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A Secret Shared

The neon sign above the door flickered like it had been doing it since the Reagan administration—half the letters burned out so “The Rusty Anchor” read more like “Th R sty ncho.” I pushed through anyway, the familiar smell hitting me first: stale beer, fryer grease, and that faint tang of old wood and regret that every decent dive bar carries like a signature scent.

It was a Thursday just past eight, the kind of evening where the after-work crowd had thinned to a few regulars hunched over their pints and the jukebox playing something low and bluesy. I spotted Dave right away in the back booth, the one we always took because it was half-hidden behind a support beam and nobody bothered you there. He had two fresh beers already waiting, condensation running down the glasses like they’d been sitting a while. His face looked tighter than usual—no easy grin, no quick wave. Just a nod when he saw me.

I slid in across from him, shrugged off my jacket. “Traffic was shit. Sorry I’m late.”

“No worries,” he said, but his voice was flat. He pushed one of the beers toward me without meeting my eyes for more than a second. “Figured you’d need it.”

I took a long pull. Cold, bitter, perfect. “So what’s the crisis? You sounded like someone died on the phone.”

Dave stared at the label on his bottle, peeling at the corner with his thumbnail. He was maybe ten pounds heavier than the last time we’d grabbed a drink—mid-forties starting to show—but he still had that same nervous energy he’d had since college. The guy who’d agonize for days over asking a girl out, then do it anyway. Loyal to a fault. That’s why I knew whatever this was, it wasn’t bullshit.

He finally looked up. “I saw Lauren.”

I felt the beer turn to concrete in my stomach. “Okay…”

“Tuesday night. I was driving home late from the office—cut through that industrial stretch off 45, you know, past the old warehouse district. Stopped at a red light behind this black SUV with tinted windows. Driver’s side window was down a few inches. I didn’t mean to look, man. I swear. But she was right there.”

He stopped, swallowed hard.

“Lauren?” I said, keeping my voice level even though my pulse was already hammering in my ears.

“Yeah. In the passenger seat. She was… she had her head in his lap. Giving him head. Full-on. I saw her hair moving, saw his hand on the back of her neck. Big guy. Black. Looked built. The light changed and he pulled away fast, but I got a clear view before he did. It was her, man. No question.”

The bar noise seemed to drop away—the clink of glasses, the low murmur, the jukebox croon. All I could hear was my own heartbeat and the faint wet sound Dave’s description painted in my head.

I set my beer down carefully. “You sure it was her?”

“I drove around the block twice trying to convince myself it wasn’t. Same hair, same profile when she lifted up for a second. Same silver bracelet she always wears—the one you got her for your anniversary. I’m sure.”

Silence stretched between us. I stared at the scarred tabletop, tracing an old knife mark with my finger.

Dave leaned in, voice dropping. “I’ve been sick about this for two days. Didn’t sleep. Kept thinking—do I tell him? Do I mind my own business? But if it was the other way around, I’d want to know. So here I am. Whatever you need to do, man… I’m sorry. I really am.”

I took another slow sip, letting the cold burn down my throat. Part of me wanted to laugh—because of course Dave would be the one to stumble into this. The same Dave who once lectured me for an hour about “boundaries in marriage” after I joked about a strip club bachelor party. Part of me wanted to punch the table. And another part—the part I hated admitting was there—felt a familiar heat coil low in my gut, the same heat I’d felt watching her with Mike that first night two years ago.

I met his eyes. “She’s been seeing him. For a while.”

Dave blinked. “You… knew?”

“Yeah.” I let out a breath that felt like it had been trapped in my chest since Tuesday. “I knew. I’ve known almost from the start.”

He sat back like I’d slapped him. “Jesus, man. You’re okay with that?”

I shrugged, but it came out shaky. “It’s complicated. More than you think.”

Dave rubbed his face with both hands. “Then explain it to me. Because right now I’m sitting here wondering if my best friend’s marriage is falling apart and he’s just… letting it.”

I looked around the bar—nobody paying attention. The booth felt smaller suddenly.

“You want the whole story?” I asked. “How we got here?”

Dave nodded slowly. “Yeah. I do.”

I signaled the bartender for another round. When the fresh beers arrived, I took a long drink and started talking.

“Believe it or not, it started when the kids left for college. Empty nest hit us hard at first. House felt too quiet. Too big. Lauren and I had been together since we were kids—third grade, same small Texas town, the whole damn fairy tale. Married after college, two beautiful kids, nice life. Sex was good—great, even—in the beginning. Passionate, you know? We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Back then, she was wild about going down on me. Used to do it all the time—spontaneously, like in the car on road trips or just because she felt like it. Said she loved the way it made me lose control, loved the power of it. It was part of what made those early years so electric.”

Dave listened without interrupting, nursing his beer, but I could see the wheels turning behind his eyes.

“But after the kids came along, things changed. Slowly at first. The exhaustion set in—diapers, late nights, work, all of it. Sex settled into something comfortable. Reliable. Safe. Like we were both afraid to break the china doll we’d built our marriage around. And the blowjobs? They pretty much vanished. She’d gone off it entirely, maybe once or twice a year if I was lucky. Said it felt too ‘dirty’ now, or maybe it was just the Madonna thing kicking in—being a mom, a wife, all that pressure to be perfect. I didn’t push it. Worshipped her too much to make her uncomfortable. So we stuck to the basics, and honestly, it was still fulfilling. But uneventful. The fire had dimmed to embers.”

I paused, remembering the way Lauren’s laugh had sounded that first night we stayed up past midnight, tangled in sheets, no alarm set for morning. The way her mouth had felt on me again after so long, tentative at first, then eager.

“Then the kids were gone. Driving themselves, off at school, barely texting back. Suddenly we had evenings—whole weekends—with nothing scheduled. No soccer practices, no homework fights. Just us. And for the first time in years, we started really looking at each other again. Not just as Mom and Dad, or partners who pay the mortgage. As… people who still wanted each other.”

I took a sip of beer, the foam clinging to my lip as I set it down. “We started fucking like teenagers again. Marathon sessions. Talking dirty—words she’d never said out loud before. And yeah, she started giving head again, out of nowhere. At first, it was shy, like she was rediscovering it. But soon it was like those early days—hungry, teasing. It was like we’d unlocked something buried deep. A side of her I thought was gone for good.”

Dave shifted in his seat, glancing away for a second, but he didn’t say anything.

“And then one night, over coffee and too much wine, I pushed her to tell me her fantasies. She wouldn’t at first—too shy, too ‘good girl.’ So I suggested the cookie jar thing. Twenty envelopes. Ten each. Write down whatever we wanted to try. Seal them. Mix them up. Draw one every couple weeks… and whatever it said, we did it. No backing out.”

Dave’s eyebrows went up. “And she went for that?”

“She did. Grinned like a kid with a secret. We sat across the room writing them, giggling every time we caught each other’s eye. Felt like we were dating again.”

I leaned forward, voice quieter now.

“The first card we pulled… was one of mine.”

I let that hang for a second, watching Dave’s face as the realization settled in.

“That’s where it really started. And once we opened that door… we couldn’t close it again.”

I took a breath, feeling the weight of everything that came after—the flashing, the rooftop, the massage, the bar, Mike’s thick cock stretching her while I watched from the corner chair.

“So yeah,” I said. “Lauren’s been sucking dick in parked cars. And I’ve been there for most of it. Want me to keep going?”

Dave stared at me for a long beat. Then he lifted his glass.

“Keep going,” he said.

I kept going, the words coming easier now with the second beer warming my chest. Dave just listened, eyes wide but steady.

“That night on the patio deck was the spark,” I said. “It all happened the same evening we did the cookie jar thing. We’d gone out for dinner—Italian place downtown, bottle of red that went down too easy. By the time we got home, we were both pleasantly buzzed, laughing at nothing, hands already wandering in the car. Lauren kicked off her sandals the second we stepped onto the back deck. Moon was full, air warm and still. She leaned back against the railing in that thin sundress, hair tousled from the wind, and gave me this slow, hungry look.

“‘Come here,’ she said, voice low and thick with wine.

I didn’t hesitate. She just leaned forward, no preamble. Pulled me out, took me in her mouth like she used to when we were young and reckless. Slow circles with her tongue at first, then deeper, sucking with that focused rhythm that always made my knees weak. I gripped the railing, staring down at her dark hair moving, the way her lips stretched around me. She’d started doing this again lately—eager, almost greedy—but she still never finished in her mouth. She hated the taste, always had. Said it made her gag, turned her off no matter how turned on she was. So she worked me right to the edge, then eased back, wrapped both hands around the base, stroked fast and firm while looking up at me with those glassy eyes. I came hard—thick ropes across her knuckles, dripping down her wrist and onto the deck boards. She laughed softly, a little wicked, wiped it on the hem of her dress like it was nothing, then stood up straight and kissed me deep. It tasted like wine and faint salt.

We stumbled inside, shedding clothes on the way to the living-room rug. Fucked slow and deep, her on top, grinding like she was chasing something she couldn’t quite name. Afterward we lay there sweaty and spent, breathing hard, passing the rest of the wine bottle back and forth until the buzz settled into that warm, fearless place.

That’s when the conversation drifted to sex again. She was curled against me, head on my chest, one leg thrown over mine, my old T-shirt riding up her thigh. Some jazz played low from the speakers. I was still half-hard just from the feel of her skin.

‘Tell me what you think about,’ I said, voice rougher than I intended. ‘When you’re alone. When you touch yourself.’

She tensed a little, then relaxed against me. ‘It’s embarrassing.’

‘We just fucked on the floor after you jerked me off on the deck. I think we’re past embarrassing.’

She laughed quietly, but her cheeks flushed deeper. ‘You. Mostly you. Sometimes… being wanted so bad it hurts. Being watched. Losing control. But saying it out loud feels… exposed.’

I nudged her gently. ‘What if we didn’t have to say it?’

She lifted her head. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Write them down. Ten each. Whatever we want to try. Seal them in envelopes. Throw them in that big cookie jar your mom gave us—the one on the counter. Every couple weeks we draw one. And whatever it says… we do it. No talking ourselves out of it.’

She stared at me, eyes wide. The room felt suddenly quieter, the jazz softer. ‘You’re serious.’

‘Dead serious.’ My heart was hammering now. I wasn’t even sure I wanted her to read some of the things I’d been thinking about. The darker ones. The ones that made me feel like a pervert just for imagining them. But the thought of her secrets—of finally seeing what she hid even from me—that was stronger than the fear.

She searched my face for a long moment. Then a small, nervous smile broke through. ‘Okay. Let’s do it.’

I got up fast, before the doubt could creep back in. Grabbed a stack of index cards and envelopes from the junk drawer, two pens. We sat across the room from each other—her back on the couch with a throw pillow in her lap, me at the dining table—so we couldn’t see what the other was writing. The air felt thick, charged. Every scratch of the pen sounded too loud. I kept stopping, staring at the blank card, pen hovering. My hand shook a little. Should I really write that one? The one about her in a short skirt, no panties, letting a stranger see? What if she thought it was disgusting? What if she laughed? Or worse—what if she said yes and I couldn’t handle it?

Every so often I’d glance up. She’d catch me, bite her lip, then look back down with a guilty, mischievous grin. We were giggling like guilty teenagers, but underneath it was this electric tension—half excitement, half terror.

Twenty minutes later we were done. We sealed the envelopes without showing each other, dropped them in the jar, gave it a good shake. The glass clinked softly—such an innocent sound for something that suddenly felt like playing with fire.

She was flushed, breathing faster. The wine and the writing had her wound tight—nipples hard against the thin T-shirt, thighs shifting restlessly. I could smell the sex still on both of us, mixed with her perfume.

I swallowed hard. ‘One more rule.’

She raised an eyebrow.

‘If we draw it… we do it. No backing out. No matter what.’

Her eyes widened. She set her glass down carefully, fingers trembling just a little. ‘You’re really going all-in.’

‘Yeah.’ My voice cracked. ‘You okay with that?’

She didn’t answer right away. Just stared at the jar like it was alive. Then she looked back at me—eyes dark, pupils wide—and gave one slow, deliberate nod.

‘Yes.’

That word landed like a promise. Heavy. Irrevocable. I felt my cock stir again against my jeans just from the way she said it—soft, but certain.

I reached over, brushed my thumb across her cheek. ‘Good girl.’

She shivered. And just like that, the jar sat there between us—twenty sealed secrets, waiting to unravel everything we thought we knew.”

The words were tumbling out now, the beer loosening my tongue even as the memories tightened my chest. Dave leaned in closer, his face a mix of shock and reluctant fascination. I could see him trying to picture it—my sweet Lauren, the girl we'd all grown up with in that dusty Texas town, doing something like this. But I had to get it out, had to explain how it all snowballed from that one night.

After she nodded yes to the rule—no backing out—she didn't want to wait. The wine had us both riding that hazy edge, the kind where everything feels urgent and possible. She lunged for the jar with this playful growl, eyes sparkling. 'Come on, let's pull one now.'

I laughed, dodging her half-hearted kick as she tried to swipe it from my hands. 'Easy, tiger. Shake it first—make it random.'

I rattled the jar again, the envelopes whispering inside like forbidden confessions. Then I held it out. Her fingers dipped in, pulling one free with a flourish. She settled back on the couch, crossing her legs in that way that always drove me crazy, and tore the seal slowly, like unwrapping a gift she wasn't sure she wanted.

As she read, her body went still. A sharp gasp slipped from her lips. She looked up at me, eyes wide, a flush creeping up her neck. Stunned didn't even cover it—part shock, part something darker, hungrier.





Just A Game

I took the card from her, my hand brushing hers. I knew what it said, of course. I'd written it in a rush of guilty heat, second-guessing every word. But reading it aloud now, voice low and steady, made it real: Wear a short skirt, no panties. Go to a pool hall. Play a few games. Bend over the table for your shots. Let strangers see.

She blinked at me, mouth parted. 'You're... serious? A pool hall? Bending over in front of... people?'

'Absolutely,' I said, holding her gaze. My heart was slamming against my ribs. This was the crux—push her, and she might shatter; hesitate, and we'd slip back into safe, vanilla territory. But God, the thought of her exposed like that, drawing eyes, owning the room... it had me rock hard already.

She searched my face, lips pressed thin. 'With guys watching? Staring at my...'

'Your pussy,' I finished, the word hanging heavy between us. 'Yeah. That's the point.'

A beat of silence. Then, in a voice firmer than I'd heard from her in years, I said, 'Go get ready. Now.'

Her eyes locked onto mine—hard, defiant. We stared each other down, the air thick with challenge. My palms were sweating; part of me wanted her to refuse, to keep her as that perfect, untouchable Madonna I'd worshipped for two decades. But another part—the one that had written those cards—craved this unraveling. After what felt like an eternity, she broke first. Stood without a word. Walked to the bedroom, door clicking shut behind her.

I paced the living room, cock throbbing painfully, hands trembling. This was insane. Uncharted. What if she hated me for it? What if some asshole in the bar got too bold? But the excitement—the raw, forbidden thrill—had me shaking. I was surprised we'd made it this far without one of us bolting.

Time dragged. I started imagining her climbing into bed, lights out, pretending to sleep. Then the door opened.

She emerged in a short black skirt—tight, flaring just enough to tease, hem barely mid-thigh—and a crisp white blouse, buttons undone one extra to show the swell of her cleavage. No bra; her nipples poked through the fabric like invitations. Bare legs, strappy heels. She looked edible. Vulnerable. Powerful.

'Are you sure about this?' she asked, voice a mix of nerves and breathy anticipation. One hand tugged at the skirt's edge, like she could will it longer.

'More than anything.' I stepped close, cupped her face, kissed her slow and deep. Tasted the wine on her tongue. 'You're going to be incredible. They'll want you so bad it hurts.'

We headed out into the humid Texas night. After seven, streets quiet but buzzing with that post-work energy. Finding the right spot took forever—I vetoed a couple dives (too seedy, too empty) and a sports bar (too bright, too family-friendly). I wanted upscale but real: good tables, dim lights, a crowd of men unwinding with beers, eyes wandering. Lauren fidgeted in the passenger seat, thighs pressed together. I could smell her arousal already—faint, musky, mixing with her perfume. Finally, we pulled into The Break Room downtown: polished oak tables under warm pendant lights, a long mahogany bar, clack of balls echoing over low rock music. Not packed, but lively—maybe twenty guys scattered around, a few couples, the air thick with beer, chalk dust, and faint cigarette smoke from the patio.

I parked a block away. 'Walk in alone. Order a drink at the bar. Then grab a table—play like you're waiting for someone, but take your time. I'll follow in five, watch from the shadows.'

She nodded, eyes gleaming with that same mix of fear and fire. 'Don't make me wait too long. I might chicken out.'

I watched her go—heels clicking, skirt swishing against those toned thighs I'd kissed a thousand times. My wife. My everything. And now, about to bare herself to strangers because I'd dared her to.

Inside, the place hummed: laughter from a corner booth, cue sticks cracking against felt, the low thrum of conversation. I slipped to a high-top in the back, nursing a beer with a view of the pool area. She was at the bar, chatting lightly with the bartender—a young guy who couldn't keep his eyes off her legs. She ordered a gin and tonic, sipped it slow, then sauntered to an open table. Racked the balls with deliberate grace, chalked her cue, and leaned in for the break.

The first bend was innocent enough. Skirt rode up a couple inches, hinting at the curve of her ass. No panties. Just smooth skin. A guy at the next table—mid-thirties, flannel shirt, beer gut—glanced over mid-shot. Did a double-take. His buddy, leaner with a tattoo sleeve, followed his gaze. They exchanged a low word, smirks forming.

She straightened, circled the table like a pro. We'd played pool on dates back in college; she knew how to handle a cue. Next shot: a long stretch across the felt, ass high, thighs parting for balance. Skirt hiked higher. There it was—her pussy, neat little landing strip of dark hair above slick, bare lips. Glistening already under the warm lights. The flannel guy froze, cue forgotten. Tattoo sleeve stared openly, adjusting his stance like he needed to hide a hard-on.

My stomach twisted. Excitement surged through me—cock aching, pulse racing—but so did this sharp pang. Jealousy? Protectiveness? This was Lauren—mother of our kids, the girl I'd loved since third grade. And here she was, exposed to these random assholes, their eyes devouring what was mine. Part of me wanted to storm over, wrap her in my jacket, drag her home. But another part—the darker one—thrilled at it. At her boldness. At the power she held over them, bending them without a word.

She kept playing, missing on purpose sometimes to set up tougher angles. Each bend escalated: deeper arch, wider stance. Skirt flipping up fully now, her pussy on full display—that tidy strip framing her swelling lips, wetness catching the light. She was getting into it—cheeks flushed, breaths coming quicker, nipples diamond-hard through the blouse. The flannel guy and his friend had abandoned their game entirely, leaning on their cues, staring without shame. One whispered something; the other nodded, licking his lips. A third guy wandered over from the bar, pretending to watch the TV but really angling for a view. Whispers spread. Eyes locked on her ass, her exposed sex. One even pulled out his phone like he might snap a pic—I tensed, ready to intervene—but he thought better of it, pocketing it with a guilty glance around.

I was a mess. Rock hard, leaking pre-cum into my boxers. Shaking with adrenaline. Watching them ogle her—want her—stirred this conflicted storm: pride in her beauty, her liberation; a gut-wrench of 'she's mine, not yours.' But seeing her thrive on it? Arching a little extra, holding the pose longer, glancing my way with a secret, empowered smile? That made it intoxicating. She wasn't just submitting to my fantasy—she was owning it, turning the tables on all of us.

After three drawn-out games—she 'won' two, 'lost' one with a dramatic sigh that drew more looks—she set the cue down. Walked out head high, hips swaying, leaving the room buzzing. Guys craning necks, muttering appreciatively.

I met her at the car, heart pounding. The door barely shut before I kissed her fiercely, hand diving under her skirt. No resistance—just slick heat. Fingers sliding over that neat landing strip, dipping into her soaked folds. She was drenched, clit throbbing under my touch.

'Did you enjoy yourself?' I whispered, circling slowly, feeling her buck against me.

She moaned, head falling back. 'Take me home.' Breathless. Demanding.

I started the engine, one hand on the wheel, the other buried between her thighs as we sped off into the night."

Dave let out a low whistle, shifting in his seat. "Jesus, man. And that was just the first one?"

I nodded, the memory still hot in my veins even after all this time. "Yeah. And it only got deeper from there."

The words were tumbling out faster now, fueled by the beer and the raw edge of reliving it all. Dave sat there, gripping his glass a little tighter, his face a mask of disbelief mixed with something I couldn't quite place—envy? Judgment? He didn't interrupt, though. Just nodded for me to keep going.

We peeled out of that parking lot like teenagers dodging curfew," I said, my voice dropping lower as the memory hit me fresh. "The engine hummed under us, streetlights blurring by in streaks of orange and white. Lauren slumped back in the passenger seat, skirt still hiked up around her hips, thighs parted just enough that I could see the faint glisten in the dashboard glow. She was breathing heavy, chest rising and falling under that white blouse, nipples still poking through like they had a mind of their own.

I kept one hand on the wheel, the other on her thigh—high up, fingers brushing the edge of where she'd been exposed to all those strangers. She was soaked, absolutely dripping. I dipped a finger in, just testing, and she gasped, arching into it. 'God, you're wet,' I whispered, more to myself than her.

She turned her head, eyes half-lidded, and smiled this slow, wicked smile I'd never seen before. 'Your fault,' she murmured. 'All those eyes on me... bending over, knowing they could see everything.'

My cock throbbed against my jeans—painfully hard, the kind of ache that makes you shift in your seat. I'd been rock solid since she drew that card, but watching her in the pool hall had cranked it to eleven. The jealousy still lingered, a sharp twist in my gut from those guys staring, but it fueled the fire more than doused it. I wanted her so bad it hurt to think straight.

Then she did something she'd never done before—not in twenty years of marriage. Her hand slid down, right there in the car, fingers slipping between her legs. She started rubbing herself—slow circles over her clit, eyes fluttering shut. 'Fuck,' she breathed, voice husky from the wine and the adrenaline. Her hips rolled a little, skirt bunching higher.

I nearly swerved off the road. 'Lauren... what are you...'

She opened her eyes, locked on mine. 'Can't wait. Feels too good.' Her fingers moved faster, dipping inside herself with a soft, wet sound that cut through the hum of the tires. She was openly masturbating—my conservative, small-town wife, the one who'd blush at dirty talk just months ago. It was mesmerizing. Terrifying. Hot as hell.

We talked—or tried to. Words came out in fragments, breathless and broken. 'Did it turn you on?' I asked, voice rough. 'Them staring at your pussy?'

She nodded, biting her lip. 'At first... scary. But then... God, yes. The way they looked. Like they wanted to devour me.' Her breath hitched as she circled harder. 'And you watching them watch me... that was the hottest part.'

My mind raced—arousal crashing against confusion. This was my fantasy, yeah, but seeing it play out? Those guys' eyes on her neat little landing strip, her slick lips... part of me loved it, the rush of her liberation. But another part whispered doubts: What if she liked it too much? What if this changed us? It was almost too much to process, like my brain was short-circuiting from the overload. I gripped the wheel tighter, cock straining so hard it felt like it might burst the zipper. 'You're killing me,' I groaned.

She laughed softly, but it turned into a moan. 'Good. Because I'm dying over here.' Her free hand reached over, palmed me through my jeans. I bucked into it involuntarily. 'So hard for me... because I was a bad girl?'

'The baddest,' I managed, accelerating through a yellow light. We were only ten minutes from home, but it felt like hours. Her rubbing got sloppier, breaths coming in pants. I wanted to pull over, take her right there on the side of the road, but I held back—building the tension, letting it simmer.

By the time we hit the driveway, we were both wrecked. She pulled her hand away, fingers shiny, and licked them clean with a shy glance at me. 'Hurry,' she whispered.

We barely made it inside. Door slammed shut, keys clattered to the floor. Clothes flew—her blouse ripped open, buttons popping; my shirt yanked over my head. We mauled each other in the hallway, backs against the wall, mouths crashing. Her skirt hit the ground; I kicked off my jeans. Naked, stumbling to the bedroom like animals in heat.

I pushed her onto the bed—our bed, the one we'd shared for decades, raised kids around. She landed on her back, legs spreading instinctively, that neat landing strip framing her swollen pussy. She was glistening, lips puffy and pink, wetness trailing down her thighs. I'd never seen her this soaked—dripping onto the sheets already.

She noticed me staring and flushed deeper, covering herself with one hand. 'I'm... embarrassed. It's too much. Like a faucet down there.'

I knelt between her legs, gently pulling her hand away. 'Don't be. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.' And it was—her arousal, raw and unfiltered, proof of how turned on she'd been by the exposure. By my fantasy coming alive. I leaned in, inhaling her scent—musky, sweet, intoxicating. My tongue flicked out, tasting her for the first time that night.

She gasped, hips jerking. 'Oh God...'

I dove in deeper, licking slow from bottom to top, savoring the flood of her juices. She was salty-sweet, slick coating my chin. I focused on her clit—gentle circles at first, then sucking lightly. Her hands fisted the sheets, back arching. 'Too sensitive... after all that...'

But I didn't stop. I wanted her to shatter. My tongue worked her relentlessly—lapping at her folds, dipping inside, then back to her clit with firmer pressure. She came fast—the first orgasm hitting like a wave, body convulsing, thighs clamping around my head. 'Fuck! Yes!' she cried, voice breaking.

I kept going. Licked through the aftershocks, tasting her release. She whimpered, oversensitive, but didn't push me away. 'More?' I murmured against her skin.

'Please... don't stop.' Her voice was wrecked, empowered. I obliged—sucking harder, adding fingers now, two curling inside her, hitting that spot. She bucked wildly, moans turning to cries. The second orgasm built slower but crashed harder—her whole body shaking, juices gushing over my mouth, down my neck. She screamed my name, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer.

Still, I didn't let up. I was lost in it—her taste, her sounds, the way she trembled. Third time: I focused everything on her clit, fingers pumping faster. She thrashed, begging incoherently. 'Can't... too much... oh God!' It hit like an earthquake—her legs quaking, pussy clenching around my fingers, a fresh wave of wetness soaking the bed. She wailed, body going rigid then limp, tears at the corners of her eyes from the intensity.

I finally pulled back, face slick, grinning up at her. 'Three. You're incredible.'

She lay there panting, glowing, a lazy smile spreading. 'You... animal. Never done that before.'

'Never wanted to this bad.' I crawled up, kissing her deeply—she tasted herself on my lips, moaned into it. My cock was iron-hard, leaking pre-cum, brushing her thigh.

We rolled, her on top at first, but I flipped us—needing to claim her now. Slipped inside in one thrust—easy, she was so ready. Hot, tight, wetter than ever. I started slow, deep strokes, talking dirty like we had been lately. 'You looked so fucking hot tonight,' I growled, slamming harder. 'Bending over, showing off that pretty pussy. Did it make you wet? Knowing they wanted to fuck you?'

'Yes,' she gasped, nails raking my back. 'So wet... for you.' Her hips met mine, grinding. She came again—strong, clenching around me, almost throwing me off rhythm.

But then, about thirty seconds in—me pounding deep, sweat slicking our bodies—she whispered it. Right in my ear, voice breathy and teasing: 'Do you like me being a slut for you?'

It hit like lightning. My sweet, innocent wife of twenty years—Lauren, the cheerleader I'd crushed on since third grade—calling herself a slut. The eroticism exploded through me. I erupted instantly, cumming hard inside her, ropes pulsing out as I groaned her name. Seconds. Embarrassing seconds.

I collapsed on her, spent, face buried in her neck. 'Shit... that was fast.'

She laughed softly, stroking my back. 'My being a slut pushed you over, huh? Guess I found your button.' No judgment—just playful, affectionate. It eased the sting, but I still felt a flush of embarrassment. Me, the one who'd pushed for this, cumming like a teenager from her words.

We came down slow, cuddling under the sheets. Bodies tangled, her head on my chest. We talked a little—whispers about how wild it was, how good it felt. But mostly silence, processing. Twice that night we woke each other—first time slow, her riding me in the moonlight; second frantic, against the headboard. Each time, echoes of the pool hall lingered in our touches, our words.

By morning, everything felt different. Deeper. Scarier. But alive."

Dave stared at me, beer forgotten. "Man... that's intense."

I nodded, the story's weight settling. "And that was just the start."


The Next Card 

A couple of weeks had passed since the pool hall night, but the fire it lit hadn’t dimmed—it had only grown steadier, hotter. Every day felt charged: stolen touches in the kitchen that turned into frantic fucks against the counter, lazy mornings where she’d wake me by sliding down my body, evenings on the couch where I’d finger her until she soaked my hand and begged for more. The cookie jar sat on the counter like a dare, nineteen envelopes still sealed, each one a promise we hadn’t yet claimed. We didn’t rush. After that first card, we needed space to let the thrill settle, to whisper about it in the dark, to feel how much it had changed us without words getting in the way.

One Friday evening the house was quiet, ours alone. We ordered Thai, opened a bottle of cabernet, and ended up sprawled on the living-room rug with takeout boxes and half-empty glasses. The wine went down smooth, loosening everything—laughter, touches, inhibitions.

Lauren’s gaze kept drifting to the jar. She swirled her glass, cheeks already pink. “We’ve waited long enough, don’t you think?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Eager?”

She shrugged, but the spark in her eyes betrayed her. “Curious. The pool hall… it’s still in my head. I keep wondering what else is in there. What I wrote.”

My pulse kicked up. Her fantasies were still mostly shadows—she’d let slip fragments, but nothing full. Tonight felt like the moment.

“Shake it,” I said.

She grabbed the jar, rattled it hard—the envelopes tumbling like dice in a storm. Reached in, pulled one free, and tore it open cross-legged on the rug. Her breath caught as she read.

She looked up, cheeks flushing deeper. “Rooftop sex. Under the stars. High up, with a view. No blankets—just us and the night.”

I took the card, read it silently even though I already knew it was one of hers. “Where’d that come from?”

She bit her lip, glancing away. “I don’t know. It sounded… romantic. Dangerous. Like being small under a big sky but feeling wanted. Exposed but safe.” She laughed, self-conscious. “Stupid, right?”

“Not stupid.” I set the card aside, cupped her face. “It’s fucking hot. And we’re doing it. No judgment. Remember?”

She searched my eyes, vulnerability flickering for a second before melting into something bolder. “Okay. But how? We can’t just climb a building.”

“Airbnb,” I said without hesitation. “Private balcony. City skyline view. People rent them for exactly this—romantic nights. No climbing, no hassle. Just book it and make it ours.”

Her laugh was half disbelief, half thrill. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” I pulled out my phone right there on the rug. We scrolled together—searching “private balcony city view” near downtown. Our city had plenty: high-rise condos, lofts, a few upscale apartments marketed as date-night escapes.

She pointed to one: 12th-floor one-bedroom, floor-to-ceiling glass, wraparound private balcony overlooking the glittering skyline, river, and distant hills. King bed, stocked bar, jacuzzi tub. “This,” she said, voice breathy. “It looks… perfect.”

I checked availability. Open for tomorrow night—Saturday. “We can book it now. Go tomorrow evening.”

She hesitated only a second, then nodded. “Do it.”

I booked it on the spot—impulsive, no second thoughts. Confirmation pinged through. We finished the wine, kissed slow and deep on the rug, but pulled back. “Save it,” I whispered against her lips. “For the stars.”

Saturday evening came fast. We packed light: two bottles of cabernet, cheese and fruit, her favorite short sundress (flowy, mid-thigh, easy to lift), a small vibrator tucked in just in case, lube. The drive downtown felt electric—city lights flickering on as the sun dropped, Lauren’s hand high on my thigh, fingers teasing the seam of my jeans.

“I’m nervous,” she admitted, voice soft. “What if someone sees us out there?”

“That’s part of it, isn’t it?” I glanced over. “The risk. The view. You, exposed under the sky.”

She squeezed my leg. “Yeah. God, yeah.”

The building was sleek glass and steel. Key in a lockbox—anonymous, effortless. Elevator ride up in silence, her pressed against me, my hand slipping under her dress to trace the lace of her thong.

The apartment was even better in person: open layout, dark floors, massive windows framing the sparkling skyline. The balcony wrapped the corner—high railing, completely private, no overlooking neighbors. City sprawled below: rivers of headlights, glowing towers, faint hum of traffic far away.

We stepped out onto the balcony. Cool night breeze kissed our skin. I poured two glasses of cabernet, handed her one. “To your fantasy.”

She clinked her glass to mine. “To us.”

We drank slowly at first—leaning on the railing, watching the city pulse beneath us. The wine hit fast on empty stomachs and adrenaline. Laughter came easier. She told me more about the fantasy: wind in her hair, stars overhead, feeling tiny and powerful at the same time. Exposed but safe with me.

I pulled her close, kissed her neck. “You’re safe. Always.”

Second bottle opened. We got drunker—giddy, handsy. She swayed to imaginary music, dress fluttering around her thighs. I watched her move, cock stirring hard in my jeans. She caught me staring, smiled wickedly.

“Getting ideas?”

“Always.”

She set her glass down on the small table, stepped to the railing. Bent forward slowly, elbows resting on the cool metal, back arched, ass pushing out toward me. The short dress rode up, exposing the lower curves of her cheeks, the thin strip of lace disappearing between them. She looked over her shoulder, eyes dark and daring in the city glow.

“Come here,” she whispered, voice thick with wine and want. “I want you to fuck me right here. Under the stars.”

The balcony air was cool against our skin, carrying the distant hum of the city below—car horns, faint laughter from the street, the low throb of bass from some club blocks away. Lauren was bent over the railing, elbows planted, ass arched back toward me, the short sundress already hiked up around her hips. The thin lace thong was still in place, a fragile barrier between us, but her thighs were trembling with anticipation, the city lights painting soft gold across her curves.

I stepped up behind her, hands sliding over the fabric of the dress first—smoothing it down her back, then bunching it higher again. I wanted to feel her like this: still partially clothed, the dress a teasing veil, something to hold onto while I claimed her out here in the open night.

"You sure about this?" I murmured, pressing my clothed cock against her ass so she could feel how hard I was. "Dress stays on for now. Let the wind play with it. Let anyone looking up see the outline of you getting fucked."

She moaned softly, pushing back harder. "Yes. Keep it on. Fuck me like this first."

I didn't hesitate. One hand stayed on her hip, the other reached between us to tug her thong aside—just enough. The head of my cock nudged her entrance; she was soaked, slick heat coating me instantly. I thrust in slow at first—letting her feel every inch—then deeper, harder. The dress fluttered around us like a flag, the hem brushing the backs of her thighs with each stroke. Her breasts swayed beneath the thin fabric, nipples visible through it, hard points rubbing against the material as she rocked back to meet me.

The railing creaked under our rhythm. Below, a group of people crossed the street—three or four figures, one glancing upward toward the high-rises. Could they make us out? The balcony was shadowed, but the lights from the apartment behind us cast just enough glow. A window in the building opposite flickered—someone turning on a lamp, silhouette moving to the glass. My stomach twisted with that sharp cocktail of adrenaline and possessiveness. They might see the shape of us: a woman bent over, dress hiked, being taken from behind. My wife. My slut.

Lauren felt it too. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes glassy with wine and lust. "Someone's watching," she whispered, voice breaking on a moan as I slammed in deeper. "Across the street. I can see them."

The thought made her clench around me—tight, hot, greedy. I fucked her harder, the sound of skin meeting skin carrying on the breeze. The dress rode higher with every thrust, bunching at her waist now, exposing the full curve of her ass, the way her pussy stretched around my cock. I reached around, fingers finding her clit through the fabric still bunched there—rubbing in tight circles. She cried out, louder than before, the sound echoing faintly off the glass wall behind us.

"They're seeing you get fucked," I growled in her ear. "Dress half-up, thong pulled aside, taking it like you need it."

"Yes," she gasped. "Let them see."

Her shyness from earlier—the moment she'd gone fully naked—had burned away in the heat. Now she was riding the edge of exposure, loving it. I pounded into her, the railing digging into my palms as I held on. Her breaths came in sharp pants, body trembling. She came first—hard, sudden, pussy spasming around me, a low, keening cry spilling out into the night. Her legs shook; I had to grip her hips to keep her upright.

But I wasn't done. Not yet.

I slowed just enough to catch my breath, then reached for the hem of the dress again. This time I didn't tease. I gathered the fabric in both hands and pulled it up—over her head in one smooth motion. She lifted her arms, letting me strip it off completely. The dress fluttered to the balcony floor behind us.

Now she was naked. Truly naked. Breasts free, nipples tight in the cool air, ass flushed from my grip, pussy dripping with her release and mine still to come. Instinctively, her arms crossed over her chest again—old shyness flaring for a heartbeat. She glanced toward the opposite building, where that silhouette still lingered at the window.

"They're still there," she whispered, voice trembling with a mix of nerves and thrill.

I pulled her arms down gently but firmly, pinning her wrists to the railing again. "Let them look." My voice was rough, possessive. "You're too fucking beautiful to hide."

I thrust back into her—harder this time, no fabric between us now. Skin on skin, deeper angle. She cried out again, louder, unrestrained. The city seemed to hold its breath: a taxi slowed on the street below, someone pointing up. A light in another apartment flicked on. Real or imagined, the exposure felt electric.

I fucked her relentlessly—deep, punishing strokes that made her breasts bounce, made her moan like she couldn't stop. My fingers found her clit again, rubbing fast. She shattered a second time—body convulsing, pussy milking me, a fresh gush of wetness coating my cock and dripping down her thighs.

As she came down, still shaking, she looked back over her shoulder—eyes dark, lips parted, hair wild from the wind. "Do you like the entire block seeing you fuck your slutty wife?"

The words sliced through me—raw, filthy, perfect. My sweet Lauren, naked on a balcony, calling herself that. The erotic charge was instant, overwhelming. I came seconds later—hard, deep inside her, groaning her name as pulse after pulse filled her. My vision whited out for a moment; I had to brace against the railing to stay upright.

We stayed locked together, panting, my cock still twitching inside her. Cum started to leak out almost immediately—slow, thick trails down her inner thighs, glistening in the city lights.

I expected her to reach for the dress now, to cover up, to retreat inside with that post-orgasm shyness. But she didn't. Instead, she straightened slowly, turned to face the railing again, hands resting lightly on the metal. Naked. Exposed. Cum dripping from her pussy, catching the breeze, a thin line running down her leg.

She stood there like that for a full five minutes—maybe more. Breasts rising and falling with each breath, nipples hard, ass still flushed red from my hands. She didn't cover herself. Didn't flinch. Just let the night air wash over her, let the city look if it wanted to.

Post-nut clarity hit me like a cold wave. Conflict swirled in my chest: this was reckless. Dangerous. What if someone had filmed us? Called security? What if that silhouette across the street was watching right now? My wife—my Lauren—standing naked for the world. Part of me wanted to grab the dress, wrap her up, pull her inside where it was safe.

But another part—the darker, hungrier part—couldn't look away. She looked incredible. Powerful. Unashamed. My cum marking her thighs, her body glowing under the skyline, hair tousled by the wind. She was mine, but she was also hers—fully, fiercely. The sight stirred me again, cock twitching despite the fresh release.

She glanced back at me, catching my conflicted expression. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips.

"It only seems to take me calling myself a slut to make you cum everywhere, huh?" she teased, voice soft but playful. No shame. Just satisfaction.

I laughed—breathless, a little shaky. "Guilty as charged."

She turned fully then, stepped into my arms. Naked skin against my half-dressed body. Kissed me deep, tasting of wine and sex and the night.

"Inside," she whispered against my mouth. "Jacuzzi next. I want more."

We left the dress on the balcony floor—forgotten for now—and stepped back through the glass doors, the city still watching behind us.

Dave stared at me across the booth, beer forgotten in his hand. "Jesus, man. She just... stood there? Naked?"

I nodded slowly. "Yeah. And she loved it. That was the moment I realized—she wasn't just playing along anymore. She was owning it."

He exhaled hard. "What happened after that?"

The balcony scene had left us both raw and electric, like we'd cracked open something we couldn't quite close again. For the next week or so we barely left the house—fucking in every room, replaying the night in whispers, her teasing me about how fast I'd come when she called herself my "slutty wife." The cookie jar sat on the counter like a loaded promise, and neither of us touched it right away. We were still riding the high, still processing.

Then one quiet Sunday afternoon rolled around. Rain tapping the windows, house dim and cozy. We'd been lazy all day—coffee in bed, slow morning sex that turned into a nap, then more touching just because we could. By late afternoon we were back on the couch, half-dressed, sharing a bottle of red, the kind of loose, contented buzz that makes everything feel safe enough to risk.

Lauren's eyes drifted to the jar again. She swirled her glass, smiled a little secret smile. "We should draw another one."

My stomach did a small flip. "Yeah?"

She nodded, set her glass down, and reached for the jar. Gave it a good shake—envelopes rattling like dice—then dipped her hand in and pulled one out. She tore it open slowly, deliberately, watching my face the whole time.

Her brows lifted as she read. A soft laugh escaped her—nervous, delighted. She handed me the card without a word.

I read it. My throat went dry.

Watch the sort of porn you watch when I'm not here. Masturbate while I watch.

She bit her lip, cheeks pinking. "I wrote that one for you. I... I've always wondered what you look at when you're alone. What really gets you hard."

I swallowed. The room suddenly felt smaller, warmer. We'd been bold lately—pool hall, balcony—but this was different. This was me exposing something private, something I'd always kept locked away even from her. My pulse kicked up, a mix of embarrassment and strange excitement.

"You sure?" I asked, voice rougher than I meant.

She nodded, eyes steady. "I want to see. All of it. No hiding."

We stared at each other for a long beat. Then I stood, walked to the bedroom, grabbed my laptop from the nightstand. She followed, barefoot, still in that loose T-shirt and panties, hair messy from the day.

I set the laptop on the bed, propped against pillows so we could both see. Climbed on, back against the headboard. She settled beside me, close enough that her thigh pressed against mine, warm and soft.

I opened Pornhub. Fingers hovering. The familiar homepage loaded—thumbnails of popular videos, all glossy and commercial. I clicked one almost at random: a hot little blonde with perfect tits, on her knees in front of three guys, taking turns sucking them off. The sound kicked in—moans, wet slurps, dirty talk. Standard stuff.

I was barely getting hard. The video was fine, sure, but it wasn't... me. Not the real thing I searched for when she was out of the house.

Lauren noticed immediately. She glanced down at my cock—still softish, half-interested at best—then back at my face. A small, knowing smile curved her lips.

She reached over, wrapped her fingers around me gently, stroking once, twice. "Come on, baby," she whispered, voice low and coaxing. "This isn't what you really watch, is it?"

My breath hitched. Heat crawled up my neck. She was right, and she knew it. The tension in the room thickened—rain drumming harder on the window, the porn star on screen moaning around a cock, but the real heat was right here, between us.

I met her eyes. She didn't look away. Just kept that slow, steady stroke, waiting.

The pivotal moment. No more pretending.

My fingers moved to the search bar.

I started typing.

The rain had picked up, turning the afternoon into a gray cocoon—tapping insistently on the windows like it was trying to get in, or maybe just drowning out the world so we could sink deeper into this moment. The bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the laptop screen and a single lamp on the nightstand, casting long shadows across the rumpled sheets. Lauren's hand was warm around my cock, her strokes slow and deliberate, not rushing, just... exploring. Keeping me on that knife-edge between soft and hard. The video I'd clicked—the safe, vanilla one with the blonde and three guys—played on mute now, the images looping in silent rhythm: her mouth stretching around one cock, then another, exaggerated moans we couldn't hear but could imagine.

But it wasn't working. Not really. My body responded a little—twitching under her touch—but my mind was elsewhere, tangled in nerves. This was her card, her fantasy for me: watch what I watch alone, jerk off while she watched me. It sounded simple when she read it, but now? It felt like stripping down to my soul.

She shifted closer on the bed, her thigh pressing against mine, the heat of her body seeping through her thin panties and T-shirt. Her fingers paused mid-stroke, thumb circling the head lazily. "This isn't doing it for you, is it?" she said, voice soft but probing. Her eyes flicked from the screen to my face, then down to where her hand held me. "You're barely getting hard. And I know you, baby—this is the stuff you put on when you think I'm watching over your shoulder. The 'safe' porn."

I swallowed, feeling the flush creep up my neck. "Maybe. It's... good. But yeah, not my go-to."

She didn't let go. Instead, she squeezed gently, a teasing pressure that made me inhale sharp. "Come on," she whispered, leaning in so her breath tickled my ear. "I picked this card for a reason. I want the real you. The stuff you hide. What do you search for when I'm at work, or out with friends? When you're alone and you lock the door?"

The tension coiled tighter in my chest. My heart thudded—part fear of judgment, part thrill at the edge we were on. We'd flashed strangers, fucked on a balcony, but this? This was intimate. Vulnerable. My fingers hovered over the keyboard, cursor blinking in the search bar like a challenge.

"Lauren..." I started, voice rough. "You might not like it."

She laughed softly—a low, teasing sound that vibrated through her hand on me. "Try me." She stroked again, slower this time, base to tip, her palm slick from the bead of pre-cum she'd coaxed out. "I'm not shocked yet. But I want to be. Shock me, baby. Make me wet just watching you get hard for it."

That did it—her words, her touch, the way she was leaning into this with that mix of curiosity and mischief. My cock thickened under her fingers, pulsing once. She noticed, hummed approvingly. "See? That's better. Now type."

I did. Slow. Deliberate. The first letter: c

She didn't say anything—just watched, her breathing syncing with mine.

u

c

k

The word formed: cuck

I paused, glancing at her. Her eyes widened a fraction—shock flickering there, quick as a spark. But she didn't pull away. Instead, her hand moved again, a single, encouraging stroke. "Keep going," she murmured, voice a little breathier now. "Cuck... what? Cuckold?"

I nodded, typing the rest: old

Now it read: cuckold

Her grip tightened just a bit—not painful, but enough to make me groan softly. "Oh," she said, the word drawn out, teasing. "That's... interesting." Shock lingered in her eyes, but there was something else—intrigue? Arousal? She shifted her thighs together, like she was feeling it too. "Husband watching his wife... with someone else?"

"Yeah," I admitted, voice low. "That's part of it."

She leaned closer, her free hand trailing up my thigh now, nails lightly scratching. "Don't stop. What else? Tell me while you type."

The tension was thick now—air heavy, rain louder outside. My fingers moved again.

** hotwife**

Her breath hitched. "Hotwife... like me? Being shared? Fucked by another guy while you watch?"

I nodded, cock fully hard in her hand now. She stroked faster—rewarding, teasing. "Mmm. That's naughty. Shocking, even." But her voice was playful, embracing it. She nipped my earlobe. "Keep going. I want the full search. What really makes you cum when you're alone?"

One more word. I typed it slow, drawing out the moment.

** bbc**

The full search: cuckold hotwife bbc

She froze for a second—hand stilling on my cock. Shock hit her face fully now—eyes wide, lips parting. "BBC... big black cock?" she whispered, voice a mix of surprise and something hotter. "You watch that? Wives like me... taking huge black cocks? While their husbands jerk off?"

I tensed, waiting for the pull-back, the judgment. But she didn't. Instead, she started stroking again—slower, firmer, twisting her wrist at the top. "That's... wow. Shocking. But..." She trailed off, then leaned in, kissing my neck. "Hot. Really hot." Her other hand slipped between her own legs now, rubbing through her panties. I could see the damp spot forming. "Hit enter. Show me."

I did.

The page loaded—thumbnails exploding across the screen: white wives moaning under massive black cocks, husbands in the corner stroking or holding cameras, captions like "First BBC Creampie for Hotwife – Cuck Films," "Petite Wife Stretched by Bull While Hubby Begs," "Blonde Hotwife Owned by BBC – Cuck Cleans Up."

Lauren's eyes scanned them, widening further. Shock still there, but she was embracing it—leaning forward, hand never stopping on my cock. "These?" she asked, voice teasing now. "This is what you cum to? Imagining me... on my knees for a big black guy? Taking it all while you watch?"

"Yes," I groaned, hips bucking into her hand. The tension was unbearable—her strokes building it, her words teasing it higher.

She clicked one herself—a video of a brunette hotwife (dark hair like hers) bent over, a hung black bull thrusting deep while the husband whispered encouragement from the side. The sound kicked in—wet slaps, her cries of "It's so big!", him saying "Take it for me, baby."

Lauren's breathing quickened. "God... look at her. Stretched. Loving it." She stroked me faster, matching the rhythm on screen. "You imagine that's me? My pussy wrapped around something that thick? While you stroke just like this?"

"Fuck, yes." I was leaking steadily now, her hand slick.

She teased the head with her thumb, circling. "Shocking, baby. My husband... a secret cuck. Wanting to watch me get fucked by BBC." But her voice was breathy, aroused—not judgmental. She rubbed herself harder, moaning softly. "Play another. Show me your favorite kind."

I scrolled, clicked one: a hotwife riding a BBC reverse cowgirl, husband underneath licking her clit. The wife looks at the camera: "He's bigger than you, honey."

Lauren gasped—a real, shocked sound—but leaned in closer. "Oh my God... that's intense." Her strokes sped up, twisting. "You like that? Me riding a big black cock... while you watch? Or... help?"

"Yes," I admitted, voice breaking. "All of it."

She nipped my shoulder, teasing. "So shocking. But... I like it. Seeing you this hard for it." She was fully embracing now—hand flying on my cock, her own fingers dipping inside her panties. "Cum for me. Cum watching this. Thinking about me being that hotwife slut."

The tension snapped. I came—hard, ropes spilling over her hand, my stomach. Groaning loud enough to drown the rain.

Lauren stayed straddling my waist for a long moment after I came, her hand still loosely curled around my softening cock, slick with my release. She looked down at me—eyes bright, lips parted, breathing a little ragged from how turned on she'd gotten just watching me lose it to those videos. The laptop screen had dimmed to black, but the images were still burned into the air between us: hotwives stretched around massive black cocks, husbands stroking in the corner, captions full of "bigger," "better," "watch her take it."

She didn't speak at first. Just shifted forward, climbing higher until her knees framed my shoulders again. Her soaked panties were gone now; she'd slipped them off while I was still pulsing in her hand. She lowered herself slowly, pussy hovering just above my mouth—close enough that I could feel the heat, see the shine of her arousal, smell how wet the porn had made her.

"Lick me," she whispered. Not a command—more a plea, voice trembling with the same mix of nerves and hunger I'd felt minutes ago. "Taste what watching you cum to that did to me."

I pulled her down gently. The first contact of my tongue against her folds made her gasp—soft, surprised. She was drenched, slick coating my lips instantly. I licked slow, savoring: long strokes from entrance to clit, circling the swollen nub, dipping inside to taste deeper. Her thighs quivered around my ears; her fingers threaded into my hair, not pulling, just holding on.

She started rocking—small, tentative movements at first, smearing her wetness across my mouth and chin. Her breathing grew shallower, words slipping out between soft moans.

"I've been thinking about it... right now," she said quietly, voice trembling a little as my tongue flicked her clit. "Ever since those videos started playing. About a guy with a big black cock. Thick. Long. Way bigger than you."

I groaned into her—the vibration making her hips jerk. My cock, spent but still sensitive, twitched against my stomach at her words.

She rocked harder, grinding down. "I'm not saying yours isn't good," she continued, honest, gentle. "I love how you feel inside me. But imagining something bigger... stretching me open, filling every inch, hitting places you can't quite reach... God, it makes me so wet." Her voice cracked on the last word as I sucked her clit gently. "I think about him sliding in slow, making me gasp. Making me moan louder than I do for you sometimes."

Her honesty wasn't cruel—it was raw, vulnerable, like she was handing me the same trust I'd just given her. I licked faster, tongue pressing flat and firm, then flicking quick. She was dripping now, coating my face, running down my neck.

"I'd look at you," she went on, breath hitching. "While he's fucking me. Tell you how good it feels. How full I am. How much I love the way he stretches me." She ground down harder, clit pulsing against my tongue. "You'd watch. Stroke yourself. See me cum on a cock bigger than yours. See me shake and beg for more."

I sucked harder, tongue relentless. Her thighs started to tremble—close, so close.

"And you'd lick me after," she whispered, almost reverent. "Taste him inside me. Taste how much he opened me up."

That image—her pussy dripping another man's cum, my tongue buried deep—sent a fresh surge through me. She felt my enthusiasm, felt the way I devoured her, and rocked faster.

"Just like this," she gasped, voice breaking. "Him fucking me right now. Deep. Hard. Stretching me wide while you lick my clit. While you taste how soaked I get thinking about it—"

Her whole body seized. "Imagining him fucking me right now, while you lick me—"

She came hard.

A sharp, shattered cry ripped from her throat. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against my tongue, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness. Her hips bucked wildly, grinding through wave after wave, smearing her release across my face. I kept licking—slow, steady—drawing out every tremor until she shuddered one last time and collapsed forward, bracing herself on the headboard, panting like she'd run a mile.

For a long moment, only our breathing and the rain filled the room.

She slid down my body slowly, straddling my waist now, her slick heat resting against my spent cock. She leaned down, kissed me deep—tasting herself on my lips, moaning softly into my mouth.

"You're incredible," she whispered against my lips. "Thank you for letting me see."

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. "You okay?"

She nodded, nuzzling my neck. "More than okay." A small, shy smile. "I meant every word. Maybe... we don't have to keep it just imagination."

The rain kept falling. The laptop had gone to sleep. But the air between us hummed—charged, open, ready for whatever came next.


A Pleasant Surprise 

The days after that rainy Sunday blurred into a haze of touch and quiet confessions. We didn't rush back to the cookie jar. We were still savoring what had happened—how I'd come in her hand to videos of wives being stretched by bigger cocks, how she'd ridden my face while whispering about exactly that, honest and unashamed. The sex between us stayed intense but slower now, more deliberate: long mornings where she'd wake me with her mouth, afternoons on the couch where I'd finger her until she soaked my hand, nights where we'd fuck face-to-face and talk about the edges we'd brushed against. No hurry. No pressure. Just the jar sitting on the counter like a patient promise.

Then, one quiet Thursday evening, everything shifted again.

We were in the kitchen—Lauren chopping vegetables for dinner, me pouring wine—when she glanced at the jar. She paused, knife hovering over a carrot.

"It's been long enough," she said simply. "Don't you think?"

I set the bottle down. My stomach did a small, familiar flip—the same one I'd felt before the pool hall, before the balcony. "Yeah," I said. "It has."

She wiped her hands on a towel, walked to the counter, and gave the jar a good shake. The envelopes rattled inside like dry leaves. She reached in, pulled one free, and tore it open slowly, eyes on mine the whole time.

Her breath caught. A slow, almost shy smile spread across her face—equal parts nervous and excited. She handed me the card without speaking.

I read it. My pulse jumped.

Sensual full-body massage from a male therapist. At home. I lie naked. You watch quietly from the corner.

She bit her lip, watching my reaction. "Mine," she said softly. "I wrote it months ago. Thinking... maybe one day I'd be brave enough."

The room felt suddenly warmer. The jazz playlist we'd left running in the living room drifted in—low saxophone curling through the air. I swallowed, feeling the weight of it. After what we'd just explored—my secret cuckold fantasies laid bare—this card felt like the universe answering in the most direct way possible.

"You're brave enough now," I said.

She nodded. "Book it. Male. Black. Like we talked about."

No hesitation. No second-guessing. Just certainty.

I grabbed my phone. Searched the same discreet mobile massage service I'd used once for a shoulder injury. Filtered for male therapists, black, experienced in "relaxation and deep tissue with aromatherapy." Reviews were solid—professional, discreet, no red flags.

I showed her the profile: Derrick, mid-40s, calm smile in the photo, listed specialties including "sensual relaxation" and "full-body work." She studied it for a moment, then nodded.

"Friday evening," she said. "Full hour. In-home."

I booked it. Confirmation email pinged through. Less than 24 hours away.

She stepped close, slipped her arms around my waist, kissed me slow and deep. "Thank you," she whispered against my lips. "For not hesitating."

I wrapped my arms around her. "I want to see you take what you need."

She smiled against my mouth. "You will."

Friday evening arrived like a held breath.

Lauren had spent the day preparing—long bath, lotion that left her skin glowing and faintly scented with vanilla and jasmine, hair loose and wavy. She chose a simple white cotton robe for the "before"—nothing underneath. Lit candles herself, placed them around the bedroom on every surface until the room felt warm and golden. Soft jazz queued on the speaker—Miles Davis, slow and smoky.

When the knock came at seven sharp, she answered the door in the robe, barefoot, smiling like this was the most normal thing in the world.

Derrick stood on the porch—mid-40s, solid but not bulky, wearing a black polo and dark slacks, massage table case in one hand, small duffel of supplies in the other. Professional, calm, polite nod.

"Evening. Lauren?"

"Yes. Come in." She stepped aside, let him pass. "My husband will be here. Watching quietly from the corner. That's part of it for me."

Derrick glanced at me once—brief, neutral—then nodded. "Understood. I appreciate the heads-up."

He followed her to the bedroom, set up efficiently: unfolded the portable table in the center, draped fresh white linens, arranged oils in a small warmer, dimmed the overhead light until only candles and the soft glow from the hallway remained. The jazz curled through the air like smoke.

Lauren slipped behind the folding screen in the corner. A moment later, the robe dropped to the floor with a soft whisper. She stepped out naked—completely, unapologetically.

Derrick paused for half a second—professional, but human. His eyes flicked down once, taking in her body: full breasts, narrow waist, the neat landing strip above her smooth lips, toned legs. Then back to her face.

Lauren smiled, casual as if she were handing him a cup of coffee. "I've only ever had female therapists before. But you're a professional, right? It's fine. I trust you."

She walked to the table, lay face down, arms at her sides. No towel request. No sheet yet. Just bare skin glowing in candlelight.

I stayed very quiet as I slipped into the far corner of the room and settled into the stuffed chair. The candlelight barely reached me here; I was mostly shadow, just close enough to see everything clearly—the portable table centered under the soft glow, Lauren lying face down, the thin cotton drape already turned down to the small of her back. Derrick's hands moved in long, deliberate strokes along her spine, oil gleaming on her skin with each pass. Every glide ended with his palms spreading outward, thumbs brushing the upper curves of her ass beneath the drape, lingering just a second longer than strictly necessary.

Lauren looked utterly relaxed—shoulders loose, breathing slow and deep, the way she always did when someone finally hit the right knots. Derrick glanced my way once, eyes questioning, as if to check whether he should acknowledge me. I pressed a finger to my lips—silent, don't tell her. He gave a small, knowing smile, then returned to his rhythm, hands flowing over her lovely body like he had all the time in the world.

The jazz played low, saxophone curling through the warm air scented with lavender oil and faint vanilla from her lotion. No one spoke. The only sounds were the soft slick of oiled skin, her occasional sigh, the faint creak of the table as she shifted.

When he finished her back and shoulders, he smoothed the drape up over her again, then carefully lifted the side so that half her ass and one leg were exposed. The sheet folded neatly, revealing the smooth curve of her glute, the back of her thigh, the delicate arch of her foot. He started there—at her foot—cupping it in both hands, thumbs pressing into the arch, rolling slowly over the ball. Lauren loved foot massage; always had. I knew the moment he hit the right spot because her toes curled slightly, and a soft, involuntary moan slipped from her lips—quiet, almost surprised.

Derrick worked patiently—kneading the heel, stretching each toe, circling the ankle. Her moans grew a little deeper, breathier, as he moved up to her calf. He lifted her leg gently, bending it at the knee, stretching the muscle long and slow before returning to deep strokes along the back of her calf. The motion pulled her thigh open just a fraction more, the drape shifting so the inner curve was hinted at but not yet revealed.

I could see her hips settle deeper into the table, relaxing into his touch, but there was also a subtle rock—a tiny, instinctive roll as he worked higher. When his hands reached her thigh, he used both palms, gliding from knee to hip in long, firm strokes. Each pass brought his fingers closer to the crease where thigh met ass, closer to the shadowed space between her legs. He never quite touched her pussy—I was watching closely—but he came close enough that the heat from his hands must have brushed her. Lauren's breathing changed—shallower, more deliberate—and her hips lifted ever so slightly off the table, chasing the pressure.

Derrick caught my eye again. This time the smile was wider, more confident. He knew exactly what he was doing, and he knew I knew. He moved to the exposed half of her butt, pouring fresh oil directly onto the skin. His hands spread it wide—palms flat, fingers splaying, kneading deeply into the muscle. Thumbs traced the dimples at the base of her spine, then slid outward, cupping the full cheek, squeezing rhythmically. Each press opened her a little more, the cleft parting just enough to hint at the slick pink beneath. He worked thoroughly—slow circles, deep pressure, thumbs dipping into the crease, grazing the sensitive skin around her asshole without crossing the line.

"Oh... that feels good," Lauren sighed after several long strokes, voice low and dreamy, almost drowsy with pleasure.

At that moment she lifted her head slightly, turning it toward the room. Her eyes found me in the corner—glazed, heavy-lidded, pupils blown wide in the candlelight. For a long second she just stared, lips parted, breathing shallow. Then she dropped her head back into the face cradle, a small, secret smile curving her mouth.

I sat frozen, cock straining painfully against my jeans, a monster hard-on that hurt in the best way. Watching this stranger's black hands roam my beautiful wife's naked body—hands that belonged to very few men in her life—was almost too much. Her skin flushed pink under his touch, ass rising slightly to meet each knead, thighs parting another fraction of an inch. She was almost uncovered now, the sheet barely clinging to the opposite hip, her pussy shadowed but visible in glimpses when he shifted her leg. The air smelled of oil, her arousal, candle wax. The jazz kept playing—slow, sultry, underscoring every sigh, every slick glide.

Derrick's thumbs worked deeper into her glutes, spreading her cheeks wider with each pass. His fingers brushed the outer lips once—deliberate? accidental?—and Lauren let out a soft, needy whimper. He paused, just for a heartbeat, then continued, professional on the surface, but the outline of his erection was clear now through his slacks as he leaned over her.

From my chair, I couldn't look away. My wife—my Lauren—naked, oiled, moaning under another man's hands. And she was loving every second.

When Derrick finished with the one leg, he moved to the other side without a word. He didn't bother replacing the drape over the finished leg—instead, he simply lifted it away from the leg he was about to work on, folding and bunching the thin cotton sheet between her thighs. The fabric gathered there like an afterthought, a narrow barrier that only just preserved the illusion of modesty. Her pussy remained hidden—for now—but the drape no longer covered anything meaningful. The cleft of her ass was fully exposed, the smooth inner curves of her thighs parting naturally as she relaxed deeper into the table.

He began again at her foot, the same patient routine: warm oil poured directly onto her skin, palms cupping the arch, thumbs rolling slow circles over the ball. Lauren's toes flexed and curled in response, a small, involuntary sigh escaping her. Derrick stretched her ankle gently, then glided up the calf—long, firm strokes that made the muscle tremble under his touch. When he reached the back of her knee, he lifted her leg slightly, bending it at a soft angle, opening her stance another inch. The bunched drape shifted with the movement, sliding lower, the edge now resting right against the outer lips of her pussy. One wrong breath and it would fall away completely.

Lauren's moans came more frequently now—soft, breathy sounds that rose and fell with each pass of his hands. Her hips moved in subtle rhythm, rocking forward into the table as if seeking more pressure, more contact. The motion was small but unmistakable: a slow grind, almost unconscious, her body answering what her mind hadn't yet voiced.

"God, this feels good," she mewed as he began working her butt again, voice low and dreamy, thick with pleasure. The words came out on a sigh, almost a purr.

Derrick's hands stayed thorough—kneading the full cheeks with deep, rolling pressure, thumbs tracing the dimples at the base of her spine, then sliding outward to cup and squeeze. Each stroke spread her a little wider, the cleft parting further, the bunched drape slipping lower until it barely clung to the crease. From my chair, I had a clear view: her pussy lips swollen and glistening, the neat landing strip dark against her flushed skin, wetness shining in the candlelight. Derrick could see it too—his eyes flicked down repeatedly, professional mask slipping just enough to show hunger.

As he continued, the drape finally gave up—sliding off to one side in a soft heap, leaving her completely uncovered from the waist down. Her ass and pussy were fully exposed now, open to the warm air and his hands. Derrick didn't comment. He simply poured more oil, letting it drizzle down the cleft, then used both palms to spread it—slow, deliberate strokes that brushed the outer lips without quite parting them. Lauren's hips lifted slightly off the table, chasing the touch, a quiet whimper escaping her.

"Your body is in such good shape," Derrick said as he stroked her slowly, voice low and warm, almost reverent. "It's a joy to massage you."

The compliment landed exactly where he intended. Lauren's back arched just a fraction, breasts pressing into the table, a pleased little hum vibrating in her throat. I knew those words were music to her ears—the validation she craved, delivered by a stranger's hands and voice.

When he finished with her butt, he moved to the bottom of the table. He placed one hand on each ankle, fingers wrapping gently around the bones, then leaned forward. The motion brought his torso over her legs, his weight shifting the table slightly. He began a long, continuous stroke—palms gliding up the backs of her calves, over the knees, along the thighs, thumbs tracking the inner lines all the way to the top. At the crest of each stroke, his hands turned in an inside-out motion across her ass—fingers splaying wide, thumbs dipping deep into the cleft, spreading her cheeks fully. The movement gave him—and me—an unobstructed view of her open pussy: lips parted, clit swollen and peeking out, wetness pooling at her entrance, a thin trail of oil and arousal glistening down toward the sheet.

Lauren moaned openly now—long, throaty sounds that filled the candlelit room. Her hips rolled in slow circles, seeking more, the table creaking softly under her. Derrick's erection strained against his slacks, thick outline unmistakable as he leaned in closer for the next stroke. He didn't hide it. She didn't ask him to stop.

From my chair, I sat rigid, cock throbbing painfully, torn between the sharp twist of jealousy and the overwhelming heat of watching my wife surrender to this stranger's hands—naked, oiled, moaning, and so close to begging for more.

Derrick then leaned over Lauren and began massaging her neck and shoulders from the front, his hands warm and confident as she lay fully naked on the table—no drape, no sheet, nothing to interrupt the view of her body in the candlelight. Her breasts rose and fell with each slow breath, nipples already tight from the cool air and the lingering heat of his earlier touches. She sighed deeply as his thumbs worked the base of her skull, then glided down to knead the tops of her traps again. The jazz kept its low, sultry rhythm, saxophone notes drifting like smoke through the scented room.

He removed the face cradle and replaced it with a small padded eye mask—soft black fabric that blocked her vision completely. Lauren's world narrowed to touch, sound, and anticipation. Her lips parted slightly as he continued, fingers working over her temples, circling around her eyes and forehead with feather-light pressure that made her hum in contentment.

Derrick's hands moved lower, rubbing the top of her chest just above her breasts. He looked at me across the shadowed room—our eyes locked. No words needed. The question hung between us: How far? I nodded once—small, deliberate. Permission granted.

Derrick smiled—quiet, confident—and let his hands drift downward without hesitation. Lauren was so deep in the massage at that point she didn't even flinch when his palms slid along her sides and pulled upward, cupping her breasts fully. His fingers glided over her nipples in slow circles, then gently pinched them—tugging just enough to make her gasp deeply. She arched her back instinctively, pressing herself into his touch, trying to hold the contact longer as a soft whimper escaped her lips.

From where I was sitting I could see everything: her mouth slightly open, breathing deep and ragged as she surrendered to the sensation. Derrick worked her breasts for a long time—kneading the soft flesh with rhythmic pressure, circling the areolas with his thumbs, rolling her nipples between his fingers until they stood out hard and dark. Each tug drew a quiet moan from her, hips shifting restlessly on the table, thighs parting another fraction of an inch. He had her at a slow, simmering peak—body flushed pink, skin gleaming with oil and arousal.

Then he moved to her abdomen. More oil drizzled across her firm tummy. His hands swept in long, slow strokes—back and forth, lower with each pass, fingers tracing the lines of her hip bones, dipping toward the top of her landing strip. No drape to stop him now; her pussy was fully exposed, lips swollen and glistening, clit peeking out as her hips rolled subtly to meet his touch. Moans and whimpers spilled freely from her—breathier, needier—as he took my lovely wife down an erotic path she had never been before.

I'll give it to Derrick: his better days might have been behind him physically, but he knew how to excite a woman with his touch. He had perfect rhythm—slow builds, deliberate pauses, just the right pressure to keep her teetering on that sensual edge without tipping her over yet. His hands moved with confidence, thumbs brushing the outer lips of her pussy in passing strokes, never quite parting them, but close enough to make her whimper louder.

Derrick shifted to the bottom of the table. He placed one hand on each ankle, then leaned forward, beginning another long, continuous stroke: palms gliding up the calves, over the knees, along the inner thighs, thumbs tracking the crease where leg met hip. At the top of each pass, his hands turned in that same inside-out motion across her pelvis—fingers splaying wide, spreading her open just enough for a clear view of her wet, parted pussy. The motion brought his groin closer to her face—his erection straining hard against his slacks now, thick outline unmistakable, the head of his cock in his pants only inches from her cheek as he bent over her. The fabric was taut, the shape clear: long, heavy, curving slightly. If she turned her head even a fraction, her lips would brush it. She didn't. But her breathing quickened, lips parting wider, as his thumbs grazed the outer edges of her pussy again.

Lauren was openly rolling with his touch now—hips lifting to chase each downward stroke, thighs trembling, moans turning into soft, desperate whimpers. Her breasts heaved with every breath, nipples hard and dark, tummy quivering under his hands. She was fully naked, fully exposed, glistening in the candlelight, pussy open and dripping, and still she hadn't crossed the line into anything overt. Not yet.

Just let his hands roam everywhere. Let him knead her breasts thoroughly—fingers pinching, palms gliding, thumbs circling. Let him trace her abdomen and hips, thumbs brushing her pussy lips without entering. Let his hard cock hover inches from her face, heat radiating through his pants, while she moaned and arched for more.

When Derrick moved to her other leg, he placed his hands on her ankles again, then leaned forward into another long, continuous stroke—palms gliding up the calves, over the knees, along the inner thighs. He spread her legs gently wider this time, not forcing, just guiding them apart enough to give himself room. The motion was slow, deliberate, heightening every inch of anticipation as his fingers climbed closer to her center. Lauren's breathing had turned shallow and ragged, each exhale a soft, needy sound that filled the candlelit room.

He started the same way: broad strokes on the top of her thigh, then sliding inward with each pass, thumbs tracing the sensitive inner line. Over and over—up, inward, closer—never quite touching her pussy, but brushing so near that the heat from his hands must have ghosted over her swollen lips. Lauren's hips began to roll in tiny, helpless circles, lifting off the table just enough to chase the pressure. She bit her lower lip hard, teeth sinking in, eyes hidden behind the mask but mouth open in silent plea.

Derrick's pace never faltered—professional on the surface, but the bulge in his slacks was unmistakable now, thick and straining as he leaned over her. His groin hovered inches from her face again, the outline clear in the candle glow. If she turned her head even slightly, her cheek would brush it. She didn't. But her lips parted wider with each breath, as if unconsciously aware of how close he was.

He shifted to her exposed hip, pouring more oil directly onto the skin. His hands worked the muscle deeply—thumbs pressing into the crease where thigh met pussy mound, sliding along that sensitive fold on every downstroke. Lauren's hips jerked forward at the contact—small, desperate movements, trying to guide his fingers where she needed them. A soft whimper escaped her, then another. She was writhing now—slow, rhythmic rolls that made her breasts sway, nipples hard and dark in the flickering light.

Derrick paused, one hand resting flat on her tummy as he walked around the table to the other side. When he reached her, he didn't bother with any pretense of coverage. He simply began the same routine on the opposite leg: foot, calf, thigh—long strokes that grew bolder, thumbs drifting inward again, grazing the outer lips of her pussy with each pass. Lauren's moans deepened—throaty, broken sounds that rose with every touch. Her hips lifted higher, thighs trembling, pussy visibly swollen and dripping, lips parted and glistening.

The conflict hit me like a fist to the chest. We hadn't discussed this—not explicitly. No one had said the words "let him finger her" or "let him make her come." We'd agreed to a massage—sensual, yes, naked, yes, watched, yes—but the line between "massage" and "more" had blurred so gradually I hadn't seen it coming. Now she was desperate—hips rolling, moans turning into soft pleas, body arching toward his hands like she couldn't help it. Every instinct screamed to speak up, to stop it, to protect what was mine. But my mouth stayed shut. My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans, leaking pre-cum, betraying me. I couldn't say stop. Not when she looked like this—so alive, so hungry, so beautifully undone.

Derrick's eyes flicked to me again—brief, questioning. The same silent look as before. How far? My throat worked. I nodded—once, small, almost imperceptible. Permission. Again.

He smiled—small, knowing—and continued. His hand stayed on her tummy as he leaned in closer, fingers trailing down her leg one last time. Then, on the upward stroke, he dragged them deliberately over her mound—splitting the lips of her pussy with a single, slow finger.

Lauren gasped sharply—back arching off the table, hips bucking upward to meet the touch. A low, broken moan tore from her throat as his finger slid along her slick folds, parting her fully, brushing her clit in a feather-light circle before retreating. She whimpered, thighs trembling, pussy clenching visibly around nothing.

I sat frozen, heart slamming, cock aching so hard it hurt to breathe. My wife—my Lauren—naked, oiled, spread open under a stranger's hand, moaning for more. And I hadn't stopped it. I couldn't.

Derrick's finger lingered at first—slow, deliberate, splitting her slick folds without fully entering, just gliding along the outer lips in long, teasing strokes that made her gasp again. Lauren's hips lifted higher, chasing the contact, thighs trembling as she spread herself wider on instinct. The table creaked softly under her shifting weight; her pussy glistened openly in the candlelight, clit swollen and peeking from its hood, begging for more.

"Ohhhhhh..." she groaned in a breathy, broken voice, hips rolling upward to meet his touch. The sound was raw, needy—nothing like the polite sighs from earlier. It echoed in the quiet room, mingling with the low saxophone and the wet glide of his finger.

I saw a satisfied smile curve Derrick's mouth—slow, knowing, almost triumphant. He looked at me again, eyes dark and steady, as if to say: She's ready. You see it too. I wondered how many women he'd brought to this exact edge before—naked, desperate, moaning under his hands while a husband watched from the shadows. The thought twisted in my gut, sharp and hot. Jealousy. Arousal. Helplessness. My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans, pre-cum soaking through the fabric. I hadn't agreed to this—not out loud—but the words to stop him wouldn't come. They stuck in my throat, drowned by the sight of my wife arching for another man's touch.

Derrick's hand moved with purpose now—two fingers sliding along her slit, parting her fully, circling her clit in slow, firm circles. Lauren's legs slowly lifted off the table—knees bending, feet flexing in the air—as the pleasure coiled tighter inside her. Her toes curled, thighs quivering, hips bucking in small, helpless jerks. Soft whimpers turned into low, keening moans that rose with every pass of his fingers.

He watched me as he worked her—saw me fumble with my zipper, shoving my shorts down, freeing my aching cock. I wrapped my hand around it, stroking slow and firm, matching the rhythm he set on her pussy. Derrick's smile widened—just a little. He knew exactly what he was doing to both of us.

Then he leaned down, still stroking her clit with steady circles, and took one of her hard nipples between his lips. He sucked gently at first—tongue flicking the peak—then harder, drawing the whole areola into his mouth. Lauren's arms flew up instinctively, wrapping around his head, fingers tangling in his short hair as she pulled him closer to her breast.

"Oh God... yes..." she gasped, voice cracking. Her body bowed off the table—back arched, hips grinding against his hand, legs splayed wide in the air. Derrick's fingers never stopped—rubbing her clit faster now, dipping just inside her entrance on every other stroke, teasing without fully penetrating. The wet sounds filled the room—slick, obscene, unmistakable.

I stroked myself harder, pre-cum slicking my palm, eyes locked on her face behind the mask: mouth open, brows furrowed in desperate pleasure, moans turning into sharp cries. Derrick switched to her other nipple—sucking deeply, teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper louder. Her arms tightened around his head, holding him there as if afraid he'd stop.

The orgasm built visibly—her thighs shaking violently, hips bucking in frantic rhythm, pussy clenching around nothing as his fingers worked her clit relentlessly. She was loud now—unrestrained, almost sobbing with need.

"I'm... I'm gonna..." she panted, voice breaking. "Oh fuck... don't stop..."

Derrick hummed against her breast—vibration making her cry out—then sucked harder, fingers circling faster, pressing firm against her clit. Lauren's whole body seized—legs shooting straight up, toes pointed, back arching so high only her shoulders and heels touched the table.

The orgasm hit her like a storm.

She screamed—raw, shattering—hips slamming upward against his hand as spasms ripped through her. Her pussy pulsed visibly, clit throbbing under his fingers, a fresh gush of wetness coating his palm and dripping down her ass onto the sheet. Wave after wave crashed over her—body jerking, breasts heaving, arms locked around Derrick's head as she held him to her nipple like a lifeline. Moans turned to broken sobs of pleasure, thighs quaking, hips grinding in frantic circles until the last tremor left her spent.

She collapsed back onto the table—limp, trembling, chest rising and falling in huge gasps. Derrick eased off slowly—fingers circling her clit one last gentle time before retreating, lips releasing her nipple with a soft pop. He straightened, wiping his hand on a small towel, then moved to her head. His fingers returned to her temples and face—light, soothing strokes to bring her down, easing her through the aftershocks.

Lauren lay there panting, body flushed and shining with oil and sweat, pussy still twitching faintly, lips parted, mask still covering her eyes. She looked utterly wrecked—in the most beautiful way I'd ever seen.

From my chair, cock still in hand, cum streaking my stomach from my own release moments earlier, I stared at her—my wife, transformed. The conflict still twisted inside me—jealousy, awe, helpless love—but right then, watching her come undone so completely, I couldn't deny it.

She'd never looked more alive.

Lauren stirred slowly on the table, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of that earth-shattering orgasm. Derrick stepped back, giving her space, his hands wiping clean on a towel as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. She pushed herself up on shaky arms, the eye mask slipping down her nose. Her skin was flushed a deep pink, glistening with oil and sweat, breasts heaving with each labored breath, nipples still hard and red from his mouth. When she swung her legs over the side and tried to stand, her knees buckled almost immediately—she caught herself on the edge of the table with a soft, breathless laugh that turned into a moan. "Whoa... legs aren't working yet."

Derrick offered a steadying arm, professional even in the charged air. "Easy now. Take your time."

She leaned on him briefly, then shuffled the few steps to the bed, collapsing onto it in a heap—sprawling back against the pillows, legs splayed unselfconsciously, her pussy still visibly swollen and dripping, lips parted and shiny in the candlelight. She threw one arm over her eyes, chest rising and falling in deep, ragged pulls. "God... that was..."

I stood from my chair—legs unsteady myself—and crossed to Derrick. He met my gaze, a small nod. "She's all yours," he said quietly, packing his oils and warmer into the duffel. "I'll let myself out if you point the way."

I showed him to the door—down the hall, through the living room. The night air rushed in cool when I opened it, a stark contrast to the heated haze of the bedroom. He hefted his table case, paused on the threshold. "You don't realize how far you made her go tonight," I said, voice low.

He smiled faintly. "Oh, she knows where she wants to go." Then he was gone, footsteps fading into the dark.

I locked the door, heart slamming, cock still throbbing painfully in my shorts. Cum from my earlier release had dried sticky on my stomach, but I was iron-hard again—harder than before, if that was possible. I stripped as I walked back—shirt tossed aside, shorts kicked away—entering the bedroom naked, ready.

Lauren was still there, exactly as I'd left her—sprawled on the bed, naked and spent, one arm over her eyes, legs parted, her pussy red and slick, a thin trail of her arousal soaking the sheets beneath her. She looked like a vision—wrecked, radiant, utterly irresistible.

I climbed onto the bed, sliding between her legs, positioning myself over her. My cock nudged her entrance—wet, open, inviting. I pushed in slowly at first, savoring the clutch of her around me, but the need was too strong. I sank to the hilt in one thrust.

"Wait..." she murmured, arm dropping from her eyes, hand coming to my chest as if to pause me. Her pussy clenched around me like velvet fire. "You're still hard? What the fuck?"

I froze halfway through the next stroke, looking down at her. Her eyes were wide, surprise cutting through the post-orgasm haze. "I came... earlier," I admitted, voice gravel-rough. "Watching him make you scream like that. But I'm still... fuck, I've never stayed hard after. Ever."

She blinked, shock melting into a slow, wicked grin. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. "Holy shit... that's new. Use it. Fuck me hard. Make me feel it."

I did. No gentle start—just raw, brutal rhythm. I slammed into her—deep, fast, hips snapping against hers with wet, echoing slaps that filled the room. The bed creaked under us, headboard thumping the wall like a heartbeat. She cried out immediately, nails raking my back, drawing red lines that burned in the best way.

"God, yes—harder," she gasped, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips. "Fuck me like you wanted to while he had his hands on me. Spreading my ass, teasing my pussy..."

I growled, pounding deeper. "You loved it. His fingers so close... making you drip like a slut."

She moaned, legs tightening. "I did. Fuck, I did. His thumbs in my crease... brushing my asshole, my lips. I was so wet for it."

My pace quickened—brutal, unrelenting. Sweat slicked our bodies; her breasts bounced with each impact, nipples diamond-hard. "And his cock," I said, voice strained. "Inches from your face. Hard. Bulging in his pants."

She whimpered, pussy clenching around me. "I felt the heat. So thick... so close. If I'd turned my head, I could have brushed my lips against it."

"You wanted to?" I slammed in harder, angling to hit that spot inside her that made her eyes roll back.

"Yes," she confessed, nails digging deeper. "I would have let him put it in my mouth. Opened wide, sucked him slow while he fingered me. While you watched from your chair, stroking that cock like you were."

The words hit like fire. She came first—hard, sudden, pussy spasming around me like a vice, body shaking as she screamed my name. "Oh fuck—yes!" Her walls fluttered, milking me, but I didn't stop—kept fucking her through it, drawing out the waves until she sobbed with oversensitivity, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

"Again," I demanded, flipping her onto her stomach, pulling her ass up high. I thrust back in from behind—deep, animal strokes that made her bury her face in the pillow, muffling her cries. Her ass jiggled with each slam, my balls slapping against her clit.

"Tell me more," I growled, hand fisting her hair gently, pulling her head back so I could hear her. "About his cock near your face."

She panted, pushing back against me. "It was so hard... curving in his pants. I could see the outline. Thick head right there. I wanted to unzip him, take him out, feel how heavy he was on my tongue."

I spanked her ass lightly—sharp smack that made her yelp, then moan. "You'd have sucked him? Let him fuck your mouth while he rubbed your pussy?"

"Yes—God, yes. Deep throat him. Gag on that big black cock. Swallow every inch while you watched me choke on it."

Her second orgasm crashed over her—violent, her pussy squeezing me like it was trying to pull me deeper. She reached back, nails scratching my thighs, pulling me in as she shook and screamed into the pillow. Juices gushed around my cock, soaking the sheets.

I didn't let up—flipped her onto her side, one leg over my shoulder, pounding at a new angle that hit her G-spot with every thrust. "More," she begged, voice hoarse. "Tell me you'd watch me take him."

"I would," I grunted, hips snapping. "Watch you on your knees, lips stretched around that thick head. Him grabbing your hair, fucking your face while I stroke myself."

She whimpered, hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit. "And you'd love it. Seeing me gag, drool running down my chin. His balls slapping my face as he uses my mouth like a slut."

Third orgasm hit—her body convulsing, pussy fluttering wildly, a fresh flood soaking us both. She screamed my name, fingers frantic on her clit, prolonging the waves until she trembled like a leaf.

Twenty minutes blurred into sweat and slaps and screams. I flipped her again—on top now, her riding me hard, breasts bouncing in my face. I sucked one nipple, then the other, teeth grazing as she ground down.

"His cock was so close," she panted, slamming her hips against mine. "I could have leaned in, opened wide. Let him slide right in. Fucked my throat while he pinched my nipples."

"You'd have swallowed for him?" I thrust up to meet her, hands gripping her ass, spreading her like he had.

"Yes—swallowed every drop. God, I’d have let him cum down my throat while you watched your slutty wife drink it all."

Her fourth orgasm exploded through her—pussy clenching so tight it pulled me right to the edge. I slammed in deep, hips grinding, fighting to hold on just a second longer as she shook and sobbed beneath me.

We were still fucking—hard, fast, no pause—bodies slick with sweat, bed creaking under us. She wrapped her legs tighter, nails digging into my ass, pulling me deeper with every thrust. Her voice came out in broken gasps between moans.

"You know I've never swallowed you before," she panted, hips rolling up to meet me. "Never even wanted to. The taste always made me gag..."

I groaned, pace stuttering for a heartbeat. She felt it—felt me swell harder inside her—and kept going, words spilling out like fuel.

"But tonight... thinking about Derrick's cock right there, inches from my lips... so thick, so hard... I would have opened my mouth. Let him slide in. Sucked him slow while he fingered me. Let him fuck my throat while you watched from your chair, stroking yourself."

Jealousy stabbed sharp—hot, possessive—but my cock throbbed harder, betraying me completely.

"And when he came..." she gasped, voice cracking as I slammed in again, "...I would have swallowed him. Every fucking drop. Let him cum down my throat while you watched your wife drink a stranger's load."

That did it.

The image—her lips stretched around Derrick's thick black cock, throat working as she swallowed every pulse—pushed me over. I came—sudden, violent—second release ripping through me, ropes pulsing deep as I groaned her name, filling her until it leaked out around my cock. Vision blurred, body shaking, the confession hitting like a trigger.

I collapsed on top of her, panting, still buried inside. She kissed my jaw, soft now.

"You okay?" she whispered.

I nodded against her neck, still reeling. "Yeah. Just... fuck. You never..."

"I know." She squeezed me inside her one last time. "But saying it out loud... seeing how hard it made you... God, that was hot."


After Glow 

As before, we waited a couple weeks before opening the next envelope. Since we were really enjoying the game we didn't want to rush through them too quickly. Also, we needed some time in between events to absorb what had happened.

Those weeks were electric. The massage had left scars in the best way—every time Lauren caught my eye across the room, she'd bite her lip or trail a finger down her neck, reminding me how Derrick's thumbs had spread her open, how close his cock had been to her mouth. We'd fuck with the lights on now, her whispering details while I pounded into her: "His fingers were so deep... I almost begged him to fuck me." The jar sat on the counter like a loaded gun, but we let it wait. Let the hunger build.

Then came Thursday.

Lauren had drunk most of a bottle of cabernet at dinner—her cheeks flushed, laughter loose and filthy, eyes bright with that new edge she'd discovered. We were finishing the washing up, her in a thin sundress that clung to every curve, me drying plates behind her. She turned suddenly, pressed her back to the counter, and looked at me with that slow, predatory gaze.

Without a word, she sank to her knees.

I froze, towel still in hand.

She tugged my zipper down, pulled my cock out—already thickening from watching her ass sway while she rinsed—and took me into her mouth in one smooth, hungry motion. No teasing, no hesitation. Just deep, wet heat as she bobbed her head, tongue swirling under the ridge, cheeks hollowing on every upstroke. The kitchen light caught the shine of saliva on her lips, the way her hair fell forward, brushing my thighs. She moaned softly around me—vibrations shooting straight to my balls—like she was the one getting off.

This was new. Completely new. She'd always said kneeling to suck cock felt degrading—too submissive, too exposed. She'd never done it on the floor, never in the kitchen, never without me asking. But here she was: on her knees on the tile, dress riding up her thighs, moaning like she loved the position.

I groaned, hand fisting in her hair—not guiding, just holding on. "Lauren... fuck..."

She pulled off just long enough to look up at me, lips swollen and shiny. "I wanted to," she said, voice low and thick. "On my knees. Like a good little slut." Then she dove back down, taking me deeper, throat relaxing as she swallowed around me.

My knees almost buckled. The sight of her—my wife, the woman who'd raised our kids and blushed at "dirty" talk—kneeling in our kitchen, sucking me like she couldn't get enough—was overwhelming. The wine had loosened her, yes, but this was more. This was her choosing it. Owning it.

She worked me until I was right on the edge—balls tight, thighs shaking, pre-cum leaking steadily—then stopped abruptly. Pulled off with a wet pop, stood up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and smiled like nothing had happened.

"I think it's time for an envelope, don't you babe?" she said, voice low and teasing, eyes sparkling with mischief.

I stared at her—cock still out, glistening with her spit, heart pounding. "Jesus Christ, Lauren."

She laughed—light, delighted—and walked to the counter. Gave the jar a good shake, reached in, pulled one out. Tore it open slowly, deliberately, watching my face the whole time.

Her brows lifted. A slow, wicked grin spread across her lips. She held up the card so I could see it.

"Make another man cum," she read aloud, voice dripping with amusement. "Not you, babe. Another man." She tilted her head, eyes gleaming. "Looks like I'm not finishing what I started in the kitchen tonight. The card's very clear."

I laughed—shaky, still reeling from her mouth. "You drew it. Not me."

She rolled her eyes, but the smile stayed. "All your cards involve me with other men. You're busted, mister."

I stepped closer, caging her against the counter, cock brushing her thigh through my open zipper. "And you like it."

She didn't deny it. Just looked up at me, eyes dark. "Maybe I do."

We decided right then: upscale jazz bar downtown, Thursday night. Good crowds, dim lighting, plenty of men in suits unwinding after work. She'd dress sexy but classy—short black skirt, sheer blouse, heels. I'd watch from across the room. See who she chose. See how far she'd go.

She kissed me once—hard, tasting faintly of me—then slipped out from under my arm. "Go clean up. We've got a date tomorrow."

I watched her walk away, hips swaying, dress clinging to her ass. My cock twitched again. The jar had one fewer envelope. And whatever happened next, I knew one thing for sure:

We weren't playing anymore.

We were living it.

When Thursday rolled around, any doubts I had about her getting into this idea vanished the moment she stepped out of the bedroom.

She looked like sin wrapped in sophistication. The black skirt hugged her hips and ended mid-thigh—short enough to tease, long enough to pass as elegant. The sleeveless blue sheer top was translucent in the right light, hinting at the lace bra beneath without screaming for attention. A tailored black jacket draped over her shoulders, bringing out the curve of her waist and the subtle swell of her breasts. Dark hair loose and tousled just enough to look effortless, makeup smoky around her eyes, lips a deep red that caught the hallway light. She was sexy and respectable at the same time—the kind of look that made men stare twice, then feel guilty for it.

She did a slow turn in the living room, skirt flaring slightly. "Too much?"

I swallowed. "Perfect."

She smiled—slow, knowing—and stepped close enough that I could smell her perfume mixed with the faint heat of her skin. "Good. Because I want eyes on me tonight." Her hand brushed the front of my jeans, feeling how hard I already was. "All of them."

We went to dinner first—a quiet Italian place a few blocks from the jazz bar. Dim lights, candles on the table, bottle of Chianti we split over pasta and tiramisu. The wine went down easy; by the time the check came, we were both buzzed, laughing too loud, her foot sliding up my calf under the table. She leaned in, voice low. "I'm wet already. Thinking about walking into that bar alone."

My cock twitched. "You're going to kill me."

"Good," she whispered. "I want you aching while you watch."

The bar was just down the street in the downtown area—close enough to walk, but I drove anyway. I dropped her off halfway down the block so she could arrive solo, then circled to park. When I finished, I decided to give her more time to settle in. I ducked into another bar a block away, ordered a bourbon, and nursed it while my mind raced. Every sip made the anticipation worse—images of her walking in, skirt swishing, heads turning, men buying her drinks, hands brushing her waist on the dance floor.

Forty-five minutes later I couldn't take it anymore. I paid my tab, walked the block, and stepped into the jazz bar.

The place was crowded but not packed—low lights, polished wood, the band setting up on a small stage. Conversation hummed over the clink of glasses. I scanned the room, heart pounding, until I spotted her near the dance floor.

She was chatting with two men—both large black guys, around six-one, thirty-something, broad shoulders, sharp suits. One had a shaved head and a gold watch that caught the light; the other wore his hair short, sleeves rolled to show tattooed forearms. They were leaning in close, laughing at something she said, buying her wine, the three of them forming a loose triangle that felt intimate already.

I settled onto a bar stool with a clear line of sight, ordered a whiskey neat, and watched.

They were animated—hands gesturing, heads tilting, her laughter carrying over the noise. She touched one's arm lightly when she spoke, tilted her head when the other made a point. Safe, yes. Enjoying herself, absolutely. The sight of her—my wife, the woman I'd loved since third grade—flirting so openly with these men made my cock strain painfully against my zipper. I had to shift, cross my legs, plan bathroom trips to let the erection subside before it became obvious.

The men knew what they had. They moved her subtly—positioning themselves so other guys would have to walk through them to reach her. She loved to dance; each took a turn with her on the floor. Slow songs first—the shaved-head guy pulling her close, hand low on her back, her body swaying against his. Then faster numbers—the tattooed one spinning her, her skirt flaring, drawing eyes from every corner of the bar.

As the night wore on, she clearly favored one. The shaved-head guy started losing ground—paying less attention to her, glancing at other women, eventually drifting toward the bar. The winner—the tattooed one—moved closer. Their conversation shifted from animated to intimate: heads bent, whispers, her hand resting on his chest for a second longer than necessary. When they danced again, his hand slid lower—squarely on her ass, pulling her tight against him. She didn't pull away. She locked eyes with him, lips parted, swaying to the slow beat like they were the only two people in the room.

My heart raced. Cock aching. The comparison hit hard: months ago, this woman was conservative, reserved; now she was grinding against a stranger in a crowded bar while I watched from across the room, hard and helpless.

I wondered what they were saying. What promises were being made in those whispers. What effect it was having on her.

The excitement was making my pulse thunder. The comparison of who we were then and who we were now was incredible. Was this new? Or was it always there, waiting for the right spark? Either way, I was going down a path where control was slipping away. And the loss of it felt terrifying—and thrilling.

Lauren and her dance partner kept moving together—closer, slower. During one break in the music, he held her chin gently, leaned down, and kissed her. Soft at first, then deeper. She didn't stop him. Her hands slid up his arms, fingers curling into his shoulders.

I nearly came in my pants right there.

I took the opportunity to slip to the bathroom, splashing water on my face, willing my erection to calm. When I returned, the song had ended. Lauren was walking toward me through the crowd—alone.

She stopped in front of me, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from the kiss.

"Have you been watching?" she asked, voice low.

"Yes."

She stepped closer, her hand brushing my arm. "I want to take him home."

The words landed like a punch. Shock. Arousal. A flash of fear.

"Are you sure?" I fumbled. "You don't have to."

"I know." Her eyes were dark, pupils blown. "I want to."

I swallowed. "Does he know about me?"

"No. But I told him I was meeting a friend later." She paused. "Please don't be judgmental of me tonight."

"Sweetheart," I said, voice cracking, "I will never judge you."

She nodded, kissed me quick and hard—tasting of wine and another man—then turned and walked back to him.

I stood there, dumbfounded, cock throbbing, mind reeling.

Fifteen minutes later they arrived at the second bar—her arm through his, bodies close, walking like they already belonged together.

I knew I was staring at the man who would soon be inside my wife.

And the thought—while terrifying—was the hottest thing I'd ever felt.

I wondered what they were discussing and what effect it was having on Lauren. Her selection, besides being over six foot with big shoulders and black, had a shaved head that gleamed under the low lights like polished stone. Soon they got up to dance again, and I could see that the young black man's hand was squarely on Lauren's ass, pulling her hard into him. Instead of being offended by this, she had her eyes locked with his as they swayed to the slow music, bodies pressed so close there was no space between them. Her hips rolled subtly against his, matching the languid rhythm of the saxophone, her free hand resting high on his chest while his fingers flexed against the fabric of her skirt.

The excitement of these events was making my heart race. The comparison of several months ago and the life we led now was incredible. Back then, Lauren would blush if I even joked about something mildly naughty in bed; now she was grinding against a stranger in a crowded bar while I watched from across the room, cock aching in my pants, pre-cum soaking through the fabric. Was what I was seeing from my wife something new? Or was it more like the massage therapist implied—something that was there all the time inside her, waiting for the right spark to bring it out? In any event, like a moth to a flame, I seemed to be going down a path where it was becoming more difficult to control. But at the same time, the loss of control was also very exciting—terrifying and intoxicating in equal measure.

Lauren and her friend continued to dance and talk. During one break in their dancing, I saw the black man hold her chin gently, tilting her face up, then lean down and kiss her. It surprised me a great deal—soft at first, then deeper, her lips parting for him, one hand sliding up to cup the back of his neck. I put it down to the liquor she had consumed, the wine from dinner and the drinks he'd been buying her all night loosening her inhibitions. They broke apart slowly, her eyes half-lidded, cheeks flushed, a small smile playing on her lips as he whispered something in her ear that made her laugh low and throaty.

They got up to dance again and I took the opportunity to go to the bathroom—splashing cold water on my face, gripping the sink, willing my erection to calm before it became impossible to hide. My reflection looked wrecked: pupils blown, breathing uneven, cock still straining against my zipper. I adjusted myself, took a deep breath, and stepped back out.

When I returned, the song had ended and as I walked down the aisle to my bar stool, I came face to face with Lauren who stopped me. I leaned down to hear her in the noisy bar as she spoke.

"Have you been watching?" she asked, voice low enough that only I could hear it over the hum of the crowd.

"Yes," I replied, leaning closer, heart slamming.

She stepped in until her breasts brushed my chest, perfume mixing with wine and arousal. Her eyes were dark, pupils wide, lips still swollen from the kiss I'd just witnessed.

"I want to make him cum," she stated—simple, direct, no hesitation.

The words landed like a punch. Shock froze me. My mind blanked; all I could hear was blood rushing in my ears. This was my Lauren—my wife—saying it out loud in a crowded bar. Not whispering a fantasy. Stating a fact.

I opened my mouth, closed it. No words.

She watched my face, reading every flicker. A small smile tugged at her lips—not cruel, just certain.

I was totally shocked and didn't really know what to say, but I did know that I liked the "new" Lauren and the excitement in our life and didn't want to end it.

"Are you sure?" I finally managed, voice rough, fumbling. "You don't have to."

She tilted her head. "Well, that's what you wrote on the card!" she replied, tone light but pointed. "Make another guy cum. Not you, babe. Another guy."

The reminder stung and thrilled. She'd drawn my card. The one that said exactly that. No details, no limits—just the outcome. And now she was holding it up like a mirror.

I swallowed. "Okay. Does he know about me?"

She nodded, glancing back toward the dance floor where the tattooed man waited, watching us with patient interest. "I told him. Right after the kiss. I said this is our fantasy—that I make a black guy cum while my husband watches. He was... intrigued." Her smile turned sly. "He said he'd like to see how far you'll let me go."

My cock jerked painfully in my jeans. The thought of her telling a stranger—openly, boldly—that this was our shared kink... it was too much and exactly right.

I nodded—slow, almost numb. "Tell him you're ready. Meet me at the car in ten minutes."

She searched my face for doubt, for anger, for anything that would make her stop. Finding none, she nodded, kissed me quick and hard—tasting of wine and another man—then turned and walked back to him.

I stood there, pulse thundering, cock aching, mind reeling.


Stepping Out

Ten minutes later they walked out together—her arm looped through his, bodies close, laughing like they'd known each other for years. He was taller up close—six-two at least, shoulders wide enough to block the light, shaved head gleaming under the streetlamps. She looked small against him, delicate, but the way she moved said she wasn't fragile.

They slid into the back seat. I started the engine, pulled out.

The drive home was torture.

Lauren sat pressed against him, her hand on his thigh, his arm around her shoulders. Whispers, soft laughs, the rustle of fabric. In the rearview I caught glimpses—his fingers disappearing under her skirt, her head tipping back, lips parted on a quiet moan.

By the time we pulled into the driveway, my cock was leaking steadily. I killed the engine. Silence fell, heavy with anticipation.

Lauren leaned forward between the seats, kissed me once—deep, possessive—then turned to Mike. "Come on."

We moved inside—door barely closed before clothes started coming off. Lauren pulled Mike toward the bedroom, glancing back at me with that same wicked smile.

"Watch," she said simply.

I followed.

The bedroom was still dimly lit from the candles we'd lit earlier—soft golden flicker across the walls, shadows dancing over the rumpled sheets. Lauren stopped at the foot of the bed, turned to face Mike, and placed her hands on his chest. She looked up at him, then at me—eyes dark, pupils blown wide.

"Undress him," she said to me, voice low and certain. Then softer, to Mike: "I want to see you."

Mike raised an eyebrow, glanced at me, then nodded slowly. He lifted his arms. I stepped forward—hands shaking slightly—and began unbuttoning his shirt. Lauren watched every motion, biting her lower lip, her breathing already shallow.

I peeled the shirt off his shoulders. Broad chest, defined but not overbuilt, dark skin gleaming in the candlelight. Lauren's fingers trailed down his abs as I worked his belt open. She helped me slide his pants down—boxers tented obscenely, the outline of his cock thick and heavy against the fabric.

She sank to her knees again—same deliberate grace she'd shown in the kitchen earlier. Mike stepped out of his pants. Lauren hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and tugged them down slowly.

His cock sprang free.

It was massive—long, thick, veined, darker at the base and lighter toward the head, already fully hard and curving slightly upward. Lauren's eyes widened. She stared for a long moment, then reached out with both hands.

Her fingers wrapped around the shaft—or tried to. Her hands looked small against it; her thumbs and fingers didn't quite meet around the girth.

"Jesus," she breathed, voice almost reverent. "It's... huge."

She stroked slowly—both hands sliding from base to tip, twisting gently at the head. Mike groaned low in his throat, hips flexing forward. Lauren's eyes flicked up to him, then to me—watching my reaction as she worked him.

"Look at it," she said softly, to me. "My fingers don't even close around it. I can barely get both hands on it."

She demonstrated—palms gliding up and down, thumbs brushing the underside, collecting the bead of pre-cum at the tip and spreading it over the head. Mike's cock throbbed in her grip, veins standing out, shaft thickening even more under her touch.

She kept talking—low, filthy, directed at me.

"It's so thick," she said, eyes locked on mine. "I can feel the pulse in it. The heat. It's heavier than yours... longer... God, it's beautiful."

She pumped him slowly—long, deliberate strokes, hands gliding over the slick skin. Mike's breathing grew ragged; his hand came up to rest lightly on the back of her head—not pushing, just resting there.

Lauren glanced at me again—eyes gleaming. "Imagine this inside me," she said. "Stretching me open. Filling me up so deep I can feel it in my stomach. You'd watch that, wouldn't you? Watch me take every inch while you stroke yourself?"

I groaned, hand instinctively wrapping around my own cock, stroking in time with her movements on him.

"Yes," I rasped.

She smiled—slow, wicked—then turned back to Mike. "He's so hard for me," she told him, voice teasing. "Watching me jerk you off. Watching me worship this big black cock."

Mike groaned again, hips rocking slightly into her hands. "You're killing me, girl."

Lauren laughed softly, then leaned forward—lips brushing the head, tongue swirling once around the crown before pulling back. She looked up at him.

"I want you to cum," she said simply. "I want to make you cum. That's the card. That's the fantasy."

She pumped faster—both hands now, twisting at the base, slick sounds filling the room. Mike's breathing turned harsh; his thighs tensed, abs flexing.

Lauren glanced at me again—eyes gleaming. "Tell him," she said. "Tell him how much you want to see him cum on me."

I swallowed hard. "I want to see it," I said, voice rough. "I want to watch you make him cum."

Mike groaned—deep, guttural—and his cock pulsed hard in her hands. Lauren kept stroking—firm, relentless—bringing him right to the edge, but not over. She slowed her pace deliberately, edging him, keeping him teetering.

"Not yet," she whispered to him, then looked at me. "I want to feel how big he is inside me first."

She stood slowly, letting go of his cock. It bobbed heavily in the air, glistening with her spit and pre-cum. Lauren reached behind her back, unzipped her dress, and let it slide down her body. She stepped out of it—naked now, skin glowing in the candlelight, nipples hard, pussy already slick and swollen from earlier.

She looked at Mike. "Lie down."

He did—on his back, cock standing straight up like a flagpole. Lauren climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs, hands resting on his chest.

She looked back at me. "Watch closely."

I went to the corner and sat in the same chair that I had for the massage. It was lucky I had arrived when I had as Mike couldn't wait any longer and positioned himself between Lauren's legs. His large frame hid Lauren beneath him except for her arms around his shoulders and her legs. Things got quiet and I knew Mike was lining himself to sink his cock inside my lovely wife. A flood of emotions ran over me and I started to think this was a mistake but before I could move Mike's hips moved forward and a deep sigh came from Lauren as her legs shot in the air and her arms tightened around his shoulders. I knew that his large black cock was now deeply inside my wife.

The first thrust was slow—careful, deliberate—like he was letting her feel every inch. Lauren's breath caught, a soft, surprised "Oh..." escaping her lips as he bottomed out. Her legs trembled in the air, toes pointed, thighs quivering. Mike held there for a moment, letting her adjust, his hips flush against hers, buried to the hilt. From my chair I could see the way her pussy stretched around him—lips gripping the thick base, a thin ring of white cream already forming where they joined.

Mike started with slow, deliberate strokes—pulling out almost completely, letting the head drag along her walls, then sliding back in deep and steady. Lauren's moans started low, breathy, matching each measured thrust. Her arms tightened around his shoulders, nails digging in, pulling him closer as if she could fuse their bodies together.

But the slowness didn't last.

Mike picked up speed—strokes turning into a steady, powerful rhythm. Each thrust drove a grunt from Lauren's throat, her legs pointed straight at the ceiling, ankles crossed behind his back. She rolled her hips back to meet him, taking the full length every time, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. The bed creaked under them, headboard thumping the wall in time with his pounding.

My cock was so hard it hurt—throbbing in my hand as I stroked myself slowly, pre-cum leaking steadily onto my hip. The scene before me had me so confused I felt almost paralyzed. True, I was excited to a high degree—watching my wife get fucked by this big black man, her body arching, moans turning into desperate cries—but I was also very concerned about Lauren. Was this really my wife I was watching? In twenty years of marriage one would think that the husband would know his wife completely but clearly there were a lot of things about Lauren where I was clueless.

The room was beginning to smell of sex—musky, thick, intoxicating. Lauren's pussy had become so wet that I could now hear it slurping around Mike's cock as he continued his steady assault. Each withdrawal pulled a glistening trail of her arousal, each thrust pushed it back inside with a wet squelch that echoed in the quiet between her moans.

Then the first signs of Lauren's orgasm began to appear. Her legs stiffened noticeably and she got very quiet for a few moments—body tensing, breath held—followed by a repetitive pleading to Mike.

"Don't stop, don't stop," Lauren demanded, voice raw and urgent.

Mike didn't. He drove harder, faster—hips snapping, cock slamming deep, balls slapping against her ass. Lauren's arms locked around his neck, pulling him down so her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples dragging across his skin.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh." She wailed in a high-pitch whine as she thrashed underneath her black lover and used her hands on his ass to try to pull him even deeper inside. Her hips bucked wildly, pussy clenching visibly around his shaft, a fresh gush of wetness soaking them both. Her legs locked straight out, toes curling, body convulsing in hard, rhythmic spasms. She screamed his name—Mike's name—voice breaking on the second syllable as the orgasm ripped through her.

Mike groaned low, hips stuttering as her walls milked him, but he didn't come. He slowed just enough to let her ride it out—long, deep strokes that kept her trembling, drawing out the aftershocks until she sagged beneath him, panting, eyes glazed behind half-closed lids.

I sat frozen—cock in hand, pre-cum dripping steadily, heart hammering. Lauren's head turned slowly toward me. Her eyes found mine—dark, heavy-lidded, still glassy from the orgasm. A small, sated smile curved her lips.

"More," she whispered, voice hoarse. "I want more."

Mike looked at me—questioning, waiting. I nodded once, small and certain.

He started again—slow at first, then building back to that relentless rhythm. Lauren moaned, legs wrapping around him once more, heels digging into his ass.

"Fuck me," she begged, voice breaking. "Harder. Deeper."

And he did.

I watched—helpless, aching, harder than I'd ever been—as my wife surrendered completely to another man. The jealousy burned, sharp and hot, but the arousal was stronger. I stroked myself in time with his thrusts, pre-cum slicking my palm, knowing this was only the beginning.

Mike didn't hold back after that first deep thrust—he set a rhythm that was steady at first, letting her adjust, letting her feel every thick inch dragging along her walls. Lauren's breath hitched with each slow withdrawal, a soft "oh" escaping her lips as he pushed back in, bottoming out with a wet slap of skin on skin. Her legs stayed high, ankles crossed behind his back, heels digging into his ass as if she could pull him even deeper.

From my chair, I watched it all—his broad back flexing with every stroke, her arms locked around his shoulders, nails leaving red trails down his dark skin. Her pussy gripped him visibly, lips stretched tight around his shaft, a creamy ring forming at the base as he pulled out and drove back in. The sounds were obscene: slick squelching, low grunts from him, breathy moans from her that grew louder with each thrust.

He picked up speed—hips snapping harder, faster, the bed creaking under them, headboard thumping the wall in time with his pounding. Lauren's moans turned into sharp cries—"yes, yes, fuck"—her hips bucking up to meet him, rolling back to take him deeper. She was loud now, unfiltered, no shame left. Her breasts bounced with every impact, nipples hard and dark, sweat shining on her skin.

Mike leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth—sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to make her arch and whimper. Her hands flew to his head, fingers tangling in his short hair, holding him there as she gasped, "Don't stop—God, don't stop—"

He switched to the other breast, sucking deeply while his hips kept that relentless pace—long, powerful strokes that bottomed out each time, balls slapping against her ass. Lauren's legs started to tremble, thighs quaking, toes curling in the air. Her moans turned into desperate, broken sounds—"harder, please, harder"—and Mike obliged, driving into her with bruising force.

I stroked myself in time with his thrusts—slow at first, then faster, pre-cum slicking my palm. The sight of my wife—my Lauren—getting fucked like this, body arching, pussy stretched wide around a cock much bigger than mine, was almost too much. Jealousy burned in my chest, sharp and hot, but the arousal was stronger, drowning it out. I couldn't look away.

Lauren's eyes found mine over Mike's shoulder—dark, glassy, pupils blown wide. A small, wicked smile curved her lips even as she moaned.

"Look at me," she gasped between thrusts. "Look at how he's fucking me. So deep... so full... he's so much bigger..."

The words hit like a slap. My hand sped up on my cock, breath ragged.

"He's stretching me," she continued, voice breaking on a cry as Mike slammed in particularly hard. "Filling me up... hitting places you never reach... fuck, I can feel him everywhere..."

Mike groaned against her neck, pace turning frantic—short, brutal thrusts that made her breasts bounce wildly. Lauren's legs locked tighter, heels digging in, pulling him deeper.

"I'm gonna cum again," she panted, eyes locked on mine. "On his big black cock... while you watch... while you stroke yourself..."

Her words were the trigger. Mike's hips stuttered—he growled low, burying himself to the hilt. Lauren's back arched off the bed, a high, keening wail tearing from her throat as her fifth orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched visibly around his shaft, walls fluttering, a fresh gush of wetness soaking them both. She thrashed beneath him, nails raking his back, legs shaking violently in the air.

Mike followed seconds later—hips jerking, groan deep and guttural as he unloaded inside her. Thick ropes pulsed deep, filling her until it leaked out around his cock, dripping down her ass onto the sheets. He held there, grinding slowly through the last pulses, drawing out her aftershocks until she whimpered, oversensitive.





Reality Hits

Finally, he rolled off her—both of them panting, bodies slick with sweat. Lauren lay there, legs still spread, pussy red and swollen, cum leaking slowly from her entrance in thick, white trails. Mike collapsed beside her on his back, chest heaving, cock softening but still glistening with their combined release.

For a long minute, no one spoke.

They just lay side by side—Mike on his back, arm flung over his eyes, Lauren on her back beside him, one leg bent, the other stretched out, chest rising and falling in deep, ragged breaths. Cum continued to drip from her pussy, pooling on the sheet beneath her in slow, viscous drops. The room smelled of sex—musky, thick, overwhelming. The candles flickered, casting soft shadows over their bodies.

I sat in the chair, cock still in my hand, hard and throbbing, pre-cum leaking steadily down my shaft. My heart pounded, mind reeling. My wife—my Lauren—lay there fucked-out and glowing, full of another man's cum, while I watched from the shadows, aching and untouched.

She didn't move. Didn't speak. Just breathed—slow, deep, satisfied. Mike stayed still beside her, arm still over his eyes, chest rising and falling.

The silence stretched—broken only by the faint jazz still playing from the living room, the occasional drip of cum hitting the sheet, the soft sound of their breathing slowing together.

No one said a word.

No one moved.

I stayed in the chair, cock still rock-hard in my hand, pre-cum leaking steadily down my shaft as I watched them lie there.

The room was quiet now except for the faint jazz still drifting from the living room and the soft, uneven breathing of Lauren and Mike. She was sprawled on her back, legs slightly parted, pussy red and swollen, thick white trails of Mike's cum slowly leaking from her entrance and pooling on the sheet beneath her ass. Every small shift of her hips made more drip out—slow, viscous drops that caught the candlelight. Mike lay beside her on his back, arm flung over his eyes, chest rising and falling in deep, satisfied pulls. His cock rested heavy against his thigh—still semi-hard, glistening with their combined release, thick even in its softening state.

Minutes passed like that. No one spoke. No one moved to cover up or clean up. Lauren's breathing gradually slowed, steadied. Her hand drifted lazily down her body, fingers trailing through the cum on her lower belly, smearing it over her skin. Mike's arm finally slid off his eyes. He turned his head toward her, gave a small, lazy grin.

"You good?" he asked, voice low and rough.

Lauren nodded slowly, eyes half-lidded. "Better than good."

She looked over at me then—really looked. Her gaze dropped to my cock, still rigid and leaking in my hand. A slow, wicked smile curved her lips.

"Come here," she said softly.

I stood—legs shaky—and crossed the room. Mike watched without moving, expression calm, almost curious. Lauren reached out, fingers wrapping around my wrist, pulling me onto the bed beside her. She kissed me—slow, deep, tasting of wine and sex and the faint salt of her own release from earlier.

Then she broke the kiss, looked down at my cock, and back up at me.

"You're still hard," she whispered, almost in awe. "After all that... you're still so fucking hard."

I swallowed. "Can't help it. Watching you..."

She smiled—soft, knowing—and shifted onto her side, facing Mike. Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, wrapped around my shaft. She stroked once, slow and firm.

"I want to taste you," she said. "But first..."

She turned her head toward Mike, eyes flicking down to his cock—still thick, still heavy, starting to harden again under her gaze. She leaned over, kissed his chest once—soft, almost tender—then looked back at me.

"Watch," she said again.

She slid down the bed, settling between Mike's legs. He spread them wider, giving her room. Lauren took his cock in both hands—fingers not quite meeting around the girth—and stroked slowly, coaxing it back to full hardness. Mike groaned low, hips flexing.

She glanced at me—eyes locked on mine—then leaned forward.

Her lips parted. She took the head into her mouth—slow, careful, cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently. Mike's hand came up to rest on the back of her head—not pushing, just resting there. Lauren moaned around him, the vibration making him hiss. She bobbed slowly at first—lips stretching wide, struggling to take more than half his length. Her throat worked visibly, gagging a little when she tried to go deeper, saliva dripping down the shaft.

She pulled off for a breath, tongue swirling around the head, then looked at me again.

"It's so big," she whispered, voice hoarse. "I can barely fit it... my jaw's aching already."

She went back down—deeper this time, throat relaxing as she forced more in. Her hands stroked what her mouth couldn't reach—twisting, pumping in rhythm. Mike's breathing grew ragged; his hips rocked gently, fucking shallowly into her mouth.

Lauren's free hand slid between her own legs—fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight circles. Her nipples were rock-hard, standing out dark and tight against her flushed skin. She moaned around his cock, the sound muffled and desperate, hips rocking against her own hand as she sucked him.

She'd never done that before—touched herself while giving head. Never. She'd always said it felt too slutty, too exposed. But now she was doing it—rubbing her clit frantically, moaning louder around Mike's thick shaft, clearly lost in her own pleasure.

Lauren moaned around Mike's cock—the sound muffled and desperate—as her fingers circled her clit faster. Her rock-hard nipples stood out against her flushed skin, breasts swaying slightly with each bob of her head. She was clearly turned on beyond words—rubbing herself frantically, hips grinding against her own hand, moaning louder every time she took him deeper.

Mike groaned—deep, guttural. "Fuck... I'm close..."

Lauren didn't pull away. She took him deeper—throat working, gagging a little on the thickness—but she kept sucking, cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling under the head. Her fingers sped up on her clit, hips bucking against her hand.

Mike tensed—thighs flexing, abs tightening. "Gonna cum—"

Lauren's eyes watered, throat convulsing as she forced another inch down. Mike's hand tightened in her hair, hips jerking once, twice—then he groaned low and unloaded.

Thick ropes pulsed across her tongue, hitting the back of her throat. Lauren's eyes squeezed shut—face scrunching in obvious distaste. She gagged hard, throat working visibly as the first thick spurt coated her tongue. The taste hit her—salty, bitter, overwhelming—and her body jerked slightly, a small whimper escaping around his cock. She hated it; it was written all over her face—brows furrowed, cheeks hollowed tighter, a grimace pulling at her mouth.

But she didn't stop. She didn't pull away.

She kept sucking—lips sealed tight, throat swallowing convulsively as rope after rope filled her mouth. She forced it down—two hard gulps, then a third—grimacing with each swallow, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes from the effort and the taste. Her fingers rubbed her clit faster, hips jerking as if the act itself was pushing her toward another edge.

Mike shuddered through the last pulses, groaning her name. Lauren held him in her mouth until he softened slightly, then pulled off slowly—lips shiny, a thin string of cum connecting her tongue to the head for a second before breaking. She swallowed one final time—face twisting in clear revulsion—then licked her lips, wiping the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.

She looked at me—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, nipples still diamond-hard, fingers still circling her clit.

"Did you like watching me swallow for him," she whispered, voice raw and hoarse. "Every drop. It tasted awful... made me gag... but I did it. For his big black cock. Because it turned me on so much to please him... to let him cum in my mouth while you watched."

Mike stirred beside her. He sat up slowly, chest still heaving, cock softening against his thigh. He looked down at Lauren for a long moment—something like respect in his expression, maybe even a flicker of awe—then leaned over and kissed her forehead, soft and almost tender, the way a man kisses a woman after something profound passes between them.

"Thank you," he said quietly, voice deep and rough from his own release. "That was... something else."

Lauren smiled up at him—lazy, sated, eyes half-lidded with the afterglow. "You're welcome."

Mike stood without rush. He gathered his clothes from the floor—pants first, shirt next, shoes last—dressing efficiently, methodically, as if this were a normal end to a normal night. He buttoned his shirt with steady fingers, tucked it in, ran a hand over his shaved head. Then he turned to me.

A small nod. "Take care of her, man."

I nodded back—wordless, still reeling, throat too tight to speak. My heart hadn't stopped hammering since the moment he first pushed inside her.

Mike walked out. The hallway light framed him for a second, broad shoulders filling the doorway, then he was gone. The front door clicked shut behind him—soft, final. The house fell silent except for the faint jazz still drifting from the living room speaker and the sound of our breathing: Lauren's slow and deep, mine uneven and ragged.

The candles had burned low. Wax pooled on the nightstand, the room smelling of lavender oil, sex, sweat, and the faint metallic tang of cum. Lauren lay exactly where she'd landed—on her back, legs slightly parted, one knee bent, the other stretched out. Her pussy was red and swollen, lips parted, Mike's thick white cum still leaking slowly from her entrance in viscous trails that slid down her ass crack and pooled on the sheet beneath her. Every small shift of her hips made more drip out—slow, deliberate drops that caught the flickering light.

I sat in the chair for what felt like forever—cock still hard in my hand, pre-cum leaking steadily down my shaft, heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my ears. Shame and arousal warred in my chest. I'd watched my wife get fucked—really fucked—by another man. Watched her come harder than I'd ever seen, scream his name, beg for more. Watched him fill her, watched his cum drip out of her. And I'd stroked myself through it all, come once already, and still hadn't moved.

Lauren's breathing had steadied. She turned her head toward me, eyes finding mine in the dim light. No words. Just that look—soft, knowing, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

I stood.

My legs felt unsteady as I crossed the room. The carpet was soft under my bare feet, the air cool against my skin. I climbed onto the bed—slow, almost reverent—and slid on top of her. Her legs parted automatically, welcoming me between them. Her skin was hot, slick with sweat and oil. I kissed her—deep, possessive—tongue sliding into her mouth. I tasted him immediately: salty, bitter, thick on her tongue, coating the inside of her cheeks. The flavor was unmistakable—another man's cum lingering where my wife had just swallowed him whole.

She moaned into my mouth, hands sliding down my back, nails dragging lightly. Her fingers wrapped around my cock—still rock-hard, throbbing with need—and stroked slowly, slick with the remnants of my earlier release.

I groaned against her lips, hips jerking into her hand. "Lauren..."

She kept kissing me—tongue swirling, sharing the taste—while her hand pumped me in firm, steady strokes. Three seconds. Maybe four.

That was all it took.

I came—sudden, humiliatingly fast—ropes shooting across her hand, her wrist, splattering onto her tits in thick white streaks. My body jerked, groan muffled against her mouth as I spilled everything I had left. My cock pulsed twice more, then went limp in her grip, spent.

I froze—face buried in her neck, breath ragged, shame flooding in hot and immediate.

I'd wanted to reclaim her. Wanted to fuck her hard, fill her again, erase every trace of Mike with my own release. Instead I'd lasted seconds—barely inside her mouth, barely touching her—cumming all over her hand and tits like a teenager.

Lauren didn't laugh. Didn't pull away. She just kept stroking me gently through the aftershocks—soft, soothing—until I softened completely.

I lifted my head, avoiding her eyes. "I'm sorry... I wanted to—"

She cut me off with a finger against my lips. Looked up at me—eyes soft, smile slow and knowing.

"Well," she said quietly, voice still hoarse from Mike's cock, "there is one way to make me cum..."

She guided my head down—gentle but firm—until my mouth hovered over her cum-filled pussy. The thick white trails of Mike's release were still leaking from her, mixed with her own wetness, pooling on the sheets.

"Clean me up," she whispered. "Lick every drop out of me... make me cum with your tongue while I tell you how good his cock felt inside me."

My heart slammed. Jealousy, shame, arousal—all of it twisted together into something white-hot.

I lowered my mouth to her pussy—tongue flicking out to taste the mess Mike had left behind.

Lauren moaned softly, fingers threading into my hair.

"Good boy," she breathed. "Start licking..."

The first contact was electric. Her pussy was hot, swollen, slick with their combined release. Mike's cum coated her lips—thick, salty, bitter—mixed with her own sweeter wetness. I licked tentatively at first—broad strokes along the outer lips, gathering the leaking cream, swallowing it down despite the way it clung to my tongue and the back of my throat. The taste was overwhelming—musky, heavy, foreign—but the arousal drowned the revulsion. Lauren sighed—long, satisfied—her hips shifting slightly to give me better access.

"Deeper," she murmured. "Get it all... taste how much he filled me."

I pressed my tongue inside—sliding between her folds, scooping out the thick load he'd left behind. It coated my mouth, slid down my throat in slow, viscous waves. Lauren moaned louder, hips rolling up to meet my mouth, fingers tightening in my hair.

"His cock was so big," she whispered, voice still hoarse. "Stretched me wide... hit so deep I saw stars. I could feel every vein when he thrust... every pulse when he came inside me."

My cock—limp moments ago—twitched against the sheet. Shame burned hotter, but arousal followed right behind. I licked harder—tongue circling her clit, then plunging back inside to scoop out more of his cum. Lauren whimpered, thighs trembling around my ears.

"He fucked me like he owned me," she continued, voice husky. "Filled me up so full... I can still feel him leaking out. Taste him on your tongue... that's what he left in your wife."

I groaned into her pussy—vibration making her gasp. My tongue worked faster—lapping, sucking, cleaning every drop I could reach. Lauren's hips bucked, grinding against my face, clit throbbing under my lips.

"Keep going," she panted. "Make me cum... make me cum with his cum still inside me... while I tell you how much I loved it."

Her words were relentless—each one stoking the fire in my gut. I sucked her clit hard, tongue flicking fast, then plunged back inside to lap at the creamy mess. Lauren's moans turned into cries—higher, more desperate. Her thighs clamped around my head, hips grinding frantically.

"His cock... so thick... so deep... I came so hard on it... harder than I ever have with you..."

The jealousy twisted sharper—painful, humiliating—but I couldn't stop. I licked faster, swallowed more, tongue buried deep as she rode my face.

"Yes... yes... right there..." she gasped. "Clean his cum out of me... make me cum again..."

Her body tensed—legs locking, back arching off the bed. A high, broken wail tore from her throat as her orgasm hit—pussy pulsing against my tongue, fresh wetness flooding my mouth, mixing with the last traces of Mike. She thrashed, hips bucking wildly, fingers yanking my hair as wave after wave crashed through her.

When it finally passed, she collapsed back—panting, trembling, thighs falling open. I lifted my head—face slick with her and him—breath ragged.

Lauren looked down at me—eyes soft, smile gentle.

"Good boy," she whispered again. "You did it."

She pulled me up—slow, tender—kissed me deeply, tasting herself and Mike on my lips.

"Now we're even," she said softly. "And we're just getting started."


Epilogue

Dave sat across from me, beer forgotten in his hand, staring like I'd just told him the moon was made of cheese. The Rusty Anchor had quieted down—after-work crowd thinned to a few regulars, jukebox playing some old Springsteen low in the background. My own glass was empty, but I didn't care. I'd talked for hours, laid it all out from the cookie jar to the balcony, the massage, Mike in our bed. Dave hadn't interrupted much, just nodded, eyebrows climbing higher with every detail.

When I finished—Lauren insatiable now, near-daily blowjobs, her pussy still tasting of other men some nights—he just blinked.

"Jesus, man," he said finally. "She's... she's fucking other guys. Regularly. And you're... happy?"

I leaned back in the booth, exhaled slow. The words felt strange out loud, but they were true.

"Yeah," I said. "I am."

Dave rubbed his face with both hands. "I don't get it. You watched her swallow some stranger's load tonight—literally watched it—and you're sitting here smiling like you won the lottery."

I shrugged. "I did win the lottery. Just not the one you think."

He stared. "Explain."

I took a breath. "Before all this—the jar, the fantasies, the cards—our sex life was good. Reliable. Comfortable. Like a warm blanket. We loved each other, we got off, we went to sleep. But it was... safe. Predictable. Lauren never initiated anything wild. Never knelt in the kitchen and sucked me off because she felt like it. Never told me she wanted to swallow a stranger's cum while I watched. Never came so hard she screamed another man's name."

Dave winced at that last part.

"But now?" I continued. "Now she's awake. Fully awake. Insatiable. She wakes me up with her mouth almost every morning—deep, sloppy, moaning like she's the one getting off. She sends me dirty texts at work: 'Thinking about that BBC stretching me last week. Can't wait for tonight.' She rides me reverse cowgirl so I can watch her ass bounce while she tells me how much bigger Mike was. She cums three, four, five times a night—screaming, shaking, soaking the sheets. And half the time she's thinking about someone else while she does it."

Dave shifted in his seat. "And that... doesn't bother you?"

"It did at first," I admitted. "The first time Mike fucked her, I sat in that chair feeling like my world was ending. Jealousy so sharp I could barely breathe. But then I saw her—really saw her. The way her body responded, the way she came harder than she ever had with me, the way she looked at me afterward like I was the one who gave her permission to feel that alive. It hurt... but it also turned me on more than anything ever has."

I leaned forward. "The jealousy doesn't go away. It's there every time she comes home with that glow, every time she tells me about a new guy, every time she kneels and sucks me while whispering how she swallowed someone else the night before. But the jealousy isn't poison anymore. It's fuel. It makes me harder. Makes me fuck her rougher. Makes me eat her pussy after another man has filled it, tasting him while she tells me how much she loved it. And she loves that I do it. Loves that I'm willing to be her cuck, her cleanup boy, her safe place to come home to."

Dave exhaled hard. "So she's... cheating? With your blessing?"

"Not cheating," I said. "Sharing. Exploring. Living. And I'm part of it. I watch, I listen, I reclaim her every time with my tongue or my cock or just holding her while she tells me the details. She still comes home to me. Still kisses me goodnight. Still tells me she loves me. But now she also comes home full of someone else's cum, still shaking from how hard she came, and she tells me everything. And I get off on it. Hard."

He stared at his beer. "I don't know if I could do that."

"I didn't think I could either," I said. "But I can. And it's the best thing that ever happened to our sex life. To our marriage. She's not the same woman she was six months ago. She's bolder, hungrier, more alive. And I'm not the same man. I'm not just her husband anymore. I'm her voyeur, her enabler, her safe harbor. And I fucking love it."

Dave finally took a sip of his beer—long, slow. "She's still fucking other guys, though. Regularly."

"Yeah," I said. "And I'm still hard thinking about it."

He looked at me—really looked. "You're happy."

It wasn't a question.

I smiled—slow, real. "Happier than I've ever been."

Dave drained his glass, set it down.

"I don't get it," he said. "But... I guess I don't have to."

"No," I said. "You don't."

He stood. "I need another drink. You?"

I shook my head. "I'm good."

He walked to the bar. I stayed in the booth, staring at the empty glass in front of me. The house was waiting—Lauren probably already in bed, maybe touching herself thinking about tonight, waiting for me to come home and lick Mike's cum out of her again.

I stood up, left cash on the table, and walked out into the night.

The drive home was quiet. My cock was half-hard the whole way.

When I opened the bedroom door, she was exactly where I knew she'd be—naked under the sheet, legs parted, fingers lazily circling her clit. Cum still leaked slowly from her pussy, staining the cotton.

She looked up at me—eyes dark, smile slow.

"Welcome home," she said.

I closed the door behind me.

The jar was on the dresser. One envelope left.

But we didn't need it anymore.

We'd already opened everything that mattered.
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Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

I thought I was just a normal guy. My wife Jenny and I had a great marriage, great sex, and no secrets—until the night everything changed.

It started as a night out with friends. Drinks, dancing, harmless flirting. But when a tall, tattooed Black stranger pulled her onto the dance floor, I didn’t stop him. I watched. And when his hands wandered, when his mouth found her neck, when she let him… I still didn’t stop it.

That night, I watched my wife get taken by another man. A man with a thick, powerful cock that stretched her in ways I never had. I watched her moan for him. Ride him. Beg for more. And somehow, I couldn’t look away.

I thought I’d feel jealous. Angry. Broken.

Instead, I got hard.

Jenny changed that night—and so did I. She loved being used. Loved being a slut for him. And when she turned her wicked smile on me, I realized something else: this wasn’t just about her being taken.

It was about me being made to watch.

What started as a fantasy became something raw, filthy, and brutally real. I’d never seen my wife like this before. I’d never fucked her like this before. And by the time it was over, I didn’t even recognize the man I’d become.

All I knew was, I didn’t want it to stop.

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

It was at that moment I knew the damage had been done. As my husband Steve climbed on top of me I had to actually think about it. For the first time in my life, I had to ask myself the question.

Was it in yet?

I hated myself for even thinking it. I know how rude it is. I know how disrespectful it is. Although I can't really make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this, and it was Caleb and his big black cock that had stretched me out only an hour before.

No, the only person to blame for this was me. I chose to suck black cock, I chose to cheat on my husband. Although my friend Lauren can probably take a tiny bit of the blame, but that's another story entirely.

But however I try to explain it, one thing is for sure. After what Caleb did to me, now my pussy is ruined.
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