, breathless. “You really did all that?”

She leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips.

“I gave him everything, baby,” she whispered. “And now I’m giving it to you.”

She smiled, wiped her slick hand on her stomach, and then curled up against my chest like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And somehow, it was.

Because in that moment, I realized I’d never seen Jenny more fully herself than she was right now—raw, shameless, and absolutely glowing.

And I’d never loved her more.

Once I’d cleaned myself up, we found ourselves sitting quietly in the kitchen, each with a cup of coffee in hand. The air was still thick with the scent of sex and skin, but the tension between us had faded into something softer—something calm. The wild intensity of the moment had passed, and in its place was a strange sense of peace. We just sat there, sipping our drinks like any other morning, and I started to understand something I hadn’t fully grasped before.

It wasn’t just the raw heat of watching Jenny with Chris that turned me on. It was something deeper. I felt... content. Genuinely happy. Not just because she’d lived out our shared fantasy, but because we’d lived through it together. We were stronger for it, somehow.

I leaned over, kissed her softly on the lips, and whispered, “I love you, baby.”

She smiled into her cup, then looked back at me with that same warmth I’d fallen in love with all those years ago. “I love you too,” she said. “And thank you.”

If you’re wondering what happened next, well, things carried on for a while—quietly, naturally. Jenny would still see Chris from time to time, and it became part of our lives, part of the new rhythm between us. But a few weeks later, Chris told us he’d been offered a promotion that would mean relocating, as his new role was based out of a different airport.

I won’t lie—it hit me harder than I expected. A strange mix of sadness and gratitude washed over me as we helped him load boxes into the back of a rental truck. It felt surreal to watch the man who had changed everything—who had fucked my wife, opened her up in ways I never could, and brought us closer than ever—drive away from our lives. It was the end of something big.

That was just over a year ago now.

Since then, we haven’t done anything quite like it. There was one drunken night out where Jenny let me watch her giving a blowjob to another Black guy, but she said it wasn’t the same. It didn’t feel right. And since then, she hasn’t really shown much interest in repeating it.

But then again, until Chris, she’d never shown any interest at all.

So who knows what the future holds?
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Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

First Time Blacked: A Wife's Dark Lust is Exposed

Nothing could prepare me for what I saw next. Sure, up until that point, I loved it. I loved watching Claire get her big tits out and tease Sam while he cleaned our pool. And yes, okay, I loved the dirty talk we shared in bed—the fantasy about her and Sam. Yes, it used to turn us both on.

But this was way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as Claire slid her hands inside his shorts and started to pull them down. And when she did, his cock suddenly sprang into view—and it hit me. This was really happening. My pretty little wife was on her knees in front of the muscular, handsome pool guy, and his big, Black, rock-hard cock was only inches from her face. I wanted to tell her to stop. The sight of her opening her mouth and moving her head forward sent a chill down my spine.

But the moment nothing can ever prepare you for is the first time she actually touches his cock. As her lips met the head of his big, thick, Black cock, I felt physically sick with jealousy. I never dreamed for a second Claire would actually go through with it. But I watched, frozen to the spot, as her mouth sealed around the head of his cock.

That was my wife with another man’s penis in her mouth. Another much longer, much thicker penis. And as she started to suck his cock, I wanted to throw up. I couldn’t believe she was actually doing it. I should have said stop—but I couldn’t. I just stood there, stroking my cock as she sucked his huge Black cock. My jealousy and my arousal were fighting a deep, dark battle inside me, and I had no idea which side would win.

That was my wife Claire’s first time Blacked.
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