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Preface

Society mocks the woman who owns her sexuality, calling her a slut, a tease, too much. Yet men secretly crave her more than anyone else. It’s why strip clubs stay full, why fantasies spill into the dark corners of marriages, why desire never quite stays in the box people try to keep it in.


A woman who isn’t afraid to enjoy herself—a woman who chooses to be seen—is powerful. And the husbands who love them know something the world doesn’t want to admit: her pleasure doesn’t weaken a relationship. It electrifies it.


This story is about what happens when a couple stops pretending and starts embracing everything they truly want.


Origin

It really began on a warm summer night a little over two years ago, one of those long, lazy BBQ evenings where the wine flowed too fast and everyone shared a little more than usual. A few couples had come over, the grill smoking, music drifting through the yard, the air soft and warm. By the time the sun dipped behind the trees, the conversation had unraveled into the kind of drunken honesty that only happens when everyone feels safe enough to let their guard down.

Mark started telling this story about the new intern at his office—the one he swore barely looked old enough to be out of college. According to him, he walked into the break room late one afternoon and found her on her knees, mouth wrapped around some guy’s cock, while three others stood around watching like it was a casual team meeting. He told it with that half-shocked, half-proud tone men adopt when they know they’re crossing a line but can’t help themselves. The whole table cracked up, but under the laughter was something else: intrigue, disbelief, and that uncomfortable awareness that people sometimes do things you’d never dare admit you thought about.

Someone joked that “kids these days don’t hide anything anymore,” and suddenly the whole group was talking about fantasies, boundaries, near-misses, things they’d done in college, things they wished they’d done. Nothing explicit, but the heat was there, humming beneath the banter.

Sara sat beside me, legs curled under her, wine glass dangling between her fingers as she listened. She wasn’t saying much, but she had that little smile she gets when she’s enjoying herself and pretending she isn’t. Her cheeks were flushed from the wine and the heat, and every time she laughed she leaned into me just a little. I kept catching myself staring at her—at her hair falling over her shoulder, at the way her top slipped just enough to hint at the curve of her breasts. It was one of those nights where you suddenly remember, with a sharp pulse of wanting, how beautiful your wife is.

When we finally climbed into bed that night, the room still smelled faintly of charcoal and wine, the window cracked open just enough to let the cool air drift in. Sara lay back against the pillows with that loose-limbed, heavy warmth she gets after drinking, her sleep shirt riding high on her hips as she stretched. When she spread her legs for me, I could already smell her—warm, earthy, a little dizzying.

She’s always kept a natural patch of hair, soft and dark, framing her pussy in a way that still drives me crazy after twenty years. I pressed my lips against it first, inhaling her scent, kissing through the curls before sliding my tongue deeper. She let out a low sound, her hand settling in my hair, guiding me without pushing.

I took my time. Slow strokes, lazy circles, the kind of teasing she always melts into. I licked along the edge of her lips, then flattened my tongue and dragged it upward, feeling her thighs tense around my shoulders. Every few seconds I pulled back just enough for the cool air to hit her before diving in again, letting the rhythm build and break, build and break. She was getting close—I could tell by the way her hips kept lifting to meet my mouth, how the muscles in her stomach tightened, how her hand tightened in my hair.

That was when the thought hit me again—that dangerous mix of arousal and courage—and my heart started pounding in a way that had nothing to do with the alcohol.

I pulled back just a little, my mouth hovering over her, breath brushing her hair and skin.

Between slow, deliberate licks, I whispered it.

“You know…” another slow drag of my tongue up her slit, “…I was thinking about something tonight.”

She exhaled shakily, her hand tightening just a little. “Mm? What’s that?”

I dipped my tongue inside her, teasing her just enough to keep her right on the edge before pulling back again. “About what Mark said… that intern…” Another slow lick. “How she didn’t care who was watching.”

Her breath caught—not in shock, but in pleasure—and she arched a little higher.

I kissed her again, softly at first, then deeper. “Made me think about you,” I murmured against her. “About… things I imagine sometimes.”

Her thighs tightened around me, pulling me in, her voice breathy. “What things?”

I hesitated—not because I didn’t want to tell her, but because this was the moment I’d been terrified of for years. So I pushed her closer again, circling her clit slowly, deliberately, keeping her soft and open.

When I finally spoke, my voice was low, warm against her skin. “Sometimes I imagine you with another man.”

She froze—not physically, but just for a heartbeat—her breath suspended in her chest. I didn’t let her drift too far into the thought. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and slid my tongue deeper, coaxing another moan from her, keeping her anchored to the feeling instead of the idea.

“I imagine you being wanted,” I said between strokes. “Desired. Touched.” Another slow drag of my tongue, firmer this time. “I imagine you being overwhelmed with pleasure… and me watching how much you love it.”

Her hips twitched, her voice a soft, startled gasp. Not offended. Not pulling away. Just… surprised.

I kept going—slow, careful, giving her just enough to hold onto. “It’s only a fantasy,” I added, kissing her hair-soft skin. “You don’t have to want it. I just… needed to tell you.”

She let out a breath, long and unsteady, her hand stroking through my hair in slow, absent circles. When she finally spoke, it was a whisper. “I don’t think… it’s something I could ever do.”

But her thighs didn’t loosen. She didn’t pull me away. She guided me back in, gently, almost instinctively, her body choosing for her while her mind caught up.

And I lowered my mouth to her again, letting the conversation fade into the rhythm of her breathing, the taste of her, the softness of her hair against my cheeks—as if nothing had changed, even though everything had.

In the months that followed that first night, I didn’t push her or try to corner her into anything. But every now and then, when the moment was right, I would let the idea surface again—softly, lightly, like setting a feather on her skin just to see how she reacted. Usually it was when we were already close, when my hands were on her hips or when she was straddling me in bed, lost in the rhythm of her own pleasure. I would murmur something about how beautiful she looked when she let go, how much I loved watching her lose herself completely. How intoxicating it would be to see her pleasure amplified, stretched, pushed further than I ever could take her alone.

And sometimes—just sometimes—I caught a flicker in her eyes. Not agreement. Not desire. But curiosity, the brief glint of a question she didn’t quite dare to ask. Sara’s libido had always been wild, raw, something that surprised even her sometimes. For years I’d suspected she carried fantasies she never voiced, tucked away in the private corners of her mind. I wanted her to know she could say them. That nothing would scare me away.

She listened, but she didn’t believe me. She thought I was just talking dirty, that I couldn’t possibly mean it. That no husband would genuinely want to see his wife touched, tasted, fucked by someone else.

The real test came one night a few months later—after a friend’s birthday celebration that she and her girlfriends went all-out for. She came home close to midnight, heels in one hand, makeup slightly smudged, the smell of tequila and perfume clinging to her. She wasn’t stumbling drunk, but she had that loose, unfiltered glow that only comes with a night of laughter and too many rounds bought by strangers trying their luck.

I was in the kitchen grabbing a glass of water when she walked in. She didn’t say a word at first. She just smiled—slow, lazy, a little wicked—then stepped right up to me, pressed her body against mine, and slid her hand over the front of my jeans.

“You’re still awake,” she murmured, her breath warm against my neck.

“Couldn’t sleep.” My hands were already on her hips, feeling the warmth under her dress. “Did you have fun?”

She didn’t answer. Not verbally.

Instead, she sank to her knees on the cold tile floor and unzipped me with surprising coordination. Before I could say anything, her mouth was on me—wet, hungry, messy, her lips sliding down my shaft like she’d been thinking about this since the moment she left the restaurant. She moaned around my cock, her hands gripping my thighs, her hair falling forward in thick waves.

It was one of those moments where everything feels unreal, where the kitchen light seems too bright and your heart is pounding too hard and you can’t believe your wife—your quiet, composed, disciplined wife—is on her knees sucking your cock like she’s starving for it.

And maybe it was the tequila, or the weeks of tension between us, or just the pure heat of watching her mouth work me over—but I felt the fantasy rise again, bubbling up before I could stop it.

“God, Sara…” My fingers tangled in her hair. “Imagine… imagine another guy watching you right now.”

She paused for a heartbeat, her lips still wrapped around me, eyes sliding up to mine. Not offended. Not shocked. Just curious.

I stroked her hair, my voice low, breathless. “Imagine him standing right behind you… seeing you on your knees like this… wanting you.”

She let out a soft sound—half moan, half laugh—and bobbed her head once more, slower this time, almost testing the idea against the feel of my cock in her mouth.

“Or taking turns,” I whispered, my hips instinctively pushing forward. “You sucking him… while I watch.”

For a moment, she didn’t pull away. She didn’t freeze. She didn’t frown.

She just kept sucking, her rhythm slowing, her eyes locked to mine as if she were letting the idea skim across her mind just long enough to feel its edges.

Then, gently, she slid her mouth off me and rested her forehead against my hip, breathing hard, her hands still wrapped around the base of my cock.

“No,” she said softly. Not angry. Not upset. Just honest. “I can’t… I don’t think that’s for me.”

She kissed the tip of my cock once more—soft, almost apologetic—then pushed herself to her feet, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her warm, tequila-scented body against mine.

“But I love that you tell me,” she murmured into my chest. “I love that you trust me with what goes on in that dirty mind of yours.”

And I held her there in the quiet kitchen, her lipstick smudged against my skin, my cock still wet from her mouth, knowing two things at once:

She wasn’t ready.

But the fantasy was no longer foreign to her.

It was planted now—somewhere deep, somewhere warm—and sooner or later, one way or another, it would grow.

It happened one night about a year ago, long after the girls’ birthday incident, when the fantasy had settled into that quiet, half-forgotten place between us. Sara had gone out for drinks after work, so I figured I had the house to myself. I ended up on the couch with a half-finished beer, scrolling through porn on my phone until I landed on an old glory-hole gangbang clip — the kind where a woman kneels in the middle of a grimy booth while cocks slide through the walls from every direction. I wasn’t even fully hard yet, just watching the chaos of it.

I didn’t hear the door open.

When I looked up, Sara was standing there, heels dangling from one hand, hair a little tousled from the wind, a relaxed, flushed warmth in her cheeks.

Her eyes dropped to the glowing screen in my hand. “What are you watching?”

Before I could even lock it, she stepped closer and plucked the phone from my fingers. She stared at the frozen frame — the woman on her knees, two cocks already in her hands, another pushing toward her mouth.

Sara blinked once. “Jesus… that’s a big one.”

My heart kicked in my chest. “Yeah. I wasn’t expecting you back—”

She shushed me gently, still watching as the guy with the huge cock edged toward the girl’s lips. Then she tilted her head, genuinely fascinated. “How the fuck is she supposed to get her mouth around that?”

She hit play.

The girl in the video gagged a little as the big guy pushed forward, her lips stretching, spit dripping down her chin. Sara exhaled a soft, startled laugh, not mocking — just amazed.

“This is intense,” she said quietly. “Is this the kind of stuff you watch when I’m not here?”

I shifted on the couch, suddenly too warm. “Sometimes. It’s just… porn.”

She sat beside me, eyes still locked on the screen. “She’s got, what, three guys waiting behind her too?”

“Four, I think.”

“Jesus.” She shook her head but continued watching anyway.

After another moment, she glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. “So. Would you actually want to see me in something like this? Cocks everywhere, all of them using me?”

The question hit me like a punch to the ribs. Hearing her say it — her voice calm, almost thoughtful — lit something electric inside me.

I swallowed. “If it actually turned you on? If it was something you wanted? Yeah, I would. But not here. Not like that.” I nodded toward the grimy porn set. “Somewhere clean. Somewhere safe. And with guys you’re actually attracted to. If you weren’t enjoying it, none of it would work for me.”

Sara studied my face, trying to see if I was bluffing, if any part of me was ashamed or afraid.

And for the first time, she believed me.

“So it’s my excitement that turns you on,” she said softly. “Not the… gangbang part.”

“Exactly. It’s seeing you want something so badly you can’t stop yourself. That’s what drives me crazy.”

She didn’t look away. If anything, she leaned in a little, her voice dropping as she nodded toward the guy with the massive cock still pushing into the girl’s throat.

“So… if he was bigger than you,” she asked quietly, “you’d still want to watch me suck him?”

I froze.

Not because the idea repelled me — but because the image hit me too hard, too fast, too honestly. Her lips, her mouth, my wife kneeling for a guy like that…

I didn’t answer right away.

Sara watched the silence, then smiled — soft, almost teasing — and kissed me on the lips, slow and warm.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured, brushing her thumb along my jaw. “I’m sure there aren’t many guys like him.”

She tossed one last amused glance at the screen, then handed me my phone and headed for the stairs.

“I’m going to shower,” she said, her voice drifting back over her shoulder. “Come up when you’re done.”

And she disappeared into the hallway, leaving me alone with the paused video — and the unmistakable feeling that something had shifted again, deeper this time, in a way neither of us could ignore anymore.

When I finally went upstairs, the hallway was still warm from her shower. Steam drifted beneath the bathroom door in soft waves, carrying the scent of her shampoo into the air — that sweet, familiar smell that always tightened something low in my stomach. Just as I reached the bedroom, the door swung open and Sara stepped out, wrapped in nothing but a towel.

Her skin was flushed from the heat, beads of water still clinging to her collarbone before sliding slowly between her breasts. Her hair was damp and heavy, falling in dark waves against her shoulders. She saw me and paused for half a heartbeat — just long enough for a small, knowing smile to flicker across her lips — then turned and walked toward the bed.

Halfway there she let the towel fall.

It dropped silently onto the carpet, and she didn’t look back to see if I was watching. She didn’t need to. She knew I was. Her hips moved with that loose, unselfconscious sway she only had when she felt beautiful, the curve of her ass still damp, the faint sheen on her lower back catching the dim bedside light.

I followed her without thinking. My hands found her waist, warm and slick from the shower, and guided her onto the mattress. She settled onto her back, spreading slightly as she exhaled, her legs opening in a slow, natural motion that pulled me down between them as if gravity itself had shifted.

Her pussy was still glistening from the shower — warm, soft, framed by the dark, natural hair she’d never wanted to shave. The way it curled slightly as the heat of her skin dried it made my mouth water. I kissed the inside of her thigh first, lingering, letting my breath brush the sensitive skin there. She let out a small sound, barely a moan, more like an involuntary release of tension.

I moved in slowly, deliberately. I kissed the patch of hair above her clit, inhaling her scent — clean from the shower but still unmistakably her. Then I parted her with my thumbs and dragged my tongue from bottom to top, slow enough that her back arched almost instantly.

Her hand slid into my hair.

“God… yes,” she whispered.

I teased her first — long strokes, soft circles, slow pressure that made her chase the rhythm with her hips. I dipped my tongue just inside her, then pulled back; sucked her clit gently, then eased off; kissed her hair again, then licked her deeper. It didn’t take long before her breathing grew uneven, her thighs tightening around my shoulders as if she were trying to pull my whole face into her.

Her pussy tasted incredible — warm, salty, a mix of showered-clean and freshly awakened. I pushed my tongue inside her, feeling her pulse against me, then shifted up to flick against her clit, light at first, then firmer as her moans grew louder.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice already trembling. “Don’t… stop.”

Her stomach tightened. Her back arched. Her thighs pressed hard around my head.

Then she came — sudden, sharp, her whole body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her. She held my face against her while she rode it out, gasping, fingers tightening and relaxing in my hair, her hips lifting again and again as her climax spread through her.

When she finally fell back, her chest was heaving, her nipples hard, her skin flushed and glowing. I kissed my way up her body slowly — her stomach, her ribs, the underside of her breasts — tasting the heat still radiating off her. She curled a hand around the back of my neck and pulled me up to her mouth, kissing me lazily, still breathless.

I guided myself between her legs and slid inside her in one long, warm stroke. She was so wet from the orgasm that her body welcomed me instantly, tightening around me in that perfect, clenching pull that made my breath break apart.

I started slowly, savoring it — the heat, the softness, the way her body molded to mine. She wrapped her legs around my hips, dragging me deeper, her hands wandering from my back to my shoulders to my jaw.

Then, with a shift in her eyes I knew instantly, she let her teasing side rise again.

She lifted two fingers to her lips and sucked them — slowly, sensually — her eyes locked to mine. Her mouth hollowed slightly around them, tongue curling along the pads of her fingers as if she were demonstrating something.

“What would you feel,” she murmured, voice husky, “if this were a real cock I was sucking right now?”

My rhythm faltered. Just slightly — but she felt it.

She smiled, a wicked, knowing curl of her lips, and sucked her fingers deeper, letting a little saliva run down over her knuckles.

“Would you watch me?” she whispered. “Would you watch me take another man in my mouth while you fucked me?”

My breath hitched. My thrusts grew harder, faster, my body reacting before I could even think.

She dragged her wet fingers down my chest slowly. “Would it turn you on… or would it scare you how much it did?”

Her voice brushed right against my ear, warm and low and devastatingly confident.

I was already close — too close — whether from the orgasm she’d just had, the teasing, or the leftover electricity of her seeing that video downstairs. My hips moved with a desperate, shaky rhythm I hadn’t felt in years.

She felt all of it.

And when she sensed I was seconds away, she leaned up, her mouth brushing mine, her voice soft but sharp enough to cut straight through me.

“What if it was that big cock from your little video earlier?”

The image hit me instantly — her lips stretched around it, her throat swallowing it, her eyes watering as she tried to take more — and everything inside me tightened at once.

I let out a rough, broken sound and came hard inside her, pulsing deep, my whole body shaking as I collapsed against her. She held me through every wave, her breath warm against my cheek, her fingers stroking the back of my neck in slow, satisfied circles.

When my body finally stopped trembling, she kissed my jaw and whispered, almost sweetly, almost triumphantly:

“Yeah… I thought so.”

The fantasy wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

It had become something alive between us — something neither of us could pretend to ignore again.


A Confession

I don’t want to give the wrong impression, like we were some wild pair of twenty-year-old porn stars who lived in the gym and fucked like rabbits. That wasn’t us. We were in our mid-forties, with grown kids and the soft edges that come from real life — careers, stress, comfort, time. We’d both put on a few pounds over the years, but we were still attractive, still desirable, still capable of lighting each other up when the moment was right.

What changed wasn’t our age. It was the conversations.

The honesty.

The freedom to say things we never would’ve dared to years earlier.

Those late-night talks, raw and unfiltered, did something to us. Fantasies that had once been buried under polite marital silence suddenly had breath and space, and every time one of us opened up, the other leaned in instead of pulling away. It felt like discovering a hidden room in our marriage — one filled with things we’d never allowed ourselves to touch.

And once we touched them, there was no going back.

Over that year, our sex life didn’t just improve; it transformed. We were more open, more reckless, more willing to explore each other with the kind of hunger we hadn’t felt since our twenties — only deeper now, richer, fueled by trust and years of knowing every inch of each other’s bodies. We didn’t just have sex more often; we had sex that left us shaking, laughing, breathless, whispering things into each other’s ears we couldn’t have imagined saying before.

The fantasies became fuel. Talking about them turned into touching. Touching turned into acting on impulses we used to ignore. The more honest we were, the more shameless we became. And with every new confession, every new shared thought about desire or temptation, our confidence grew too.

It even pushed us into the gym. Not out of insecurity, but out of excitement — like we were preparing ourselves for a life we finally admitted we wanted to live. We lost weight. We toned up. We looked at each other differently. We looked at ourselves differently.

And as Sara’s body tightened and softened in all the right places — curves sharpening, muscles toning, her confidence glowing in ways I hadn’t seen in years — I found myself staring at her constantly. In the kitchen. In the shower. Putting on lotion at night. Pulling her hair up. Walking around in one of her loose sleep shirts.

Sometimes I had to look away just to stop myself from grabbing her.

Because for the first time in decades, the desire wasn’t a quiet thing.

It was alive, loud, waking up something in both of us that had been asleep far too long.

As her confidence grew, so did the way she dressed whenever she went out with the girls. At first it was subtle — slightly tighter jeans, a low-cut top she hadn’t worn in years, a little more makeup, a touch more cleavage. But as the months went by and the attention followed her everywhere, she pushed herself further, testing the edges of what made her feel powerful.

She started wearing shorter skirts, tops that clung to her body in ways that left almost nothing to the imagination, heels that reshaped her entire posture into something bold and unapologetically sexual. And for a reason I couldn’t fully explain, it turned me on more than anything else.

It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even insecurity.

It was knowing other men saw what I saw.
Knowing they wanted her.
Knowing she knew it too.

And one night in particular cemented that feeling deep in me.

She was going out for a friend’s birthday — just dinner and drinks, nothing extraordinary — and when she stepped out of the bedroom, my breath caught in my throat.

She was wearing a tiny black minidress. Not just short — shockingly short. The kind of dress college girls wore to clubs when they wanted everyone to look at them. Tight enough to outline every curve of her ass, every line of her hips, hugging her breasts in a way that made the fabric strain slightly across her chest. The hem barely reached the crease where her thighs met her body.

Most twenty-year-olds wouldn’t have worn it.

And there she was, mid-forties, toned, glowing, her hair done perfectly, a soft shimmer on her legs, her confidence radiating like it was part of her skin.

She caught me staring and gave a slow smile, the kind that said she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Too much?” she asked, turning just enough to show the full curve of her ass under the dress.

My cock stirred instantly, embarrassingly. “For who?”

She laughed, grabbed her clutch, and walked toward the door — and something about watching her walk away in that dress, leaving the house dressed like a fantasy made real, hit me so hard I had to sit down. Her heels clicked across the floor, her legs looking impossibly long, the bottom of the dress lifting just enough with each step to flash the barest hint of the lower curve of her ass.

She paused at the door, looked back one more time, and said, “Don’t wait up… unless you want to.”

Then she disappeared into the night.

My heart hammered. My cock throbbed. My thoughts spiraled.

It wasn’t just the dress. It wasn’t even the men who’d stare at her, though I knew they would. It was seeing her embrace her desire to be seen, wanted, admired. It was knowing she felt sexy — truly, deeply sexy — for the first time in years.

And every time she came home after nights like that, her dress rumpled, hair messy from dancing, perfume lingering on her skin, cheeks flushed from attention and drinks, she was starving for me.
Hungry.
Wild.
Unfiltered.

Those nights always ended the same way: her pulling me into the bedroom, kissing me like she was still running on the high of being desired, tearing at my clothes like she needed to prove something — to herself, to me, to whoever had watched her that night.

And every time, I thanked whatever force had brought this version of her back to life.

Because the more she embraced that new confidence, the more the fantasies we’d whispered to each other in the dark stopped being ideas…

And started becoming possibilities.

A couple of months ago, Sara decided to push things again — not with a hypothetical question or playful tease this time, but with something far more direct and impossible to ignore. We were stretched out on the couch half-watching a movie when she unlocked her phone, said nothing, and simply set it in my lap. She leaned back against the cushions and waited, her eyes fixed on me with quiet expectation.

I opened the screen and was met with what looked like a WhatsApp chat thread: her profile picture at the top and a shirtless gym guy beneath it, taking a selfie in a locker room. The first message from him said: Hey, you were killing it on leg day today. Her reply was polite, almost cautious: Thanks. Appreciate it. I’m married though. He wrote back: I saw the ring. Doesn’t mean I can’t compliment a beautiful woman. I felt a small spike of heat in my chest and glanced at Sara, but she only watched me, expression unreadable.

As I scrolled, the tone shifted. Her replies softened. His compliments got bolder. Bet your husband’s lucky. Bet you’re a handful. She’d responded: Sometimes. When I want to be. Each message amplified the tightening feeling in my chest, a blend of jealousy, disbelief, and a sharp pulse of unwanted arousal. I kept scrolling, even though part of me didn’t want to.

Then I hit the photo. A cock pic. A huge one — thick, heavy, obscenely impressive. I froze, breath catching, as Sara watched my reaction. Her reply sat right beneath it: Holy fuck that’s huge. The guy wrote back almost immediately: So? Bigger than hubby? And then her answer, short and brutal: Yeah, way bigger.

My heart hammered. My throat dried. And at the same time — deeply against my will — I felt myself getting painfully hard. The reaction surged through me before I could mask it. Sara’s eyes dropped to the bulge straining my shorts. She saw everything.

She let the tension hang before finally taking the phone back. With a single tap on the screen, the contact name and interface shifted. The photo faded. The whole thread dissolved into a different layout. “It’s an app,” she said softly. “Fake WhatsApp. None of it’s real.”

Relief hit me first — then shame — then the leftover charge of jealousy swirling through my chest. Before I could speak, her hand slid between my thighs, pressing against the hardness she’d already noticed. “But you didn’t know that,” she murmured. Her fingers closed around me through the fabric, slow and deliberate. “And look at you.”

I swallowed hard. “I was jealous.”

“And excited,” she whispered, stroking me with a gentle, teasing pressure. “Very excited.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her voice warm and intimate. “Now that I know exactly what that does to you… I’m going to have so much fun with your jealousy from now on.”

Even though the messages had been fake, her discovery — the way my body had responded instantly, involuntarily — was real. Very real. And she knew it.

A few nights after the fake WhatsApp incident, Sara brought it up again. Not with teasing this time, but with a kind of quiet seriousness that made my stomach tighten. We were in bed, both half-asleep, her head resting on my chest, when she traced her finger along my ribs and said, almost too casually, “I’ve been thinking… about Saturday.”

I felt my pulse shift. “Saturday?”

She nodded, still drawing lazy circles on my skin. “I know we’ve talked about fantasies a lot. Hypotheticals. What-if scenarios. But I want to try something real. Not full-on crazy. Just dipping our toes into something new. Together.”

Her voice was calm, but there was a nervous edge beneath it — like she didn’t know how I’d react. I turned slightly so I could see her face. “Okay… what are you thinking?”

She hesitated. Not a playful pause. A genuine, I’m-about-to-step-over-a-line pause. “There’s a swingers club across town. Not trashy… a real one. Clean, quiet, selective. I registered us for this Saturday. Just to check it out. No expectations.”

My breath caught. “You… registered us?”

She nodded again, watching my reaction carefully. “I thought maybe we could go. Walk around. See the place. See how it feels. If we hate it, we leave. If we like the atmosphere, maybe we stay for a drink. No pressure.”

For a moment I didn’t speak — not because I didn’t want to go, but because hearing her say it out loud hit me harder than I expected. The fantasies we’d been whispering for a year suddenly had weight. Reality. Possibility. I felt excitement, fear, adrenaline, all tangled into one tight knot in my chest.

And then the knot released.

“Yes,” I said immediately. “Absolutely yes. I want to go. God, Sara, I’m… excited you even thought of this.”

She exhaled softly — a breath I didn’t realize she’d been holding — and rested her hand on my stomach. “Good. I was worried you’d think it was too much.”

“I don’t,” I said quickly. “I think it’s brave. And… hot.” I swallowed. “Really hot.”

Her lips curved into a small, nervous smile. “It scares me a little. But in a good way. I feel… alive thinking about it.”

“So do I.”

“And,” she added, shifting closer, “I want us to experience this together. Whatever happens, whatever doesn’t happen… we stay connected. We talk. We move as a pair.”

“Always,” I said, meaning it.

We talked for almost an hour — not about sex, but about trust, boundaries, the strange mixture of nerves and desire twisting inside both of us. By the time we fell asleep, my heart was pounding with anticipation.

When Saturday finally arrived, the tension between us felt charged, humming under everything we did. We didn’t talk about it much during the day, but it stayed in the air — in the way she kept touching her neck absentmindedly, in the way I kept checking the time even though I knew it was way too early.

Later that afternoon, as we got ready, Sara stepped into the shower first. I followed her into the bathroom to shave, but I ended up just watching her through the fogged glass like a man hypnotized.

She washed her hair slowly, her hands sliding through the dark, wet strands. She trimmed her landing strip with deliberate care, glancing at me through the steam with a teasing little smirk. At one point she pressed her breasts against the shower door, flattening them out just enough to make her nipples stand out hard and rosy. She stuck her tongue out playfully when she noticed the way I froze mid-motion.

She was nervous — I could tell — but the way she used her body to tease me told me something else too.

She was excited.
Curious.
Hungry for whatever the night might bring.

And as she pressed her slick, warm tits against the glass and gave me that wicked, daring smile, I knew one thing for certain:

The Sara standing in that shower wasn’t just the woman I married.

She was the woman she was becoming — confident, open, alive — and I had no idea what surprises she had planned for me that night.

But I knew she had one.

And I knew it was going to change everything.

As she stepped out of the shower, still dripping and flushed, Sara caught my eyes in the mirror and gave me a look that sent a jolt straight to my cock. She leaned against the counter, one hip cocked out, water still sliding down her stomach in slow beads. Then she ran her fingers lightly over her breasts, almost as if she were inspecting them, before cupping them and pinching her nipples just enough to make her gasp. When she saw how transfixed I was, the teasing smile that spread across her face was practically wicked.

“Just think,” she murmured, voice low, sultry, dripping with mischief. “In a few hours, if things go the right way… you could be watching some gorgeous guy I’m really attracted to sucking on these tits.” She lifted them again, squeezing them together for emphasis. “Kissing them… licking them… worshipping them.”

My mouth went dry instantly, but she wasn’t done. Not even close.

“And then he might work his way down my body,” she continued, dragging her fingers slowly along her ribcage, then over her stomach, then lower. “Tongue on my skin… his hands everywhere… tasting me… making me lose it right there in front of you.”

She paused, letting the image hang in the air, giving me time to feel it, to see it, to react. Then she pushed further.

“He could be fucking me senseless by midnight,” she whispered, her voice turning breathy, a little shaky with her own excitement. “Giving me orgasm after orgasm. Not gentle ones. The ones that leave me shaking. The ones where I forget everything except how good it feels.”

My pulse thudded painfully. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“You want an insatiable slut for a wife, right?” she asked, tilting her head, watching me in the mirror with eyes that were dark and sparkling all at once. “Well… tonight, if the opportunity’s there, you might get exactly what you asked for. And you might regret it.” She leaned closer, letting her breath brush my ear. “But I promise… you’ll love every second of watching me fall apart for someone else.”

She slid her fingers down between her thighs, just for an instant, just enough for me to see her react to her own touch. “My pussy is already so wet,” she whispered. “Tingling. Hungry. I’ve been thinking about tonight all day.”

And then she delivered the part that nearly knocked the air out of me.

“I avoided having an orgasm all week,” she said. “Because I wanted my desire to be off the charts for you right now. I wanted to feel everything. Every touch. Every kiss. Every chance that something might actually happen tonight.”

I swallowed hard, unable to speak, unable to look away.

“And if nothing happens at the club,” she added with a little grin, “you’re going to fuck me senseless when we get home. So either way… someone’s using this pussy tonight.”

My hard-on surged so hard I had to steady myself against the sink. I said nothing — partly because I couldn’t form words, partly because I knew if I spoke I’d embarrass myself — but the look on my face must have said everything. Sara smiled like she had just won the most satisfying game she’d ever played.

She loved this — the power she had over me, the effect her words could trigger in my body. She teased me with a confidence she hadn’t possessed for most of our marriage, and watching that confidence blossom was almost as erotic as the fantasies themselves.

She stepped closer, brushing against me lightly, letting her fingers drift over the outline of my cock through my pants. “You feel that?” she whispered. “That’s what I do to you. Just words. Just possibilities. Imagine what I could do if I actually let another man touch me tonight.”

My knees nearly buckled.

Sara’s excitement — the way she shared it openly, breathlessly, without shame — was intoxicating. Hearing her describe her desire, her hunger, her imaginings with that mix of nerves and thrill… it was everything I lived for. The moments when she admitted she wanted something badly enough to lose control were the moments I felt closest to her. Nothing in the world compared to the connection we shared when she stepped across that line, letting fantasy bleed into reality, letting her body and mind move past the point where restraint mattered at all.

I didn’t tell her how much power she held in those moments. I didn’t have to. She already knew. And she used it beautifully, skillfully, pushing me right to the edge of sanity while getting herself worked up in the process. Watching her excitement build — her cheeks flushed, her breath quick, her pupils dark — was the greatest gift she ever gave me. And I wanted it to last as long as possible, carrying us straight into whatever the night had in store.

Because one thing was certain: by the time we walked out that door, Sara was already halfway to letting go… and I was already halfway to losing my mind.

After finishing her shower, Sara moved around the bedroom with a calm, deliberate confidence that made it impossible for me to take my eyes off her. She stood at the dresser, skin still glistening from the heat, her hair damp and clinging to her shoulders, and slid open the top drawer without saying a word. The way she moved — slow, unrushed, knowing exactly what she wanted — made my pulse throb in anticipation.

She began with the G-string. A tiny black scrap of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. When she stepped into it, bending one leg at a time, the thin straps followed the curve of her hips perfectly, disappearing into the soft, freshly shaved edges of her landing strip. From behind, it was nothing but bare skin and the thin line of black fabric splitting the perfect curve of her ass. It was obscene how sexy it looked — obscene and deliberate. She knew exactly what she was putting on, and exactly what it would do to me.

Next came the thigh-highs. Black, lacy mesh that she rolled slowly up her legs, inch by inch. Watching her smooth the stockings over her calves and thighs made me swallow hard. The lace settled high on her legs, framing her soft skin in a way that felt almost sinful. She pressed her hand against the top of the stocking to make sure it held, and the movement sent a ripple of excitement straight through me.

Then she slipped into her heels — stiletto platforms that elongated her legs into something unreal. When she stood up fully, she looked taller, more dangerous, more sexual than I’d ever seen her. The length of her legs in those heels was staggering, the kind of thing that would make any man in the room turn and stare without even trying to hide it.

She didn’t put on a bra. She didn’t even reach for one. Her breasts were still damp from the shower, nipples firm from the cool air, and she paused for a moment in front of the mirror, admiring herself — the soft swell of her chest, the shape of her breasts, the way they rose and fell with her slow breathing. Then she picked up the minidress.

Calling it a dress felt generous.

It was black, low-cut, short enough to be dangerous, and made of a thin material that clung to her curves as soon as she pulled it over her head. It slid down smoothly, hugging her body like it had been designed just for her. The deep neckline dipped between her breasts, revealing a valley of cleavage so enticing I had to force myself not to reach out and touch it. The hem barely covered her ass. One wrong step, one bend forward, and the G-string — or the lack of anything beneath it — would be completely exposed.

She turned slightly, checking herself in the full-length mirror. The dress framed her body perfectly — her lean stomach, the curve of her hips, her toned thighs, her perfect long legs enhanced by the glossy heels. Her damp hair fell around her shoulders in loose waves, giving her a raw, effortless beauty no salon could imitate.

She looked like a fantasy.
Like temptation dressed up for a night out.
Like someone who knew she could walk into any room and command every pair of eyes without trying.

Hot and classy didn’t begin to cover it.

She was devastating. Breath-stealing. The most erotic version of herself I had ever seen — confident, beautiful, and fully aware of the effect she had on me. And when she turned to face me, the faintest smile on her lips, I felt something tighten inside me so hard I almost groaned aloud.

This wasn’t just an outfit.

It was a warning.
A promise.
An invitation.

And she knew exactly what she was doing.


Tension Builds

By the time we pulled into the parking lot of the club, both of us were buzzing with nervous energy. The building didn’t look anything like the seedy stereotypes you see in movies; it was modern, upscale, softly lit, the kind of place you’d expect to find a high-end lounge inside rather than a room full of people exploring their desires. Still, as we walked toward the entrance, my heartbeat hammered, and I could feel Sara’s fingers tighten around mine. She wasn’t scared — not exactly — but there was a tremor of anticipation in her touch that matched my own.

Inside, the first thing that hit us was the sound — laughter, low music, clinking glasses, and the unmistakable hum of bodies pressed together in dim corners. The club was already packed, the air warm and humming with sexual energy. Saturday nights were the busiest, and it showed. Sara glanced around with wide, bright eyes, taking everything in, her grip on my hand firm but excited.

At the reception desk, something unexpected happened. The man behind the counter — tall, muscular, perfectly groomed, the kind of guy who looked like he stepped out of a fitness magazine — looked up, smiled, and greeted Sara by name. Not mine. Hers. “Welcome back, Sara,” he said, his voice smooth, confident, familiar. My stomach tightened.

Sara shot me a quick smile. “I came earlier this week,” she said softly, brushing her arm against mine. “I didn’t tell you because I wanted it to be a surprise. I wanted to make sure it felt like the right place for us before you saw it.”

The fact that she had taken that initiative — walking into a swingers club by herself, talking to the staff, deciding whether it was somewhere she wanted to bring me — hit me in a way I wasn’t prepared for. It wasn’t a betrayal. It was something else entirely. A sign that she was stepping into this world with purpose. With confidence. With desire.

And it turned me on more than I wanted to admit.

The receptionist spent about twenty minutes showing us around, giving us the full tour. The club was far larger than I expected — multiple rooms, private areas draped in soft curtains, lounges filled with couples laughing and touching, a dance floor where bodies pressed together in slow, heated movements, and darker corners I couldn’t see fully yet. The lighting was dim but warm, tinted in amber and red, designed to make everyone look their best, their most desirable.

We brought a bottle of wine with us, and the bartender took it with a grin, pouring each of us a generous glass. Sara took a sip, her lips wrapped around the rim of the glass in a way that made my mouth dry. When she caught me staring, she gave a subtle smirk — the kind that said she knew exactly what the atmosphere was doing to me.

The wine helped. Within minutes, we found ourselves talking to other guests — couples and singles alike — and despite the sexual energy saturating the room, the conversations were surprisingly normal. Easy. Warm. People laughed, introduced themselves, asked if it was our first time. They were welcoming in a way I didn’t expect, and slowly the tension in my stomach began to unwind.

But Sara… Sara didn’t just unwind. She transformed.

Every man in the room noticed her. And most of the women too. She looked unbelievable in that tiny black dress — legs impossibly long, heels adding that extra sway to her hips, cleavage that drew eyes without even trying. It wasn’t long before she became the center of attention. People drifted toward her naturally, caught in her orbit. She was glowing — flushed from the wine, eyes bright, laughing with a confidence that radiated off her like heat.

I watched her soak it up. Really soak it up. The compliments. The looks. The flirtation. And instead of feeling threatened, something inside me thrilled at it. The more attention she got, the more alive she became.

And the men giving her attention weren’t average. Not even close. Many of the guys in the club looked like they were carved from stone — tall, dark, broad-shouldered, their shirts stretched over chests and arms that had clearly spent years in the gym. Confident. Assertive. Fuckable in every sense of the word.

I knew her type. And her type was everywhere.

I could see it in the way she looked at them — not lust, not yet, but definite awareness. Definite appreciation. The wine softened her inhibitions, and every now and then, when one of the more attractive men walked past, her breathing subtly changed, a small tell I’d learned after decades with her.

If her pussy had been wet before we left the house, I could only imagine what that tiny G-string felt like now — probably soaked, clinging to her, teasing her with every step.

And as I watched her stand in the center of that room, talking to handsome strangers with her legs crossed just enough to flash the stocking tops under her dress, it hit me:

After a while we decided to take a walk around the club again, and as we did, we went around the club sipping our drinks we met different guests. Many of the guys nonchalantly walked with us, engaging in conversation, joking, and vying for Sara's attention. She attracted an entourage of admirers who wanted to engage with her. It wasn't long, and we found ourselves standing by a raised 12' square stage with a dance pole in the middle.

Sara had been sipping her wine steadily since we arrived, each glass loosening her shoulders a little more, adding that warm, flushed glow to her cheeks. By the time we’d been there an hour, she was laughing freely, hips swaying slightly with the music, her confidence rising in a palpable way. She kept stealing glances at the stage in the main lounge — where a couple was dancing provocatively — and every time her eyes lingered a little longer.

At one point she leaned into me, her breath warm with wine, and whispered, “You know… I really do love striptease.” Her voice was soft but charged, as if she was confessing something she had been holding back for years. The way she said it made something deep inside me tighten.

I thought she was just teasing me at first. Playing into the fantasy, giving me a thrill. I’d never seen her strip for anything other than getting into the shower, and even that was more practical than seductive. But the way she was looking at the stage now wasn’t playful. It was hungry. Curious. Tempted.

She took another drink, draining the glass, then set it down with a decisive little click.

Immediately, a few of the guys around us heard her comment and jumped in. “You love to striptease?” one asked, grinning. “We’d love to see it.” Another chimed in, “Only if your husband’s cool with it, of course.” Their eyes were bright, eager, respectful but undeniably aroused.

I felt about twenty male eyes turn toward me at once.

Sara looked at me as well — still flushed, still emboldened by the wine — waiting not for permission, but for reassurance. She was testing the air, testing me, testing herself.

What could I say? She was the one who brought it up. She was the one who had wanted this night. And deep down, I was burning with curiosity too — desperate, almost painfully so — to see what she would do on that stage. I nodded once, slow and sure.

“If you want to,” I said quietly. “If it feels good.”

Her smile answered everything.

She turned back to the group and said, with surprising boldness, “Who’s going to help me up there?”

A guy named Mike — tall, handsome, broad-shouldered, the type who didn’t need to ask twice — stepped forward and offered his hand. Sara took it, her fingers sliding into his, and he led her toward the stage. Her heels clicked on the steps as she climbed, her long legs drawing every eye in the room, her tiny dress riding up dangerously high with each step.

When she reached the top, the crowd reacted instantly. Cheers. Whistles. Applause. A low surge of excitement rippled through the room as people turned, stared, gathered closer. Sara looked out across them — dozens of hungry eyes locked on her — and something inside her shifted. It was subtle at first, like a spark flaring into flame, but the change was unmistakable.

She wasn’t nervous anymore.

She was alive.

I moved closer as she gestured for me to come near the stage. “Come here,” she called, motioning with a curl of her finger. “I want you close.” And when I stepped forward, she encouraged others to join as well. “Come on,” she said, waving to the men nearby, “get a good seat.”

Within seconds, there were at least twenty men seated on all four sides of the stage — and several more standing behind them — all of them staring at Sara with open desire. She stood in the center, the lights hitting her legs, her dress, the curve of her hips, the swell of her cleavage. Her presence alone commanded the space.

She touched the pole lightly, as though testing its temperature, running her fingers slowly down the cool metal. And then, without a hint of hesitation, she began to move — hips swaying, hair falling over one shoulder, her body gliding around the pole with a confidence that stunned me. I had no idea she could move like that. No idea she’d ever practiced anything like it.

Then I remembered her secret pole dancing lessons.

Suddenly, it all made sense.

As I watched her, my heart punched against my ribs. I wasn’t sure if I was looking at my wife or someone entirely new — someone bolder, freer, dangerous in the most intoxicating way. She had warned me this could happen. She had warned me what she was capable of if she let herself slip into her desires fully.

Her warnings echoed in my mind as she slid one hand up the pole and arched her back, her dress lifting just enough to reveal the top of her stockings and the thin black strap of her G-string.

“So you’d be excited watching me in the center of a glory-hole gangbang… all holes filled… guys cumming in me and all over me?”

And another:

“You really want to see me as a faithful slut, don’t you? What if I became the slut you say you want — and then you regretted it? What if I liked it too much? With my libido, do you really think I could just stop?”

Her body lifted slightly, her leg hooking around the pole with surprising grace, her dress sliding another inch. The crowd roared. Men leaned forward. My breath caught in my throat.

Standing there, watching her in the center of that room — beautiful, confident, sexual in a way I had never witnessed — I realized something:

This wasn’t fantasy anymore.
This wasn’t whispered hypotheticals.
This wasn’t theoretical jealousy or pretend scenarios.

This was real.

Sara was stepping into the version of herself she always warned me about — the version who could destroy every expectation and rewrite every rule we had ever known.

And God help me…

I wanted to see what she would become next.

As the music shifted into its first heavy beat, something in the room snapped into place — and it hit me like a physical blow. Sara wasn’t just trying something new. She wasn’t playing around, or testing the waters, or giving a shy little show before stepping back down.

She wasn’t stopping.

Her body language changed in an instant. Shoulders back, hips swaying with slow confidence, her fingers sliding up the pole like she belonged there. She wasn’t tentative, uncertain, or hesitant. She was open. Fully surrendered. Ready — almost eager — to share whatever pleasure the night decided to give her. The realization crashed through me like electricity.

My heart began pounding so hard it felt like it was shaking my ribs. Everywhere I looked, men were watching her — not casually, not politely, but hungrily. Their eyes were locked on her, drinking her in, undressing her with their stares, their bodies reacting visibly beneath their clothes. I saw bulges growing in pants all around the stage, men shifting forward in their seats, breath quickening as Sara moved. The sight hit me with such force it made my stomach knot. Anxiety, excitement, jealousy, arousal — all of it crashed together until I felt almost dizzy.

I was getting hard. Harder than I’d ever been in public. Harder than made sense given the sharp twist of nausea in my gut. It was terrifying, thrilling, disorienting — and I couldn’t look away.

And then came the second shock.

Sara knew what she was doing.

Not fumbling, not shy. She wrapped her hand around the pole and moved her body with a kind of erotic confidence that made the whole room inhale at once. She teased everyone mercilessly — gliding her hips just out of reach, arching her back until her breasts strained against the dress, then pulling away before anything could slip out. She’d slide one leg up the pole, lifting her dress just enough to flash the top of her stocking, then drop suddenly into a slow grind that made every man around her lean closer.

She was playing with them. Taunting them. Controlling them.

Men who didn’t even know her were groaning under their breath.

And all I could think was: She’s done this before. Or practiced. Learned it. Prepared for this moment without ever telling me.

By the time the first song ended, the crowd was already on edge. When the second track kicked in, deeper, heavier, filled with bass, the room erupted — cheers, whistles, applause. It was like the entire club had been waiting for her.

Sara didn’t hesitate. She scanned the men pressed around the stage, then extended her hand slowly, deliberately, choosing two. Chris and Peter — both tall, both handsome, both already visibly hard beneath their jeans. They exchanged a quick look and stepped up onto the platform beside her.

Still fully clothed, Sara pulled Chris close and kissed him — not a peck, not a tease, but a full, hungry kiss that made the room freeze. Then she turned to Peter and did the same, her hands sliding up the backs of their necks, her breasts pressing against their chests, her tiny dress riding even higher over her thighs. The men kissed her back with a kind of desperate enthusiasm, their hands slipping to her perfect ass, gripping it openly, possessively.

My breath shattered in my throat. I couldn’t move.

Sara wrapped her arms around both men’s shoulders — one on each side — pulling them in, her body the centerpiece between them. Her voice carried clearly over the music as she gave her next instruction.

“Both of you,” she said, “take my dress off.”

There was no flirtation in her tone. No question. Just a command — confident, sensual, unapologetically erotic.

Neither man hesitated. Each reached for a side of the hem of her minidress, their hands sliding up her thighs, gripping the fabric. Sara lifted her arms above her head, exposing the smooth curve of her waist, her toned stomach, her hips framed perfectly by the G-string straps. She wiggled her body lightly, helping the fabric glide upward.

As they peeled the dress over her ass, over her back, over her breasts, the crowd grew louder — a roar of excitement rolling forward like a wave.

When the dress finally cleared her head, Sara stood between two men, wearing nothing but her tiny black G-string, her lace thigh-highs, and her heels — her breasts bare, beautiful, firm, nipples hard enough to ache.

The entire room leaned in.

And I realized in that exact moment, with her standing half-naked between two gorgeous men who were openly gripping her hips and staring at her breasts like they were seconds from devouring her, that Sara hadn’t just stepped onto that stage.

Now fully exposed on the stage — nothing but her heels, thigh-highs, and that impossibly tiny black G-string — Sara stood with a confidence that made every man in the room lean forward as if pulled by gravity. The low lighting glowed against her skin, tracing every curve of her body: her toned legs, the arch of her hips, the tightness of her stomach, the soft swell of her breasts, the delicate landing strip disappearing beneath the thin strip of black fabric. She was breathtaking. Erotic. Dangerous.

And then my eyes drifted lower.

There was no hiding it. The front of her G-string was soaked — absolutely drenched — a dark, glistening patch of arousal that left nothing to imagination. Every man could see it. Every woman too. The air seemed to thicken as a collective groan rippled through the crowd, followed by another explosion of cheers. She had gone from beautiful to irresistible, from seductive to fucking intoxicating in seconds.





Eyes Fixed

Sara looked around the stage slowly, taking in the sea of hungry male eyes fixed on her. Her lips parted slightly, her breathing shallow but controlled, and for a moment she just stood there basking in it — the approval, the desire, the sheer electricity of being the center of every fantasy in the room.

Then she did something that pushed the entire place into chaos.

She slid one hand down her stomach… slowly… lower… until her fingers pressed against the soaked fabric of her G-string. And with perfect, deliberate teasing, she began rubbing herself through it. Her hips rolled gently into her own touch, the wetness making the thin material cling to her even more obscenely. Every stroke made her body tighten, her thighs tremble just slightly, her lips part in a quiet, involuntary sigh.

Dozens of men groaned at once. It was primal — pure instinct.

When she finally pulled her hand away, she giggled softly, cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling with a mixture of embarrassment and thrill. Then she raised her fingers, glistening with her own wetness, and held them up for the room to see.

“All this attention,” she said breathlessly, “is getting me very wet.”

The room erupted again — louder, rawer than before. Men shifted in their seats, adjusting themselves, their cocks clearly straining against their pants. The sound of desire was almost physical.

Sara lifted her hand to her lips and slowly licked her own arousal from her fingertips, her tongue curling around each glistening trace. The crowd went silent for half a second — stunned — before the noise surged back even harder.

She let her fingers slide from her mouth, then looked around the stage again with a wicked smile that told everyone exactly how much power she felt in that moment.

“My husband,” she said loudly enough for everyone to hear, “told me he loves being married to a faithful… super horny… slut.”

The men reacted instantly — a mixture of stunned silence and rough groans of approval.

She stepped a little closer to the edge of the stage, her voice dropping into a more intimate, teasing tone. “So consider yourselves lucky. All of you.” Her eyes swept over the crowd slowly, savoring the way they watched her. “Because you’re making me so unbelievably horny.”

She paused, her gaze slipping to me for just a heartbeat — enough to show she knew exactly what she was doing to me, to them, to the entire room.

Then she added, with a dangerous little smirk, “And with the way you’re looking at me… the way you’re reacting… if I stay this wet tonight, there’s a very good chance my husband will end up seeing just how much of a slut I can really be.”

The crowd roared — not clapping politely, but screaming, groaning, fists pounding on the stage — a wave of pure sexual hunger.

And Sara… standing there half-naked, soaked, trembling with lust, feeding on that attention…
She looked like she belonged in that moment.
Like she had been waiting her whole life for it.
Like she was ready to take the night as far as it wanted to go.

And I felt it again — that crushing mix of fear and arousal, jealousy and desire, pride and panic.

Sara wasn’t pretending to be a slut.

She was surrendering to it.
Fully.
Openly.
In front of everyone.

And the night was only just beginning.

My heart began racing faster than it ever had, pounding in my chest like it was trying to break free. Every direction I looked, the room was filled with hungry eyes fixed on Sara, and it struck me with terrifying clarity that she wasn’t the same woman who had walked into the club with me an hour earlier. She had become something else — something wild, unrestrained, utterly alive. Seeing her like this, flushed and trembling, teasing an entire room of men while openly hinting she wanted all of them to fuck her, pushed the limits of what I thought I could handle.

Jealousy hit me harder than expected. A sharp, nauseating punch of fear and desire tangled together. But right behind it — almost overpowering it — was the arousal. The raw, overwhelming thrill of watching her lose control, watching her surrender herself to pleasure, watching her step into a version of herself I had only fantasized about. This was the biggest turn-on of my life, and it terrified me just as much as it excited me.

And I knew one thing with absolute clarity: if I tried to stop her now, if I admitted how jealous I really felt, I would look like the biggest hypocrite alive. I was the one who cracked this door open. I was the one who pushed the fantasies. Now I was seeing what happened when she stepped fully through that door — and God help me, even through the jealousy, I wanted her to go further. I wanted to see her completely satisfied, pleasure consuming her until she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t stop. I wanted to see her desires met and exceeded in ways neither of us could ever take back.

When the second song began, everything escalated.

The bass thumped through the room, slow and heavy, and Sara’s entire body responded. She moved with a confidence that made men groan under their breath. She stretched her half-naked body along the pole, arching her back, pushing her breasts forward so her nipples were fully visible and exposed to anyone who wanted to look — and everyone wanted to look. Her skin glowed under the lights, her breasts rising and falling with each breath, her nipples hard from both arousal and the cool air.

She spun around the pole with her legs spread wide, the heels accentuating every movement, her thighs trembling with controlled tension. When she reached the top, she slid down slowly, her legs parted just enough to show the soaked G-string clinging obscenely to her pussy. The lights caught the wetness and made it glisten, a shining indicator of how turned on she truly was.

Then she dropped to the floor, moving with the kind of sensuality that made every eye follow her. She crawled forward on her hands and knees, hips swaying, back arched. She made eye contact with the men seated around the stage — deliberate, confident eye contact — the kind that made each man feel chosen. Desired. Invited.

And then she lay on her back, her ass positioned right at the edge of the stage, legs slowly spreading apart as if she were offering herself up like a gift. The room went silent. Completely silent. All you could hear was the music and the ragged breathing of the men around her.

She spread her legs wide enough to show everything — the G-string soaked so thoroughly it looked almost transparent, the outline of her pussy lips pressed against the wet fabric, the dark patch of arousal glistening under the lights. She lifted her hips slightly, making the wetness catch the light again, making sure every man within six feet had a close-up view of just how desperately turned on she was.

Anticipating Sara’s next bold move, the four-minute song stretched into something distorted and unreal. Every second crawled and raced at the same time. The whole room seemed to hold its breath, waiting for what she’d do next, while I sat there caught between aching desire and a jealousy I could feel pulsing hot in my chest. I wanted the music to end just so I could see more of her, yet part of me dreaded what the next moment might reveal. My imagination kept running ahead, painting vivid, dangerous possibilities that made my pulse thump in my ears.

When the final beat hit, Sara turned her head and found my eyes in the crowd. She looked for my reaction, testing me, teasing me. I managed a smile—nervous, shaky, but real—and lifted my glass toward her to show I was still with her. She read it instantly. The cheering around us swelled, hungry for whatever she had planned next, while a ripple of adrenaline slid down my spine.

She stepped forward again, addressing everyone with the same fearless confidence she’d shown all night. “My husband is thoroughly enjoying my show. And none of this,” she said, gesturing around her, “would’ve happened if he hadn’t shared his fantasies with me. So I’m giving him the honor.”

Then she curled a finger at me and motioned for me to join her. My legs felt unsteady as I stepped onto the stage and moved in front of her, the lights warm on my skin, the crowd murmuring with excitement.

She slid her arms around my neck, pulling me close enough to feel her breath against my cheek. “Honey,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear, “you brought me into this world. I never imagined I could let go like this, or that it would feel this good. If it weren’t for you, none of us would be here tonight. And I want your fantasy—me taking every ounce of pleasure I can—to come true. I don’t want either of us looking back one day and wondering what we were too afraid to try.”

Before I could respond, she kissed me—deep, hungry, messy—her tongue sliding into my mouth, her tits crushed tight against my chest. The kiss went on and on until my whole body was buzzing, my cock straining so hard it hurt.

Then she stepped back, widening her stance, her legs parting with deliberate confidence. She put her hands on my shoulders and pressed down gently, guiding me lower.

“Kneel,” she said, her voice steady and electric, and I let her push me down.

Kneeling in front of her, my face only inches from the soaked scrap of fabric clinging to her, I could feel the heat rolling off her body. Her G-string was darkened with her arousal, the scent of her hitting me as she tilted her hips forward.

“Look how wet I am,” she murmured, her voice low and trembling with need. “Feel how wet I am. Reach out and touch my pussy, feel what you’re doing to me. Enjoy me for a moment… please me.”

My hand moved almost on its own. I cupped her through the drenched material, my middle finger sliding directly over the swollen nub I knew by heart. Even through the fabric, I felt how sensitive she was, how her body reacted instantly. In twenty years together, I had never seen her like this—never felt her this wet, this open, this breathtakingly alive. She let out a moan that vibrated right through me, a sound so raw and addictive I wanted to drown in it.

Just when I thought she’d push into my hand, she caught my wrist and stilled me.

“I want more than anything to surrender all my pleasure to you right now,” she said, her gaze burning down at me.

Then she leaned forward slightly, her tone turning deliberate, almost ceremonial. “As my husband, I need you to show me your approval. I need you to show me you want this… want her—the insatiable slut in me you’ve always fantasized about. Unlatch the clips on my G-string. Take it off. And then?” She smiled, wicked and excited. “Give it to whichever gentleman you think deserves it. I won’t be needing it anymore tonight.”

Hearing her say that—seeing her shaking with anticipation—stripped away whatever logic I had left. All that remained was a swirling, intoxicating mix of desire, fear, pride, and the overwhelming thrill of giving her exactly what she wanted.

I forced myself to appear steady as I reached for her. She watched every movement, her breathing shallow as I unfastened the clip on her right hip. The fabric slipped loose and fell against her thigh, revealing the soft edge of her neatly trimmed landing strip. My hands were shaking as I shifted to the other side, fingers brushing her skin while I moved to unlatch the left clip.

As I eased the thin strip of fabric away from her hips, the material clung stubbornly to her heat-slicked skin. When I drew it down between her thighs, a long, glistening ribbon of clear grool stretched from her pussy to the scrap of cloth, catching the light in a way that made the entire room inhale at once. I pulled just a little more, slow and teasing, and that shining strand stretched to its limit before snapping, leaving a trembling thread of wetness dangling beneath her exposed pussy. It swayed there, vulgar and beautiful, and every man watching knew exactly what it meant—how turned on she was, how intensely she was feeling their collective gaze.

And Sara didn’t shy away from it for a second. She didn’t cover herself, didn’t try to regain modesty. She stood there proudly, legs parted, letting the whole room see the mess of her arousal, letting them see just how much their attention fed her. She wanted them to witness it—wanted me to witness it—and the thrill running through her was written across her entire body.

I pushed myself back up to standing, the tiny, soaked G-string dangling from my fingers. Sara met my eyes with a slow, satisfied smile before leaning in to kiss me—soft at first, then hungry, her lips tasting like adrenaline and desire. When she pulled back, she gave me a tiny nod and a gesture toward the crowd, inviting me—no, daring me—to choose who would receive her abandoned underwear.

I looked out at them. The number of men watching her had doubled—maybe more. At least fifty were gathered now, shoulder to shoulder, all of them drawn in by the sight of my wife standing half-naked on the stage, dripping and glowing, waiting to see who I would mark with that intimate little trophy.

Several of the men closest to the stage were already stretching out their hands toward me, fingers curling in silent hope. The hunger in their eyes was unmistakable—every one of them wanted that tiny, soaked trophy of hers. But I ignored the grasping hands and instead looked for someone who had actually mattered to her that night.

My eyes landed on Randy.

He’d been talking with us earlier—easygoing, confident without being pushy, respectful in a way that made Sara smile instead of shrink back. He was handsome, sharply dressed, clean-cut, the kind of man who carried himself like he knew women noticed him but didn’t have to brag about it. And Sara had liked him. I could tell. She had leaned in a little more when he spoke, her voice softening in that way it did when a man genuinely impressed her.

If she was going to take another step into the fantasies I’d whispered to her over the years… if she was going to be the slut I craved watching her become… then yes—Randy was the man I’d want her choosing.

I walked right past the eager hands and placed the drenched G-string into Randy’s palm. His eyebrows lifted in surprise, his expression shifting into something warm and appreciative as he closed his hand around the delicate, wet fabric. Sara saw exactly who I’d chosen, and the flash of excitement in her eyes told me everything I needed to know.

The next song hit, the low beat rolling through the room, and Sara moved back to the pole—now wearing nothing but her stilettos and thigh-highs. She didn’t ease into it this time. She launched straight into a slow, controlled climb, her muscles flexing as she swung herself upside down. Her legs spread wide overhead, her body suspended in a perfect V that displayed everything she had to offer.

Gasps rippled through the men closest to the stage. From my vantage point, her slick pussy gleamed under the lights, a thin sheen of nectar tracing down toward her inner thigh. Every man watching wanted a taste—wanted to bury his face between her legs and drink from her. And Sara knew it. She moved with purpose, letting her hips subtly tilt so her wetness caught the light again and again, taunting all of us with the shine of it.

Then she slid down the pole and stepped to the very edge of the stage, planting her heels with a confidence that made the entire front row lean forward. She opened her stance, slow and deliberate, her long tanned legs parting until her trimmed landing strip framed her pussy like something sculpted just to tempt. She held that pose, her chest rising and falling, letting every man in the room come as close as they dared, drinking in the sight of her—our shared, impossible desire laid out in front of us like an invitation none of us were sure we deserved.

When the third song ended the entire room cheered Sara's performance, and before the men fully quieted down, she requested that Chris and Paul bring a nearby yoga chaise lounge up to one side of the stage. Sara invited Randy, the winner of her G-String, to the stage as well.

Once the chaise was positioned, something in the air shifted—like the whole room inhaled at once and forgot to let the breath go. Sara eased into it with deliberate slowness, her body moving with a confidence so natural it almost didn’t feel real. She slid her ass right to the edge, then leaned back into the cushioned curve, propping herself with her elbows before settling fully. Her legs rose, long and toned, then fell open—wide, wider—until she looked like she’d been posed there by someone with sinful intentions.

My brain couldn’t keep up.

Her pussy glistened under the lights, open and waiting, her trimmed landing strip a dark arrow pointing down to the wetness that coated her. She wasn’t nervous. She wasn’t second-guessing herself. She reclined like a woman who wanted to be devoured. A woman who had already made her decision before I’d even realized she was considering it.

Then she looked at Randy—not shyly, not timidly, but like a queen choosing how she wanted to be worshipped.

“I want you to lick me dry,” she told him, her voice smooth, steady, unbearably sensual. “Start with the outside… and work your way in. I want every drop cleaned off. But don’t give me an orgasm yet. Not yet. I’m going to make this moment last.”

That word again—yet—and it detonated inside me.

Randy nodded once, and then he moved. Slow. Controlled. Intentional. He positioned himself between her spread legs, his hands settling lightly on her thighs, thumbs grazing the sensitive skin just inside them. Sara let her head drop back, eyes half-closed, lips parted.

I stood frozen, unable to speak, unable to even blink.


Moving in

Randy leaned in, stopping just short of touching her, breathing her in. His nose hovered a hair’s breadth from her folds, his breath warm enough that I could see the tiny twitch it sent through her stomach. Then his lips met her—soft, patient, exploring the very outer edges of her pussy. He kissed her inner thighs first, slow teasing kisses that made her hips shift, then he traced the crease where thigh met heat, tasting her without yet touching the center.

I could hear every sound—each quiet breath from him, the soft wet click as his mouth touched her skin, Sara’s faint gasp when his tongue finally grazed the side of her lips.

He wasn’t rushing.

He was savoring her.

And Sara… God, Sara melted into it. Her hands slid from her knees to the sides of the chaise, gripping lightly, her back arching just a little as he licked the slickness that had gathered along her outer folds. He avoided her clit, deliberately, exactly as she’d instructed. But he cleaned everywhere else—broad strokes of his tongue collecting her wetness, slow circles near her opening that made her breath catch.

My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, and when I shifted my weight I felt another warm leak of precum spill into my underwear. I could feel it spreading, humiliating and electric at the same time. I should have said something—should have stepped in if it was too much. But my mouth wouldn’t form the word stop. I wasn’t even sure if I wanted it to.

Randy’s hands slid farther up her thighs, thumbs pressing gently as he parted her lips with the tip of his tongue. He licked a long, slow stripe from the bottom of her pussy to the very top, stopping just shy of touching her clit. Her legs trembled. Her toes curled. She let out a long, low moan that reached straight into my chest and squeezed.

I’d never seen her like this. Not once in twenty years.

He licked her again, this time more deliberately. Then again, deeper, gathering her wetness into his mouth before pulling back slightly so the room could see the glisten on his lips. Sara exhaled shakily, her hips lifting without her even thinking about it.

The crowd murmured—awed, hungry, reverent.

And I just stood there, pulse pounding, trying to hold myself together as my fantasy blurred into something far more intense than anything I’d ever imagined. I didn’t know whether I wanted to drag her away or watch every second. I didn’t know whether I was terrified or the most turned on I’d ever been in my life.

All I knew was that she was letting him do this.

She was wanting him to do this.

And I could feel my cock leaking again as I tried to breathe through the overwhelming realization:

Sara wasn’t performing anymore.

She was surrendering—slowly, deliberately—to another man’s tongue, and I was watching the moment she crossed the line we had only ever talked about in fantasies.

My legs almost buckled as Randy lowered his mouth again, this time sealing his lips around the soft, soaked lips of my wife’s pussy and beginning to truly taste her.

Once she was finally finished, Sara eased Randy back with a gentle touch to his shoulder, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She didn’t wobble or hesitate as she stood; she moved with a slow, feline confidence that made the room fall completely silent. A towel appeared in her hand—God knows who handed it to her or from where—but she used it casually, wiping her inner thighs and the glistening shine from between her legs with an almost theatrical calm, as if she were preparing for her next act.

Then she looked at me.

Not shy, not playful—something darker, bolder, soaked in the heat of everything she’d just let happen. The smile she gave me was wicked, seductive, and entirely new to me. It was the look of a woman tasting a power she’d never fully used before, and loving how it felt on her tongue. My breath caught in my throat.

Without breaking eye contact, she turned back to the crowd.

“Scoot up,” she called out, her voice carrying across the room. “Every guy sitting at the stage… except my husband. Come join me and Randy.”

A ripple of excitement rolled through the men closest to her. They’d been leaning forward all night, the first to cheer, the first to offer themselves to her gaze. She was rewarding them now, and they knew it.

Roughly twenty men rose from their seats and climbed onto the stage.

Sara knelt down in the exact center of the wooden floor, settling gracefully on her heels, her back straight, her hands resting lightly on her thighs. She waited until all of them had formed a loose circle around her, their shadows stretching long in the lights.

“Closer,” she murmured, and they obeyed, tightening the ring around her.

When they were standing exactly where she wanted them, she lifted her chin and spoke again—calm, commanding, sensual.

“Strip. All of you.”

There wasn’t a moment of hesitation. Shirts were tugged over heads, belts undone, shoes kicked aside. Pants hit the floor. One by one, every man surrounding her—including Randy—stripped completely naked in front of her. The sound of clothing hitting the stage mingled with the thick, breathless tension tightening the air.

And Sara watched them do it, still kneeling, still calm, still wearing that same wicked smile… her body glowing under the lights, her pulse visibly fluttering at her throat, as twenty naked men presented themselves to her while I stood frozen at the edge of the stage—watching the fantasy I had created take on a life far bigger, bolder, and more terrifyingly real than anything I ever dreamed.

Inside that tight circle of bodies, all I could see were calves, thighs, and the shifting outlines of twenty naked men crowding around her. From my angle, Sara herself was mostly hidden—just the faintest glimpse of her knees when someone adjusted their stance, the movement of her hair when she leaned forward. But the sounds… the sounds told the whole story.

Soft wet noises. Ragged male breaths. A sudden, choked moan from somewhere near the center. All of it blending together into a rhythm I knew far too well.

Sara had begun working Randy’s cock. And she wasn’t easing into it—she was giving him one of her real blowjobs, the kind she only ever gave me when she wanted to ruin me. Deep, messy, hungry. The kind where she used both hands, twisting and sliding, smearing spit everywhere until it dripped down her wrists. The kind where she took pride in how loud she could make a man groan.

My heart hammered against my ribs. I couldn’t see her mouth, couldn’t see her lips stretched around him, but I didn’t need to. I knew exactly what she was doing. I knew how she cupped the base, how she stroked the shaft in long, slick circles, how she hollowed her cheeks to pull every ounce of control away from whoever was lucky enough to be inside her throat.

And the thought of her doing it to Randy—of her doing it in front of all these men—sent a violent jolt through me that made my cock throb. I felt another hot pulse of precum leak out, soaking deeper into my underwear. I didn’t even try to hide it. I couldn’t.

Then I heard it—Randy’s breath snap high and sharp, a strangled sound I recognized too well. A second later he staggered slightly, stepping back from the circle with his chest heaving. He wiped at his mouth, dazed, a stunned grin breaking across his face.

Sara had swallowed. I knew that look. I knew that reaction. She had swallowed every drop he’d given her.

My stomach flipped—part arousal, part disbelief, part something darker that I couldn’t name.

Another man stepped forward to take Randy’s place. The circle shifted, tightened. A new set of moans began almost immediately. Louder this time. Less controlled. Whoever she had next, she wasn’t taking it easy on him.

I stood there frozen, pulse racing, watching silhouettes jerk and twitch as she worked her mouth on another stranger’s cock. And then another. I could tell the exact moment each man lost it—shoulders tensing, hips thrusting, the sudden breathless gasp as they spilled down her throat before backing away from the ring, unsteady and drained.

One by one they came. One by one they stepped back.

And with each man who finished, I felt my body tighten in a complicated knot of desire and disbelief. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing so fiercely I could feel every heartbeat in it. The fantasy I’d nurtured for years was happening—unfolding in front of me more vividly, more shockingly than I had ever dared imagine.

Yet with every guy who staggered away from that circle, a tiny voice in the back of my mind whispered the question I couldn’t shake:

Had this gone too far?

Was this still the fantasy I wanted?

Or had it become something bigger, wilder, more uncontrollable than I ever meant it to be?

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t. My throat was too tight, my legs too unsteady, my cock leaking so much precum it felt obscene.

So I just stood there, silent and overwhelmed, watching the line of men shorten as Sara—my Sara—took each one into her mouth, swallowing them one after another, while I drowned in the impossible mix of arousal and uncertainty twisting through my chest.

For some reason, she took Chris last. When she finally turned toward him, she didn’t rush. She walked on her knees, slow and deliberate, until she was in front of him. Then she looked over her shoulder and told the other men, “Open the circle. My husband needs to see this.”

They stepped aside immediately, parting just enough that the whole stage seemed to tilt toward the center. And once they moved, once Chris stepped into the light, I understood instantly why she’d saved him for the end.

He was enormous.

Chris’s cock hung thick and heavy from his body, easily eight inches long and wide enough that it actually made my stomach tighten. It wasn’t just big—it looked like a challenge. Close to the size of a damn Coke can. Even from where I stood, I couldn’t imagine how she was supposed to take something like that in her mouth.

Her body angled sideways toward me so I had a perfect view of her face, of him, of the impossible task she was about to attempt. She reached out and wrapped one hand around the base, and even her fingers didn’t meet. She gave a small laugh under her breath—part disbelief, part excitement—and then she leaned in.

She started gently, licking the head in soft, deliberate strokes, her tongue gliding over the thick ridge and around the slit as he hardened even more in her hand. She glanced at me while she did it, checking that I was watching, checking that I understood exactly what she was doing for me, for us. Then she opened her mouth and tried to take him in.

It was almost too big for her lips to stretch around, but she pushed herself anyway. She took an inch, then two, breathing through her nose, cheeks hollowing as she tried to pull more of him inside. Her jaw shook with the effort. Every time she managed to slide another half inch into her mouth, she moaned with determination, saliva already dripping down her chin. She wanted to prove she could do it. She wanted me to see her try.

But Chris was simply too big.

Her eyes watered. Her throat tightened around the little she had taken. She gagged once, pulled back, then forced herself forward again, taking him deeper for a moment before the sheer size stopped her. Her hand worked furiously at the base, twisting, stroking, pumping him in coordination with her mouth as she tried to overwhelm him. She gave him everything she could—her spit, her hands, the full force of her willingness—but even with all her effort, he didn’t break.

She pulled off him with a wet gasp, saliva stringing between her lips and the thick head of his cock. She looked up at Chris, breathless, then turned her head and locked eyes with me. Her expression said everything: she wanted him to cum, wanted to conquer him for me, wanted to give me the show of a lifetime—but his size wasn’t letting her.

And Sara was not a woman who accepted defeat.

Without a word, she rose to her feet and moved back toward the yoga chaise. She didn’t hesitate or ease into position; she climbed onto it with the urgency of a woman who needed to feel him in a way her mouth simply couldn’t manage. She lay back with her ass right at the edge and spread her legs as wide as they would go, her pussy so slick it glistened from several feet away.

Then she looked up at Chris and said, her voice shaking with arousal, “Come here. I want you inside me.”

Chris stepped forward, positioning himself between her open legs. Her pussy was wetter than I had ever seen it in my life, practically dripping for him, ready for something that size in a way that made my breath stop.

He pushed forward in one deep, hard thrust—so fast and so forceful she let out a sharp, broken gasp that sounded like a mixture of pain, shock, and pure overwhelming satisfaction. Her back arched violently, her legs tightening around his waist as he bottomed out in her with a depth I had never achieved, had never even come close to.

Her cry echoed across the room, raw and uncontrolled—nothing like any sound she had ever made with me.

And she took him. Every impossible inch.

Other men onstage moved closer as Chris began to fuck her, drawn in by the sound of her body reacting to him. Hands reached out tentatively at first—touching her thighs, caressing her stomach—until Sara arched her back and grabbed for them, inviting every one of them to take more. They obeyed instantly.

Kisses landed along her neck, her collarbone, the curve of her breasts. Fingers brushed over her hips, her ribs, her inner thighs. Lips closed around her nipples, sucking hard, her body jolting each time one man tugged gently with his teeth. She didn’t try to control any of them. She opened herself to all of it, welcoming every touch, every mouth, every hand as if she’d been starving for years and was finally being fed exactly what she craved.

And then the orgasms started.

It wasn’t one. It wasn’t even two. It was wave after wave, rolling through her so violently her legs trembled uncontrollably around Chris’s waist. She was screaming now—raw, guttural, desperate—begging for more cock the moment her body had even a second to breathe. Her voice echoed through the club, louder than the music, loud enough to make men in the back stand on their toes just to catch a glimpse of her.

Watching her unravel like that should have broken me.

Instead, it tore me open in two directions at once.

I felt something twist painfully in my stomach—jealousy, fear, disbelief, something like betrayal even though I knew I had brought us here. I felt sick for a heartbeat, like my body couldn’t tell whether this was too far or exactly what I had fantasized about for years. But beneath that sickness, intertwined with it so tightly I couldn’t separate the two, was the hardest, most violent arousal I had ever felt in my life. My cock was throbbing inside my underwear, soaked with precum, painfully rigid as I watched my wife surrender herself to these men, to this moment, to a pleasure she had never reached with me.

As Sara’s first orgasm peaked, she threw her head back and screamed—pure, animal pleasure tearing out of her throat. Her whole body shook, her hands clawing at the air, gripping whatever they found. Her thighs clamped down around Chris as he drove himself into her one last time.

I saw the exact moment it happened.

Chris’s hips jerked.

His stomach tightened.

He let out a deep, guttural groan that vibrated through the stage.

He came inside her.

Right in front of me.

I felt the room tilt. I felt heat flush through my chest and throat. I felt a violent, dizzy rush of arousal so intense it bordered on panic. Watching another man’s cock pulse inside my wife’s pussy—watching his body shudder as he emptied himself deep into her—made me feel like I might collapse. Something inside me recoiled and leaned forward at the same time. It was too much. Too intimate. Too real. Too close to the fantasy I’d wanted—and far more intense than anything I’d prepared myself for.

He pulled back while he was still shuddering, and immediately another man stepped forward, positioning himself between her open legs before she had even finished gasping for breath. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t even pause. She reached for him, her fingers digging into his hips, guiding him toward her still-stretched, still-quivering pussy slick with Chris’s cum.

Another man took a turn.

I stood there, unable to move, while Sara took cock from both sides of her head—two men holding her face gently but firmly, guiding themselves into her mouth as she worked them with a hunger I had never witnessed. Her body was still spread open from the last man who had fucked her, her pussy glistening, stretched, and inviting, and it felt like every man in the club wanted to bury himself inside her. And she let them. She welcomed each one as if he were the only one she’d been waiting for.

Her whole body was alive. Her back arched. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers clawed at whatever skin or muscle she could reach. And the orgasms… they just kept coming. She wasn’t reaching peaks anymore—she was riding a continuous current, her pussy pulsing around every cock that entered her while her mouth worked the ones she held in her hands. Every time a man slammed into her, her stomach tightened and she let out another choked scream around whichever cock was filling her mouth.

It felt like the entire club was fucking her.

And she was cumming through all of it.

Her screams grew hoarse, then broke, then turned into muffled sounds as cock after cock pushed past her lips. The men around her groaned, their hips jerking as they emptied themselves into her mouth. I could see her swallow every time one of them finished—her throat working desperately as she took every drop, even when she had two waiting for her next.

Cum streaked her chin. It glistened on her lips until she sucked it back inside, her eyes unfocused, lost in some place between pleasure and madness. She didn’t stop. She didn’t slow. She didn’t even seem to breathe except when someone slipped out long enough for another man to take his place.

It went on and on—an hour, maybe more. I honestly lost track. Her body never stopped shaking. Her pussy never stopped dripping. Men came and left, staggered and spent, while she absorbed every second of it as if she were built for this, as if her body had been waiting years to be used like this.

By the time the last man finished in her mouth, Sara collapsed back onto her heels, panting, her hair plastered to her cheeks, her chest rising and falling in frantic waves. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then looked up at me—slowly—her pupils blown wide, her expression wild, powerful, almost feral.

Her voice, when she finally spoke, was low and commanding.

“Take off your pants.”

It wasn’t a request.

It was an order.


Not a Request

Before I knew it her lips closed around my cock, warm and hungry, and the hit of pleasure was so sharp it made my knees buckle. I tried to breathe, tried to slow myself down, but the moment I looked down and saw her—really saw her—my control slipped. There was dried cum smeared along her cheekbone and the corner of her mouth, a faint, messy reminder of what those other men had done to her only minutes ago. The sight should have destroyed me, but instead it twisted everything inside me, sending a rush of jealousy, arousal, and humiliation straight through my spine.

I felt myself throb hard against her tongue, and panic flickered in my chest because I knew, instantly, that I wasn’t going to last. Not even close. I wanted to hold on, to make it look like I had some kind of self-control, but her mouth was so eager, her throat opening for me with every slow push of her lips, and that little streak of dried cum on her face kept dragging my mind back to the exact thing I shouldn’t be thinking about. It made everything hotter. Dirtier. Impossible to resist.

In the span of a few desperate seconds, the fight was gone. My hips jerked forward without me meaning to, and I gasped her name as everything inside me snapped. I exploded in her throat with a force that shocked me, pulse after pulse tearing out of me while she swallowed every drop like she’d been waiting specifically for this moment, like she wanted to drain me completely.

By the time it ended, I was shaking, still buried in her mouth, knowing I’d just given her the biggest load of my life and losing myself in the way she moaned around it.

I then sat with my wife, looking at her as she reclined backwards in the chaise. She looked wrecked in the most beautiful, obscene way—like she had just lived out the wildest, rawest fantasy either of us had ever dared to imagine. She had become my own personal porn star, the center of a twenty-man storm of lust, and she had taken every second of it with a kind of hungry joy that still left my head spinning. Her face, her hair, even the inside of her thighs were streaked with drying cum, little glistening reminders of just how completely she had given herself to the moment.

She met my eyes without looking away, no shame, no hesitation, nothing left to hide. Her chest rose and fell in slow, tired breaths. Then she asked, quieter than I expected but impossibly direct, “I surrendered to pleasure as much as I could. Was that what you wanted to see?”

Something in me tightened. I reached for the right words and still felt like I barely touched the truth. “You gave everything for me,” I said, my voice rough with how much I meant it. “You are the most amazing, beautiful woman a man could ever want. I can’t even explain how much I want to give back to you. I’ve never felt more love than you showed me tonight. Not ever.”

We finally pulled ourselves up and went to the shower, stepping under the warm spray together. The water washed over her in soft sheets, carrying away the last traces of the night, but nothing could wash away the intensity of what we had just lived. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her slowly, feeling her melt against me in a way that made my chest ache. It was the closest we had ever been—raw, exposed, and strangely peaceful after the chaos.

As we stayed there, holding each other under that gentle rush of heat, looking directly into each other’s eyes, it became clear to both of us. Something fundamental had shifted. We knew—without speaking it aloud—that our lives had changed forever.

The ride home that night was quiet, both of us drifting in and out of our own tangled thoughts. By the time we finally pulled into the driveway it was almost morning, and neither of us had the energy to speak. We went straight to the bedroom, stripped out of our clothes without a word, and slid under the sheets.

Sara was out within seconds. Her breathing softened, her body sinking into the mattress like she’d been holding herself up on adrenaline alone. I lay beside her, staring at the ceiling, knowing there was no way sleep was coming for me.

The moment my mind stopped moving, everything came crashing in. I felt the warmth of her body against mine, smelled the faint traces of the night still clinging to her skin, and at the same time, a heavy wave of jealousy slammed into me—stronger than anything I had felt earlier. It was like the moment I’d cum, the moment my own release had faded, all the intensity I’d shoved aside to stay in the fantasy suddenly demanded to be felt.

Images kept flashing through my head, uninvited and relentless. Chris’s huge cock filling her mouth, stretching her lips wide. The way she moaned when he pushed into her pussy, how her legs shook as he took her exactly how she craved. And then the crowd—fifty men or more—watching her completely unravel, watching my wife behave like the most open, shameless, unstoppable slut imaginable. Every second replayed itself in cruel detail.

Jealousy tightened in my chest, guilt slid in right behind it, and then—impossibly—another feeling rose with them. A deep, pulsing arousal I couldn’t fight. My cock was rock hard under the sheets, pressing against my thigh as if my body wasn’t interested in whatever emotional meltdown I was having. The conflict only made everything sharper, hotter, harder.

I turned my head to look at her. She was asleep on her side, hair messy, face relaxed, lips still a little swollen from everything she’d done. Somehow she looked even more beautiful like this—peaceful and wrecked at the same time.

The hours dragged by, darkness shifting slowly toward dawn as I lay awake, trapped between jealousy that burned and desire that refused to fade. Sara slept soundly the whole time, barely stirring, while I lay there with my heart racing, my thoughts twisting, and my cock throbbing under the sheets.

I didn’t sleep at all, and she didn’t finally drift into a deeper sleep until late in the morning. I stayed awake watching her, my mind running in circles, my body betraying me with how badly I wanted her again, even as everything inside me churned.

The sunlight creeping through the curtains woke me before I even realized I’d drifted off. My head felt heavy and raw from the night of lying awake, and Sara was still curled beside me, breathing softly. For a long moment I just watched her, that same tight knot of emotions twisting in my chest. She looked peaceful, almost angelic… which only made the memories of last night feel even more unreal.

When she finally stirred, stretching slowly, she blinked over at me. “Hey,” she murmured, voice still rough from exhaustion. “You okay?”

I hesitated. Too long. And she noticed.

She rolled onto her side, facing me fully now. “Talk to me,” she said gently.

I swallowed hard. “I… I don’t even know where to start.”

“Start anywhere.”

So I did. I exhaled, staring at the ceiling because looking at her made everything sharper. “Last night was… intense. More than I expected. And when I was watching you… it was incredible. I mean, you know that. I was so turned on I could barely think straight.” I paused, the next words sticking in my throat. “But when we got home… it hit me differently.”

She nudged her knee against mine. “Go on.”

“I felt jealous,” I admitted quietly. “Really jealous. And guilty for feeling that way, because it was all consensual and we talked about it beforehand. But after I climaxed, everything shifted. I kept seeing things in my head. Chris’s cock in your mouth, how big he was inside you… the way those guys watched you. All of them. Dozens. Seeing you like that.”

Sara didn’t interrupt. She didn’t flinch. She just listened, her expression soft but focused.

I rubbed a hand over my face. “It made me feel… exposed. Embarrassed, almost. Like the whole world suddenly knew something about us I didn’t even understand myself. They all saw you being so wild, so… open. And part of me felt proud. Part of me felt sick. And then—” I let out a shaky laugh, hating how honest it felt. “And then my body betrayed all of it, because I was insanely hard the entire time I was lying there next to you.”

She was quiet for a moment, absorbing every word. Then she slid a little closer, her voice low and even. “You’re allowed to feel all of that. Every part of it.”

“I don’t want to be jealous,” I said. “But I was.”

“But you were also turned on,” she pointed out, brushing her lips lightly against my shoulder. “That’s part of it too. It’s messy. It’s complicated. And it’s okay.”

I finally looked at her, and she held my gaze without a hint of shame. “I did enjoy it,” she said. “I loved what we shared last night. Not just me with them—me with you. The way you looked at me. The way you let yourself feel everything. I wasn’t doing it to hurt you or make you small. I was doing it because you wanted the real me, all of me… and I trusted you enough to give you that.”

I swallowed hard, my chest tightening as she kept going.

“And yes,” she added, her hand tracing slowly across my stomach, “all those men saw me lose myself. They saw me enjoy things I haven’t let myself enjoy in years. But you’re the only one who gets this part. The part where I wake up next to you. The part where you get to see every version of me.”

Something inside me loosened, just slightly, hearing her say it.

“But I need to know what you’re feeling now,” she whispered. “Not what you think you should feel. What you actually feel.”

I breathed out. Slowly. “I feel… overwhelmed. Turned on. Scared. Proud. Jealous. Guilty. And still turned on, somehow. It all just keeps mixing together.”

Sara smiled softly, brushing her thumb along my jaw. “That’s honest,” she said. “And it’s real. And none of it pushes me away.”

As soon as the words had left her mouth, Sara’s hand slipped under the sheets and wrapped around my cock, warm and confident, stroking me with that slow, knowing rhythm that always pulled the truth straight out of me. My breath caught instantly. She shifted closer, her thigh brushing mine, her fingers curling around me with just enough pressure to make every nerve spark.

She kept her eyes locked on mine, her voice soft but deliberately provocative. “It’s okay to be jealous, baby,” she murmured, her hand gliding from base to tip in a lazy, torturing stroke. “I know exactly what’s going through your head. You’re thinking about how much bigger Chris’s cock was… how full he made me… how I looked when he was inside me.” She gave me another slow pull, watching how hard I was for her. “But honestly? I’m perfectly fine with this.”

Heat surged through me, shame and arousal twisting together in a way I couldn’t hide. The words slipped out before I could stop them, my voice tighter than I meant. “So what… he wasn’t a good fuck then?”

She stopped stroking for half a second—not out of hesitation, but because she wanted me to feel the silence. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, and her hand squeezed around my cock again, harder this time.

“Holy fuck, babe,” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin, “he was amazing.”

My stomach dropped, and at the same time my cock jerked in her hand.

She kept going, stroking me again, slower, more deliberate. “Honestly? I’ve never cum like that in my entire life. He made my whole body shake.” She kissed the side of my neck, her voice a quiet confession that somehow made everything burn hotter. “I thought I was going to fall apart. And knowing you were watching…” She let out a soft laugh. “That made it even better.”

Jealousy, humiliation, and raw desire slammed into me all at once, and her fingers kept coaxing every bit of it to the surface.

Sara’s hand never stopped moving, each slow stroke pulling more truth out of me than any question ever could. She tilted her head slightly, studying my face, the jealousy and arousal battling across it. Then she smirked—soft, wicked, knowing.

“Tell me something,” she whispered, thumb brushing over the sensitive underside of my tip. “You loved watching me cum like that… didn’t you?”

My chest tightened. I tried to look away, but she tugged lightly at my cock, forcing a gasp out of me.

She leaned closer, her voice low and intimate. “You can admit it, baby. It wasn’t your cock inside me… but you still loved watching me lose control. You loved seeing me break apart.”

My breathing hitched. I could feel the words forming before I could contain them.

Her strokes got slower, more deliberate. “Say it,” she murmured. “You loved seeing me cum on someone else’s cock.”

I swallowed hard, the fight draining out of me. “Yeah,” I breathed. “I… I loved it.”

Her smile deepened, pride and mischief swirling together. “Good,” she whispered. “Because I felt you getting harder the more I screamed for him.”

A pulse of heat shot straight through me. The humiliation only made everything sharper.

Then, before I could think, the question slipped out—small, raw, desperate. “Could… could I make you cum like that?”

She let out a soft, almost sympathetic giggle. “Of course you could, baby.”

Relief crashed over me for half a heartbeat. My chest lifted, my confidence flaring just enough for me to breathe again.

She leaned in, kissed me gently on the mouth… then pulled back just far enough that I could see the shift in her eyes.

“Of course you can,” she repeated softly. Then she glanced down—right at her hand wrapped around my cock.

“Just… not with this.”

She didn’t say it cruelly. She said it playfully, almost affectionately. But the effect was devastating. Her hand tightened slightly around me, stroking once, slowly, as the image burned into my mind—Chris’s huge cock slamming into her, making her cum so hard she shook.

The humiliation hit me like a punch straight to the spine.

My body reacted instantly.

A helpless, broken sound escaped my throat as I jerked upward, cumming so violently I couldn’t control it. Hot, thick ropes spilled across my stomach and her hand, pulse after pulse tearing out of me as she watched with a soft, wicked smile. Her grip never faltered. If anything, she stroked me through it, milking every last desperate spasm from my cock.

By the time I collapsed back onto the mattress, breathless and shaking, she was still looking at me with that same mix of teasing affection and total power.

And I knew—with absolute clarity—that I had never cum so hard in my life.

Sara shifted beside me, still wearing that soft, dangerous smile—the one that told me she knew exactly how undone I was, exactly how powerless I felt in that moment. My cum was still cooling on my stomach when she swung a leg over my hips, then another over my chest, moving with slow, deliberate confidence until her dripping pussy hovered just inches above my face.

My breath caught. She could feel it.


Now!

“Good,” she murmured, brushing her fingers through my hair as she lowered herself closer. “Because now I want to see something.”

She slid down until her warmth pressed against my mouth, her scent thick and overwhelming, the taste of last night still faint on her skin. She cupped the back of my head, not forcing—just guiding. Inviting. Claiming.

“I want to see,” she whispered, “if you can make me cum tonight the way Chris did.”

My pulse hammered. She pressed her pussy more firmly against my lips, her voice steady, calm… but charged with pure dominance.

“God, he fucked me so good,” she said, letting the words drip straight into my ears. “The way he held my hips… the way I couldn’t stop shaking…” She let out a soft moan at the memory, rocking her hips just enough to smear her wetness across my mouth. “He made me cum so hard I thought my legs were going to give out.”

Heat flared through me—jealousy, humiliation, raw desire—all tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them.

She tilted her hips forward, urging my tongue to where she wanted it. “Go on,” she said quietly. “Show me what you can do with that mouth. Show me you can take me apart the way he did.”

Her fingers tightened in my hair, her hips beginning a slow rhythm against my lips. “I want you to try,” she whispered. “I want you to really try. Because last night? Chris made me scream, baby. He made me beg.”

She rolled her hips again, a soft breathy sound slipping out of her. “Let’s see if you can make me cum like that with just your tongue. Let’s see how close you can get me.”

The challenge in her voice wasn’t cruel—it was intoxicating. She wasn’t mocking me. She was claiming me. She wanted me to work for her pleasure, to feel every ounce of the power she’d discovered inside herself.

And as she pressed down onto my mouth, guiding my tongue exactly where she wanted it, the truth hit me like a shock:

I wanted it too.

Every word she said about Chris pushed me to try harder, lick deeper, suck her clit more desperately. Every moan she gave him last night—she wanted me to chase it, match it, fight for it.

“Come on,” she breathed, hips trembling as she ground against my mouth. “Make me cum, baby. Show me you can.”

Sara settled fully on my face now, no hesitation left, no gentleness—just raw, confident need. Her fingers stayed laced in my hair as she guided my mouth exactly where she wanted it, and I followed every movement like my entire body belonged to her.

Her taste flooded my tongue, warm and slick, and I could feel how sensitive she already was. Every time I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, her thighs trembled. Every time I sucked gently, she let out a soft gasp that made my cock twitch uselessly beneath her. She was already close—far closer than I expected—and that only drove me harder.

“Fuck… yes… right there,” she breathed, her hips rolling with a slow, desperate rhythm.

I flattened my tongue and dragged it up her slit, then circled her clit the way she loved, the way I’d learned over years of being hers. She bucked harder, grinding her pussy against my mouth with growing urgency.

Her voice cracked slightly as she spoke. “Oh God… baby… you’re—fuck—don’t stop—don’t you dare stop…”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I clung to her thighs, pulling her down harder onto my mouth, licking her like I was trying to swallow every sound she made. She gasped again, sharper this time, and her legs squeezed around my head.

“That’s it… that’s it—oh fuck—oh fuck…”

I knew that sound. That breathless, frantic edge. She was right there, teetering on the brink.

But this time—this time was different.

She wasn’t just close. She was unraveling.

Her hips jerked involuntarily, grinding down into my face as though she couldn’t control her own body anymore. A deep, shaking moan tore from her throat, and her entire body tightened above me.

“Baby—God—baby—don’t stop—don’t stop—don’t—”

I latched onto her clit and sucked, hard, while flicking my tongue in quick circles. That was it. That broke her.

Her back arched violently. A cry ripped out of her—raw, loud, uncontrollable. Her thighs clamped around my head as she came so hard her entire body shook against me. She ground herself into my mouth helplessly, riding the orgasm, gasping, sobbing breathless sounds of pleasure she had never made before.

“Jesus—baby—oh my God… oh my God—”

She came again. And again. Wave after wave, shaking so violently I had to hold her hips to keep her steady. Her hands balled into fists in my hair as she lost every shred of control. She didn’t just cum—she broke apart on my tongue.

It was the biggest orgasm I had ever seen her have.

Bigger than the ones she’d had last night.
Bigger than the ones Chris had pulled from her.
Bigger than any I had ever given her before.

Her entire body trembled uncontrollably as she slumped forward, thighs still quivering around my head. Her breathing was ragged, her voice barely a whisper.

“Baby… what the hell… that was… that was…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence.

I didn’t need her to.

I could feel it—every shudder, every aftershock, every tremble of her pussy against my tongue.

For the first time that night, I had taken her somewhere Chris hadn’t.

And the power of that—the emotional weight, the humiliation, the need, the pride—all of it crashed through me at once like a physical force.

Sara was still trembling when she finally eased herself off my face, her breaths uneven, her body limp with the kind of pleasure that left her glowing and half-dazed. She collapsed beside me, curling into my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across my skin while she came down from the high I’d just pushed her into.

For a long minute, neither of us spoke. She just breathed against me, soft and warm, her thigh draped over mine. I could feel the pride swelling in my chest, the strange, heady satisfaction that I’d taken her somewhere even Chris hadn’t. The jealousy was still there—of course it was—but it was tempered now, wrapped in something deeper and more complicated.

Eventually, she lifted her head, brushing her hair back and studying my face with a gentle, tired smile.

“You know…” she whispered, her voice hoarse from cumming so hard, “I don’t need a bigger dick.”

The words hit me like relief washing through my entire body. My shoulders loosened, my breath released in a way I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. I kissed her forehead, feeling—finally—like maybe I wasn’t competing with something impossible.

She saw it. She felt the shift in me.

Which was exactly why her smile changed.

It curled.

Slow. Wicked. Playful.

The kind of smile that told me she wasn’t done with my heart or my head.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “I just want one.”

The words slid through me like lightning—hot, humiliating, intoxicating. My cock twitched even though I had nothing left, nothing to give. The jealousy came roaring back, laced with a fresh surge of desire so sharp it almost hurt.

She pulled back enough to watch my reaction, her eyes glinting with a mix of mischief, dominance, and affection.

“I don’t need one,” she repeated softly. “But wanting one…” She dragged her finger slowly down my stomach, stopping just above my softening cock. “That’s a whole different thing.”

And in that moment—caught between pride, humiliation, love, and the rawest arousal of my life—I knew she had me completely.

Body.
Mind.
And now, more than ever, heart.


Epilouge

I couldn’t quite believe it as I looked up at my wife. Her tits, her shoulders, god she looked so good. And now, this sort of sex, this no buildup, no hesitation pounding—just the slap of skin on skin was a regular part of our lives, and I loved it. I loved watching as Sara rode me hard, her nails digging into my shoulders while I thrust up to meet every desperate grind of her hips. The room was hot and humid with our breaths, her hair sticking to her neck, her tits bouncing as she moved faster, chasing the finish with a kind of hungry urgency that made my stomach twist.

She grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the mattress, leaning over me as her rhythm grew frantic. “Don’t you dare stop,” she whispered, her voice breaking with pleasure.

I didn’t. I couldn’t. Her pussy clenched around me in quick, tight pulses and I could feel her getting closer, her moans rising, her hips losing rhythm. Then she gasped—a sharp, involuntary sound—and her whole body seized around mine.

She came hard.

The intensity of her orgasm dragged me with her. My back arched, my hips jerked helplessly, and I groaned her name as I pumped into her, filling her in long, shuddering pulses until I had nothing left. She slumped forward onto my chest, shaking, breathing fast and shallow while the aftershocks rolled through her.

We stayed like that for a while, her body melting against mine, our heartbeats slamming out the last echoes of release.

Ten minutes later, she shifted slightly—and froze when her thigh brushed against me again. Then she slowly lifted her head, her eyes dropping beneath the sheets.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” she whispered, staring at my cock—already rock hard again, thick and pulsing against her leg. “Baby… we just came.”

“I know,” I muttered, mortified and unbelievably turned on.

She pushed herself upright, studying me with a mixture of amusement and disbelief. Then she grinned. “Someone’s eager tonight.”

She slid down my stomach, wrapped her hand around me, and gave a slow, experimental stroke that made my hips twitch. “Wow,” she whispered, eyes flicking up to mine. “This is becoming a thing.”

And she wasn’t wrong. Ever since that night at the strip club—ever since Chris slammed into her, ever since I watched her cum so violently for another man—something inside me had changed. I was harder, faster, needier. My body reacted before my mind could even decide how to feel.

Sara climbed on top of me again, settling onto my hips with a confidence that made my chest tighten. She guided me into her with a slow, teasing push of her hips, letting out a soft sigh as I slid inside her warmth.

“You know,” she murmured, rocking slowly at first, “ever since you saw me getting fucked in that club… your cock has been absolutely insatiable.”

I tried to answer, but she dropped her hips harder and knocked the breath out of me.

She smirked. “Seriously. It’s like he woke up. Like he’s trying to prove something.”

She leaned down, brushing her lips against mine before pulling back with a wicked little smile.

“I guess,” she whispered, tightening around me as she lifted her hips and slammed down again, “he’s trying to compete.”

And the way she said it—soft, teasing, confident—made me grip her hips and thrust up into her, as if competing was the only thing in the world that mattered.
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Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

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

So how did they end up here?

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

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

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

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

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

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

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

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

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

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Taken: By Her Husband's Friends

As Jessica looked up she saw him standing there and froze. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her husband Mark, stood there with a smile on his face. How could he be smiling? How could he be happy about this?

He had just walked in on his wife, on her knees, with another man's cock in her mouth. She was going down on his friend Ben and all Mark could do was smile.

And then Ben dropped the bombshell. He looked down at her and said 'Mark told me you were a good cock sucker.'

That was it, the moment something snapped in Jessica's head. If he told Ben all about it, then maybe it was time to really show him just how good she was. If Mark's prepared to brag about it to his friends, maybe Jess deserves to enjoy this too.

And the Luke and James walked in......
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