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Looking Back

I can still remember the first week of college like it happened last night. Freshers week—orientation, whatever you want to call it. A week where nobody really knows who they are yet, so they drink too much, hook up with strangers, and hope to land in some kind of social circle before classes even start.

I wasn’t planning on going to that party. Truth is, I didn’t know many people yet. I was still figuring out where the dining hall was. But Marcus—one of the guys I played ball with in high school—spotted me earlier that afternoon. He was a sophomore now, already settled, already knew where the kegs would be tapped. He grinned, clapped me on the back, and said, “You’re coming out with us tonight. Don’t argue.”

That’s how I ended up in a ramshackle two-story house just off campus, packed shoulder-to-shoulder with sweaty kids I didn’t know. The place reeked of stale beer and body spray, music rattled the walls, and there were red plastic cups abandoned on every flat surface. Girls danced on tables, guys shouted over one another, and the whole place buzzed with the desperate energy of people trying to reinvent themselves.

And then I saw Louisa.

Louisa was the kind of girl who drew every eye in the room without even trying. Blonde, tanned, poured into a little black skirt that clung to her hips like it was sewn on. She had that loud, reckless laugh that cut through the music. I didn’t know it at the time, but she already had a reputation on campus. The kind of girl every guy claimed to have hooked up with, whether he had or not. The kind of girl who thrived on attention.

She found me before I found her. Came right up, drink in hand, eyes sparkling like she’d just spotted prey. “Freshman?” she asked, smiling like she already knew the answer.

“Yeah,” I admitted.

Her grin widened. “Then tonight’s your lucky night.”

I thought she was kidding. She wasn’t.

We ended up on the same beer pong team. Every time I lined up a shot, she pressed herself against me, whispered things in my ear that made me grin like an idiot. By midnight, she had my hand in hers, dragging me toward the stairs. Guys slapped my back as we passed, laughing, knowing exactly what was about to happen.

Her room was small, messy, reeking of perfume and spilled alcohol. She shoved me onto the bed, straddled my lap, and started kissing me like we were the only two people in the world. Clothes flew. Her top over her head, her bra unhooked in one practiced motion, her skirt hiked up around her waist. I was eighteen, drunk, and ready for anything.

Then she unbuckled my belt.

The second she got my jeans down and pulled my boxers aside, she froze.

Her mouth dropped open. For a moment, she just stared.

“Oh my fucking God,” she gasped, hand covering her mouth.

Now, here’s the thing—I already knew I was big. I wasn’t naive. Nine inches isn’t average; it’s big. I’d looked it up like every teenage boy does, measuring myself against those statistics. I knew I had something. But what I didn’t know—what I couldn’t have known—was just how thick I was compared to most guys. That wasn’t something I had ever thought about. Thickness wasn’t something you measured against a chart on the internet.

But Louisa’s reaction told me everything.

She sat back on her heels, grabbed me with both hands, and still didn’t cover me. Her eyes went wide, almost scared, then lit up with disbelief and hunger. “Jesus Christ, I thought the whole black guys thing was a myth,” she whispered. “What the fuck am I supposed to do with this?”

She laughed, a high, giddy laugh, like she was half-drunk on shock. “This is insane. I’ve never—fucked anything close to this.”

She bent forward, her lips stretching around me as she tried to take me in. She gagged almost immediately, pulled back, gasped for breath, then went again, determined. Drool spilled from her lips, running down my shaft. Her eyes watered, her throat worked, and she moaned around me like she was turned on by her own failure.

It was sloppy. Messy. Filthy. And it lit something inside me I didn’t even know existed.

But Louisa wasn’t built for patience. She pulled off, panting, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and straddled me again.

“I have to feel this,” she said, almost to herself.

And then she sank down.

The scream that ripped from her throat echoed off the walls. She wasn’t quiet, not even close. Her nails dug into my chest, her thighs trembling as she forced herself lower. “Oh my God, oh my God,” she chanted, half in shock, half in ecstasy.

When she finally bottomed out, her eyes rolled back, and she laughed again—wild, delirious. “You’re going to ruin me,” she moaned.

She started to ride. Hard. Fast. Reckless. She was bouncing, grinding, screaming, cumming. Her body shook every time she came, squeezing me so tight I thought I’d lose it, but she just kept going, greedy for more. I was gasping, gripping her hips, trying to keep up. I was eighteen, and I thought I’d known what sex was, but Louisa was teaching me something else entirely.

By the time I exploded inside her, I was half-delirious, my whole body on fire. She collapsed on top of me, sweaty, messy, laughing into my neck.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “I swear to God, I’m not telling anyone about this. They wouldn’t believe me anyway.”

Of course, she told everyone.

By the end of the week, girls I’d never met were “just happening” to run into me after class. Louisa herself came back again and again that year, shameless, insatiable, moaning about how she couldn’t stop. And even now—Louisa Carter, married, three kids, fake tits, fat ass—she still likes my posts on Facebook.

But back then? She lit the fuse.

I went from being a kid who thought nine inches was enough to brag about, to realizing thickness was my secret weapon. Louisa showed me what it meant. She showed me the way women reacted when they realized what they were dealing with.

And after that, college turned into one long blur of parties, hookups, and girls who didn’t want to date me, didn’t want to hold my hand—they just wanted to see if the stories about black guys were true.

And I was more than happy to prove them right.

But it wasn’t just girls like Louisa who I met at college. There was a whole different world out there, a world I was about to discover.

It was a few months into the season when Emily Walters finally decided to toy with me.

She was the team physio — thirty-five, brunette, lean and athletic with a sharpness to her features that made you look twice. Not conventionally “pretty” in the cheerleader sense, but striking in her own way. She carried herself with the kind of confidence that made you notice her, even if you didn’t want to. And I had noticed. The way her eyes sometimes lingered on me a little too long after practice. The sly little half-smile she gave when she thought nobody else was paying attention.

That afternoon I was stretched out on her table after tweaking a hamstring. Just me and her, the room quiet except for the faint hum of the fluorescent light above. She worked her thumbs deep into the muscle, steady and professional, and then — just like that — she said it.

“So,” she murmured, casual as you like, “how many girls have you been fucking since you got here?”

I almost sat up. “What?”

She didn’t even look up. “Oh, don’t act so surprised. People talk. I see the way they hover after practice, whispering in the stands. You’ve made yourself a reputation, freshman.”

I gave a little shrug, trying to play it down. “People exaggerate.”

That finally made her glance up at me, eyebrow arched. “Maybe about how many,” she said slowly. “But that’s not the only thing they’re whispering about.”

My stomach tightened. “What do you mean?”

Emily leaned her elbows on the table beside me, lowering her voice as if she was letting me in on a secret. “It’s not just the numbers, sweetheart. It’s what you’re packing. That’s the rumor that really gets them giggling.”

Heat climbed into my face. I shifted on the table, pretending it was just my leg. “Like I said... people exaggerate.”

Her lips curved into a sly smile. “Do they? Because I’ve heard some very specific stories. Girls don’t usually waste their breath making that kind of thing up.” Her eyes flicked down deliberately, then back up again. “So, tell me — are they lying?”

I tried to laugh it off, but it came out rough. “I’m not about to start giving you measurements in the middle of a physio session.”

She chuckled low in her throat. “Cute. Evasive. That tells me more than you think.” Then she straightened, crossing her arms beneath her chest. “Maybe I should find out for myself.”

The words hung in the air. My pulse jumped.

“You’re married,” I said, my voice coming out tighter than I meant.

Emily didn’t blink. Her smile only deepened. “And my husband would love to watch.”

I stared at her, caught between disbelief and a rush of heat I couldn’t control. “What?”

“You ever heard the word bull?”

I shook my head.

Emily pushed off the counter and began pacing a slow little circle around the table, fingers trailing the edge as if she were lecturing. “A bull,” she said, “is the man who comes in and takes what he wants. He doesn’t ask permission, doesn’t apologize. He gives the wife everything she craves — pleasure her husband can’t give her. And the husband? He gets to watch. To ache. To know exactly what his wife is feeling. For some men, that’s heaven. My Dave is one of them.”

I swallowed hard. “You mean he’d actually be okay with... you and me?”

Emily laughed softly, the sound low and wicked. “Not just okay. He’d be thrilled. He loves the thought of me with someone else. Someone younger. Stronger. Bigger.” She paused deliberately, eyes locking on mine. “Especially bigger.”

I couldn’t speak. She could see it all over my face.

She leaned in, close enough for me to smell her perfume over the sharp menthol of the cream on her hands. “That’s what makes you a bull. You’re not just another college guy screwing his way through campus. You’re the one wives can’t resist — and husbands like mine beg to bring into their bedrooms.”

Her hand brushed my knee lightly as she passed, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Think about it. Think about me. Think about Dave watching, wanting, and thanking you for every second.”

Then she stopped at the door, glanced back over her shoulder with that same knowing grin, and said: “You were born for it.”

And then she was gone, leaving me on the table, heart hammering, the word bull burned into my mind forever.

Two weeks later I found myself in their living room, perched on the edge of a wide sofa with a cold beer sweating in my hand. The room was quiet except for the faint ticking of a clock and the wet, rhythmic sounds coming from Emily between my legs.

She was on her knees, completely naked, her brunette hair tumbling around her face as she moved. At thirty-five she was older than the girls I was used to fooling around with on campus, but there was something about her that made her even more dangerous. Her body was taut and athletic, her shoulders strong, her breasts still full and high, her stomach flat with just the faintest lines of definition. She wasn’t trying to look like a girl — she looked like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

Her lips slid down me, her throat working as she took me deeper, then up again with a wet gasp, her tongue tracing along me before plunging down once more. She wasn’t shy, wasn’t tentative like the freshmen who thought enthusiasm made up for inexperience. Emily had skill. She sucked like she wanted to drain every last drop from me, like she’d been waiting for this moment and was going to make me remember it. Every time her eyes flicked up to meet mine, glinting with mischief, I felt a jolt run straight through me.

And across from us, Dave sat in an armchair, watching.

He hadn’t said a word since I got there. He hadn’t moved much either, except to lean forward slightly, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on the scene in front of him. Not on me. Not really. His gaze was fixed on his wife — her mouth, her body, the way she devoured me with eager, messy determination.

It was surreal. I was eighteen, still young enough to feel out of place drinking the beer I was holding, and here I was with another man’s wife on her knees, her husband sitting ten feet away drinking in every second. The strangest part wasn’t the act itself — it was how normal they made it feel. Emily glancing back at him with a playful smirk before plunging down again. Dave shifting in his seat, breathing harder, not with jealousy but with something else. Something I hadn’t understood until then.

I tightened my grip in Emily’s hair, guiding her, and she let me, humming as she worked me even deeper. The sound vibrated through me, almost too much, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

She looked good like that. Too good. Older than the girls I was used to, yes — but older in a way that carried authority, confidence. Her body wasn’t about potential, it was about experience. Every movement of her mouth, every little twist of her tongue, told me she knew exactly how to unravel a man.

And sitting there with Dave watching, eyes wide, lips parted, I realized: this was no longer just about getting off. This was theater. This was power.

This was what it meant to be a bull.


The Way They React

Looking back, what strikes me most isn’t how many women I was with, but the way they reacted to me. That first moment when a woman’s face shifted — wide eyes, parted lips, a mix of shock and hunger — was addictive. It wasn’t love I was chasing, or even connection. It was that instant of revelation, that split-second when she realized she was in for something she hadn’t expected. That was enough to keep me from ever wanting a steady girlfriend.

Every so often, though, things slipped into a different territory. A married woman. A curious couple. A husband who stayed in the room instead of leaving. At first I thought of them as one-off adventures, but over time I started to realize they weren’t accidents. They were patterns. They were the beginning of me sliding into the role of a bull, even if I didn’t yet know the word for it.

The women made it unforgettable. They weren’t shy, and they weren’t clumsy. They turned it into a performance — louder, wetter, more exaggerated — not just for me, but for the men watching them. Some of the best head of my life didn’t come from college flings but from hotwives eager to prove themselves, eager to show their husbands they could take everything I had to give.

One night in particular sticks with me.

She was in her thirties, married for over a decade, and her husband had been the one to set it up. They picked me up in a big SUV, leather seats, tinted windows, the kind of car that gave privacy but not quite invisibility. She was already leaning across the console before we even left the parking lot, hands fumbling at my belt with a grin that said she’d been waiting a long time.

By the time we pulled into a dark corner of a lot outside the city, she had clambered into the back with me. Her husband stayed in the driver’s seat, both hands gripping the wheel so tight his knuckles went pale. He didn’t turn around, but I could see his eyes locked on the rearview mirror.

She didn’t waste a second. She went at me like a woman possessed — no hesitation, no testing the waters. Her throat strained as she forced me deeper, gagging and gasping, spit dripping down her chin, her eyes watering but fixed on me like she had something to prove. Every noise she made was deliberate, each moan louder than the last, because she wasn’t just pleasing me — she was performing for him.

At one point she pulled back for air, panting, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She turned her head just enough to make sure he could hear her. “You see that, baby?” she rasped. “I can take it. I can take all of him.” And then she plunged back down, harder, faster, the wet sounds filling the SUV, fogging the windows, rocking the suspension with the force of her determination.

When I finally erupted, she swallowed greedily, then tilted her head toward the front seat, lips glistening, proud to show him what she’d done.

That was when I understood what made being a bull different. It wasn’t just about sex — it was about power, about roles, about women who gave themselves over in front of the men who knew them best. And about those men, who wanted it, needed it, and sometimes loved me for giving it to them.

The bull role was never the center of my life, but it was always there in the background. A current I could step into whenever the opportunity came.

Outside of that, football had always been my first love. I’d played to a solid level in college, though never quite at the edge of the NFL dream. Basketball was always there too — I was decent, good enough to compete, but it was football that defined my younger years. When the path to the pros closed, I pivoted. I built a career in the corporate world instead — good money, good stability, the kind of role that let me enjoy the finer things while keeping me grounded.

Even now, I’ve stayed close to the game through the gym, where I play in an adult basketball league. It’s easier on the body than football, keeps me sharp, and gives me that competitive edge I’ll never quite be able to give up.

That’s where I met Luke and Amy.

Luke was one of those guys who seemed to have it all. He stood a solid 6'2", broad shoulders filling out whatever shirt he wore, his frame cut with the kind of muscle that came from years of discipline. White, sharp-featured, with easy confidence in his smile, he carried himself like someone who was used to being noticed — and usually was. Charismatic, quick with a joke, the kind of guy who could make friends in a room full of strangers without even trying.

On the court, he was smooth. Not flashy for the sake of it, but skilled in a way you couldn’t ignore. He could whip no-look passes behind his back, thread the ball through impossible gaps, and he always hustled, never taking a play off. Playing alongside him in the rec league felt natural, like we’d been running the same plays for years.

Off the court, we got along easily. He was magnetic, the kind of guy people gravitated toward, and I liked his company. Every so often, after a game, we’d grab a beer at a local bar and talk. He’d lean back in his chair, laughing, his charisma rolling off him in waves. And though he lived comfortably — driving a gleaming Range Rover Sport that looked like it had just rolled out of the showroom — he never came across as arrogant. Just relaxed. Self-assured.

It wasn’t hard to see why people liked Luke. Which, later, only made what unfolded with him and Amy that much more powerful.

Luke’s car wasn’t the only thing that drew my attention. His wife, Amy, had a presence all her own.

She wasn’t tall or toned like the women Luke sometimes drew glances from when we were out. Amy stood barely five-foot-three, with a soft, curvy frame that carried just enough weight to give her a plushness that was hard not to notice. Her face was pretty in a modest, girl-next-door way — rounded cheeks, warm brown eyes, and lips that curved into easy smiles. Nothing about her screamed model or movie star. But then there were her tits. Enormous, heavy, straining against whatever top she wore. They were the kind of tits that dominated her figure, the kind men tried not to stare at but failed every time. On her short, slightly chubby frame, they made her unforgettable.

Amy had a warmth about her too. She laughed easily, sometimes shyly, sometimes a little too loudly after a few drinks. Around me, her demeanor always seemed to shift just slightly — her eyes lingered longer, her smile softened, her voice dropped half a tone. It wasn’t blatant, but it was enough to notice. Enough to make me wonder.

One summer, Luke threw a big BBQ at his house. A few guys from the league, some of their families, music humming low from a speaker while the grill smoked. Luke was in his element, manning the fire, apron on, a beer in one hand and tongs in the other, calling out jokes across the yard. I was leaning against the deck railing with a plate of food when Amy wandered over, red plastic cup in hand. She’d been drinking steadily all afternoon, her cheeks pink, her laugh looser than usual.

She stood close — closer than necessary — bumping my arm with her shoulder as she giggled at something I’d said. “You know...” she slurred, swaying a little, her eyes locking on mine, “I bet you’ve got a big black cock.”

The words hung in the air like a dropped plate. She covered her mouth a second too late, eyes widening, then bursting into a drunken laugh. My pulse jumped. For the briefest moment, I imagined pulling it out right there, showing her, watching her jaw drop. The urge was so strong it almost scared me.

But then I heard Luke’s voice cut across the yard — “Who wants another beer?” — and the spell broke. I just smiled, shook my head, and let it slide, pretending it was nothing. Respect for him stopped me cold.

Amy, though, didn’t let go of it so easily. The rest of the night she hovered near me, laughing at jokes that weren’t that funny, brushing my arm when she didn’t need to. Her eyes kept dropping, then snapping back up guiltily. She was drunk, yes, but the attraction underneath it was real.

From that evening on, I couldn’t help noticing her more. The way her eyes lingered, the little flush that crept up her cheeks when we talked. On the surface, she and Luke seemed as solid as any couple I knew — playful, teasing, affectionate. But I knew what I’d heard that night. I knew the way she’d looked at me. And I knew she hadn’t been joking.

After one of our tougher games, I ducked into the showers, letting the hot water run down over my shoulders. Normally I’d have the place to myself — Luke almost always drove home to shower — but that evening I heard footsteps and the squeak of another valve turning. To my surprise, it was him.

We nodded, settled under our streams, the hiss of water filling the silence. Out of habit, my eyes drifted sideways. Luke was tall, broad, built like the athlete he was. My gaze dipped lower. His cock hung long — longer than I expected — and for a second I thought he was well-endowed. But then I caught the details: narrow, more length than thickness. Uncut too, something I only realized when he pulled the skin back under the spray to rinse himself.

No one said anything. We didn’t need to. That unspoken glance was enough.

Luke broke the quiet. “Hell of a game tonight. My legs are toast.”

“You killed it,” I said, rinsing off. “Couple of those passes? Unreal.”

He laughed. “Guess I had some luck left in me.”

We chatted about the game for a while, then Luke leaned back under the spray. “Amy’s out with the girls tonight. Cocktails, probably too many.”

I grinned. “So you’re on your own? Poor bastard.”

He smirked. “Not always. If she comes back drunk enough, I might get lucky. Usually it’s one of two things: either she crashes out cold, or she...” He let the smile finish the sentence.

“Or she gets on her knees?” I said, laughing.

He barked a laugh. “Exactly. Fifty-fifty odds.”

We both chuckled, but while he talked, my mind wandered.

I pictured Amy the way she’d looked at that BBQ — cheeks flushed, tits straining against her top, eyes a little too bright from the alcohol. I imagined her stumbling into their bedroom later, giggling, dropping to her knees between Luke’s legs. Her lips parting, her tits pressing against his thighs as she swallowed him down.

But then the thought shifted, unbidden. It wasn’t Luke she was kneeling for. It was me. Her curves spilling out as she tugged her clothes off, those heavy tits finally bare and swinging as she bent forward. She was a little chubby, sure, and I’d never seen her naked, but in my head the uncertainty made it hotter. Would her waist thicken when her dress came off? Would her ass jiggle as she braced herself? I could see it either way: her soft curves wrapped around me, her mouth stretched wide, spit shining on her chin as she tried to take me deeper.

The image was so vivid I almost lost track of the conversation.

I shook it off, forced myself back into the steam and the tiled room. When I glanced sideways again, Luke’s cock was twitching, half-hard now. He was imagining her too — his wife on her knees, sloppy drunk and eager, just like he’d described.

“Well,” I said finally, shutting off my valve, “here’s hoping you get the better half of that coin toss. Good luck, man.”

He laughed, rinsing one last time. “Thanks. I’ll take all the luck I can get.”

We toweled off, chatting casually about the game, as if nothing had happened. But inside, the image of Amy stayed with me — her big tits bouncing as she sucked, her body somewhere between soft and strong, naked in ways I could only guess at. And the truth was, I wanted to find out for myself.


The Week After

The week after our playoff-clinching win, the mood in the locker room was electric. Guys were cracking jokes, slapping towels, replaying their favorite moments from the game. Luke and I lingered after most had cleared out, still buzzing.

“Hell of a season, man,” he said, tugging his shirt off the hook. “First playoffs in ten years.”

“Feels good,” I agreed, toweling off.

We were still riding that high when his tone shifted. “Hey, listen... you think you could help me out with something?”

I nodded. “Sure. What’s up?”

“It’s Amy.” He scratched the back of his neck, like he wasn’t sure how to phrase it. “She’s been on this whole kick about getting back in shape. Says she’s putting on weight.” He smirked faintly, like he didn’t quite see it the same way. “She wanted me to help her in the gym, but... man, it’s a disaster. We just argue the whole time. I push her too hard, she says I’m not pushing enough. You know how it is.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, training with your spouse? That never works.”

“Exactly,” he said, pointing like I’d nailed it. “So I suggested she work with someone else. And funny enough, she actually said she’d feel better learning from you. Said you’ve got the patience I don’t.”

The thought made me pause, but I kept my tone neutral. “Sure. If it helps her get started, I don’t mind giving her some guidance.”

Luke looked genuinely relieved. “Appreciate it, man. And keep it low-key so the trainers don’t think you’re stepping on their toes.”

“No problem,” I said.

He laughed as he pulled on his jeans. “Just a warning — she’ll probably complain the whole time. That’s Amy. Ten minutes on a treadmill and she’s swearing she’s dying. Half the time I think she’d rather grab a margarita and call it a workout.”

I laughed along, but the thought of being alone with her in the weight room flickered through my mind. Her flushed cheeks, those heavy tits pressed into a sports bra, her body moving under strain.

Luke slung his bag over his shoulder. “Anyway, thanks. She’ll be in good hands with you.”

We walked out together, the conversation passing like it was nothing. But the thought of Amy, red-faced and sweating in the gym, stayed with me long after.

Amy was already in the weight room when I walked in the following week, waiting near the racks with an eager but slightly nervous smile.

She didn’t look like the other women who floated around the gym in crop tops and sculpted abs. Amy was softer, shorter, a little heavier around the middle and hips — the kind of woman who had probably carried the same extra fifteen pounds for years and finally decided she wanted it gone. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, wisps framing her rounder cheeks, and she’d put on more makeup than usual, as if to cover the flush that had already started in her skin.

What stood out most, though — as always — was her chest. Her tits were enormous, filling and stretching the black sports bra she’d chosen, their size impossible to ignore no matter how much she tried to shift or fold her arms. They gave her figure a kind of heavy, irresistible gravity, and even as she self-consciously tugged at her top, I couldn’t help noticing the way every movement drew my eyes back there.

She gave me a playful grin when I reached her. “Hey, trainer.”

I put a finger to my lips, glancing around. “Careful with that. Don’t want to get in trouble with the actual trainers here.”

She giggled, already blushing. “Oh, okay. Sorry, Mark.”

Her eyes flicked over me in that quick, assessing way she always did — taking in my shoulders, my chest, then dropping lower. This time, though, her gaze lingered longer than usual, and I felt the heat of it even as she tried to play it off with another smile.

I just smiled back, keeping it casual. But inside, I knew the dynamic had shifted.

“What time is Luke getting here?” was my only question as I set my bag down.

“He’ll be here in time for the game,” Amy said with a smile. “He’s catching up with an old buddy first.”

I nodded, and we got to work.

Amy was more serious than I expected. She followed every cue closely, immediately applying the little corrections I gave her. She was softer than most women I’d trained with, her leggings hugging her hips and the small curve of her stomach, but she wore it well. And of course, her tits dominated everything, stretching against her sports bra with each breath, impossible not to notice no matter how hard I tried.

I found myself standing close, brushing her shoulders into place, guiding her back straight. She’d look up at me after each set, cheeks flushed, and ask, “Like that?” Her eyes lingered on mine, waiting for approval.

“Exactly,” I’d say, keeping my tone even.

Every time, she blushed a little deeper, smiling as though she needed my validation as much as the workout itself. I kept telling myself to stay focused, to keep it professional. But the more she gazed up at me, the more her warmth drew me in, the harder it became to ignore the electricity between us.

The entire session was intoxicating in its simplicity — the proximity of her body to mine, the way she responded to every compliment, the growing tension that neither of us spoke about but both of us felt.

The sexual tension only continued to build.

We moved over to the bench press next. Amy lay back on the bench, setting her grip nervously but following my cues. I stood above her, ready to spot, the bar lowering and rising steadily in her hands. She worked through her first few reps without trouble, her breath quickening as she pushed the weight back up. From where I stood, she was only inches away — my shorts brushing my thighs, her eyes just below me. There wasn’t much she could see, not from that angle, but the closeness was enough to stir something in the air.

When she racked the bar with a grunt and a smile, I gave her a nod of encouragement before guiding her into the next exercise: reverse fly on an incline bench. She positioned herself face down, chest pressed into the pad, arms hanging before lifting the weights out to the side. I stood in front of her, correcting her movement, watching the way her body moved with each repetition.

It was impossible not to notice. Her ass filled out her leggings, soft but nicely shaped, rising and falling as she worked. The more I watched, the more I felt myself hardening, my shorts tightening as I shifted my stance. Nine thick inches pressing against fabric is hard to disguise, and before long there was no hiding it.

Amy lifted again, her eyes flicking up between reps — and in that glance, she noticed. I saw it land, saw her gaze falter for a split second, cheeks flushing as she quickly lowered her head again. She exhaled sharply, as though the effort of the exercise had forced the sound from her, but the breath carried words before she could stop them.

“...oh my god,” she muttered, almost under her breath.

Her face was buried against the pad, and she didn’t look up again right away. But the slip was there, hanging between us, as undeniable as the heat rising in my chest.

The sexual tension had crossed a line, and neither of us could pretend it hadn’t.

By the time we reached her final set, Amy was breathing hard, sweat darkening the fabric across her chest. I stepped in close, closer than before, leaning forward to steady her form. My thighs brushed the edge of the bench, and suddenly my cock — stiff and impossible to hide — was only inches from her face.

Her eyes flicked upward, catching it. For a second she tried to focus on the weights, but her gaze kept darting back, quick and guilty, as though she couldn’t stop herself. The rise and fall of her arms slowed, her breaths shallow, her cheeks pinker than they had been from the exertion. I pretended not to notice, but I felt the heat of her stare as surely as if she’d touched me.

She finished with a shaky exhale, racked the weights, and sat up, avoiding my eyes. Neither of us spoke. We gathered the dumbbells, carried them back to the racks in silence, and by the time we’d finished, I saw Luke striding across the floor toward us, still in his jacket, smiling like nothing in the world had happened.

“Hey,” he called out, clapping me on the shoulder. “Appreciate you helping her out, man. You two ready for the game?”

Amy smiled at him, cheeks still flushed, and I nodded as though everything was perfectly ordinary. The three of us stood there chatting casually, the tension between Amy and me buried just beneath the surface, too fresh and too dangerous to name.

After the game, Luke and I headed back to the locker room together, both of us riding the high of a hard-fought win. We stripped off our jerseys, bantering about a couple of blown calls and one ridiculous three-pointer I’d sunk in the second half. The conversation was easy, the way it always was with him — but like clockwork, it drifted back to Amy.

“She’s out with the girls again tonight,” Luke said as he peeled off his sneakers, casual as anything. “Won’t be back ‘til late.”

I smirked, remembering his comment from last week. “So which was it last time? Snoring or sucking?”

He laughed, shaking his head as he pushed his shorts down. “Snoring. Out cold before I even made it to bed. I swear, she drinks two glasses of wine and it’s game over.”

I chuckled, but the thought lodged itself in my head and refused to leave. Not Amy sprawled on the bed passed out — no, what I saw in my mind was her crawling under the sheets, lips wrapping around a cock. My cock. Her hair tumbling, those tits pressing into the mattress as she worked me, drunk and messy and eager.

“You ever think maybe you need to take charge more?” I asked, turning the shower handle and stepping under the spray.

Luke glanced over. “How do you mean?”

I let the water run down my face before answering. “Don’t wait on her. Just put it in her mouth. Face-fuck her. Make her take it. Women love it when you don’t give them the option.”

It was reckless, saying it out loud — especially to him, about her. But the words felt too true to hold back, especially after the way Amy had looked at me in the gym earlier that week.

Luke gave a short laugh, half self-conscious. “Yeah, maybe. She’s... stubborn, though. When she wants something, she wants it. When she doesn’t...” He let the thought trail off, running a hand through his wet hair.

But I could see it — the flicker in his eyes, the way he wasn’t brushing it off completely. He was picturing it too. Amy, on her knees. Amy with her lips stretched around a cock. Maybe his. Maybe mine.

The thought had me swelling under the hot spray. I tried to shift, to turn my hips away, but it was no use. Nine thick inches doesn’t hide easy, and the more I tried not to think about her, the harder I got.

I risked a glance sideways — and froze.

Luke was hard too. Not fully, but enough. His cock hung longer than I’d expected, though narrow, the foreskin sliding back as he soaped himself. He caught me looking, and for a split second neither of us looked away.

The air between us thickened, heavier than the steam rolling off the tiles. No one said a word, but we both knew. We were both standing here, hard, thinking about the same woman. His wife.

Eventually the silence cracked. Luke gave a small chuckle and turned back into the spray. I cleared my throat, rinsed the soap off my shoulders, and focused on getting dressed. By the time we pulled our jeans on and laced our shoes, the moment had been smothered under a layer of routine.

We walked out together like nothing had happened, joking again about the refs, heading off to grab a few beers. But underneath, the awareness lingered. We both knew what had really gotten us worked up in that shower.

We were both hard over Amy.

We slid into a corner booth with a pitcher between us, the post-game buzz carrying over into the first round of beers. Luke loosened up quickly, the alcohol taking the edge off, his laugh a little louder, his words a little freer.

I leaned forward, smirking. “So, what’s the move when Amy comes in tonight? You going to hope she’s still awake, or are you finally going to make it happen?”

Luke chuckled, shaking his head. “If she’s had a couple glasses of wine, she’ll be snoring before I even get into bed.”

“Then don’t wait,” I said, my voice dropping lower. “Put her on her knees first. That way she doesn’t get the chance to pass out. And when you’re about to cum? Don’t pull out. Hold her hair and finish in her mouth.”

Luke laughed nervously, but then his smile faded. “Sounds good in theory. But Amy hates it. Hates cum in her mouth. She won’t even let me finish that way.”

I took a long sip of beer, shaking my head. “I’ve been with plenty of women who said the same thing. They think they hate it, but half the time it’s just about control. They don’t want to feel used. But if you take that choice away, if you dominate them, it changes the whole dynamic.”

Luke frowned, uncertain. “Changes how?”

“It’s a different feeling,” I said, leaning in across the table. “They gag, they fight it, sure. But once they realize they don’t have a choice? A lot of them start to enjoy it. Sometimes even crave it. Especially...” I paused, letting it hang there before finishing, “...especially if their husband is watching.”

Luke froze, glass halfway to his lips. His eyes flicked up to me, caught somewhere between shock and curiosity. “Wait... what do you mean?”

I grinned slowly. “Exactly what it sounds like. I’ve been in those situations before. Husbands who can’t get their wives to do certain things — swallow, take it deep, whatever. They bring me in. The wife resists at first, but when she realizes her man is sitting there watching, when she knows she’s being put in that position? That’s when she does it. That’s when she learns to love it.”

Luke shook his head, more to himself than to me. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious,” I said, leaning back. “I once had a guy sit in the corner while I face-fucked his wife on the edge of their bed. She choked, drooled, mascara running everywhere — but when she looked over and saw him stroking himself, she went wild. By the end of the night she was begging me to cum in her mouth. Another time, a husband drove us around while his wife blew me in the backseat. She swallowed every drop because she knew he could hear everything. Different dynamic. Different woman.”

Luke sat in silence for a long moment, shaking his head slowly, but I could see it in his eyes. He wasn’t disgusted. He was intrigued.

Luke sat quiet for a moment, rolling his glass between his palms. Finally, he said, “So... what do the husbands even get out of that? Watching someone else with their wife?”

I smirked, leaning back. “Different things. Some like the humiliation. Some like seeing their wife do something they’d never do for them. Some just like knowing she’s finally being pushed to the edge of her limits.”

Luke frowned, still unsure. “And you’re saying the wives actually enjoy it?”

“More than you’d think,” I said. “At first they resist. They gag, they shake their head. But once they realize their husband’s right there, once they feel his eyes on them? That flips a switch. Suddenly it’s not just about taking a cock — it’s about performing. And that’s when they start craving it. Especially if their husband is watching.”

Luke blinked at me, glass frozen halfway to his lips. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” I paused, letting the noise of the bar fill the silence before I went on. “And I’m not just talking theory. You saw it today.”

His head snapped up. “What do you mean?”

I set my glass down slowly. “Spotting Amy earlier. You must’ve seen it too. She looked good, Luke. Better than good. Those leggings hugging her ass, the way she bent over that bench... it was something else. I’m not going to lie — it got me hard, standing over her like that.”

Luke stiffened, his jaw clenching, but he didn’t stop me.

“And that’s when it happened,” I said, voice low now. “She noticed. Right in the middle of a rep, she looked up and her eyes landed there. She tried to look away, but she couldn’t. Her cheeks flushed, her breathing changed. She saw me, Luke. And she didn’t hate it.”

The silence between us stretched, heavy. Luke gripped his glass tighter, his knuckles white, but he didn’t take his eyes off me.

I leaned forward, closing the space. “That’s how it starts. One little moment. You can pretend it didn’t happen, or you can use it. Picture her on her knees tonight — tits pressed together, tears in her eyes — and this time she’s not pulling away. Because she knows you’re watching me make her do it.”

Luke swallowed hard, his throat working. He tried for a laugh, but it came out thin. “Jesus Christ...”

I just smiled, pouring him another beer. “You can’t unsee it now. Neither can she.”

Luke sat quiet for a while, rolling his glass between his palms. Finally, he said, “So... what do the husbands even get out of that? Watching someone else with their wife?”

I smirked. “Different things. Some like the humiliation. Some like seeing their wife pushed further than she ever would be for them. Some just like knowing she’s finally being fully satisfied.”

Luke frowned. “And you’re saying the wives actually enjoy it?”

“More than you’d think,” I said. “At first they resist. They gag, they push back. But once they realize their husband’s right there, watching them, something flips. Suddenly they’re not just taking it, they’re performing. Especially if their husband is watching.”

That line hit him. He shifted in his seat, eyes narrowing. “You’re serious...”

“Dead serious. And you saw it today.”

His head snapped up. “What do you mean?”

I set my glass down slowly. “Spotting Amy. You must’ve noticed too. She looked good, Luke. Better than good. Those leggings hugging her ass, the way she bent over that bench... it was something else. I’ll be honest — it got me hard just standing over her.”

Luke froze, jaw tightening, but he didn’t stop me.

“And she noticed,” I said, leaning in. “Mid-rep, she looked up, and her eyes landed right there. Tried to look away, but she couldn’t. Her cheeks flushed, her breathing changed. She saw me, Luke. And she didn’t hate it.”

The silence between us stretched. Luke gripped his glass tighter, his knuckles pale, but I could see it — he was picturing it.

I leaned closer, my voice low. “That’s how it starts. One little moment, and the thought’s in her head. Now imagine her on her knees — tits pressed together, eyes watering — and you’re watching her take every inch because she knows you’re there.”

Luke swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Jesus Christ...”

I let it hang there for a beat before easing back, softening my tone, putting him at ease again. “Look, Luke — it’s just a fantasy. That’s all it is. Unless you ever wanted it to be more.”

He exhaled, some of the tension draining from his shoulders. I clinked my glass against his and grinned. “For tonight, just focus on getting lucky. Here’s hoping it’s sucking and not snoring when she gets home.”

He laughed, a little nervously, but he laughed. And with that, we finished our beers and headed out into the night — two friends, as though nothing dangerous had just been said.


Food For Thought

The following week passed without much incident, except for a text from Amy the night before our session: Looking forward to tomorrow. I told myself it was nothing, but still felt a jolt of excitement when I saw her name light up my phone.

At the gym, she was already waiting by the racks, dressed in another snug pair of leggings and a sports bra that strained against her chest. Her smile widened when she spotted me.

“Hey, trainer,” she teased.

I grinned back. “You’re going to get me thrown out one of these days.”

We started easy, running through a warm-up with light cardio and stretches. She was chatty, more relaxed with me now, and every so often her eyes lingered a little too long when I adjusted her shoulders or guided her stance.

“Last week we focused a lot on upper body,” I said as I led her toward the squat rack. “This time we’ll hit some lower body stuff. Build some strength where it counts.”

She laughed nervously, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Great. As long as I don’t fall over.”

I loaded a light bar for her, stepping in close to guide her into position. My hands brushed across her back, down her sides, and over her thighs as I shifted her stance, nudging her knees apart. She followed my cues without protest, her body pliant under my touch, her cheeks already pink.

When she started her first set, I moved behind to spot. The mirror gave me the perfect view as she lowered herself slowly, her ass pushing back, her leggings stretching tight across the curve of her hips. I caught myself staring, locked into the rhythm of her movements.

And then her voice cut through, low and teasing. “Do you like watching me squat?”

My eyes snapped up to the mirror. She was looking right at me, a devilish smile tugging at her lips. She knew I was caught.

“Definitely,” I said, unflinching. “You have an incredible ass.”

Her blush deepened, but she didn’t look away. And I didn’t either.

We shifted over to dumbbell lunges next. I handed her a pair of lighter weights, stepping back as she set her feet and prepared to move.

She gave me that same teasing look she’d worn during squats. “So... are we doing any bench work today?” Her smile flashed, deliberate, as she said it.

I knew exactly what she was getting at, but played it straight. “Not today. Lunges first. Let’s see that form.”

She stepped forward into her first rep, one knee bending low, her body dipping almost to the ground. I was standing right where she ended up — close, too close — and in that moment she was practically kneeling in front of me, her face only inches away from the bulge in my shorts.

Her eyes flicked up, catching mine, and for a second it felt deliberate. Each time she dipped lower into another lunge, her gaze lingered, her lips quirking with that devilish little grin.

By the time she pushed herself upright again, she couldn’t resist. “That’s the inspiration I needed for this workout,” she said, nodding subtly toward where her eyes had been.

I laughed, but inside I could feel the tension twisting tighter. Amy’s wit flowed so freely, her teasing almost reckless. And yet, there was something in the back of my mind I couldn’t shake — the thought that maybe Luke wasn’t oblivious. That maybe, somehow, he was letting the strings play out exactly this way.

As Amy set the dumbbells down, I gave her a grin. “So... when you got in after girls’ night, did you head straight to bed?”

Her cheeks flushed immediately. She bit her lip, eyes flicking away before she giggled. “Urm... no. It was option B, actually.”

I raised my brows, laughing under my breath. “Good for Luke.”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, still blushing, but her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Yeah... he told me everything the next morning.”

That made me pause. “Everything?”

Amy nodded, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “Mhm. Including about you.”

I tilted my head, grinning. “About me? What exactly did he say?”

Her blush deepened, her voice barely audible now. “That you’re... big.”

I let the silence linger, watching her squirm under my gaze before I leaned just a little closer. “And what did you think when he told you that?”

Amy glanced down, giggling nervously, her face glowing crimson. She didn’t answer right away — but the way her eyes flicked back to me said enough.

Her cheeks were still flushed, but now there was something else in her eyes — a gleam, playful and dangerous. She hesitated for a moment, then gave a little shrug.

“To be honest, Mark... Luke and I aren’t exactly saints. We definitely weren’t virgins when we got married.” She bit her lip, grinning as though daring me to judge. “I had my fun in college. A lot of fun, actually.”

She paused, as though weighing whether to say the next part, then leaned in a little closer. “And Luke knows all about it. Lately, we’ve been... playing around with the idea of letting some of that past slip back in. Turning it into something more.”

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, and she blushed deeper. “It’s kind of like role play — but dirtier. Luke watching, me with another man. Naughty stuff.”

She giggled nervously, but she didn’t look away. “Luke’s got plenty to be proud of, trust me... but we both get off on the idea of me being pushed even further. Of someone else taking me while he’s right there.”

My eyes widened at her admission, and suddenly the last few weeks all clicked into place. The flirting, the little looks, the way Luke never seemed unsettled by it — I fucking knew it. A slow smile spread across my face.

Amy caught it, blushing deeper, her voice lowering. “Luke told me everything, you know. About you. About... what you are.” Her eyes glimmered with arousal as she searched my face. “I told him I already had a feeling. You just carry yourself that way. Like a bull.”

My ego surged at hearing her say it out loud. “So Luke really doesn’t mind talking about that with you?”

She nodded quickly, almost eagerly. “We’ve been talking about it for years. Fantasizing. It’s just been hard to make the leap from fantasy to reality. Hard to find the right guy. Luke’s not exactly small — trust me, he’s got plenty to be proud of — but the thought of me with someone else, of him watching while I’m being pushed even further...” She trailed off, her blush spreading across her chest. “...it drives us both crazy.”

Her words intoxicated me. My cock stirred, my ego soared, and in that moment I knew — this was no longer just teasing, no longer just play. This was the edge of something real.

“What makes the right guy, then?” I asked, smiling as though it was just casual curiosity.

Amy didn’t laugh this time. She hesitated, then looked me straight in the eye. “Discretion. That’s the most important thing. Someone we could actually trust. Someone respectful... not the kind of guy who’d go around bragging afterward.”

She shifted slightly on the bench, her voice lowering. “And... someone who’s attractive. Strong. The kind of man a woman can’t help but notice.” Her eyes flicked down for just a second before darting back up, her blush betraying her. “...and yes. Size matters too.”

I chuckled quietly, more to mask the tightening in my shorts than anything else. “Sounds like a pretty rare combination.”

Amy smiled faintly, but there was no playfulness in it — just honesty. “That’s why it’s been hard to even consider. But...” she paused, chewing her lip for a moment, “...your name has come up, Mark. More than once.”

That pulled me up short. “It has?”

She nodded, cheeks burning now. “Luke brought it up after he... well, after he saw. He told me. And I told him I already suspected. The way you carry yourself, the way women look at you... I just knew.”

Her confession hung there between us, heavy and dangerous.

I smiled slowly, my cock stirring at the thought. “I’ll admit — I’m flattered.”

Before I could say another word, a voice cut through the gym. “Amy!”

Luke’s call snapped us both back to reality. She sat up so quickly she almost smacked her head on the bar.

“We’re over here, baby,” she called back, her voice a little too bright.

Luke appeared a moment later, already dressed for the game, a grin on his face. “How’s the workout going?”

Amy brushed at her hair, still flushed. “Good. Mark’s been really helpful.”

Luke clapped me on the shoulder. “Told you this guy knows what he’s doing.” He glanced between us, narrowing his eyes slightly. “What? You two look like I walked in on something.”

Amy squeezed his hand, smiling nervously. “Not something... just confirming things.”

Luke frowned. “Confirming?”

Her blush deepened as she looked him straight in the eye. “That everything you told me about him... is true.”

I watched Luke’s face tighten, then soften again as he realized what she meant.

Amy pressed on before he could speak. “And he knows now too, Luke. About us. About the fantasy.” She gave a little laugh, half-nervous, half-thrilled. “It’s not just talk anymore.”

Luke exhaled slowly, the grin tugging back at the corner of his mouth. “So... it’s out there. Finally.”

I stayed quiet, my cock stirring at the way Amy had just laid it bare. For the first time, all three of us stood there knowing exactly what was on the table.

Luke looked little concerned as Amy moved closer to him, "Well, you're the one that’s been teasing me about it all the time. You kept on daring me to mention it to him."

Luke chuckled, his face red. “You’re right, babe. I just... I didn’t think you’d actually go there.” He shook his head in disbelief, letting out a low laugh. “Guess Mark probably thinks I’m some kind of deviant now.”

I leaned forward, not wanting him to sit in that thought. “Not at all, man. Honestly, I’m surprised, sure — but I’ve always thought you two had a strong marriage. I’m not here to judge anyone.” I glanced around quickly, making sure no one else was in earshot before lowering my voice. “Besides... like I told Amy, this isn’t new to me. I’ve played that role before.”

Luke’s eyes widened, his mind clearly spinning at the admission.

I shrugged, keeping my tone calm. “You’ve probably guessed I’ve had my share of adventures. And people are into all sorts of things. Compared to some kinks out there, a husband wanting to see his wife with another man? Honestly, that’s not even that wild. Pretty tame, really.”

The tension seemed to break in both of them — Luke let out a breath, shoulders finally easing, and Amy’s lips curled into a smile.

She tilted her head, eyes glinting with mischief. “Tame maybe,” she said softly, “but definitely exciting.”

Luke shot her a look, half-shocked, half-amused, and she just shrugged, biting her lip to hide a grin.

I sat back, the reality of the moment hitting me. I couldn’t believe we were actually having this conversation.

Luke looked from her to me, then nodded. “Alright. Then maybe we should grab a drink after the game. Talk it through properly. Like adults.”

I smiled, my cock stirring just at the thought. “Sounds good.”


Time To Think

We found a quiet booth tucked away in the corner of the bar, far enough from the noise of the TVs and the rowdy post-game chatter that it felt private. The server dropped off three cold bottles, and the first gulps went down fast — liquid courage for what we all knew was coming.

At first, it was easy talk. The game, the league standings, even a little good-natured bitching about the referees. We drifted into small talk about the food, the place itself — all the normal filler that gave each of us a chance to settle in, to pretend for a moment that we weren’t sitting on the edge of something dangerous.

But it didn’t take long for the weight of it to return. There was no way we’d come here just to discuss basketball.

Luke was the one who cracked first. He gave a nervous chuckle, swirling the neck of his beer between his palms. “It’s just nuts to think we’re actually talking about this. For years it’s been a bedroom fantasy for Amy and me, something we’d whisper about in the dark. And now... here we are. Out loud, with you.” He shook his head, half laughing at himself. “I know how it sounds. Weird, right? Like, how could a husband actually want that?”

Amy leaned her elbows on the table, her cheeks faintly flushed. “It’s not weird if you’ve lived inside it the way we have. Talking about it, picturing it... it starts to feel less like some freaky secret and more like... well, us.”

Luke glanced at her, then back at me, his grin a little sheepish. “Still. I mean, when I first admitted to myself that it turned me on, I thought, ‘what the hell’s wrong with me?’” He took another pull from his bottle, then added more quietly, “But the truth is... it makes us closer. Talking about it. And the idea of Amy with someone else — someone I trust — doesn’t scare me. It excites me.”

Amy bit her lip at that, her eyes flicking to me for just a second before dropping back to her drink.

I leaned back, studying them both, feeling the buzz of alcohol mix with the steady throb of arousal low in my gut. The fantasy was real for them — not just dirty talk, not just pillow-side whispers. And now it was bleeding into reality, one sentence at a time.

The beers were working their magic by then, easing us all into honesty that might have been impossible stone cold sober. We’d drifted from the usual locker-room banter into the heart of it: the act itself, the dominance and the submission built into it.

Luke leaned forward, elbows on the table, bottle spinning lazily between his palms. “For me... it’s not like I don’t measure up. I know I’ve got length. But I also know Amy’s had guys before who were thicker. Guys who could really stretch her out. I can’t compete with that. And instead of pretending otherwise, I’ve started... I don’t know, almost embracing it. Accepting it.” He shook his head, chuckling. “Hell, even getting off on it.”

Amy’s blush spread down her neck, but she didn’t look away.

Luke’s voice dropped. “The thought of her being filled by something I can’t give her... watching her lose control from a kind of pleasure I’ll never provide... it turns me on. It’s twisted, but it does.”

I took a long pull from my beer, then leaned back, weighing my words before I spoke. “It’s not twisted, Luke. It’s honest. And you’d be shocked how common it really is. That push and pull — you giving up control, Amy taking it, or handing it to someone else for the night — that’s where the real heat is. Power shifts are erotic as hell.”

I saw the curiosity flash in his eyes, so I went on. “I’ve been in situations before where the husband swore up and down he just wanted to watch. Next thing I knew, he was begging me to keep going, to push his wife harder, rougher, to take her further than he ever could. And the women? Some of the best head I’ve ever had came from wives who knew their husband was sitting right there. They get this wild energy when they’re trying to prove how much they can take.”

Amy’s lips parted slightly at that, her chest rising faster as she absorbed every word.

I shrugged. “It’s about more than dick size, man. It’s about the dynamic. The psychology. Her worshipping what I’ve got, you getting off on seeing her go somewhere you can’t take her — it’s all connected. And once you stop fighting it, once you lean into that dynamic, it stops feeling weird and starts feeling... inevitable.”

Luke exhaled slowly, a crooked grin tugging at his mouth. “See, when you put it like that, it doesn’t sound twisted at all.”

Amy finally spoke, her voice soft but steady. “It sounds... hot.”

Luke squeezed her side, making her giggle nervously, but the flush in her cheeks betrayed her arousal. “Please. Look at these tits. Look at these curves. You think I don’t know she could handle more?” He kissed her temple quickly, then leaned back. “That’s the point. And maybe... it’s time we stopped just talking about it.”

The beers were working their magic by then, easing us into honesty that would’ve felt impossible in the daylight. We’d drifted from small talk into the core of it: the act, the balance of dominance and submission that made it so powerful.

Luke leaned forward, elbows on the table, bottle rolling in his palms. “For me... it’s not like I don’t measure up. I know I’ve got length. But Amy’s had guys before who were thicker. Guys who could really stretch her. That’s not me. And instead of pretending otherwise, I’ve started... embracing it. Accepting it. Hell, even getting off on it.”

Amy’s blush crept down her neck, but she didn’t deny a word.

Luke went on, voice dropping. “The thought of her being filled in ways I can’t give her... watching her lose control, seeing her body respond to something different — it turns me on. Always has.”

I took a slow pull from my beer, then leaned back, letting the weight of my words land. “That’s not twisted, Luke. It’s honest. And it’s more common than you’d think. I’ve been in plenty of situations where the husband swore he just wanted to watch, and two minutes in he was begging me to keep going, to push harder, to show his wife something she couldn’t get from him. And the wives? Man, some of the best head I’ve ever had was from women trying to impress their husbands while their mouths were full of me. That need to prove themselves... it’s electric.”

Amy’s lips parted, her breathing just a little heavier.

I smirked. “It’s not about dick size alone. It’s about the dynamic. The psychology. Her worshipping what I’ve got. You getting off on seeing her pushed further than you can take her. That’s where the heat is.”

Luke exhaled slowly, that crooked grin tugging at his lips. “See, when you put it like that, it doesn’t sound twisted at all.”

Amy finally found her voice, soft and careful. “It sounds... hot.”

I turned toward her, holding her gaze. “Be honest, Amy. Have you thought about it? Not just some faceless guy. Me.”

Her cheeks flamed red, her eyes darting down to her beer. She hesitated — then gave the tiniest nod, biting her lip as though she’d just confessed a sin.

Luke’s breath hitched, his grip tightening on the bottle.

I leaned back, a slow smile spreading across my face. “That’s what I thought.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged, none of us daring to say more but all three of us knowing exactly where this was heading.

Luke sighed, then looked at me with a grin. “I guess that’s where you come in, Mark.”

I took a swig of my beer, holding his gaze with steady confidence. “With respect, Luke... I’d love to. But only if Amy wanted it.”

My eyes lingered on her. She blushed hard, her lips parting as though she meant to say something, but no sound came out. That silence said more than words ever could.

Luke chuckled, shaking his head. “The only thing I’d worry about is that once you’ve had a ride on him, babe, you might not come back to me.”

Amy gasped, smacked his shoulder with a laugh that was just a little too breathless. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

I leaned across the table, emboldened, and slid my hand over hers. Her skin was warm, her fingers twitching against mine as though she couldn’t decide whether to pull away or cling tighter. I smiled at her, letting the tension sit between us. “Well... I can’t promise anything.”

Luke stared at our hands, his jaw tight, then let out a strained laugh. “Jesus Christ. Why does that fucking turn me on so much?”

Amy’s cheeks flamed red, her eyes shining. She leaned across and kissed him quickly, almost desperately, like she needed to reassure him. But when she pulled back, her breath was shaky. “Because you want this, baby. You’ve always wanted this.”

I stood then, sliding out of the booth. I bent low, brushed my lips against hers — soft, deliberate — before my hand cupped her tit through her top. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut, a soft moan slipping out before she caught herself. When I pulled back, her nipples were visibly hard beneath the fabric, her chest rising faster as she tried to compose herself.

I straightened, looking at both of them. “I’ll leave you two to think it over.”

Luke shook his head, laughing under his breath in disbelief. “Dangerous, man. You’re fucking dangerous.” He slapped some bills on the table, tugged Amy up by the hand. “Come on, babe. Let’s get out of here.”

Amy stumbled slightly as she stood, still flushed, her eyes locked on me for a beat too long. She bit her lip, the ghost of a smile on her face, before finally turning to leave with him.

Fifteen minutes later, my phone buzzed with a text from Luke. Want to come over for dinner tomorrow?

I grinned at the screen, my cock already stirring at the thought, as I typed my reply. I’d love to.


Walking Into The Unknown

Their apartment was stylish but modest, the kind of space that felt warm and lived-in rather than polished for show. A couple of framed travel photos on the wall, a stack of wine bottles in the corner, music low in the background. The smell of garlic and butter hung in the air, blending with the faint sweetness of onions caramelizing in the pan.

Luke and Amy were both busy in the small kitchen when I arrived, moving around each other with the easy rhythm of people who’d cooked together a hundred times before. Luke chopped vegetables at the counter while Amy stirred something on the stove, her glass of wine already more than half-empty. She caught me looking and smirked as she poured herself another, filling it almost to the brim.

“You’ll have to forgive her,” Luke said, grinning as he slid the knife across the cutting board. “Amy’s got a habit of getting ahead of herself when the Pinot comes out.”

Amy laughed, the tipsy edge already audible in her voice. “I’m celebrating! We’ve got company tonight. Besides, you know I’m more fun after a couple glasses.” She shot me a wink across the counter, her cheeks flushed pink.

She moved past Luke to grab the olive oil, brushing against me in the process — just enough to make it feel deliberate. Her hip grazed mine, her hair brushing my arm as she leaned to reach the cupboard. I caught the scent of her perfume beneath the cooking aromas, light and floral, and my cock stirred instantly.

Luke chuckled, shaking his head but clearly amused. “See what I deal with? She turns cooking into a contact sport.”

Amy grinned, taking another long sip before leaning over the stove. Her top gaped slightly as she reached for the spoon, the swell of her tits framed perfectly in the dim kitchen light. She caught me staring — I knew she did — and instead of adjusting, she lingered like that, stirring slowly, lips curved into a mischievous smile.

By the time dinner was nearly ready, her laughter was looser, her touches bolder. A hand on my arm when she passed me the bread, a playful nudge with her hip as she squeezed past in the tight kitchen. The wine was going down fast, and so were her inhibitions.

The air between the three of us was already thick, heavier than the steam rising off the pans. Dinner hadn’t even been served yet, and I could feel exactly where this night was heading.

“This is incredible, Amy,” I said, setting my fork down. “Honestly, one of the best meals I’ve had in a long time.”

Her cheeks flushed, whether from the wine or the compliment I couldn’t quite tell. “Thank you,” she said, smiling as she swirled the last of her glass. The simple house dress she wore hugged her in all the right places — nothing flashy, but the way it clung to her hips and framed her tits had me distracted all through dinner.

Luke raised his glass, grinning. “Told you she can cook. I just handle the prep work and try not to burn anything.”

Amy laughed, reaching over to squeeze his hand affectionately, but her eyes flicked back to me almost immediately. The chemistry between us was undeniable, threading its way into every look, every pause. The Pinot had loosened her, and she giggled a little louder at Luke’s jokes, but when she glanced my way her gaze lingered, heavy, charged.

I caught myself staring more than once — the way her breasts shifted when she leaned forward to cut her food, the way her lips wrapped around the rim of her glass, the delicate curve of her throat as she swallowed. She noticed. Every time.

Luke tried to keep the conversation light, cracking jokes about the game earlier, but even he couldn’t cut through the current pulsing under the table. He knew. He could feel it just as strongly as we did.

By the time the plates were cleared, Amy was laughing freely, leaning into the table, her skin glowing pink from the wine. She refilled her glass, ignoring Luke’s mock warning look. “What? I’m celebrating!” she said, giggling.

Luke shook his head but smiled, then gestured toward the sliding doors. “Come on. Let’s take this outside. Best part of this place is the view anyway.”

The three of us stepped out onto the balcony, glasses in hand, the city spread out beneath us in a sprawl of glowing lights. The warm night air carried the hum of distant traffic, but up here it felt like another world — quieter, more intimate.

Amy leaned against the railing, her house dress clinging to her curves, wine glass dangling from her fingers. Her cheeks were flushed, whether from the alcohol or from everything hanging unspoken in the air, I couldn’t tell. She glanced at me, her lips tugging into a faint, daring smile, before looking back out over the city.

Luke joined her at the railing, his arm brushing lightly against her back, but his eyes kept flicking toward me. He’d been quieter since dinner, watching more than talking, and now the weight of it pressed down on all three of us.

The silence stretched. Then Luke finally broke it, his voice low, steady, but thick with tension. His gaze stayed fixed on his wife.

“If this is what you want, Amy... then I want to see it.”

Amy froze, her wine glass trembling slightly in her hand. The night air seemed to still around us. She turned her head, her eyes wide, lips parting. For a long moment she didn’t answer, her chest rising quickly under the thin fabric of her dress.

Then she set the glass down on the railing, her fingers shaky, and gave a small, breathless nod.

“I do.”

The words hit me like a hammer. My cock swelled hard in an instant, and Luke’s breath audibly caught beside her.

Amy turned to face me then, cheeks burning, and held out her hand.

I stepped forward and took it, the current between us snapping alive. For a moment we just stood there, locked in each other’s gaze, while Luke’s eyes stayed glued to us, his chest rising and falling.

Amy’s voice was husky, almost a whisper, as she glanced back at her husband. “Come on, baby.”

Luke swallowed, then nodded once, following as Amy tugged me gently back inside.

The three of us walked together through the apartment, every step thick with inevitability. Past the kitchen, down the short hall, toward the bedroom.

At the doorway Amy stopped, her hand still in mine. She looked back at Luke, then up at me, her face flushed, her breath coming quick.

No one spoke. There was no need. We all knew exactly what was about to happen.

Amy led us down the short hall, her hand still clutching mine, Luke just a step behind. She stopped at the open doorway of the guest room, candles flickering on the nightstand casting a soft glow over the bed.

“This is the guestroom,” she said, her voice unsteady, almost cracking. She looked at me, then at her husband, as if needing both our permission to take the next step.

I smiled at her, sensing how hard this was — not because she didn’t want it, but because crossing that line in front of Luke was something new. She was trembling, but beneath it all was a confidence bolstered by the knowledge that her husband wasn’t stopping her.

She walked slowly to the edge of the bed and sat down, the mattress dipping beneath her weight, her breasts bouncing as she settled on the comforter. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest rising fast.

“Do you... do you want to spend some time in here?” she asked softly, her voice cracking again.

I glanced at Luke. He stood frozen near the doorframe, wineglass still in his hand, his eyes locked on his wife. His breathing was shallow, but he didn’t move, didn’t object. He wanted this.

I turned back to Amy and stepped closer. “Of course I do.”

She gave a delirious smile, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, her eyes shining with nerves and excitement. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered.

Luke swallowed hard, shifting his weight but still rooted to the spot.

Amy glanced at him, then back at me. “I can’t believe Luke’s fantasies have led to this—”

“Just Luke’s?” I interrupted, my voice low.

Her lips parted, and after a beat she shook her head slowly, a blush spreading down her throat. “No. I guess not just Luke’s.”

The air between us hummed with tension, Luke watching, Amy trembling, me standing over her with the certainty that nothing about this night could be undone.

“After so many years in a marriage, things can get a bit... dull.” Amy’s smile was soft, almost melancholic, as she lifted her wine for another sip. She swallowed quickly, then added in a quieter voice, “He’s been saying it for years. That I need more.”

I stepped closer, close enough that the space between us was charged. My eyes locked onto hers. “Do you need more, Amy?”

Her breath caught. She glanced instinctively at Luke, who hadn’t moved from the doorway, then back at me. “I—sometimes—” Her voice faltered. She bit her lip, stealing a look at my crotch before her face flamed red. “I think most women fantasize about a big black man.”

The tension in the room spiked.

I reached down and gently took the glass from her hand, setting it on the nightstand beside the bed. Then I slid my hand into hers, threading my fingers through hers. Her palm was warm, trembling, but she didn’t pull away. Slowly, deliberately, I guided her hand downward, pressing it against the heavy outline straining my trousers.

Her lips parted in shock as her fingers flexed over the thick ridge beneath the fabric. A shiver ran through her.

Behind her, Luke’s breath hitched, loud in the silence. He hadn’t stepped forward, hadn’t said a word, but his eyes were fixed on his wife’s hand exploring another man’s cock for the first time.

I kept my voice low, steady, the voice of a man completely in control. “Go on, Amy. Feel it.”

Her fingers traced along my length, tentative at first, then bolder as she realized the sheer size of what she was holding. She looked up at me, her face a mixture of awe and disbelief. “Oh my God...” she whispered, almost involuntarily.

I smiled down at her, feeling my cock stir harder under her touch. “This what you’ve been fantasizing about?”

Amy gave a tiny nod, her blush deepening, her hand stroking along my length through the fabric now. Her breathing quickened, tits heaving against the front of her dress.

Luke shifted against the doorframe, unable to hide the way his own cock strained against his pants, watching his wife’s palm stroke another man’s cock right in front of him.

I bent slightly, my free hand brushing Amy’s hair back behind her ear, my lips close enough that she could feel my breath. “Don’t worry. I’ll give you more than you’ve ever had.”

Amy whimpered softly, squeezing my cock through my trousers as her thighs pressed together, her body betraying just how badly she wanted it.

Her voice was a hushed whisper, her lips wet as her fingers traced me through the fabric. “God, Mark... it’s so big.”

I grinned, watching her hand trembling over the outline of my cock. “You’ve barely touched me, Amy. You have no idea yet.”

She gasped softly as I shifted my hips, pressing my thickness more firmly into her palm. Her small hand tried to close around me through the khakis, but it wasn’t enough. The heat of her touch was driving me wild, but I wasn’t about to let her skip to the reward so quickly.

“Slow down,” I murmured, my voice low, steady. “You don’t get to unwrap your present all at once. Not with your husband watching.”

Her cheeks burned crimson, and her thighs pressed together at my words. Behind her, Luke’s breathing grew heavier, but he still hadn’t moved, just staring at the sight of his wife’s hand stroking another man.

I took my time, slipping open the buttons of my shirt one by one. Her eyes followed every movement, wide and unblinking. By the time I shrugged it off and tossed it aside, Amy was leaning back on the bed, steadying herself with both hands as though afraid her knees might give out.

“You like what you see?” I asked, rolling my shoulders back, my chest bare now under the flickering candlelight.

One of her hands rose from the bed and brushed over my abs, tracing upward across my chest. Her wedding ring glinted in the light, a sparkling reminder of exactly who she belonged to. “God,” she whispered. “Look at these muscles. You even have a six pack.”

I chuckled, catching her wrist and guiding her hand lower again — down over my chest, over my stomach, toward the thick bulge that still strained against my trousers. “These don’t matter,” I said softly. “This is what you really want to see.”

Her eyes went wide, her lips parting as her hand pressed once more over my cock. She licked her lips again, unable to look away.

I bent closer, my mouth just above her ear. “Go on, Amy. Ask me to show you.”

She froze for a moment, trembling, her body betraying how badly she wanted it. Then her whisper came, broken and urgent: “Please... let me see it.”

Luke groaned softly from the doorway, and the sound only made my cock throb harder.

I unclasped my belt slowly, letting the metallic click echo through the room. Amy’s breathing quickened, her eyes never leaving my hands as I unzipped and pushed my trousers down.

The thick weight of my cock sprang free, already hard, slapping upward against my abs before jutting outward, proud and heavy. The veins stood out, the girth impossible to ignore.

Amy’s mouth fell open. She covered her face with both hands as if shielding herself from the sight, but the peek of her eyes between her fingers betrayed her. “Oh my God...” she whispered. “Wow. I can’t believe this is happening.”

Behind her, Luke shifted in the doorway, silent but visibly flushed. His eyes were locked on me—on the thick cock his wife couldn’t stop staring at.

I reached forward and gently pulled Amy’s hands from her face. “Don’t hide,” I murmured, my voice firm but quiet. “You wanted to see it. Now look.”

She obeyed, her wide eyes drinking in every inch of me. Her lips parted as though she wanted to speak, but no words came.

I slid my hands to her waist and lifted her effortlessly to her feet. She trembled in front of me, but she didn’t resist. For a moment we just stood there, her eyes darting between my chest and my cock, her body rising and falling with ragged breaths.

And then I kissed her.

The contact was electric—soft lips meeting mine with a heat that almost scared us both. Her moan vibrated against my mouth as I pulled her close, my tongue sliding past her lips to taste her. She kissed back hungrily, as if this moment had been waiting to happen for years, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance.

When we finally broke apart, a string of breathless gasps between us, she stared up at me, her eyes glossy with arousal and disbelief. “Is this really happening?” she whispered again, her voice trembling, though her body pressed eagerly against mine.

I smiled down at her, my cock throbbing between us. “Oh, it’s happening,” I said. “And it’s only just starting.”

I reached down to the hem of her dress and began to ease it upward, inch by inch. Amy hesitated for only a moment before lifting her arms in silent consent, letting me peel it over her head. My ego surged at her compliance. Every nod, every surrender, every choice she made to let me lead her further—each one stoked the fire in me.


The Layers Fall Away

When the fabric fell away, I finally saw her laid bare in her black lace bra and panties. She was curvy, soft in places, but with the kind of real, womanly body that drove me crazy. The swell of her hips, the smoothness of her thighs, the way her cleavage strained against the lace—it was pure temptation.

I pulled her against me, kissing her deeply, and felt her gasp when my cock slid between us. The thick underside of my shaft dragged slowly up her stomach until it rested heavy against her navel. Her eyes widened as if the weight of me pressing there made the reality undeniable.

Her breathing grew ragged as my hands roamed higher. I reached behind her, unclasped the bra with a practiced flick, and watched her breasts spill free. They were magnificent—large, full, and natural, with just the faintest bounce as they settled into my palms. I squeezed, rolled her nipples beneath my thumbs, and she arched her head back with a sharp, involuntary moan.

“Oh my God...” she whispered, staring down at herself, at the way my dark hands consumed her pale tits. Her mouth hung open in awe, her voice trembling. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

I chuckled low, leaning down to kiss the top of her breast before murmuring, “You’re beautiful, Amy.”

She looked up at me, lips trembling but eyes burning with raw desire, and pulled me back into another hungry kiss.

I grabbed her waist, lifted, and tossed her gently back onto the bed. She landed with a laugh, her tits bouncing with the motion, her smile dazed but wanting. When I moved toward her, she instinctively parted her legs, spreading them wide, the lace of her panties drawing tight over her dampening pussy.

The sight hit me hard. I’d seen women open themselves like that countless times, but this—this was different. This was a married woman spreading herself for another man, with her husband in the room. It was primal, shameless, and deeply erotic.

My cock throbbed, rigid as steel. The dominant part of me surged forward, the part that loved women opening, begging, submitting. My voice came out deeper, more commanding than I intended.

“Take your panties off.”

Amy froze for a heartbeat, then her shaky hands slipped to her hips, hooking into the lace as she looked up at me with wide, feverish eyes.

Amy’s cheeks burned crimson, but her eyes never left mine. Nervous laughter caught in her throat as she shifted her weight back on the bed. Slowly, almost shyly, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties.

Her thighs pressed together for an instant, as if she might change her mind—but then she parted them again, deliberately this time, and began to ease the lace down.

She lifted her legs as she did, her pale rump rising off the bed, her body arching in a way that made my cock pulse with need. The thin fabric slid down her hips, over the curve of her ass, and past her thighs. Candlelight spilled across her mound—soft, plump, neatly trimmed, glistening with proof of her arousal.

Amy’s breath shook as the panties cleared her feet. With a girlish giggle that betrayed her nerves, she balled the black lace in her hands and tossed them at me.

I caught them without hesitation, brought them to my face, and inhaled deeply. Her sharp gasp and bitten lip told me exactly what that did to her. Another layer of heat clouded her eyes, her nervousness tipping into something more primal.

I tossed the panties aside and stretched out beside her on the bed. My hand slid over the smoothness of her thigh, caressing up and down, grounding her. She turned her face toward me, and our lips met again—wet, hungry, smacking with need.

Her fingers, trembling at first, moved down between us. I felt them brush over the base of my shaft before curling upward, her hand trying to wrap around me.

She faltered, breath catching. Her small fingers barely spanned half my girth, and she looked up at me, wide-eyed, her nervous smile betraying disbelief.

“Jesus...” she whispered, squeezing, feeling the heat and weight of me. “I can’t even get my hand around it.”

Behind us, Luke shifted in the chair. His breathing was louder now, almost ragged, and I knew he hadn’t looked away for a single second.

“Fuck, Luke...” Amy’s voice cracked, barely louder than a whisper. Her eyes darted toward her husband in the chair before snapping back to me. “His cock is so thick.”

Her hand slid up and down my shaft with trembling fascination, as though she still wasn’t convinced it was real. Every slow pump seemed to mesmerize her more. With her free hand, she reached lower, cupping the weight of my balls in her palm. Her delicate fingers traced over them reverently, squeezing, rolling them gently as though testing how much they could possibly hold.

“I can’t believe I’m playing with your cock, Mark,” she murmured against my neck, her breath hot, almost shaking. Her lips brushed my skin as she spoke, sending chills racing through me.

I kissed her hard, swallowing her gasp, before pulling back just enough to smirk down at her. She was staring at me wide-eyed, still stroking, still pumping, her small hands lost against the thickness of me.

“Not used to a cock that big, are you, Amy?” I teased, my voice low, deliberate.

She shook her head slowly, lips parted, eyes dark with awe. “No... not like this,” she whispered. Her hand tightened reflexively around me, as though she didn’t want to let go. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Behind her, Luke shifted in his chair, his breathing ragged, his cock straining visibly against his pants as he watched his wife confess, her hands worshipping another man’s cock.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” I growled into her ear, my cock throbbing beneath her.

Amy bit her lip, eyes glassy with lust, chest heaving as she nodded.

“Say it, baby.”

She kissed me hard, messy, desperate. When she pulled back, her voice was trembling but clear. “I want you to fuck me. I need this so bad.” Her hips pressed down against me, grinding over my shaft. Then she gasped and blurted, louder this time, “Jesus, Mark... I need you to fuck me!”

My cock ached at her words, harder than steel. I grabbed her waist and lifted her, sliding her easily into a straddle over me. Her hair fell around my face, the sweet lilac of her perfume mixing with the raw scent of arousal. My thickness nestled between the cheeks of her ass, hot and soft, and the sensation nearly undid me. Her tits pressed into my chest, heavy and perfect, her nipples hard against my skin.

She froze suddenly. “Wait.” Her voice was hushed, breathless, but it sent a ripple of tension through the room.

I looked up at her, brow raised, but she was already leaning across me. The movement arched her back, presenting her breasts to my mouth. I latched onto her nipple, sucking and biting, and her moan filled the room. Meanwhile I heard the faint scrape of a drawer opening beside us.

Amy straightened, panting, and held up a familiar box. A red Magnum label gleamed in the candlelight.

From the chair, Luke let out a shaky laugh, his voice rough. “Told you she came prepared.”

Amy’s cheeks flushed crimson, but her eyes never left mine as she handed me the box.

I chuckled darkly, shaking my head. “Baby, there’s no way I can fit into those.”

Her eyes widened, her thighs trembling around me as she realized exactly what that meant.

Amy hesitated, her fingers brushing the Magnum box like it was some kind of safety blanket. Then she exhaled, cheeks flushed, and shook her head.

“You don’t need those,” she whispered, almost to herself. “I’m already on the pill.”

That one sentence made my cock throb like it was about to split in two. I smirked, plucking the box from her hand and tossing it carelessly across the room.

“Luke doesn’t understand size, baby,” I murmured, letting my shaft drag heavy against her stomach, the head pushing just under her navel. “Magnums are for average men who want to feel above average. I can’t even fit in XLs without cutting off circulation.”

Her lips parted in shock as she stared down at me. “Jesus, Mark...”

I leaned closer, kissing the side of her mouth, my voice a growl. “You feel that against your tummy? That’s all me. And I’m about to put it inside you.”

Amy whimpered, trembling between lust and disbelief. Then she turned her flushed face toward Luke, who sat wide-eyed in the chair, his cock straining in his pants as he watched.

“Luke...” she breathed, her voice shaky but teasing. “Remember when you tried one of those Magnums? Your poor cock was swimming in it.”

Luke flushed red, shifting in his seat.

Her eyes darted back to mine, darker now, bolder. She slid her palm along my length, stroking me slowly from base to tip. “And now—God—this won’t even fit over just the head.”

Her words sent another bolt of arousal through me. I grabbed her wrist, forcing her hand tighter around my shaft. Her small fingers couldn’t even come close to circling it.

“You’re gonna feel every inch of this,” I whispered into her ear, nipping her lobe as she shivered.

She looked up at me with wide, glazed eyes, her voice cracking with both awe and arousal. “I can’t believe I’m really about to take this cock.”

From the corner, Luke’s breath hitched audibly, his chest rising and falling as his wife confessed it out loud.

I slapped my cock down onto her mound, the thick shaft landing heavy against her pussy lips with a wet smack. Amy jolted, gasping in shocked delight, “Ohhh God!” Her thighs quivered, her hips grinding up against me instinctively, trying to catch more of it.

I chuckled, watching her eyes widen at the sheer weight of it lying across her. “Not surprising,” I said, my voice low, teasing. “I’ve seen your husband in the showers. Luke’s got length, sure—but compared to this?” I pressed my girth harder against her mound, making her gasp again. “He looks skinny.”

Amy moaned, cheeks flushing crimson as she looked toward Luke, who sat frozen, watching every second. Her voice cracked with both shame and excitement. “He’s never felt like... like this, Luke. Oh my God, he’s so thick...”

The words hung in the air, a confession and a taunt all at once. My cock pulsed against her slit as I ground it along her folds, her juices already slicking me up.

She bit her lip, cheeks burning crimson, and nodded. With a trembling sigh, she spread her legs wide for me, her pussy glistening under the candlelight. Her folds pulled apart, exposing soft pink flesh, wet and ready, her arousal plain for both of us to see.

Her voice cracked into a husky whine. “I think I’m a cruel woman, Mark. Your cock makes me so wet. It’s so much thicker than Luke’s—and that really turns me on.”

Her words seemed to hang in the air like a confession in church. She turned her head toward her husband as she said his name, and Luke didn’t look away. He sat rigid in the chair at the foot of the bed, chest heaving, cock straining visibly against his pants.

I leaned in close, chuckling darkly. “It’s not cruel, Amy. It’s just nature. Every woman craves what feels best. It’s normal to want a real cock when you finally feel it.”

She moaned as I slapped my shaft against her clit. The wet smack echoed through the room, her hips jerking up instinctively.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Amy?” I growled, letting my cockhead drag along her slit, coating myself in her slick.

Her hands clutched my arms, fingers digging into my biceps as though she couldn’t hold herself together. Her body arched, her hips rolling, rubbing her mound desperately against the swollen tip of my cock.

“I want your big cock inside me!” she screamed, shameless in her need.

I smirked, but before I thrust in, I glanced over my shoulder. Luke was no longer in his pants. He sat naked now, his cock long and hard in his fist, stroking himself as he watched his wife spread and beg. His eyes were locked on her pussy, on the way she writhed beneath me, dripping and open for another man.

The sight only made my cock throb harder, slick with her juices and ready to split her open.


Entering the Unknown

I lined myself up, the thick head of my cock pressing against Amy’s slick entrance. She gasped, her body tensing, her eyes locking with mine.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, already feeling the pressure. Her hands clawed at my shoulders as her legs wrapped tighter around me. “It’s so big, Mark... I don’t know if I can—”

“You can,” I growled, holding her gaze. “You’re going to take every inch.”

I pushed slowly, deliberately, and her lips stretched around me with a wet, obscene sound. Her head flew back against the pillow, a cry ripping from her throat.

“Fuuuck! Luke—oh my God, he’s inside me!”

I looked over my shoulder. Luke was naked now, his cock rock hard in his fist, stroking furiously as his wife cried out under me. His eyes were wide, fixed on the place where I was stretching her open, his chest rising and falling with ragged breaths.

I shoved another inch inside, groaning at the tight heat squeezing me. Amy’s nails raked across my back, her body arching up against me.

“Mark!” she screamed, half in shock, half in pure pleasure. “You’re splitting me open... I’ve never felt anything like this!”

Luke moaned from his chair, his hand pumping faster, precum shining at the tip of his cock.

I leaned down, my lips brushing Amy’s ear, my voice low and commanding. “That’s it, baby. Let him watch while you take a real cock. Let him see how good you look getting stretched.”

Her hips bucked involuntarily, sucking me deeper. I groaned as her walls squeezed around me, dragging me in inch by inch.

“Jesus Christ,” Luke gasped, his voice breaking. “She’s... she’s really taking it...”

I glanced back at him, smirking as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against Amy’s ass. “She’s taking every inch,” I said, grinding my hips to show just how deep I was.

Amy screamed again, clutching me tighter, her tits bouncing against my chest as her body shook. “Ohhh God—yes! Mark—fuck—I can feel you everywhere!”

Amy’s hands flew to her face, covering her eyes as though she couldn’t bear to look. Her voice cracked into a desperate cry. “Mark! Fuck—you’re so big!” She gasped again as I pushed deeper, over half my cock now buried inside her. “I can’t—I can’t believe it...”

I grinned, watching her body squirm under me, watching her try to hide her shame even as her pussy clutched hungrily around my thickness. I grabbed her wrists, tugged her hands from her face, and pinned them against the mattress. “Don’t hide, Amy. Look at me. Look at him.”

Her eyes darted toward Luke, seated in the chair only feet away, naked now, his cock hard in his fist as he stroked furiously. The sight of her husband watching made her moan even louder, her blush spreading down her chest.

I lowered my hands to her tits, cupping the heavy globes, squeezing and kneading until her nipples hardened between my fingers. Her head fell back, a ragged moan ripping from her throat as I drove in another inch.

“God!” she cried, her voice breaking. “He’s splitting me open, Luke... I can feel him so deep!”

The words made Luke groan aloud, precum glistening on the head of his cock as he stroked harder.

I tightened my grip on her tits and thrust deeper, inch by inch, until finally I bottomed out inside her. My balls slapped against her ass as her pussy swallowed every bit of me.

Amy screamed in delight, legs snapping tight around my waist as she pulled me down into a feverish kiss. Her tongue darted into my mouth, her moans vibrating against my lips.

When she pulled away, her eyes were glassy, unfocused with lust. “I can’t believe you fit all of it...” she whispered, shaking beneath me.

Behind her, Luke’s hand pumped frantically, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched his wife impaled on another man’s cock.

Her pussy clamped down around me like a vice, squeezing my shaft with every thrust. “Damn, Amy, you feel incredible. So fucking tight,” I groaned, kissing her, my cock buried to the hilt inside her.

She broke the kiss with a gasp, her voice high and trembling. “Mark—holy f-fuck—you’re stretching me out!”

I grinned, impressed at how quickly she’d taken me, but I remembered Luke’s own words: she was built for a bigger man. I tightened my grip on her waist and began to drive harder, fucking her with long, deep strokes.

Her eyes went wide, her nails clawing into my arms as the bed squeaked beneath us. Her body writhed, her tits bouncing, and her screams filled the room.

“Mark! Mark! Ohhh—wowww—oh my g-g-goddd!”

My hips slapped against her with every thrust, my heavy balls smacking her ass. When I looked down, I saw my black shaft coated in the creamy sheen of her arousal. She was soaked, clinging to me, surrendering everything.

“Take it, baby,” I grunted, my pace steady, relentless.

Her moans cracked into a high whine. “It feels so good! F-fuck!”

“You’re giving that pussy up for me, Amy. You’re taking this big black cock like you need it.”

“Ohhh God, Mark—fuck meee!” she screamed, arching against me.

Then, suddenly, she turned her head toward the chair. Toward Luke. Her eyes burned with lust, her lips curling into a wicked little smile even as she moaned.

“Luke...” she gasped between thrusts, “he’s so thick—I can feel him everywhere. You could never stretch me like this!”

Luke’s fist pumped faster over his cock, his face flushed, his jaw tight.

Amy cried out again as I bottomed out, and she grabbed at my shoulders. “Baby, look at me!” she panted at her husband. “Your wife’s pussy is stuffed full of his cock—and I fucking love it!”

Her words made Luke groan aloud, precum dripping from his tip as his hand worked furiously.

I leaned down, biting at Amy’s neck, my voice a growl. “That’s it. Let him watch what a real fuck looks like.”

Amy screamed, her body quaking as I pounded her, eyes locked on Luke’s while she let me take her completely.

I shifted my angle and drove harder, arching my thrusts deep into her core. Each slam of my hips rocked her body against the mattress, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing through the room. Amy’s eyes rolled back, her gaze going hazy, unfocused, as if her mind was trying to keep up with the storm consuming her.

Her fingers dug into my arms like claws, leaving red trails across my skin. Her legs clamped tight around my waist, locking me inside her, forcing herself to take every savage inch.

Then it broke.

Her body arched violently, her mouth flying open in a silent scream before the sound tore free from her throat. She gasped and stuttered, the words tumbling out between ragged cries.

“F-f-fuuckkk!! Wh-what—what is this? Markkk!! I’m c-c-cummmminnnggg!!”

Her voice cracked on the last word, her whole body convulsing beneath me. Her pussy clamped down around my cock, rippling waves of contractions squeezing and milking me like she was desperate to keep me inside her.

I leaned down, my lips at her ear, my voice a dark command. “That’s it, baby. Give it up for me. Cum all over this cock. Show him how good it feels.”

Her nails raked down my back as she screamed again, her body jerking uncontrollably. Her tits bounced wildly against my chest with every shudder, her thighs quivering as she lost all control.

From the chair, Luke groaned, his hand flying over his cock as he watched his wife unravel in another man’s arms.

Amy’s orgasm went on and on, her body writhing like she was possessed. “Ohhhh—ohhh fuckkk—I can’t—I can’t stooopp—Markkkk!” Her pussy gushed around me, creamy wetness lathering my shaft, slicking our bodies together. She was nearly seizing, her moans spilling out in broken, desperate cries.

If I’d been any other man, I would’ve blown inside her right then. Her walls gripped me so hard it was like being locked in a velvet fist. But I held back, staying steady, pumping her through it, refusing to let her orgasm end before it had wrung every ounce of pleasure from her.

Finally, after long, relentless moments, her body collapsed beneath me. She was trembling, her chest heaving, every muscle twitching with aftershocks. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted in dazed disbelief, and faint shudders still coursed through her thighs.

I slowed my thrusts, grinding deep inside her one last time before pausing, letting her breathe, letting her feel me still there, thick and heavy, buried to the hilt.

“You came so hard for me, baby,” I whispered in her ear, still buried deep inside her. My cock twitched as her pussy fluttered with aftershocks. “I bet you’re not used to that.”

Amy’s chest heaved under me, her skin slick with sweat. She swallowed hard, her voice shaky, almost like she didn’t want Luke to hear. “I... I didn’t know it could be like that.”

I kissed down her throat, my hand squeezing her tits, then tracing over her belly until goosebumps rippled across her skin. “Tell me the truth,” I coaxed. “Do you usually cum like that, just from being fucked?”

Her cheeks burned. She shook her head, looking guilty. “No... I’m more of a clit girl,” she whispered, stealing a nervous glance at her husband in the chair. “I usually need that to get there.”

I smirked. “So you’re telling me you don’t cum from cock?”

Her blush deepened. She hesitated, writhing beneath me, as though fighting herself. Finally, she shook her head again. “Not usually.”

“Not usually,” I repeated, my voice a taunt. “So it does happen?”

Her eyes darted toward Luke, wide and conflicted. He was stroking himself slowly, his face tight with shame and arousal. Amy bit her lip, then whispered, “Yes... I can. Just not very often.”

I tilted her chin up so she couldn’t look away. “When’s the last time, Amy? With him?” I nodded toward Luke.

Her lips trembled, her voice breaking as the words slipped free. “...Not for a long time.” She looked devastated admitting it, but her pussy clenched around me hard, betraying her arousal.

I chuckled darkly, grinding deeper into her. “So you’ve missed it. That feeling of being fucked so good you cum without anything else.”

She moaned, eyes squeezing shut, her body shuddering under me. “Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes—I’ve missed it so much.”

Luke groaned audibly from the chair, his fist working faster over his cock as he watched his wife confess that another man had just given her what he couldn’t.

I guided Amy forward onto all fours, her palms sinking into the mattress as her ass arched high, swaying just enough to make my cock ache. From behind, she was a vision: her ass full and round, her thighs soft but strong, her tits heavy and natural, dangling forward as if begging to be grabbed. She wasn’t a gym-toned Barbie doll — she was a woman, with curves that screamed to be fucked, and every inch of her drove me wild.

I slapped my cock against her ass cheek, then dragged the thick shaft through her folds, smearing her slick across me. She shivered, her hips rocking back in invitation. I grabbed her hair, tugged her head back so her spine arched, her breasts swinging beneath her.

When I pushed forward, the swollen head split her lips with ease, sliding into her soaked cunt.

Amy gasped, eyes rolling back. “Ohhh God, yes!”

I buried myself deeper, inch by inch, until my balls slapped her ass. She clawed at the sheets, moaning, her voice cracking. Then she lifted her face, turning her head toward the chair. Toward Luke.

Her eyes locked onto her husband, her cheeks flushed, her lips twisted into a wicked, breathless smile. “Luke...” she panted, her voice thick with lust. “You see this? He’s fucking me so deep... ohhh God, so thick.”

Luke groaned, stroking himself harder, his eyes glued to the sight of his wife spread open for me.

Amy giggled breathlessly, her tits swinging as I hammered into her. “I’ve missed this,” she gasped, her voice rising between moans. “I didn’t even know how much until now. I’ve missed feeling a cock this thick inside me.”

I grunted, slamming into her harder, and her body jolted forward on the bed, tits bouncing wildly.

She cried out again, but her eyes never left Luke. “Baby... you fuck me good, you know I love it,” she whined, her words tumbling out in moans. “But ohhh God—Mark’s stretching me in ways you never could. Look at me, Luke—I’m losing my mind on his cock!”

Luke’s fist pumped faster, precum gleaming at his tip.

Amy’s laugh broke into another moan. “You’re gonna have to up your game, baby,” she teased breathlessly, her voice cracking as I drove deep into her. “After this—I’m gonna need you to fuck me harder, take me rougher, show me you can keep up.”

Her words made Luke groan, his cock twitching in his hand.

I slammed her harder, the sound of flesh on flesh filling the room, my balls smacking her ass with every thrust. Amy’s cries grew frantic, her hands clawing at the sheets, her tits swinging with each savage stroke.

“Ohhh f-fuuuckk, Mark! Oh my God—yes, yes, YES!” Her body was tensing, her walls fluttering wildly around me.

I leaned down, my grip on her hair forcing her to look at Luke. “Cum for me, Amy. Let him see how good it feels to be fucked by a real cock.”

Her scream tore through the room. “Ohhhh God—I’m cummmiiinnnggg!!”

Her whole body convulsed, her pussy milking me with violent spasms. Her arms gave out beneath her and she collapsed face-down into the mattress, her cheek pressed to the sheets, her tits flattened under her, her ass still arched as I pounded her through it.

Her legs shook uncontrollably, her thighs quivering as she cried into the bed. “I-I can’t... ohhh fuck—I can’t stooopp—”

I held her hips and kept thrusting, grinding her through the climax, watching her completely unravel.

Finally, her body went limp beneath me, trembling with aftershocks. She was done, wrecked, sweat shining on her skin. Her voice was a faint, broken whimper. “I... I can’t anymore...”

Luke was stroking furiously, his eyes glazed as he watched his wife collapse, used up and shaking, her pussy still clenching around my cock.


After Shock

Amy lay collapsed for a long moment, her body trembling, face buried in the sheets. Slowly, she lifted herself up, strands of brunette hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, her tits still heaving from aftershocks. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and then, with a determined little smile, slid off the bed.

Her bare feet padded across the floor until she sank down to her knees. She looked up at me, still catching her breath, and crooked her finger. “Come here, Mark.”

I stepped closer, my cock still thick and glistening with her arousal, hanging heavy in front of her flushed face. She bit her lip at the sight, then tilted her head toward Luke. “You too, baby. Come stand next to him.”

Luke hesitated only a moment before obeying. He rose from the chair, cock in hand, already slick from his stroking, and joined me in front of her. Now she had us both—two cocks, side by side, jutting out towards her flushed face.

Her eyes danced between them, wide and a little wicked. “Well... look at you two,” she whispered, almost reverent. She wrapped one hand around Luke, giving him a few slow pumps, then reached for me, her fingers struggling to encircle my girth. She laughed softly. “God, you’re longer, Luke... but Mark...” She squeezed me, shaking her head in disbelief. “Mark’s thickness is just... unreal. Feel that, baby? He fills my hand in a way you never could.”

Luke swallowed hard, his jaw tight, but he didn’t pull away.

Amy tilted her head, her smile turning sly. “And you know what else?” Her eyes flicked down again. “Mark’s cock just looks better. No foreskin, nothing in the way. Just thick, beautiful cock. I love how clean and strong it looks.”

Luke blinked, stunned. “Amy... you’ve never said that before.”

She shrugged, still stroking us both, clearly enjoying herself. “Maybe I never had something to compare it to.” Her voice dipped into a naughty giggle, and then she glanced up with a devilish grin. “Time to make both my boys cum.”

Without hesitation, Amy leaned in and opened her lips wide, letting the swollen head of my cock slide into her mouth. The first contact sent a bolt of pleasure through me—her tongue was hot, wet, and eager, swirling over the sensitive ridge.

“Fuuuck, Amy,” I groaned, my hand instinctively finding the back of her head. “That’s it... take it.”

Her eyes fluttered up to meet mine as she sank deeper, lips stretching around my thickness. She gagged softly when I hit the back of her throat, but instead of pulling away, she pushed herself forward until her nose nearly brushed my stomach. When she finally withdrew, strings of spit clung from her lips to my shaft, dripping down to her chin. She smiled around me, licking the mess from the corners of her mouth before diving back in.

Luke shifted beside me, his chest heaving, his cock twitching in Amy’s hand. She stroked him lazily, almost like he was an afterthought compared to me, but just enough to keep him rock hard.

I felt her fingers squeeze my base as she bobbed her head, twisting her wrist in sync with every pull of her lips. The combination was obscene, her spit coating me so thoroughly that each pump made a wet, slapping sound that echoed in the room. She moaned around me, the vibration buzzing up my shaft, making my knees weak.

“Jesus Christ...” I hissed, tilting my head back. “Amy, you suck cock like you were born for this.”

Her reply was another hungry moan, louder this time, her throat working to swallow as she took me deeper. I looked down just in time to see her throat bulge around my cock. She gagged, coughed once, and then pushed herself down again, determined. My grip tightened in her hair as I held her there for a moment, her nails digging into my thighs while her hand still stroked Luke’s cock.

She finally came up gasping for air, spit and precum smeared across her lips and chin. She licked her lips slowly, seductively, then turned her head just enough to give Luke a slow stroke. “Mmm... Mark tastes so good, baby. So thick in my mouth... fills me all the way.”

Luke groaned, his hand twitching at his side, his eyes locked on his wife’s wet lips sliding over another man’s cock.

Amy turned back to me, locking eyes with Luke as she opened wide and shoved me down her throat again, this time moaning loudly, as if to taunt him with the sounds. The sight was brutal—her lips stretched wide, spit dripping freely, her tits bouncing as she worked. She popped off me with a wet smack, gasping and smiling wickedly.

“God, Mark... you’re so fucking big. I can barely breathe, but I don’t care. I love it.”

Her hand stroked me furiously for a moment, then she sucked one heavy ball into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it while stroking both shafts at once. My hips bucked at the sensation.

“You’re fucking unbelievable,” I growled, my whole body tense.

She pulled back with a laugh, spit running down her chin, eyes glassy with lust. “One of the best things about being a bad girl, Mark,” she whispered, licking up the length of my shaft before swallowing me again, “is getting to worship a cock like yours... right in front of my husband.”

Luke moaned, his body shuddering at her words.

Amy grinned around me, her lips stretched, and doubled down, sucking harder, bobbing faster, her free hand twisting at my base while she stroked Luke with the other. The room was filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth and her muffled moans as she pleasured us both. I could feel the orgasm boiling inside me, my balls tightening as her throat massaged my cock.

Her pace grew frantic, spit flying, messy, shameless. She was lost in it, obsessed, her whole body working to drain me.

I groaned, my voice hoarse. “Amy... I’m close...”

She pulled back just long enough to smile up at me, eyes wild, spit dripping down her tits. “Good. Cum for me, Mark. I want to swallow every drop.” Then she shoved me back down her throat, moaning as if the thought alone pushed her closer to her own high.

Her mouth was a blur now, sloppy and wet, strings of spit clinging from her lips to my shaft as she devoured me. Every time she sank down, her throat clenched tight around me, and her hand stroked Luke in slow, deliberate rhythm, reminding him that this was his wife’s choice, his wife’s mouth working for me.

The pressure in my balls was unbearable, release thundering closer with every thrust of her lips. My hand slid into her hair, gripping it firmly. At first I just guided her, but when the heat boiled up through my spine, I shoved her down to the base and held her there.

“Fuck—Amy—” I groaned, my hips jerking forward.

Her eyes shot up to mine, wide and desperate, watering as I pinned her down on my cock. That was the moment I saw it—clear as day—the flash of dislike, the grimace buried deep in her eyes as the first thick rope of cum spilled into her mouth. She hated the taste. Hated the heat. Hated the flood.

But she didn’t stop.

She didn’t slow.

She clutched my thighs and moaned through her nose, forcing herself to swallow as I erupted again and again down her throat. Her submission was absolute—her need to please me, to prove herself as a true hotwife, stronger than her own distaste.

“Take it, baby,” I growled, holding her head down as another spurt filled her. “Swallow it all. Show Luke what a good slut you are.”

She gagged, throat convulsing, tears streaking her cheeks, but still she obeyed, gulping down every hot surge. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, glassy and overwhelmed, but blazing with something undeniable: pride.

When I finally let go, she pulled back gasping, spit and semen smeared across her chin. Her chest heaved, her tits bouncing as she caught her breath. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then gave a wicked little smile, cum glistening on her lips.

“Fuck...” Luke groaned, stroking himself harder at the sight of his wife, messy, dripping, but victorious.

Amy looked between us both, still catching her breath. “See?” she whispered, voice hoarse but triumphant. “I told you... I can take it.”

She remained on her knees, chest rising and falling, her chin shiny with spit and the last trace of my seed. She licked her lips slowly, as if trying to erase the taste, and then looked over at her husband.

Luke was stroking himself with a desperation that bordered on pain. His cock—long, flushed, foreskin slicked back—twitched in his fist as his eyes stayed glued to the sight of his wife kneeling there, marked by another man.

Amy gave me one last wicked glance, then crawled over to Luke on her hands and knees. Her tits swayed heavily beneath her as she reached him, and she took his cock from his hand with practiced ease.

“Don’t think I forgot about you,” she purred, before slipping the tip between her lips.

Luke groaned, head dropping back, as she started working him with slow, wet strokes of her mouth. It wasn’t the hungry, relentless submission she’d just given me. This was different—gentler, slower, almost affectionate—but her tits pressed against his thighs, her tongue circling under his foreskin, and soon he was bucking up into her face, unable to control himself.

I stood there watching, my cock still heavy, still slick, as she switched effortlessly between us. The contrast was obvious, almost cruel. She had swallowed my load without hesitation, choking and gagging to prove herself. But with her husband... she was careful, teasing, cautious.

Luke’s groans grew ragged, his hips pumping. “Amy... baby... I’m gonna—”

And just as his body stiffened, just as his orgasm was about to tear through him, Amy pulled her mouth off with a loud, wet pop.

Luke’s eyes flew open in shock as his cock erupted, spilling thick streams across his wife’s tits. She held them together with her arms, squeezing her breasts tight and letting him paint them with his release, her smile wicked, her breathing ragged.

When he was spent, she looked down at the mess on her chest, then back up at him. “See, honey? You get your release too.”

Luke’s face was flushed, a mixture of awe and frustration. He looked utterly undone, but also smaller—less than—next to the memory of what she had just done for me.

And standing there, watching her cradle her cum-soaked tits for her husband, I couldn’t help but remember the beers we’d shared, the advice I’d given him about taking what he wanted, face-fucking her, owning her. He hadn’t been able to do it then, and looking at him now, I knew he never would.

That was the difference.

I took it.

He asked for it.

And Amy clearly knew which one of us gave her what she really craved.

Amy rose gracefully from her knees, cum streaking her tits, her cheeks flushed and hair wild. She smirked as she looked down at both of us, then stretched her arms above her head like a cat. “I need a shower,” she said, voice husky but casual, as though nothing about what had just happened was out of the ordinary.

Then she stepped right up to Luke. He was taller, broad, still naked and flushed, his cock hanging heavy after his release. She pressed her body against his and tilted her chin up, kissing him hard, urgent, hungry. His eyes went wide in shock, and I knew immediately why. Her mouth still tasted of my cum. His first instinct was to pull back, but Amy’s hand shot to the back of his head, holding him down, forcing him to take it. She made him taste me, made him share in it, and when she finally broke the kiss, strands of spit and cum still connected them.

Luke stood frozen, lips wet, chest heaving. “Amy, I—” He fumbled, clearly searching for words. Maybe he wanted to ask why she hadn’t swallowed him, maybe he wanted to complain—but he couldn’t get it out.

Amy only grinned, tits still sticky with his cum. “Guest comes first,” she teased, giving me a knowing wink. “You’ll get yours later.”

With that, she turned, her ass swaying deliberately as she padded toward the bathroom. The sight of her plump, wobbling cheeks under the low light made my cock twitch again, even spent as I was. She looked back once, devilish smile still curling her lips, before disappearing down the hall.

That left me and Luke. He was still catching his breath, still reeling. I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees, letting the weight of my words settle. “Listen, man. Make sure you fuck her tonight. If you can’t, then at least get between her legs. Lick that pussy. You need to be the last one to make her cum before she falls asleep.”

His head snapped toward me, eyes wide at my bluntness, but then he nodded slowly. “Yeah... yeah, I hear you.”

I stood, pulling my clothes back on, buttoning my shirt with steady hands. My cock was still heavy, still faintly wet with Amy’s shine, but I knew better than to push further. This was only the beginning.

At the door, I paused, looking back at Luke. He stood there dazed, still naked, still processing what had just unfolded in his own apartment. I gave him a steady smile. “Trust me, Luke. This isn’t over. You’ll both want more.”

As I pulled the door open, I heard the shower start, the pipes hissing to life. A moment later came Amy’s voice—soft, carefree, almost singing to herself, a little tune echoing out through the apartment. She was humming, light and happy, like a woman completely satisfied, completely in control.

I stepped out into the night, utterly certain of one thing: I’d be back.


Epilogue

Six months later, it had become routine. Not awkward, not tentative, not even taboo anymore. Just their normal.

Amy was on her knees in front of me, her brunette hair tied back, her plump lips wrapped around my shaft. Her hand pumped Luke’s cock lazily beside her as she worked me with practiced hunger. She’d lost some weight since that first night, and it showed—her stomach tighter, her waist slimmer, her tits somehow even more striking against her smaller frame. She looked incredible, and she knew it.

Luke sat right next to me on the sofa, his thigh brushing mine, watching his wife’s head bob up and down my cock while her other hand stroked him. His breathing was shallow, his eyes glazed, and every so often he let out a soft groan as Amy’s fingers tightened around his shaft.

I leaned back and groaned as her tongue swirled under my head. “Fuck, Amy, you’ve gotten so good at this.”

She pulled back just long enough to flash me a wicked smile. “Practice makes perfect,” she teased, before swallowing me down again, her throat clenching around my thickness like she’d been born to take it.

It didn’t take long before the heat began to boil up inside me. I gripped her hair, guiding her, and when I finally erupted she didn’t hesitate. She took every drop, swallowing greedily, her throat working as she moaned around me. Her eyes watered, but she never pulled back, never faltered. By the time I let go, she was panting, strands of spit and the last trace of my cum clinging to her lips.

Beside me, Luke was on the edge, his cock twitching in her hand. Amy turned to him, gave him a few strokes, and then—just as he bucked forward—she pulled her hand away and let him spill across her tits instead.

She giggled, glancing between the two of us as cum dripped down her chest. Then, in a sing-song voice, she quipped, “There. Now both my boys are taken care of... and you can watch the game without getting distracted.”

Luke let out a breathless laugh, shaking his head. “Jesus, Amy...”

She stood, wiping her chest with the back of her hand, then stretched and strolled naked toward the kitchen. Her ass wiggled with every step, her slimmer waist and toned thighs making the curve of her hips even more dramatic than before.

I watched her go, then leaned toward Luke with a grin. “She looks amazing, man. Better than ever.”

Luke nodded, eyes still fixed on her retreating form. “Yeah. She really does.”

Amy’s laughter floated back from the kitchen, casual and lighthearted, as though nothing had just happened. She poured herself a fresh glass of wine, humming to herself like a woman completely at ease in her skin.

Luke and I sat back on the sofa, the game flickering on the TV, the smell of sex still thick in the air. This was their life now. Our life now. And I knew without a doubt—it wasn’t changing anytime soon.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcTN.jpg
A White Wife Experiences Her Big Black
Fantasy While Her Husband Watches

MELISSA MORTON





OEBPS/image_rsrcTP.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright Page

		Looking Back

		The Way They React

		The Week After

		Food For Thought

		Time To Think

		Walking Into The Unknown

		The Layers Fall Away

		Entering the Unknown

		After Shock

		Epilogue




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79






