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Thanks For The Memories

I was sitting on the beach the other evening, beer sweating in my hand, watching the waves roll in and thinking about the things I’ve seen, the lives I’ve stepped into. You spend enough years as a bull—slipping into the beds of cheating wives, girlfriends with their half-open secrets, and couples chasing that forbidden edge—and you start to believe nothing can surprise you anymore. That you’ve seen every shade of desire there is.

But Jack and Jess proved me wrong. They came out of nowhere, and even now, with the salt air on my face and the sun sliding toward the horizon, I can’t shake how different it was with them. Nothing I’d done before ever felt as raw, as dangerous, or as erotic as the time I spent with that couple.

They were the kind of people you’d never suspect: smart, polished, the sort of white, upper-middle-class pair you might see laughing over cocktails at some country-club bar. From the outside, flawless. Behind closed doors, though, they were just starting to stumble their way into cuckoldry, desperate for something real.

By the time we first traded messages online, they were already worn down by the grind of it—burned by flakes on Reddit, ghosted in chat rooms, let down by the kind of guys who talk a big game and never show up. I could see it in Jack’s words, the frustration, the resignation. He admitted that he and Jess had even started whispering about giving it all up entirely. Their fantasies had lived too long in the dark, and reality kept slipping through their fingers.

I told Jack we should meet in person first—just him and me. No rush, no promises, just two men sitting down to see if there was any real connection. Only after that would I even consider whether I might be the right man for Jess.

He seemed almost relieved by that. Most of the guys they’d run into online weren’t offering respect or patience. They were the ones who came crashing in with, “hey man, when can I fuck your wife?” as if a crude message and a blurry cock pic was all it took. That was their level—fantasists, time-wasters, boys pretending at being men.

I’ve never operated like that. I don’t have to. I’ve been doing this long enough to know that the real power in this game isn’t about chasing every opportunity—it’s about choosing. I don’t need to fuck every wife who asks, and I don’t need to prove myself with desperate bragging. I set the pace. I decide when and if it happens.

That’s what separates a bull from the noise online. It’s not the size of the cock pic—it’s the weight of the presence, the discipline, the certainty that once I walk into their world, I’ll be the one holding the reins. And Jack, I think, recognized that the moment we started talking.

I’d arranged to meet Jack at a bar downtown, one of those places with polished wood, low lighting, and enough background chatter to make a first conversation feel private. Walking in, I wasn’t sure what to expect. After years in this scene, I’d seen everything—husbands who looked like they hadn’t touched a gym in a decade, men who shook so hard with nerves they could barely hold a drink, even one guy who turned out to be half the age he claimed online.

But Jack? Jack was different.

The moment I spotted him at the bar, I had to admit he wasn’t at all what I had pictured. He was taller than I expected, maybe five-eleven, built solid but lean, the kind of body you get from real time in the gym rather than wishful thinking. Broad shoulders under a fitted shirt, arms that filled the sleeves, and a presence that made people glance his way without quite knowing why. He had this thick, dark beard that gave him a rugged edge, and for a second I found myself thinking if not for the beard and my own blond hair, we could have passed for brothers.

It was a good surprise. Men like Jack don’t usually end up in my orbit—they’re too polished, too put-together, too confident. And he was confident. Not cocky, but steady. He stood to shake my hand, looked me straight in the eye, and his grip was firm. Already I could tell he wasn’t like the flustered, apologetic husbands I’d met before.

We ordered drinks, settled in, and the conversation began easily enough—his businesses, his travel, the fact that his schedule kept him on the road more than at home. It wasn’t long before Jess came up, her name dropping into the space between us like a spark. That’s when the tension crept in.

“Look,” I said, leaning back, “you know how it is online. You never really know who you’re talking to. So before we go any further, I need to be sure. Can you show me the most recent pictures you’ve got of Jess?”

It landed heavier than I intended. For a second, Jack’s whole demeanor shifted. He hesitated, thumb hovering over his phone, jaw tightening just slightly. I’ve seen that look before. Nine times out of ten, it means the wife doesn’t look anything like her profile, and this is the moment the whole fantasy unravels.

I held his gaze, waiting. He exhaled, looked down at his drink, then finally muttered, “The last couple… they’re not exactly for public viewing.”

And suddenly, I understood.

He wasn’t reluctant because Jess was a disappointment—quite the opposite. He was sitting there with pictures on his phone he wasn’t sure he should be sharing. Naked ones. Private ones. And the idea of pulling them out in a crowded bar had him stuck.

I smiled, slow and easy. “Relax, Jack. I don’t need to see those. If I like the woman in her regular pictures, then I’ll see the rest in due time. That’s not what tonight’s about.”

That’s the difference. The boys online, the ones who hound these couples with their crude demands, they’d be begging to see every naked shot, stroking their dicks to the pixels before they’d even shaken his hand. Me? I don’t need proof. I don’t need to strip his wife in a bar. I’m here to see if there’s trust, if there’s a connection worth pursuing.

Jack studied me for a long moment, and I could see the tension ease out of him. His mouth tugged into the start of a grin. In that instant, I think he realized I wasn’t like the others.

A couple of beers in, Jack started opening up about how this all really began. Not with some grand plan, not with a carefully orchestrated fantasy, but at a wedding a few years back. He told me Jess had been drinking a little too much, loose and laughing, when one of the bridesmaids showed up with a new boyfriend. A tall Black guy—broad shoulders, easy smile, the kind of presence you couldn’t ignore. Jess hadn’t meant to say anything, but drunk honesty has a way of slipping out. She leaned into Jack and whispered that the guy was hot.

That night, back in their hotel room, Jack teased her about it. He asked if she’d wanted to fuck him, if she’d been picturing herself bent over in some corner while the party kept going outside. Jess, cheeks flushed, tried to deny it at first, but the alcohol loosened her tongue. She admitted that yes, she’d thought about it—and more than that, she’d always wondered what it would be like to try a big Black cock. She even brought up her friend Megan, who, after a couple of glasses of wine, couldn’t stop raving about how different it was, how intense it felt.

Jack kept needling, pushing her buttons, and Jess gave up trying to hide behind denials. She wanted it. She’d fantasized about it for years, tucked it away where she thought he’d never find it. That night it spilled out in a rush, and by the time they were fucking, Jack had her confessing every detail.

It didn’t stop there. Over the next few months, it became a theme, cropping up in whispers during late-night sex, slipping into roleplay when Jess would moan another man’s name. Sometimes she’d talk about coming home from a date, wet and dripping, and offering Jack the taste of her creampie. Sometimes Jack would push her further, asking if she wanted him to watch, if she wanted him to see her on her knees with another man.

What started as Jess being the submissive one shifted. She got off on flipping the script, on seeing Jack squirm when she described being filled by someone else. Jack admitted to me that Jess had always loved being dominated in bed, but this was different. Talking about another man, making Jack imagine her surrendering, it sparked something in her. It drew out a side of her he’d never seen before—a darker, more commanding streak that she was only just beginning to explore.

What struck me right away was how different they were from most couples I’d come across. This wasn’t a pair tentatively dipping their toes in, second-guessing themselves, or playing with half-baked fantasies they’d never have the courage to follow through on. No—Jack and Jess were ready. They wanted this. They were eager to take that next step and bring a bull into their lives, but so far their search had been a string of dead ends, disappointment after disappointment.

By the time our glasses were empty and the night was winding down, Jack leaned in with a steady look. “How about Friday?” he said. “Meet us for drinks. Jess can be there this time, make her own judgment about you. I’d green-light you in a second, but of course she gets the final word.”

It was exactly the kind of confidence I liked to see in a husband. He wasn’t posturing, he wasn’t begging—he was making it clear this was their decision together, and Jess’s voice mattered. That earned my respect.

I asked him, casually, what Jess liked to drink. He smirked and said, “Strawberry daiquiris. She’ll never turn one down.”

I filed that away, already turning over ideas in my head. The stage was set for Friday, and if everything we’d talked about held true, it was going to be the first step toward something much more real.

By Friday night, I was more than ready. I showed up early, too early maybe, but that’s how I like it. Control starts with preparation. I found us a booth tucked toward the back, the kind with high bench seating that gave a little privacy without cutting us off from the pulse of the room. I told the server I’d wait for my guests before ordering—no point in rushing anything tonight.

I was half-watching the door, half-scanning the room when they came in. Right on time. That alone said something about them. I hate tardiness, and couples who can’t manage punctuality usually can’t manage this lifestyle either. Jack walked tall, confident, scanning the bar until his eyes landed on me. Beside him, Jess.

The server greeted them and guided them toward me. I rose as they approached, and that was the first moment I really took her in.

Jess was… smaller than I’d pictured. Tiny, in fact. I’d seen a handful of photos—tastefully revealing, sure, but nothing that told the whole story. And I never press for too many pictures. Experience has taught me that filters and angles can do wonders, sometimes too many. Better to leave a little mystery and judge for myself in the flesh.

Still, she caught me off guard. Five-one, she claimed, though standing there I wasn’t convinced she cleared five feet in those modest heels. A hundred pounds, give or take. She looked like she could fold into my arms and disappear. Not my usual type, if I’m being honest—I’ve always had a weakness for curves, for women who fill a man’s hands. But Jess carried herself differently.

Her smile hit me first. Bright, genuine, the kind that curled at the edges like she knew more than she was letting on. Then her eyes—curious, flicking up and down my frame, taking my measure. That look told me everything: she liked what she saw.

And her body, though small, had a presence all its own. Her breasts were barely B-cups, nothing like the full curves I usually crave, yet on her tiny frame they were high, firm, and perfect. The kind of perky little tits that belonged exactly where they were. I’d thought petite wasn’t for me, but standing there, watching Jess smile at me with that mix of nerves and excitement, I felt a pull I hadn’t expected.

Jack introduced us, his tone casual but with a flicker of pride, like he was presenting something rare. And I couldn’t blame him.

Much like Jack, Jess was clearly no stranger to the gym. She was tiny, yes, but every inch of her petite frame was sculpted, her figure as tight and toned as it was feminine. She hadn’t come dressed to hide it either. Her yellow summer dress clung to her lightly, the gauzy fabric just shy of see-through. Even in the dim light of the bar, I caught the pale pink of her nipples, the soft circles of her areolas pressing faintly through the material, as if daring anyone to notice. The hem skimmed mid-thigh, and as she moved, smooth legs catching the glow of the overhead lights, I couldn’t make out the faintest line of panties beneath. That little detail did things to me.

And then there was her hair. Online, I’d thought she was a brunette, maybe light brown in the right lighting. But seeing her in the flesh erased any doubt. Jess was a redhead, and a striking one at that—copper tones catching the low light, her long hair plaited into a crown around her head. It wasn’t just a look; she owned it.

“Jess,” I said, stepping forward to meet her. I leaned in, brushing a polite kiss across her cheek, then smoothly positioned myself between her and Jack to guide her into the booth. Her baby-blue eyes lifted to mine, and for a moment they held there—curious, playful, just a little shy. She slid across the bench without hesitation, the fabric of her dress whispering against the leather seat, leaving space beside her.

I winked at Jack as I turned back, shaking his hand. “Good to see you again.”

Jack didn’t bother with words. He just grinned, settling opposite his wife, pride written all over his face. The server arrived, pausing as his eyes flicked over our arrangement, but he covered his surprise with professional ease. I slid in beside Jess, close enough for her perfume to brush against me, a mix of citrus and something faintly floral.

“So,” I said easily, glancing from one to the other, “what are we drinking tonight?”

The server turned toward us, pen ready, but I didn’t give Jack the chance to open his mouth. I leaned back, settling comfortably against the bench, my right arm sliding around Jess’s slim waist as if it belonged there. She gave the faintest start at the sudden contact, then softened against me almost instantly, her thigh brushing mine beneath the table.

“The lady,” I said, my eyes never leaving hers, “will have a strawberry daiquiri. And I’ll take a Coors.”

Jess’s lips curved into a smile, a faint blush rising in her cheeks as if she loved that I knew her preference without needing to ask. The server nodded, scribbling it down, his gaze flicking to the rings on their hands—and the absence of one on mine.

I let the silence hang for a beat, then turned my attention deliberately across the table. “And her husband here will have…” I left the words dangling in the air, watching Jack squirm under the weight of my pause.

For the first time that night, he faltered. His jaw clenched, his eyes dropped to the table, and color crept up his neck. I could see the conflict play out in real time—the instinct to assert himself battling with the reality of what we were all here for.

Jess’s nails grazed lightly against my thigh as she shifted closer, her body language saying everything Jack wouldn’t. I tightened my arm around her waist, just enough to claim her.

Finally, Jack cleared his throat. “Urm… uhh, a Bud Light, please.”

His voice carried that rabbit-in-the-headlights tremor, and I smiled, slow and knowing. The server scribbled it down and walked off, but the moment lingered. For all of Jack’s confidence, for all his polish, it was suddenly clear—he wasn’t used to being the one on the back foot. Not with Jess, not with anyone. And yet, here we were.

Jess stifled a soft giggle, the sound bubbling out of her as her left hand drifted onto my thigh. Light, tentative, but deliberate—her fingers settled just above my knee, her nails grazing lightly through the fabric of my jeans. The server scribbled down the last of the order and walked away, leaving us cocooned in the hum of the bar.

Her hair carried that unmistakable sweetness of fresh shampoo and something floral, the scent rising as she shifted closer. I let my hand trail slowly across her stomach, fingertips coming to rest in the small hollow beside her belly button. Her skin was warm, smooth, her breathing shallow against my touch. Nervous, yes—but there was no mistaking the way her body leaned into mine, inviting more.

Across the table, Jack leaned forward, his smile strained, cheeks glowing red as if the heat of the moment had finally caught up with him. “Jesus, that was crazy,” he murmured, lowering his voice though not nearly enough. “Did you see the look on the waiter’s face?”

I glanced at him, my hand sliding lower until it cupped Jess’s hip. Her body was taut under my palm, toned, responsive. As I stroked lightly up and down, I felt the absence of fabric, and my cock gave an involuntary throb at the confirmation. No panties. She’d come here ready.

I pulled her into me with an easy possessiveness, and Jess melted against my side. My eyes met Jack’s across the table, holding him there. “Is this what you wanted then, Jack?” I teased, my voice low, letting the weight of it sink in.

His mouth twitched, caught somewhere between a smile and a grimace. “Well, maybe,” he admitted, his voice a hushed rush, “but you don’t have to let everyone in the bar know.”

The words came out as a loud whisper, half protest, half plea. And in that moment, the contrast was stark—Jess pliant and eager in my grasp, me calm and in control, and Jack, red-faced, realizing he was already sliding into a role he wasn’t accustomed to: the watcher.

Jess leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she giggled, then turned her mischievous eyes on Jack. “His face? Holy fuck, babe, forget the waiter—did you see yours?” Her voice was light, teasing, almost cruel in its playfulness. “I thought you were going to piss yourself when Mark pulled me in against him like that.”

Jack froze, his face coloring deeper, caught somewhere between embarrassment and arousal. Jess only smiled wider, enjoying the way he squirmed.

I tilted my head toward her, slow and deliberate, and pressed my lips against hers. No hesitation, no testing the waters. Just a full, claiming kiss. Jess responded instantly, her mouth opening under mine, her hand on my thigh tightening as if to anchor herself. A soft, hungry sound escaped her throat, a moan that made heads turn at nearby tables but left me unmoved.

Jack’s jaw dropped. He just stared, transfixed, his own wife kissing another man not two feet away from him.

And then his eyes widened. He’d been so focused on our mouths that he hadn’t noticed my hand. My right hand had drifted higher, sliding over the gauzy fabric of Jess’s dress, cupping the small swell of her breast. Her nipple was already hard beneath my palm, and I rolled it gently between my thumb and forefinger, feeling it stiffen even more under my touch.

Jess gasped into my mouth, her moan a low tremor that vibrated against my lips. She wasn’t pulling away, wasn’t resisting—she was leaning in, giving herself over to the moment, enjoying the thrill of letting Jack watch it unfold.

Casual, unhurried, I kept kissing her as though her husband wasn’t even there, my fingers playing with her nipple through the thin material. The dominance wasn’t in what I did—it was in how little I seemed to care who saw.

Jack sat frozen, his face burning, caught between outrage and the pulse of his own arousal. And Jess, devilish smile lingering even as her cheeks flushed, seemed to revel in every second of his helplessness.

I turned my head just enough to catch Jack in my periphery, my hand still lazily teasing Jess’s nipple through the thin fabric of her dress. “And this, Jack,” I said, my tone calm, steady, the kind of voice that doesn’t ask so much as declare, “are you sure you’re ready to see this?”

He didn’t answer with words, not right away. His throat worked, Adam’s apple bobbing, his lips parting and closing again as if he were searching for something to say. Finally, he nodded, slow, deliberate.

“And you’re ready for whatever it takes to make Jess happy tonight?” I pressed.

That was the moment. I saw it in his eyes, the flicker where fantasy bled into reality. He glanced at his wife—still pressed tight against me, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from my kiss—and I caught the exact second the realization hit him. This wasn’t roleplay anymore. This wasn’t some late-night game in bed. This was happening, and he wasn’t going to stop it. His tongue darted out to wet his lips, a nervous tick, followed by a sharp swallow that said more than any words could.

I let my hand ease off Jess’s breast, not pulling away entirely, just softening my hold. And in that instant, she moved on her own. Her small hand slid higher along my thigh, fingers curling with more intent this time.

Now, listen. Let me break the fourth wall for a second—because if you’re here expecting me to claim I’m swinging some absurd eleven-inch monster, you’ve clearly confused real life with porn. That’s not me. This isn’t make-believe. My cock measures just shy of seven inches. Almost exact. But here’s the thing—it’s thick. Not “kinda thicker than average.” Thick enough that the moment a girl’s hand wraps around it, her eyes widen. Thick enough that it stretches her out in a way she’s never felt before. And when you put that next to the five, maybe five-and-a-half inches most husbands are working with, trust me—the difference isn’t academic. It’s night and day. It’s the kind of thing that blows her out of the water.

Jess’s fingers traced higher, tentative but eager, brushing the outline beneath my jeans. She leaned into me again, lips grazing my cheek, then catching mine for another kiss. Softer this time, slower, her tongue flicking gently against mine as her tiny hand closed more firmly around the bulge straining against the fabric.

I didn’t push. I didn’t need to. Experience has taught me that anticipation is worth more than a dozen cock pics ever could be. Let her imagine it, let her feel the heat of it through the denim, let her mind run wild until she couldn’t stop herself from wanting to see it, touch it, take it.

And sitting there, her body pressed into mine, her hand sliding along the rigid length beneath my clothes, I could feel it happening already. Jess was settling into this new role, right in front of her husband. And Jack, red-faced and speechless across the table, was settling into his.

I let my arm relax across the back of the booth, fingers idly tracing circles against Jess’s side as though nothing had changed. Conversation hummed all around us, the clink of glasses, the dull thump of music, but at our table the air had grown thick, charged.

Then, with a patience I’d learned over years of doing this, I let my right hand fall lower. Just a shift, nothing obvious—palm grazing the soft flare of her hip, sliding down to the hem of her summer dress. The fabric was light, barely there. My fingers brushed it, toyed with the edge, then disappeared beneath.

Jess stilled, her breath hitching, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned in closer, her hand on my thigh tightening as her eyes found her husband’s across the table.

Jack was pale at first, then flushed dark, his jaw tight. His lips parted as though he was about to say something—maybe to stop me, maybe to protest—but nothing came. He swallowed instead, his Adam’s apple bobbing hard, eyes locked on mine like he couldn’t decide whether to glare or beg.

My fingers drifted upward, slow as molasses, over the smooth plane of her thigh. I could feel the tension ripple through her muscles, the way she shifted just slightly to open herself wider for me.

Jess’s lips parted in a perfect “O,” her cheeks flushing, but her eyes never left Jack’s. She wanted him to see.

When my fingers reached the heat between her legs, I found exactly what I knew I would. Wet. Soaked, even. The kind of slickness that told me she’d been primed for this long before I touched her. I didn’t go inside, not yet. Instead I drew light, deliberate circles over her clit, teasing, pressing just enough to make her gasp.

Across the table, Jack looked like a man caught between two worlds. Discomfort, jealousy, arousal—they all warred across his features at once. For a split second, I thought he was going to blurt out stop. His lips twitched, his chest heaved, but Jess beat him to it.

Her hand shot across the table and wrapped around his, squeezing tight. Her eyes told him everything—that she wanted this, that she wasn’t resisting, that she was giving herself over even as her husband sat there, forced to watch.

That was when I slid two fingers inside her. Smooth, easy, her body opening without a hint of resistance. Jess moaned softly, biting down on her lip as her hips rocked almost imperceptibly toward my hand. Her nails dug into Jack’s palm, anchoring herself to him even as I worked her open beneath the table.

And Jack—he just stared, mouth slightly open, his face a kaleidoscope of emotions he couldn’t name, watching his wife surrender with nothing more than a look to remind him she was choosing this.

The timing couldn’t have been tighter. Just as Jess shifted her hand onto my lap, sliding her small fingers along the rigid outline of my cock through my jeans, the server appeared with a tray balanced precariously in his hands. He set down the drinks one by one, his eyes glazed with the focus of someone who needed to move quickly, oblivious to the slow, deliberate motion happening under the table.

Jess’s lips curved into a devilish smile, her voice cutting the air with a clarity that made me pause. “Oh babe,” she said, loud enough for both of us—and, by the looks of it, the poor server too—“he’s at least as big as you.”

The server froze mid-motion. For a heartbeat, I thought he might actually drop the tray. Somehow, through sheer professional instinct, he managed to set down the last glass without spilling a drop, though his ears flamed red as he beat a quick retreat.

Jack shifted in his seat, eyes flicking nervously after the man, then back to me. His face colored, but then he did something I didn’t expect—he grinned. Awkward, yes, but genuine, the grin of a man who knew exactly what had just been said and wasn’t backing away from it.

And here’s the truth: that moment mattered more than most outsiders would ever understand. Because as much as I relish being the bigger man—and I do—there’s no thrill in being compared to a pathetic two-inch micro-cock. That’s not a game, it’s a slaughter. It doesn’t make the wife glow with satisfaction, it makes her sneer with contempt. And contempt? That gets stale fast.

No, the real charge comes when the husband isn’t a loser. When he’s got something respectable to offer—five, six inches, maybe more—and still, his wife craves what I bring instead. That’s where the edge is. That’s where the dynamic comes alive.

Jack wasn’t sitting here humiliated because he was inadequate. Quite the opposite. He was a man more than capable of keeping his wife satisfied. But he’d chosen not to compete. He was here, watching her hand stroke over my cock, hearing her bold little confession, because he wanted her to have more.

Jess leaned into me, her blue eyes fluttering shut for a second as my fingers resumed their slow circles under her dress. Jack’s hand closed tightly around hers on the table, holding on as if he needed that anchor, while her face lit up with a flush of pleasure.

Jack’s voice was soft, almost reverent, though his eyes betrayed the storm inside him. “I think Mark likes what you have as well.”

I lifted my glass of Coors, took a slow, deliberate swallow, then raised it in his direction. “Cheers, Jack.” Our glasses clinked, the sound crisp and oddly intimate against the low hum of the bar. He took his sip, and I followed with mine, never breaking eye contact.

Beneath the table, Jess squirmed, her thighs trembling as I drew my fingers out of her, slick and glistening in the dim light. She caught my hand before I could lower it, her small fingers wrapping around mine with a sudden burst of boldness. With a grin tugging at her lips, she lifted my hand and extended it across the table toward her husband.

“Look what Mark just did to me, babe,” she said, her voice playful but charged, blue eyes sparkling as if daring him to refuse.

Jack froze, glancing left and right, scanning the bar for prying eyes. The chatter and laughter around us carried on, oblivious, but he still hesitated, breathing shallow, face flushed with heat. When he was finally certain no one was paying attention, he leaned in.

I held my hand steady, fingers glistening in the low light, Jess’s juices shining like a private invitation only the three of us understood. Jack’s eyes flicked from my hand to his wife, and then, with a sharp breath, he closed the distance.

His lips parted, and his tongue swept across my first finger, then the second, tasting his wife’s arousal straight from my skin. Jess giggled softly, delighted, her hand still wrapped around mine as though presenting her husband with an offering.

It was messy, raw, and completely theirs—the husband, the wife, and the bull who had just left his mark.

Jess lifted her daiquiri, her smile bright and unshaken despite the current running under the table. “To a new chapter in our lives and marriage,” she said, her voice carrying just enough to sound like a toast but weighted with meaning only the three of us understood.

We clinked glasses, the sound lost in the murmur of conversations and laughter around us, and Jess took a long sip through her straw. A moment later, beneath that noise, I caught a softer one—the faint rasp of a zipper being eased down. My ears weren’t the only ones to pick it up. I saw Jack’s eyes dart downward, his expression tightening, lips parting as though he’d heard something he wasn’t prepared to face. For a second, I thought I caught a quiet moan slip out of him, barely audible, but loaded with the tension that had been building all night.

I drained the last of my Coors, set the empty glass firmly on the table, and let myself lean back into the booth. Casual. Unrushed. Meanwhile, Jess’s hand slipped into my jeans with the ease of a woman who had already made her choice. Her fingers fished me out of my underwear, nails brushing sensitive skin as she freed my cock beneath the table.

Jack squirmed opposite us, his jaw tight, eyes flicking helplessly between her face and the subtle movement of her arm. He couldn’t see much, just the suggestion of her wrist flexing, the telltale motion as she wrapped her small hand around me and began to stroke. But that was enough. Enough to make him sweat. Enough to make him stare.

Jess’s cheeks were flushed, her voice soft and teasing as she turned her head toward him. “Oh wow, baby. He might be about the same length as you…” Her fingers squeezed me tighter, coaxing a pulse from my cock. “…but he’s so much thicker—I can barely wrap my hand around him.” She gave a knowing little grin. “And he’s circumcised. You know how much I like that, don’t you? God, I want him in my mouth.”

I didn’t flinch. I didn’t rush. I just picked up the thread of control as if it had always belonged to me. “Well then,” I said evenly, “drink up, you two. And I’m sure we can find somewhere more fitting for that. If that’s what you want, Jack.”

The weight of the question settled heavy across the table. Jack looked down at his glass, fingers tight around it, the amber liquid inside barely touched. He hadn’t managed even half of it, too distracted by the sight of his wife falling further into my orbit with every touch, every word.

Jess, though—Jess tipped her glass back, lips closing around her straw, and drained her daiquiri in one noisy, playful slurp. The sound cut through the bar chatter, obscene in its timing, leaving nothing uncertain about what she wanted to do next.

Jack suddenly seemed to realize we were waiting on him. His eyes darted to his beer, still mostly full, and in a rush he tipped it back, gurgling down what he could manage before shoving the glass aside like a man trying to catch up to the pace of a night he no longer controlled.

That was when the server reappeared, tray tucked under one arm, eyes sweeping across our table. He spotted the empty glasses first, but his gaze lingered just long enough to take in the three of us—Jess pressed close to me, Jack flushed across the table. “Can I get you guys anything else?” he asked, his tone professional but with a flicker of curiosity he couldn’t quite hide.

I slid my legs out from under the bench, rising smoothly to my feet. Jess’s hand was already in mine, delicate fingers tightening as I guided her up beside me. My fly was still hanging open from before, though at least Jess had tucked me back inside. The server’s eyes caught on it, then flicked to our hands clasped together.

“No thanks,” I said evenly, smiling as I buttoned nothing. “I think I’ve got everything I need.”

The poor guy froze for half a beat, gawking at the zipper, then shot a quick glance at Jack, as if expecting him to reclaim his role. But Jack just sat there, shifting uncomfortably under the weight of it all, his face blazing red.

I met his eyes and added, calm and deliberate, “You’re welcome to stay and grab another beer if you like. Your wife and I are going out to my car.”

The words hit him like a slap. His lips parted, stammering over themselves. “U-urm… no. I’m urm… I’m g-g-good. I’m coming too.”

I chuckled, already turning with Jess at my side. “Well then, be a good boy and pay the tab.”

Jess slipped her arm around my hip as though she’d done it a hundred times before, her body pressed into mine as we started toward the door. My hand found her ass, firm under the thin fabric of her dress, and I let it rest there openly for anyone to see. A statement. A claim. She was mine now, at least for the night, and Jack’s role was to watch and follow.

The din of the bar faded as we stepped out onto the sidewalk, the night air cooler, the buzz of traffic mixing with Jess’s laughter.

“How am I doing?” I asked, glancing down at her, my hand still cupping her ass.

She looked up with bright eyes, cheeks flushed, her voice a breathless rush. “Holy fuck. You have me so wet! I’ve never seen Jack look so unnerved before. I bet his cock is harder than it’s ever been.”

I grinned, giving her ass a firm squeeze. “Yeah? I love how soaked you are already… and we haven’t even started yet.”


First Encounter

I’d parked the Escalade right outside the bar, the glow from the neon sign spilling faintly across the hood. Jess slipped into the backseat first, her yellow dress hiking up as she climbed in, the hem riding so high that the soft lips of her pussy peeked out in the dim light. She didn’t bother to adjust it. I followed her in, eyes fixed on her petite frame as she scooted across the leather.

Jack emerged moments later, keys catching awkwardly in his hand when I tossed them his way. “Front seat,” I said, my voice calm, unhurried. “Jess wants a little private time with me.”

He hesitated only a second before obeying, sliding behind the wheel. He didn’t even start the engine—just sat there, shoulders stiff, sneaking glances at us in the rearview mirror.

I pulled Jess close, kissing her deep, tasting the sweetness of her daiquiri on her tongue. She was already trembling, her body pliant under my hand as I slid my palm down to her thigh, pushing the flimsy fabric higher, fingers brushing the slick warmth at her center. She moaned against my mouth, the sound filling the confined space of the car.

Then she shifted suddenly, pulling back with a grin. Her hands moved to my lap, nimble fingers tugging at my zipper, which was still half-open from the bar. She freed me with ease, slipping my cock out into the cool air.

Her gasp was sharp, genuine. “Oh my god, baby,” she whispered, glancing up at Jack in the mirror before looking back down at what she held. Her hand wrapped around the base, stroking slowly, deliberately, her thumb gliding over the thick ridge. “He’s about the same length as you… but so much thicker. Feel how heavy he is?” She gave it a little squeeze, her grin wicked. “And circumcised, too. You know how much I love that.”

Jack shifted in the front seat, his jaw tightening as his wife casually stroked me in the back, her words needling at him as surely as the sight itself. Jess didn’t seem to notice—or maybe she noticed all too well. She giggled softly, her fist sliding up and down my shaft with ease, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of saying out loud what she’d only ever confessed in whispers before.

I leaned back against the leather, my cock swelling thicker in her tiny hand, my gaze fixed on Jack through the mirror. He was flushed, squirming, trapped between the wheel and the reality that his wife was already halfway mine.

Jess’s small hand was still wrapped around my cock, stroking lazily, but I let my own hand drift lower, pushing her dress higher until it bunched around her waist. My fingertips brushed her bare lips, already slick and swollen from everything that had happened in the bar. She shivered at the first touch, her hips twitching, and when I pressed deeper, parting her folds with practiced ease, a sharp gasp tore from her throat.

“Oh fuck…” she moaned, her head tipping back against the seat. “God, that feels so good.”

I smiled, keeping my strokes unhurried, savoring the way her body responded to the smallest movements. I let one finger circle her clit, slow and deliberate, before slipping two inside her. She was soaking, her pussy clenching eagerly as I curled my fingers just right, drawing another cry from her lips.

Her free hand clutched at my chest for balance, nails grazing through my shirt as her hips rocked against me. She turned her head, burying her face briefly against me, then tilted it up, eyes catching the rearview mirror.

“Babe…” she breathed, her voice half-laugh, half-moan. “How are you doing up there?”

Jack’s head jerked, his grip tightening uselessly on the steering wheel he hadn’t even started. His eyes flicked from the mirror to the windshield and back again, his chest rising and falling quickly.

“Oh fuck, Jess,” he groaned, his voice cracking. “This is… this is incredible. I’m so fucking hard right now, Jessie!”

Jess giggled breathlessly, then cried out again as I pushed deeper, my thumb pressing against her clit while my fingers worked inside her. Her thighs trembled, her hips rolling shamelessly in rhythm with my hand.

“Baby, you have no idea…” she gasped, looking straight into the mirror again, letting her husband see the flush on her face, the parted lips, the wild light in her eyes. “He’s so good with his fingers. Oh my god… I can’t believe how good this feels.”

Her words hit him like a hammer. I watched Jack’s face twist—jealousy, desire, helpless arousal—all bleeding together as he listened to his wife gush about another man’s touch.

I didn’t speed up. I didn’t need to. I kept my pace steady, each curl of my fingers drawing another ragged moan from Jess, her words tumbling out unfiltered as her body shook against me.

Jess shifted suddenly, climbing up onto her knees beside me. Her dress slid even higher, the hem bunched around her hips, her bare ass brushing against my hand as she leaned forward between the two front seats. Her lips hovered close to Jack’s ear, and her voice was a soft command: low, certain, impossible to ignore.

That’s when I saw him. Jack had already freed himself, his cock standing stiff in the glow from the dash. It was bigger than I’d expected—not some exaggerated porn prop, but a solid, impressive length and it wasn’t lacking thickness, the head swollen and still half-shielded by his foreskin. For a brief moment, I respected it. Jess wasn’t married to a man who couldn’t satisfy her. He could. He just wasn’t the one she wanted right now.

But before she gave him anything, Jess turned back to me. Her eyes caught mine with a flash of mischief as she lowered her head and wrapped her lips around my cock. She sucked me deep enough to wet her tongue, working me just long enough that the taste was unmistakable. The wet sounds in the confined car were shameless, designed to be heard, each movement of her mouth calculated.

When she finally pulled off, her lips shining with spit and precum, she grinned. Without missing a beat, she leaned forward again, pressing her mouth close to Jack’s.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

He froze, then turned his head. Their mouths met, tongues clashing in a wet, hungry kiss. Jess moaned softly into him, ensuring every swirl of her tongue shared the taste she’d just taken from me.

I sat back, one arm stretched along the seat, enjoying the show. Jack’s cock throbbed visibly in the corner of my vision, but his face was what kept me locked—flushed, torn, dazed, lips slick with the flavor of his wife’s new reality.

When Jess finally eased back into the seat beside me, her cheeks were pink, her eyes bright with triumph. She licked her lips once, slow and deliberate, while Jack stared at her, still catching his breath.

Jess slid down the seat beside me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and hunger. She tugged my jeans further open, both hands wrapping around the base of my cock. The glow from the dash caught on the swollen head, slick with her spit from before, and she gave a soft laugh under her breath.

“God, babe,” she said, glancing up at Jack through the rearview mirror before looking back down at me. “It’s about the same length as yours, but… it’s just so much thicker.” Her small hand stroked me slowly, barely able to circle the shaft. “I can hardly get my fingers all the way around him.”

Jack’s knuckles whitened on the steering wheel, though the car never moved. He sat stiff, chest rising fast, eyes flicking helplessly between the mirror and the windshield.

Jess bent her head and opened her mouth, lips sliding down over me with a wet, eager sound. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue swirling around the head before plunging deeper. She gagged softly, pulled back, and then dove down again, moaning around my cock as if the taste itself turned her on.

I let my head fall back against the seat, my hand resting on the plaited crown of her red hair. Then I looked forward, meeting Jack’s eyes in the mirror. “Your wife knows what she’s doing, Jack. You’ve felt this mouth before. You know exactly how good she is at this.”

Jack’s lips parted, but no words came out. His eyes locked on the sight of her bobbing head, her spit slicking down the length of my cock as she worked me with slow, deliberate strokes.

Jess pulled off for a moment, gasping, saliva trailing from her lips to the tip. She laughed breathlessly, her hand still stroking me. “God, babe,” she said to her husband, her eyes wide with excitement. “It’s not that I don’t like uncut dicks or anything… but it just looks so much better like this.” She pointed with her index finger, circling the exposed, shiny crown of my circumcised head. “So clean. So… perfect.”

She grinned, then swallowed me down again, her throat working as she fought to take me deeper. Each time she surfaced, it was with another wet gasp, her hand twisting at the base while her lips kissed and sucked the head, making sure the sloppy sounds filled every inch of the SUV.

I looked back at Jack, calm, conversational even, as though we were two men discussing something over beers instead of watching his wife drool all over my cock. “She loves it,” I said simply. “And you can see how much I do too.”

Jess moaned her agreement with her mouth still full, eyes rolling upward as she bobbed harder, her spit slicking down her chin, dripping onto her little dress. She wasn’t doing this to humiliate him—every word, every sound was pure honesty, her unfiltered excitement spilling out as she lavished attention on me.

Jack just stared, breath shallow, his cock straining in his lap as he watched the best blowjob he’d ever had now given to another man.

Jess’s lips slid back down my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, tongue working every ridge and vein with a sloppy hunger that filled the SUV with obscene noises. She moaned as she moved, wet little sounds that vibrated around me and made my head tip back against the seat.

I glanced up at the rearview mirror. Jack’s eyes were locked on us, wide, his knuckles white where he gripped the steering wheel even though the car hadn’t moved an inch. “Jack,” I said evenly, my voice rough with pleasure, “you know how good her mouth is. You’ve had it a hundred times. But right now?” Jess moaned louder, plunging deeper, spit trailing down her chin. “This is one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had in my life. Your wife’s incredible.”

Jess pulled off for a moment, gasping for air, then grinned as she gave me a few quick strokes with her hand. “Mmm, I love hearing that,” she said breathlessly, before sinking back down, swallowing me to the base and making me groan.

I was so focused on the sight of her red hair bobbing in my lap that I almost missed what was happening with her other hand. At first I thought she was steadying herself on the seat, but then I caught the motion—her wrist moving in tight, frantic circles beneath her bunched-up dress. She was rubbing her clit, hard, and the desperate little whimpers vibrating through my cock told me what was coming before she even cried out.

Jess’s whole body jolted as she let out a loud, muffled moan around my cock. Her hips bucked against her own hand, thighs clamping tight, and the sound that tore out of her was raw, messy, unmistakable. She was cumming—loud, uncontrolled, her mouth still stuffed with my cock as she shuddered and gasped through her orgasm.

“Jesus Christ,” I groaned, my hand tightening in her plaited hair. “Jack, look at her. She’s cumming with my dick in her throat. Your wife just came harder than I’ve ever seen from sucking cock.”

Jack’s face flushed scarlet in the mirror. He didn’t say a word, but his lips trembled, his eyes fixed on Jess’s flushed, tear-streaked face as she rode out her climax on me.

And Jess didn’t stop. If anything, her orgasm seemed to fuel her hunger. She bobbed harder, stroked faster with her spit-slick hand, making sloppy, obscene sounds that had me groaning loud enough to fog the windows. I held her head in place as my release built, my cock pulsing against her tongue.

When it hit, it was sharp and overwhelming. I exploded in her mouth with a guttural moan, my hips jerking as spurt after spurt filled her throat. Jess swallowed it all greedily, gulp after gulp, her eyes closed tight as she sucked me through the final twitch.

She pulled off with a gasp, wiping her chin with the back of her hand, then surprised us all with a little burp. Her eyes went wide, then she clapped a hand over her mouth as a nervous laugh bubbled out of her. Jack chuckled awkwardly from the front, and even I let out a low laugh, shaking my head. The tension broke in a way none of us expected.

Jess settled back against the seat, flushed and glowing, catching her breath as I zipped myself up. I leaned back, utterly relaxed, watching Jack still struggle to process everything he’d just witnessed.

Then I smiled, casual, controlled, and said, “Well, Jess—you’ve got my number.”

I pushed the door open, stepped out into the night, and walked off without another word. I knew she’d be back. After tonight, there was no question.


The Check in

Mark, 9:12 AM
Morning Jess. Just wanted to check in — you two okay after last night?

Jess, 9:14 AM
Morning 😘 … more than okay. Honestly, I’m still buzzing. I can’t stop replaying it in my head. It was incredible. I loved sucking your cock — everything about it, the taste, the thickness, the way you just let me take control. God, it turned me on so much.

Mark, 9:16 AM
Glad you enjoyed yourself. How did Jack handle it once you got back?

Jess, 9:19 AM
You have no idea. The second we closed the front door he was on me. He didn’t even let me make it upstairs — he pulled my dress down in the kitchen and literally lifted me onto the worktop. His face was between my legs before I could even catch my breath. He ate me like a man starved, like he had to taste me straight away.

Jess, 9:21 AM
And then… god. He was so rough, so desperate. He dragged me upstairs and practically threw me on the bed. He was inside me before I’d even got comfortable, fucking me harder than he has in years. It was like he had to prove something, like watching me with you flipped a switch in him.

Jess, 9:23 AM
We both came together, Mark. At the same time. I was screaming his name and he was gripping me so tight I thought he’d never let go. Honestly, I don’t think I’ve ever seen him that turned on.

Mark, 9:25 AM
Sounds like it did the two of you some good.

Jess, 9:26 AM
More than good. It was exactly what we needed. And it was because of last night. Because of you.

I didn’t reach out after the weekend. No texts, no teasing. I wanted them to sit with what had happened. I knew Jess wouldn’t be able to let it go, not after the way she’d swallowed me down and came all over her own hand.

By midweek, my phone buzzed. It wasn’t small talk. No “how are you.” It was Jess.

The photo stopped me in my tracks. She was flat on her back, legs spread wide on the bed, a thick dildo buried in her pussy. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her hair wild, her face flushed. She held the phone high enough to capture everything, right down to the glisten where the toy disappeared into her.

The message under it was short, needy, and to the point:

Jess, Wednesday 10:47 PM
When can you take its place?

I let it sit. Ten minutes. Fifteen. I knew she’d be staring at her phone, waiting, chewing her lip, wondering if she’d said too much. Only then did I reply.

Mark, 11:03 PM
Friday. My place. Just you and Jack.

Her reply came back in seconds.

Jess, 11:03 PM
Yes.

Friday night came quickly, and I spent the afternoon getting the place just right. My penthouse wasn’t flashy in the tacky sense, but it had a view that stretched across the city skyline, floor-to-ceiling windows glowing with the lights of downtown. Leather seating, polished wood floors, and a well-stocked bar gave it the right kind of atmosphere—sophisticated but unmistakably masculine.

I set out fresh glasses, chilled a bottle of wine, and double-checked the bedroom, making sure the sheets were crisp and the lighting low. Everything had to be perfect.

If you’re wondering where the money comes from—banking. I know, not what most people expect when they think of a bull. But the hours, the travel, the grind—it paid for this. And tonight, this space was exactly where I wanted them.

I adjusted my shirt in the mirror, straightened my cuffs, and gave the place one last look. Everything in order. Everything ready.

Then came the knock at the door.

I opened the door to find them standing side by side. Jack was sharp in a dark button-down, trying to look calm, but the stiffness in his shoulders betrayed him. Jess had gone for black tonight—a fitted dress that clung to her petite frame, cut high on her thighs and dipping just enough at the front to tease. Her red hair was down, spilling over her shoulders, and the way she glanced past me into the apartment told me her nerves were running high.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside. The scent of her perfume caught me first as she brushed past, light and floral but charged with memory from the weekend. Jack followed with a polite nod, clutching a bottle of wine.

“I’ve got plenty,” I told him with a grin, waving toward the bar. “But we’ll crack it later.”

Glasses were poured almost immediately—wine for Jess, whiskey for Jack, bourbon for me. The apartment’s glow and the low city lights behind the glass gave everything an edge of intimacy. I’d laid out food earlier: charcuterie, roasted vegetables, sliders, things meant to be eaten slowly, not rushed.

Jess lingered near the kitchen island while I plated a few things. She pretended to fuss with her glass, watching the city through the glass, but I caught the tension in her posture. As I slid past her to the sink, I let my hand rest lightly on her hip. Not long enough to trap her, but steady enough she had to register it. She froze, glanced back at Jack—he’d seen it, of course—and then let out a nervous laugh.

“Relax,” I murmured, just for her. My thumb brushed the soft curve of her hip before I stepped away.

Back in the living room, the three of us sat down, food between us. The conversation stayed safe at first—Jack talking about a deal at work, Jess recounting a ridiculous story about her friend’s bachelorette party. Her cheeks flushed deeper as she sipped her wine, her laugh growing louder, her body loosening into the cushions. Every now and then she caught me watching her, and every time, she looked away just a beat too slowly.

When I topped up her glass, I used it as an excuse to stand behind her for a moment, my hand brushing down her back until it rested briefly on the swell of her ass. A light squeeze—casual, but deliberate. She sucked in a tiny breath, glanced again at Jack, and then shifted in her seat, crossing her legs with a smile that was just a little too bright.

Jack’s laugh was tight. His glass was nearly empty.

By the time we were ready to move toward the food, the atmosphere was thick enough to cut. Jess stood to adjust her dress, smoothing it down across her thighs, and I stepped in beside her, brushing past as though to collect the plates. My hand came up and closed firmly over her tit through the thin fabric. Just one squeeze, hard enough to leave no doubt, and then I stepped away like it hadn’t happened.

Jess let out a sharp exhale, half gasp, half laugh, and reached quickly for her glass. Jack sat frozen for a second, then cleared his throat. I just smiled, poured myself another bourbon, and let the silence settle.

Only after that did I move toward the windows. “You need to see this properly,” I said, sliding the door open.

The cool night air spilled in, Jess’s hair catching in the breeze as she stepped out first, her heels clicking against the tiles. Jack followed close behind, his hand brushing her back almost protectively. Outside, the city stretched below us, glittering and alive. Jess leaned against the balcony rail, staring down at the lights, her wine glass in hand, the memory of my fingers still fresh on her body.

Jess stepped right up to the balcony rail, both hands resting on the cool steel, staring out at the sprawl of city lights below. “It’s beautiful,” she said softly, her voice carrying just enough over the hum of traffic far beneath us.

I moved in behind her, close enough that her back pressed lightly into my chest. My hands found her hips first, steady and possessive, before sliding upward, tracing the outline of her tiny waist. She gasped, leaning into the touch rather than pulling away.

Jack hovered a few feet back, drink in hand, watching. His jaw was tight.

I kissed the side of Jess’s neck, my fingers moving higher. She let out a quiet moan as I cupped her breast through the thin fabric, squeezing slowly until her nipple hardened beneath my palm. Then, with deliberate ease, I tugged the neckline of her dress down, exposing one perfect tit to the night air. My hand closed around it openly, groping and rolling the nipple between my fingers while the city stretched out below us.

Jess tipped her head back against my shoulder, eyes fluttering shut.

“Jesus, Mark,” Jack muttered, glancing nervously at the skyline, “what if someone sees?”

I smirked, never breaking rhythm with my hand. “Twelve floors up, Jack. Trust me—no one’s seeing anything from down there.”

Jess opened her eyes, turned her head just enough to catch her husband’s expression, and gave a playful, breathless laugh. “Babe, you need a drink. Go pour yourself something strong, loosen up a little. You’re too tense.”

Jack let out a strained chuckle that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Your inhibitions seem low enough for both of us,” he muttered.

Her smile faltered for just a heartbeat, the jab hanging in the air between them.

I leaned down, brushing my lips against her ear. “Let me handle this,” I whispered.

Then I released her breast, guided her back inside toward the loveseat, and pointed Jack toward the bar with a calm but deliberate tone. “Go on. Pour something stiff for her. And get one for yourself while you’re at it.”

Jack hesitated, then turned and walked to the counter, his back rigid as he reached for the glasses. Jess smoothed her dress back over her chest, eyes flicking to me with a mix of excitement and nerves.

The night was about to shift.

"Jack, listen — I’ve been doing this a long time. You look like you’re wound tight." I nodded toward the highball in his hands as he took a sip and rolled it between his fingers. Jess stayed quiet, watching him.

He blew out a breath, eyes dark. I leaned forward, my voice calm but cutting straight to the point. “How would you feel if you’d just watched your wife let a stranger pull her tits out and grope her on a balcony for half the city to see — something she’s never once dared to do with you? How would it feel to realize she let me push her that far within minutes?”

Jack winced, his grip tightening on the glass. He didn’t need to answer — the truth was written all over his face.

“I know,” I said. “It’s a gut punch. But it’s like a drug. The high is intense, but it doesn’t last forever. When that rush fades, she’ll come back down. She’ll be yours again. You’ll see.”

He looked at me then, raw and jittery. He’d fantasised about this for years, but no one can truly predict the hit of seeing it happen for real — the helpless, strange mix of jealousy and arousal when the woman you love submits to someone else. I could see it in him: on the edge of risk and reward. After a long beat, he exhaled and sagged back a little, trying to steady himself. “I guess you’re right,” he said, voice small, trying for a laugh that didn’t land.

I turned to Jess. “What about you? After I leave tonight — what happens then?”

She reached out and laid her hand on Jack’s knee, fingers light, familiar. Her eyes were soft as she looked at him. “Baby,” she said, voice gentle, “when he walks out that door, I’ll be yours. Right after. I promise. We talked about this. Just let yourself enjoy it for a little while. Mark’s been nothing but a gentleman.”

Jack watched her, the tension easing fractionally from his shoulders as he let her words settle in.

Jack swirled the ice in his glass, staring down into the amber liquid before taking a long swallow. Jess mirrored him, sipping her own drink, but she kept her eyes on him.

“It’s just…” Jack began, his voice rough, “it’s a hell of a lot harder than I thought it would be. Sitting here, in your place, watching it actually happen. I thought I was ready.”

I sat back in my chair, steady, letting my words land carefully. “I get that. Nobody really knows how it feels until they’re in the middle of it. But this isn’t about me taking anything away from you. I’m here because this is what you both wanted. If it ever feels like too much, you say the word and it stops. Simple as that.”

Jess reached out, laying her small hand on his knee. “Baby,” she said gently, “we don’t have to go any further tonight. We can stop right here if you want. You know that.”

Jack’s eyes flicked from her hand to her face, torn between fear and desire. His fingers tightened on the glass before he set it down, the sound sharp against the table.

Jack tipped his glass and didn’t stop until the ice clinked against his lip. “No,” he said, breath catching. “No, we’ve come this far. I’m alright. You’re… you’re having fun. It’s just—” He laughed once, dry. “It’s a head-fuck.”

Jess rose, smoothing her dress. “Then go get yourself another drink and get comfortable,” she said, kindness wrapped in mischief. When she turned to me, she went up on her toes, and the first kiss was soft—the kind that tests the surface before the plunge. Her tongue flicked against mine, and I felt her exhale, shoulders loosening under my hands.

At the bar, Jack refilled. He tried to look anywhere but at us and failed. His eyes kept skittering back as I took my time with Jess’s buttons—slow, patient, a permission-seeking pause between each one. When I reached the last, she breathed a “mm-hmm” that only I could hear, and the fabric loosened. She let the dress slip from her shoulders, catching it at the waist and holding there, undecided, as if savoring the moment before gravity did its work.

“Talk to me, Jack,” I said without looking away from her. “What does she love?”

His throat flexed. He set the bottle down too hard, flinched at the sound, then steadied himself. “She… she gets quiet when you kiss the side of her neck,” he said. “Right here.” He touched his own skin below the ear, like he was showing me a map he’d drawn a thousand times but was lending me for the night.

I bent to Jess’s neck—slow, deliberate—and kissed where he’d pointed. She shivered. A tiny, involuntary sound gathered in her chest, the kind that makes time catch. I followed the line of her jaw toward her shoulder, a breadcrumb trail of light, lingering pressure. Jack watched, glass poised midway to his mouth, forgetting to drink.

“What else?” I asked, still at her skin.

“She likes when you go lower,” he said, voice unsteady. “Not fast. Just… take your time.”

“I can do that.”

I turned Jess gently and pressed her palms to the cool stone of the kitchen counter, my hands settling on her hips. She looked back at me, eyes bright, then let the half-loosened dress slip another inch. I didn’t push it. Instead, I kissed a path from the small of her back up along her spine, feeling the tiny muscles flutter under my mouth. Each stop drew a new reaction: a sigh, a hitch, a barely-there roll of her hips into my hands that said keep going.

Jack cleared his throat. “She, um—behind the knee,” he said, a little helpless, as though giving up a family secret. “She never tells people that.”

Jess laughed into her shoulder. “Traitor.”

“Duly noted,” I said.





Learning Her Secrets

I guided her to the sofa. We didn’t sit. I stood behind, hands light on her waist, then drifted lower, barely skimming fabric. She leaned back into me on instinct. I could feel her pulse at her throat; I could feel Jack’s across the room. He took a step closer and stopped, swaying between want and worry like a man on a narrow bridge.

“Jack,” I said, meeting his eyes over Jess’s shoulder, “you’re doing fine. Stay with me. Tell me what else she likes.”

His jaw worked. “She loves when… when you take it slow enough that she has to ask for more,” he said, the words coming all at once, as if he’d been holding them too long. “If you rush her, she gets stubborn. If you make her wait, she melts.”

Jess tipped her head back on my shoulder, a smile ghosting across her lips. “He knows me.”

“I can see that,” I murmured. I kissed the hollow at her collarbone, then the other side, then just below, letting every kiss linger long enough to warm the skin and leave the ghost of my breath behind. My hands stayed respectful, suggestive, never crude—palming her hips, the curve of her waist, the line where dress met thigh. She swayed once, twice, small movements that said the waiting was doing exactly what it was supposed to.

I stepped around to face her. “Tell me, Jess. Your words this time.”

She swallowed. “I like… when it feels like I’m the only thing you’re interested in. Not the end goal,” she said, voice barely above the hum of the apartment, “just… me.”

“Easy,” I said, and meant it.

I kissed the corner of her mouth, then the other, then hovered a breath away until she tilted forward to meet me. The second kiss went deeper. It was unhurried and greedy at once, the kind that makes a person forget they’re standing. Her hands came up, then down, unsure where to go, then finally settled on my forearms, anchoring.

At the bar, Jack reached for his glass and missed it by an inch. He recovered with a shaky smile he didn’t know I saw. His arousal was obvious; his discomfort, too. I kept him involved—never sidelined, never shamed.

“Jack,” I said against Jess’s lips, “one more. Where else?”

He drew a slow breath, eyes on his wife. “Her shoulders,” he said. “Right where the straps sit.”

“Turn for me,” I told Jess.

She did, and I traced my mouth along the place he’d named, the skin warmed already by the room and the wine and the tension. Jess’s breath shortened. I slid my hands forward, resting them on her midsection—nothing more than possession and promise—then eased back, giving her the space to choose what dropped next: the dress, the pretense, the last of the nerves.

For a long moment no one spoke. The city murmured through the glass. Jack’s glass made a soft click as he finally set it down.

“I’m okay,” he said into the room, surprising himself with how much he meant it. “Just… keep talking to me. Don’t shut me out.”

“I won’t,” I said. “You tell me; I’ll listen. You ask me; I’ll answer.”

Jess turned to him, something tender and fierce in her eyes. “You’re with me,” she said. “You’re with us.”

He nodded, a fraction at first, then deeper, like he was nodding past the surface and into the engine of the thing. He stepped nearer—not to interfere, but to witness from inside the circle, not out in the cold.

I brought Jess to the edge of the sofa and sat, guiding her to stand between my knees. My hands slid down to the backs of her thighs, thumbs drawing slow circles through fabric. I kissed along the inside of one arm to the wrist, then flipped her hand over and pressed my mouth to her palm. She let out an unguarded sound, surprised at how intimate so small a gesture could feel.

“More?” I asked, but it wasn’t a dare. It was a courtesy.

She nodded.

I glanced at Jack. “Still with us?”

He swallowed. “Yeah.”

“Good. Then help me out,” I said, and his brows jumped. “Not with your hands—with your voice. Tell me what she’s thinking right now.”

Jess bit her lip, smiling despite herself. Jack stared, then blinked hard. “She’s… telling herself to breathe,” he said, finding the words as if they’d been left there for him to pick up. “She’s thinking about how much she wants to let go but she’s scared if she does she’ll float off the planet.”

“Accurate,” Jess said, laughing into the back of her hand.

I looked up at her. “I’ll keep you grounded,” I said. “Both of you.”

I kissed her again, slower than before, deeper than before, then drew back and rested my forehead briefly against her sternum—an oddly reverent pause in the middle of everything. Time stretched. The city lights winked. Jack’s breathing steadied; Jess’s did not.

She set her hands on my shoulders, a decision more than a touch. The dress slipped another inch. I didn’t rush to see more. Instead I leaned left and pressed my lips to the faint hollow where her ribs curved under the fabric, then to the mirror on the right. Each kiss drew a tiny shiver up her spine. Each shiver drew Jack half a step closer.

“Tell him what you like right now,” I said, voice low.

Jess, eyes hazy, let the words come. “The… the way you don’t hurry,” she said. “The way you make me feel looked at. The way you keep checking on him even while you’re…” She trailed off, breath catching. “That.”

Jack’s mouth twitched at the corners—pride and ache in equal measure. He poured himself another finger of whiskey and didn’t drink it.

I rose, easing Jess backward until the backs of her legs met the sofa cushion. She sank down, gathering the dress in her lap out of habit, then let it relax. I knelt—not in supplication, but so we ended up eye to eye. From there, everything slowed further: a kiss to her knee through the fabric; a second just above; a palm to her calf, warm, steady. When she tipped her face toward the ceiling and closed her eyes, I looked over her shoulder at Jack.

“You’re doing well,” I said. “Breathe.”

He did. The room felt different after that—less brittle, more inevitable.

I stood again and drew Jess up with me. We hadn’t even touched the plates I’d set out earlier. No one cared. I took her hand and turned her toward Jack. She moved like she was underwater, dreamy and definite.

“Tell him what you want next,” I said to her—but it was also for him, a bridge he could walk across.

She looked at her husband for a long second, then: “I want him to kiss me… the way you told him to,” she said, cheeks coloring. “And I want you to watch me enjoy it. Not because I’m leaving you out. Because I want you in it with me.”

Something in Jack eased. It didn’t erase the ache, but it gave it shape. He nodded once. “Okay.”

I obliged—gently, deliberately—returning to that spot beneath her ear, exactly as he’d drawn on his invisible map. Jess melted against me with a small sound that made him close his eyes and, for the first time all night, smile.

We kept it there—slow, careful, exquisitely controlled—right up to the line where implication becomes explicit. And at that line, I stopped, letting the scene hold on the edge: Jess breathless, Jack flushed but present, my hands respectful and sure, the city breathing at our backs. The night poised to tip.

The city lights flickered across the glass, Jess’s breathing uneven as she leaned against me. I kissed her softly one last time, then eased back just enough to look at her face. Her pupils were wide, her cheeks flushed, her whole body strung tight with wanting.

“Jess,” I murmured, “what do you want to do?”

She flicked a glance at Jack — almost shy, almost daring — then turned back to me. Her lips brushed my jaw as she whispered, “I want more.”

Jack swallowed hard, his glass forgotten on the counter. He didn’t say no. He didn’t move. He just watched.

Jess stepped back a fraction, her hands sliding down over my chest, pausing at my belt. She looked up at me once more, waiting, and when I didn’t stop her, she let her fingers work the buckle loose. The sound of the leather slipping free was loud in the hush of the penthouse.

Jack’s breath caught.

She kissed me again, slower this time, her hands moving with quiet certainty until she found the zipper. Her knuckles brushed against me through the fabric, deliberate, teasing. Then — without another word — Jess reached down, unzipped my trousers and slowly eased them open.

As Jess tugged my zipper down, Jack finally left his spot by the bar and walked back over. She was in her element now, bolder than I’d seen her all night. Her thumbs slid into the waistband of my boxers, easing them down over my hips in one smooth, deliberate motion. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, and both of them saw it properly for the first time.

Jack froze mid-step, then lowered himself onto the chair beside us as if in a trance. Jess didn’t let him just sit and watch; she reached out, caught his belt buckle with one hand, and pulled him closer until he was right there beside me.

“Come here, babe,” she whispered, her voice soft but commanding.

Jack set his drink on the side table, his jaw slack as Jess’s hands moved quickly and confidently. She unfastened his pants, tugged his zipper down, and slid his underwear down far enough for his cock to spring free too.

Now she had one in each hand. Her left hand wrapped around mine, her right closing easily around his. For the first time, I got a good look at Jack’s cock — longer than I’d expected, well over six inches, but with that soft roll of foreskin still covering most of the head. Compared to mine, the difference was obvious. Jess’s fingers overlapped easily around his shaft as she stroked him, while around mine her hand couldn’t even close, her fingertips straining with a good half-inch still between them.

Jess’s eyes flicked between our cocks, her breath quickening as she stroked both of us at once. Her fingers slid easily around Jack, the loose skin shifting under her grip, before tightening again as she rolled her hand back down his shaft. Then she looked at mine, her other hand spread wide, fingertips still unable to meet around the girth.

She let out a little laugh — half nerves, half thrill. “God, it’s so different,” she whispered, almost to herself. Her thumb traced over Jack’s tip, pushing the foreskin back just enough to glimpse the glistening head beneath. “So soft… I’ve always loved how smooth you feel, babe.”

Then she turned her attention to me. She dragged her fist slowly down my shaft, feeling the rigid thickness, the veins straining under her palm. Her eyes widened. “But this…” She lifted her gaze to Jack briefly, almost apologetic, then back to me. “This just looks so… raw. So ready.” Her thumb swept across my exposed crown, shiny in the low light, and she shivered. “God, I’ve missed sucking a cut cock. It’s just… different.”

She gave a long stroke on both, side by side, the contrast exaggerated in her hands. One smooth and familiar, the other thick and unyielding, no skin to hide the swollen head. Her lips parted as if she was trying to process it, her whole body responding to the comparison.

Jack shifted in his seat, his chest rising and falling faster now, his cock twitching in her fist even as his eyes stayed locked on her face.

I leaned back, smiling. “Feels good to her, doesn’t it?” I said softly, letting the words hang.

Jess nodded without hesitation, her voice low and breathy. “So good.”

Jess lingered with both cocks in her hands, stroking side by side, her eyes darting between them as though she couldn’t quite believe the contrast herself. Then, almost without thinking, she let her knees fold, her dress pooling around her as she settled on the carpet between us.

The shift in height made the power dynamic undeniable — Jack, sitting stiff-backed, struggling to hold his composure; me, leaning into the sofa with an easy smile; and Jess, on her knees, cradling us both as if she belonged there.

Her hand tightened around me first, a slow twist that made my cock swell against her palm, but she didn’t ignore her husband. Her other hand slid up Jack’s shaft, pushing his foreskin back with each stroke until the flushed head glistened in the low light. I saw Jack swallow hard, his lips parting as his wife’s fingers teased him in a way she clearly knew by heart.

Then Jess shifted, eyes locking on me. She leaned forward, lips brushing my tip before stretching wide, slow, deliberate, sinking her mouth over the head of my cock. The wet heat of her tongue circled the crown, and her muffled moan vibrated through me.

At the same time, her hand never stopped on Jack. She stroked him steadily, pulling his skin back on every upstroke, until clear precum gathered at the tip. I watched it bead, then drip, every drop a signal of how close he already was.

I reached down with one hand, cupping Jess’s breast, my thumb grazing her pale pink nipple until it tightened beneath my touch. She whimpered around my cock, her hips shifting on the floor, as if even this attention was winding her tighter.

Across from me, Jack’s face was a study in conflict. His jaw clenched, his knuckles white where they gripped his thigh. His cock twitched in Jess’s hand, leaking steadily, and every time she pulled him back he gasped, a sharp intake he couldn’t hide.

It only took a few more strokes before he broke. His hand shot down, covering hers, pulling her wrist away with a kind of desperate restraint.

“Babe…” His voice was low, hoarse, almost embarrassed. “You need to stop, or I’m going to cum.”

Jess let my cock slip from her mouth with a wet pop, looking up at him with flushed cheeks and swollen lips. She didn’t argue, didn’t tease. She just gave him a knowing little smile — as if to say she was in control of both of us now — before turning her mouth back toward me.

Jess smirked at her husband, lips shiny, and teased, “Maybe you should just sit and watch for a bit, babe. We don’t want you embarrassing yourself too soon, do we?”

Jack’s knuckles whitened on his glass, but he didn’t argue. He eased back into the chair, swallowing hard. Jess turned toward me, strands of red hair falling loose against her flushed cheeks, and leaned forward.

I cradled her head, my fingers stroking her braid as she opened her mouth and wrapped it around me. Her tongue lapped at the swollen head, collecting the precum already slicking it, and she let out a little moan like it surprised her. She pulled back, licked the length of my shaft, then took me in again — this time deeper.

She still struggled, her jaw straining, but there was no hesitation. Her lips stretched tight around me, spit bubbling at the corners as she slid down my thickness with a determined groan. She coughed once, pulled back with a wet gasp, then whispered up at me, “God… you’re so fucking thick.” Her hand pumped the base as her mouth swallowed me again, faster now.

Each bob was messier, louder, and I loved watching her fight for control. She popped off with a gasp, looked back at Jack, and grinned through spit-slick lips. “Babe… he’s so big… my mouth’s already aching.”

Jack shifted in his seat, his chest rising fast. He looked like he wanted to speak, but nothing came out.


His Decision 

That was when he moved. He slid off the chair, sank to his knees behind her, and pressed his hand between her thighs. Jess jolted, moaning around my cock as his fingers traced her wetness.

Her hips rocked back on instinct. She gurgled around me, pulled off for air, and gasped, “Oh, Jack… your fingers feel so good… don’t stop…” Then she shoved me back into her mouth, groaning loud enough that spit sprayed down her chin.

I spread her ass cheeks apart, letting Jack stare at everything — the tight pucker winking back at him, the swollen lips glistening under his hand. That broke him; his fingers slid inside her easily, and she almost collapsed forward against my thighs.

“Fuck!” she cried, pulling off my cock, spit dangling from her lips. “I can feel both of you inside me…” Her eyes were wild, flicking between us. “God, I’m so wet.”

I slid a finger into her from the front, brushing against his from the inside. She gasped like she’d been shocked, her body convulsing around us both. Then she shoved me back between her lips and moaned hard, the vibrations rolling up my shaft until I groaned out loud.

Jack’s face was pale, tight with jealousy and lust all tangled together. He couldn’t look away from the sight of his wife on her knees, drooling over my cock while his fingers worked furiously inside her.

Jess popped off again, panting, eyes glassy. “Mark… your cock’s so heavy in my mouth… I love how it fills me.” She gave Jack’s wrist a squeeze, grounding herself against him, then plunged back down my shaft, sucking like she wanted to drain me.

The room filled with the wet sounds of her mouth, my groans, and Jack’s ragged breathing as he knelt behind her, lost in the sight and feel of his wife split between us.


Jess was a mess on her knees now — spit smeared down her chin, her braid slipping loose, her eyes glassy with need. She bobbed on my cock with frantic determination, her hand twisting at the base, while Jack’s fingers pumped steadily inside her soaked pussy. 

I kept one hand threaded in her hair, guiding her, the other squeezing her ass as I pulled her cheeks apart to make sure Jack saw everything. His face was tense, a cocktail of lust and disbelief, but his hand never faltered. If anything, he pressed harder, curling his fingers to hit that spot inside her that only a husband would know by heart.

Jess groaned around me, the sound vibrating up my shaft. She popped off with a gasp, lips swollen, chest heaving. “Fuck… I’m so close…” she panted, her free hand flying down between her legs. She found her clit and started rubbing furiously, grinding back on Jack’s fingers while still stroking me with the other hand.

Her eyes locked on mine as she dropped her mouth over me again. This time she didn’t hold back — she gagged, slurped, moaned — desperate and raw. Every time she tried to swallow more of me, Jack’s knuckles pressed deeper into her, and the combined pressure made her whole body quake.

“Look at her,” I said hoarsely, staring at Jack. “She’s taking both of us at once. She’s never been this hungry, has she?”

Jack’s lips parted, but no sound came. His cock was throbbing, leaking onto his thigh, but his focus was glued to his wife’s trembling body.

Jess clawed at my thigh, whimpering around my cock. Then, with a strangled moan, her whole body seized. She tore off me with a cry, spit stringing from her lips, and gasped, “Oh God, I’m cumming!”

Her hips bucked violently against Jack’s hand, her fingers pressed hard to her clit as she fell apart. The sound filled the penthouse — loud, needy, shameless. Her thighs shook as her orgasm ripped through her, and all the while I held her hair tight, watching her sob with pleasure.

She slumped forward, panting against my shaft, still stroking me blindly as the aftershocks rolled through her. Jack’s fingers slid free, slick and shining in the low light, his own chest rising and falling as if he’d just run a race.

I smiled down at her, tugging her hair back gently. “That’s it, Jess. You just came with your mouth full of my cock and your husband’s fingers inside you. Perfect.”

Her lips quivered into a smile before she dragged herself upright, kissing the head of my cock like she couldn’t resist even in the aftermath of her climax.

After a few minutes to let her ride out the last shivers of her orgasm, I stood, pulling Jess up with me. Jack shifted back on his haunches, his eyes wide, watching every move. I took Jess’s hand, turned her gently, and lifted her by the waist as if she weighed nothing, her tiny frame fitting easily into my grip.

Her ass hovered above my cock, the swollen head already slick and straining. I guided myself with one hand, lining up against her soaked folds, while my other arm steadied her at the hip.

“Watch closely, Jack,” I said, calm but firm. “This is what your wife’s been begging for.”

I pressed up, the crown parting her lips with a wet glide. Jess gasped, rolling her hips instinctively to help, her arms wrapping around my shoulders for balance. My head spread her open, but the tight ring of muscle at her entrance resisted, straining against my thickness.

Jess whimpered, trying to sink down further, her hips circling to coax me in. “God… he’s so big,” she panted, her forehead pressed to mine.

I stroked her ass cheeks with both hands, savoring the feel of her taut little body trembling in my grip, then pressed again. The head nudged deeper, stretching her, but still her tightness held firm.

Jack knelt a few feet away, frozen in awe, his cock hard and leaking as he watched his wife struggle to take me.

“Even with her this wet,” I muttered, voice low, “she’s fighting me. She’s too tight.”

Jess whimpered again, her nails digging into my shoulders, sweat beading along her temples. She tried another roll of her hips, and I slid the head along her slit, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her with the push and pull.

“We’re going to need some lube,” I finally said, my hands squeezing her ass possessively as I kept her balanced against me.

Jess tried again to sink down, her slick heat straining around my tip, but still the tightness held. She let out a frustrated little whimper and rested her forehead on my shoulder.

“I… I don’t have any lube,” she admitted breathlessly, almost laughing at herself. “I haven’t needed it in years. With Jack… well…” Her hand reached back, giving his cock a teasing stroke without looking. “Let’s just say foreskin has its uses.”

Jack flushed, caught between pride and humiliation, his chest rising quickly as he stared at the scene before him.

I chuckled low in my throat, kissing Jess’s temple as I held her hips steady. “That’s cute. But tonight, it’s not going to cut it.” My voice hardened just enough to make Jack snap to attention. “There’s a bottle in the bathroom cabinet, top shelf. Go grab it.”

He hesitated, glancing between us. Jess tilted her head, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Go on, babe. Don’t make me wait.”

That was all it took. Jack shot to his feet, his cock bobbing in front of him as he hurried off, disappearing down the hall.

I pulled Jess tight against my chest while he was gone, my cock still wedged between her slick folds, her hips rocking slowly against me. We kissed hungrily, her tongue tangling with mine, until the sound of hurried footsteps returned.

When Jack returned, the bottle clutched in his hand, I took it from him and pressed it straight into Jess’s palm.

“Your job,” I murmured against her ear.

She grinned, cheeks flushed, and flipped the cap open. “God… I haven’t done this in years,” she laughed, drizzling a generous line along the thick length of my cock. “Jack’s never needed it — his skin does all the work for him.” Her tone was teasing, but her eyes stayed fixed on me as her slick hand wrapped around my shaft.

The first stroke was tentative, spreading the liquid down the veined ridges, but soon she was working it in with both hands, twisting, coating every inch from base to tip until I gleamed in the low light. The sound of her slick palms sliding over my cock filled the space between us.

She reached back for another squeeze of lube, and this time she coated herself, her fingers gliding over her folds, circling her clit, then dipping inside. She moaned softly, her body twitching in my arms, and pulled her fingers free to smear the last of it against the head of my cock.

“Perfect,” I growled, holding her hips firmly. “Now we’ll see what you can take.”

Jack sat back, mesmerized, watching his wife slick and ready — her hand still gliding over me, her chest rising and falling with every shallow breath — knowing he was about to watch her take me inside for the first time.

I steadied Jess in my lap, her tiny frame trembling as she lowered herself inch by inch onto me. The head had already stretched her wide, her folds clinging greedily to the thick crown, but now every movement brought a new gasp, a new flutter of her body around mine.

Her breath came shallow, her nails biting into my shoulders for balance. “God… it feels… so full…” she whispered, almost as if she couldn’t believe it herself.

Behind her, Jack leaned forward unconsciously, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife slowly impaling herself on me. He didn’t speak, but the sound of his quickening breath betrayed him.

I held her hips steady, guiding her carefully, making sure she didn’t rush it. “Easy,” I murmured. “Let your body take me. Don’t fight it.”

Jess moaned softly, her lips brushing my ear as she sank another inch. Her tightness gripped me fiercely, every fraction of movement a battle between her resistance and her desire. She rocked her hips in tiny circles, trying to ease me deeper, and with each roll her moans grew louder, her thighs quivering with strain and need.

The room was silent but for her sounds — the slick slide of lube, the wet squeeze of her pussy straining to fit me, her breathy gasps echoing off the walls of the penthouse. Jack sat frozen, watching the way her body stretched around me, the way her face twisted between pleasure and disbelief.

When her ass finally settled flush against my thighs, Jess let out a ragged cry and collapsed forward against my chest. Her whole body shook, her walls fluttering violently around me as if her body didn’t know whether to reject me or hold me inside forever.

I cupped her face and kissed her slowly, deliberately, letting her come back to herself. “There it is,” I whispered against her lips. “All of me. You’ve got every inch.”

Her reply was a moan, high and desperate, her hips twitching involuntarily against mine. “So… fucking… full…” she gasped.

Jack’s hands had curled into fists on his knees, his knuckles white, his cock leaking freely as he watched the impossible become reality.

I gave her a few seconds before shifting my hips, drawing halfway out and pushing back in with unhurried force. Jess’s head snapped back, her hair tumbling loose, as a sharp cry tore from her throat.

The second thrust brought more — slicker, louder, her body yielding more willingly. The third had her clutching at my back, her nails dragging down my skin, her voice breaking into a long, helpless moan.

By the time I set into a rhythm, slow and deliberate, Jess had gone from whimpers to guttural cries, her body caught between the strain of the stretch and the overwhelming pleasure of finally being filled. The sound of me sliding in and out of her was unmistakable, wet and lewd, each impact of my hips against her swollen lips louder than the last.

Jack’s chest rose and fell like he’d run a mile, his eyes darting between her face and the obscene sight of my cock disappearing into her again and again. He looked both tortured and spellbound, trapped in a moment he couldn’t look away from.

Jess clung to me, her voice rising with every stroke. “Oh God… oh God, Mark… it’s too much… it’s so much…” She bit her lip hard, then gave in with a desperate cry. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I tightened my grip on her waist and drove deeper, feeling her body finally surrender, her tight little cunt accepting the stretch with greedy spasms. The sloshing sounds grew louder, echoing with every thrust, until the whole room was filled with the wet chorus of her body giving way.

Jack groaned low in his throat, as if he could feel every inch of it himself. His hand twitched on his thigh but he didn’t move, too lost in the sight of his wife surrendering to me completely.

Jess’s fingers clawed at me, her voice ragged. “It’s building… oh fuck, I can’t—” Her body clenched hard around me, her words breaking into gasps and cries as the pressure built toward something she couldn’t control.

I felt it too — the tightening grip, the desperate flutter — her pussy milking me as if her body had already decided what it wanted.

And I knew what was coming.

I’d felt it before, and I could feel it in her now: the tremor, the clench, the telltale pressure that meant she was about to lose herself in a way she’d never expected.

Her hands clawed at my shoulders, her eyes wide and disbelieving as she gasped, “Oh my God, I—”

Her body convulsed, clamping down, and with a strangled scream she came undone, shuddering violently around me.

Jack’s eyes were wide, fixed on the spot where our bodies joined. Every thrust forced another wet, obscene sound into the room, and with each movement more slickness spilled out around my cock, seeping down over my balls and streaking Jess’s thighs.

Her fingers dug into my shoulders, her mouth open against my neck as she screamed through the mounting waves. I felt it in her — the sudden, tight quiver, the desperate spasms that meant something unstoppable was rising.

Then it broke.

Jess’s whole body seized, her hips jerking violently in my grip. A sharp cry tore from her throat as the flood came, her pussy clenching down at the exact moment she sprayed in a convulsive release that drenched us both. Hot, clear streams splashed over my thighs and poured between us, raining down onto the carpet below in a sudden torrent.

Her toned little body shook uncontrollably, pale thighs trembling as the gush kept coming, soaking the inside of my legs, spraying against my stomach. She buried her face into my shoulder, wailing into my skin as I held her steady and forced her through every second of it, my thrusts relentless, deep, unyielding.

“Oh my God… ohhhh… oh fuck… HOLY FUCK!” Jess moaned, voice raw and ragged, words tumbling from her in a frantic chant as her climax tore through her.

Jack whispered, almost reverently, “Jesus Christ, Jess…” His voice was thin with disbelief, his eyes glassy as he stared at his wife cumming harder than he’d ever seen, her tiny body melting in ecstasy right before him.

Jess was still shaking in my arms, every spasm of her tight little pussy rippling around me. Her muscles weren’t just riding out the climax — they were gripping me, milking me, dragging me closer with every clench. I could feel the inevitability building, my own body tightening as low groans tore from my chest.

“Fuck…” I growled, my rhythm faltering as the pressure mounted. “Where do you want me to cum?” My voice was strained but steady, even as the question hung heavy in the air. We hadn’t agreed on this, and I wasn’t about to take without her saying it.

Each thrust drove me deeper, the thick head of my cock kissing her cervix over and over, pulling broken cries from her throat. Her head fell back, eyes fluttering, words tumbling from her lips between moans. “In—” she gasped, “fuck… inside… inside me!”

Her nails raked across my shoulders, her body grinding desperately against mine. “I’m on the pill!” she cried out, almost defiant, as if daring me not to hold back.

Jack sat frozen a few feet away, his cock throbbing in his hand as he watched his wife beg another man to flood her. His jaw dropped at her words, his breath caught in his chest, and he didn’t dare move — terrified and aroused in equal measure as he realized what was about to happen.

I was right at the edge, my cock swelling, every nerve alive as Jess trembled in my lap. Her cunt clenched in rhythm, milking me with greedy, involuntary spasms that dragged me past the point of no return.

“Fuck—” I snarled, my grip bruising her hips as I buried myself deep. The heat coiled low in my spine, then snapped.

The first jet of cum blasted into her, thick and hot, and Jess threw her head back with a ragged cry. “Ohhh God—yes! Yes!” she wailed, her nails clawing at my back as if she could drag every drop deeper inside.

I thrust again, and again, each stroke pumping another surge into her tight little body. Five, six spasms later I was spilling everything I had, bathing her insides until the wet squelch of our connection grew lewder, louder, obscene.

Jack saw all of it.

From his vantage, he had an unbroken view of my cock retreating and plunging back in, each withdrawal slathered with a frothy mess of fresh cum and Jess’s juices. Every thrust pushed it deeper, only for the excess to seep around my shaft and drip down her thighs. His chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, his lips parted, his eyes glassy as he took it in.

I couldn’t help but notice the way his own cock betrayed him — rock hard, slick at the tip, precum glistening as it slid down his shaft. He was leaking just from watching his wife get filled, every drop proof of how much this moment was breaking and exciting him at once.

Jess clung to me, kissing frantically at my neck, moaning against my skin as my cock twitched the last of my release into her. I slowed, grinding her down against me until the fire in my thighs forced me to pause. We stayed locked together, her pussy still fluttering around me, her whole body trembling as the aftershocks rolled through.

Eventually my pace eased, my cock softening inside her. With a final kiss to her lips, I lifted her carefully, pulling her off me. My shaft slipped free, wet and glistening, hanging heavy between us as a gush of thick cum spilled from her swollen cunt.

Jess gasped, staring down in awe at the mess between her legs. White rivulets ran down her inner thighs, dripping steadily onto the hardwood floor. “Oh my God…” she whispered, almost dazed, watching the pool gather beneath her.

Jack couldn’t look away. His face was pale, his cock glistening at the tip, his eyes fixed on the sight of his wife dripping full of another man’s cum.

I eased Jess down onto the loveseat, her body limp and glowing, and pressed a gentle kiss to her damp forehead. She curled slightly onto her side, legs still trembling, her skin flushed with the aftermath of everything she’d just endured.

I stood, gathering my clothes from the pile on the floor, and pulled in a steadying breath. My voice was low, almost casual, but the weight of the moment still hung heavy in the room. “I think I’ll grab a shower after that. You two probably need a little time together.”

Jess shifted, raising her knees as if to hold in what couldn’t possibly be contained. The effort was pointless. My cum oozed steadily from her swollen, gaped opening, each slow trickle punctuated by soft, wet queefs that made her cheeks flush even as she laughed breathlessly at herself.

Jack was transfixed. His eyes never left the sight between his wife’s legs, the steady spill of thick white fluid painting her thighs, dripping toward the carpet. His own cock twitched against his stomach, still hard, still leaking, as he sat there utterly mesmerized.

“Sure,” he managed, his voice hoarse, distracted, his attention fixed entirely on Jess’s messy, used pussy.

As I bent to collect my pants and underwear, Jess’s soft voice carried across the room. “I’m ready, baby… do you want to take your turn now?”

Jack didn’t answer with words. He moved toward her like a man in a trance, his eyes locked on the mess between her thighs. Jess, ever practical even in the haze of her release, added with a wry little smile, “It’s going to be a real mess in there.”

For a moment, I wondered if he’d go through with what so many of them fantasized about — burying his face in the proof of what another man had just done to his wife, licking her clean before reclaiming her. The thought lingered, enough for me to pause, watching.

But Jack’s instincts pulled him another way. He grabbed her ankles and tugged greedily, spreading her open as he dropped between her legs. Jess let her head fall back against the cushions, her hair tumbling over the edge of the loveseat, and welcomed him with a breathless laugh. His cock was already stiff, already leaking, and he pushed into her with a rough urgency that told me waiting hadn’t been an option.

I straightened, pulling on my pants, and left them to it. As I made my way upstairs, I heard the rhythm — his hips slapping wetly against her, her muffled cries spilling through the open space. In the back of my mind, I remembered a cuck husband once describing that exact act: “Like sliding into a jar of warm, creamy yogurt.” Strange the details that stay with you when everything falls into place.

By the time I reached the landing, less than a dozen steps away, Jack’s sharp grunt echoed up after me, the unmistakable sound of a man surrendering to release. I didn’t even need to look to know he had cum inside her, overwhelmed by the mix of humiliation, need, and sheer arousal.

Still, curiosity made me glance back. Below, Jack lay collapsed against Jess’s chest, his face buried against her skin while her arms circled him, soothing, protective. She looked over his shoulder at me, her eyes glassy, her expression sated in a way that left no doubt she had everything she needed in that moment.

I turned into the bathroom, stripping the rest of the way, and stepped under the hot spray of the shower. The water cascaded down my back, washing away the sweat and cum, but even then my cock was already stirring, half-hard again, ready if the opportunity had been there. Normally, I would have gone back for more — a second round, harder, rougher, without hesitation.

But tonight wasn’t about me taking every drop they had to give. Tonight was about setting the hook deep enough that they’d come back wanting more.

When I came down the stairs again, towel slung around my neck, I found them still entwined on the loveseat, clothes scattered across the floor like evidence of everything that had happened. Jack was half-asleep on Jess’s chest, and she stroked his hair absently, her gaze far away.

Sliding the balcony doors open, I stepped out into the night air, the city spread beneath me in a wash of light and noise. Twelve floors up, the sounds were muted, almost like background music, and the view was sharp enough to cut through whatever haze still lingered in my head.

I leaned against the glass railing, drink in hand, letting the cool air wash over my skin. Behind me, I could still faintly hear the murmurs, the shifting of bodies, the quiet aftershock of what had just happened. I didn’t need to see it — I knew what Jess and Jack were doing with that time.

It must have been twenty minutes later when the doors slid open again. Jess stepped out first, barefoot and completely naked, her pale skin gleaming in the moonlight, her red hair loose and wild around her shoulders. Her body carried that post-fuck languidness I’d seen so many times before, but the sight of her, tits high, hips swaying slightly as she moved toward the railing, made my cock twitch against the towel all over again.

I let myself admire her openly — why wouldn’t I? She seemed to enjoy it, the faint smile tugging at her lips as she rested her hands on the railing next to mine, her nipples stiff from the night air.

Jack followed her out a moment later, fully dressed again, his shirt tucked back in, his face a mix of tension and exhaustion but calmer now than earlier. There was no comment about Jess’s nakedness, no demand for her to cover herself. That line had already been crossed.

He cleared his throat and gave me a nod. “Thanks, Mark. Really. For tonight.” He placed a steadying hand on Jess’s lower back, as though grounding himself. “Uber says five minutes away. We should get going.”

Jess kissed me quickly on the cheek, still brazenly nude, before slipping back toward Jack. As they turned to leave, I caught her voice, low but carrying enough in the quiet night air. “God, babe… my cunt’s still dripping his cum down my legs.”

Jack’s reply was instant, dry but with a crooked smile I could hear even if I couldn’t see it. “Well, if you’re going to act like a slut, you’ve got to deal with slut problems, don’t you, babe?”

Jess laughed softly, and the sound followed them back inside. I stayed where I was, Scotch in hand, towel loose at my hips, watching the city lights flicker until the front door closed behind them.


Follow Up?

About twenty minutes later, I was stretched out on my sofa, glass in hand, replaying the night in my head when my phone buzzed. An unknown number flashed on the screen. I almost ignored it, but something told me to answer.

“Hello?” I said, casual, leaning back into the cushions.

“Hi, Mark… it’s Jess.”

Her voice lit me up instantly. I couldn’t help the grin spreading across my face. “Jess,” I said warmly, “what a surprise. How are you two doing?” My tone carried just the right amount of fake curiosity, as though I didn’t already know exactly how they’d be feeling after tonight.

“Oh, I’m doing amazing,” she purred. “I told Jack I wanted to call, just to say thanks for a very… urm… interesting evening.”

I chuckled. “Was Jack happy about that? You telling me you can call whenever you want — does he know what that means?”

There was the briefest pause, then her voice turned playful, teasing, edged with dominance. “Well, yes. But when I asked, I told him it doesn’t really matter what he wants. Not now, anyway. Because you’ve awakened something in me, Mark. Something I plan to keep exploring… whether he likes it or not.”

I leaned forward, phone pressed tighter to my ear. That tone told me exactly what I suspected: Jack was sitting right there, probably red-faced, listening to every word. Jess was showing me — and him — where the power really sat.

“Good to hear, Jess,” I said softly, letting the weight of my words hang. “So tell me… are you calling me from the bedroom? And is this little chat on speakerphone, by any chance?”

“How did you guess that?!” Jess laughed, her voice just a touch too loud, the kind of laugh meant for more than one set of ears.

I grinned into the phone. “Call it experience. I figured after poor little Jack shot off so fast earlier, you were probably still left wanting. A woman like you doesn’t exactly get satisfied by a quick sixty-second pump-and-dump, does she? I imagine you dragged him upstairs hoping to wring a little more out of him.”

There was a sharp inhale on the other end, and I knew Jack had heard that. Perfect.

Jess giggled, delighted at the jab. “Mark, I am very impressed. You really do seem to have a great sense of how people react.”

I let the compliment hang without acknowledging it, smoothly steering the conversation back under my control.

“And I’m pretty sure,” I said slowly, savoring the words, “that right now you’ve got Jack’s cock in your hand. I’d even bet it’s starting to twitch just from us talking, isn’t it?”

There was a muffled sound on the line — her light giggle layered over the low, involuntary moan of a man caught up in something he couldn’t stop.

“You’re right again,” Jess purred, her voice rich with amusement.

“Then my next guess,” I said, letting a smile creep into my voice, “is that you’re calling because you’re hungry for more fun. And Jack—” I let the pause hang, “—Jack wants to be a willing participant, doesn’t he?”

Jess giggled, low and knowing. “Oh, you are good. But I have some bad news…” Her voice dripped like honey, slow and sweet. “Jack’s leaving tomorrow for a work trip. He’ll be gone all week.”

I clucked my tongue. “That’s terrible, Jess. How are you possibly going to survive? A whole week, all alone… all wound up like you are.”

She didn’t miss a beat. “Well, it’s funny you should ask, Mark. Jack was wondering if maybe you’d spend a little time looking after me while he’s away. Isn’t that right, baby?”

The phone shifted, and for a moment I caught only muffled sounds: movement, her soft giggle, the unmistakable wet slurps of a mouth at work. Then Jack’s voice strained through, broken by gasps.

“Yes… Mark… arrrgh… would—would you please… urm… please take care of Jess for me… while I’m away?”

The sucking noises stopped as soon as he got the words out, leaving his ragged breathing hanging in the silence.

I leaned back into the sofa, savoring the moment. “I’m sure I can keep your pretty wife entertained while you’re gone, Jack. In fact, maybe we’ll even record a little something for you. A few videos, so you can see exactly what she gets up to when you’re not around. Would you like that?”

“Yes,” he blurted, desperate. “Yes, I’d love that!”

“Good,” I murmured, satisfied. “Then we’ll make that happen. But before we do, Jack, I’ve got just one question for you…”

I could almost hear his stomach knotting as he waited for my question. I let the silence drag a beat longer before I spoke.

“Jack, you told me once — before we ever met — that you and Jess sometimes role-played her making you go down on her after another man had cum inside her. Well, when I was heading upstairs earlier, I noticed she didn’t push your head between her thighs. Why not? Was it enough just to feel her pussy stretched and filled for the first time?”

Jack’s reply tumbled out in a rush, raw and eager. “God, yes! That was incredible! It was… it was amazing.”

I chuckled low. “And Jess? Did it not even cross your mind to grab him, shove his face down, and make him lick every drop of that cream pie I left in you?”

Jess’s answer came without hesitation. “Oh, it crossed my mind, believe me. But I wasn’t sure if he was ready for that. Not yet.”

Her tone carried both a tease and a promise, and I knew Jack heard it too.

I let the pause sit again, the sound of my engine ticking as it cooled in their driveway. “So, Jess… am I right to assume you’re naked right now?”

“Yes, of course,” she replied breezily, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Good. Now, Jack, here’s what I want you to do,” I said, voice calm and steady. “Get up. Walk over to Jess’s dresser. Tell me when you’re there.”

There was rustling on the line — sheets moving, the dull creak of a mattress — followed by his muffled voice from somewhere farther away.

“I’m here.”

I raised my voice slightly, letting the authority cut through the line. “Jack, open Jess’s panty drawer. Take your time, look through them, and tell me which ones are your favorites.”

There was a pause, the sound of a drawer sliding open, fabric rustling. Jack cleared his throat. “She has a few thongs…”

I cut him off immediately. “No. Not thongs. What else?”

He hesitated, fumbling. “Uh… she’s got some bikinis. And a few boy shorts.”

“Good,” I said, slow and deliberate. “Any bikinis with patterns?”

I could hear his breathing shift, the excitement he was trying and failing to mask creeping into his voice. “Urm, yeah. There’s some with stripes, one with polka dots, and… one with, uh, pictures of animals…”

I snapped, sharp enough to make Jess giggle in the background. “STOP. What kind of animals?”

There was a pause, then his voice came back, quieter. “…a kitten.”

Jess’s laugh bubbled through the receiver, wicked and knowing. “Oh god, you actually found those?”

“Alright, Jack,” I said smoothly into the phone. “Take those kitten panties and put them on Jess. Nice and slow. I want to hear her step into them.”

There was fumbling, rustling fabric, and Jess’s soft laugh as she teased, “You’re really making him do this, aren’t you?”

“Damn right I am,” I replied. “Now slide them up her legs, Jack. Over those thighs you love so much. Get them snug over her hips.”

A beat passed, then I continued. “How do they look?”

Jack’s voice cracked slightly. “Tight. The kitten… the face is… stretched.”

Jess cut in, a playful lilt in her voice. “It’s nose is all scrunched up, Mark… right between my lips.”

I grinned into the receiver. “Perfect. Now here’s what you’re going to do. Jack, grab her big dildo — you know the one I’m talking about. Bring it over to the bed. Jess, lay back. I want you to spread your legs and show your husband exactly how his wife looks with that kitten staring back at him, wet and ready.”

The phone picked up the sound of sheets shifting, Jess’s faint moan as she positioned herself, and Jack’s ragged breathing as he followed instructions.

“Now, Jess,” I said, voice low and firm. “You’re going to slide that dildo in while Jack watches. Slowly. Inch by inch. And Jack—” I paused just long enough to make sure the weight of my words landed, “—you’re going to describe every single thing you see, so I know exactly how good she looks fucking herself for me.”

“Take that big dildo… and rub that cute little kitty all over it, just like you would if I were there with my cock.”

Through the receiver I heard the shuffle of movement, the creak of the bedframe. Jess’s eager voice followed, breathless but playful. “Okay… I’m on top of it now.”

“Good girl. Now squat down on it, hands on Jack’s chest to steady yourself.”

Her moan vibrated down the line as she obeyed, and Jack’s sharp intake of breath gave him away. Jess giggled, then narrated for me. “The kitten’s face… it’s pressed right against the base. Poor kitty looks drowned already.”

“Now slide it up your slit,” I ordered. “Rub it the whole way along, make it shine with you. I want Jack to watch that cartoon cat disappear between your lips.”

More movement, then Jess’s gasp. “Oh fuck… it’s wet… dripping on him already.”

I pushed harder. “Pull the kitty to one side, Jess. Let your pretty little lips spill out over it. Bathe that cock in all your mess before you start to ride.”

Another groan, lower this time, then Jess’s muffled words to Jack, audible even through the phone. “Look, babe… it’s sliding right between my lips.”

I smiled to myself. “And Jack? You’d better not be jerking off up there while she does this. Hands where I tell you — unless I say otherwise. Understood?”

There was a stammered “Y-yes,” from him, thick with need, followed by Jess’s escalating moans as she worked herself faster, the wet sound of her pussy gliding on rubber carrying faintly over the speaker.

“Good,” I said evenly. “Now, Jess — tell me. Do you want my fat cock inside you?”

The line filled with the slick, obscene sound of the dildo gliding in and out, her pace quickening, breath turning ragged. Then her voice broke through, needy and raw. “Oh fuck, yes!”

“That’s not enough,” I pressed. “Whose pussy is this, Jess? Say it.”

There was no hesitation, only the thump of the bed as she bucked harder. “It’s your pussy, Mark. Yours. Please fuck me! I want to feel your cock inside me again!”

Jack’s low groan bled through the background, as helpless as it was aroused.

“Don’t tell me, Jess,” I commanded, my tone sharp enough to cut through her moans. “Tell him.”

Her voice rose, loud and certain now, no hesitation at all. “Mark owns my pussy now, Jack. You know that, don’t you?”

A pause — then Jack’s weaker reply filtered through, cracked and strained. “Yes, baby… I know that now.”

“Good boy,” I said dryly, before turning my attention back to her. “Alright, Jess. Reach down. Slide that fat dildo into you. And I want you to ride it like it’s me — like it’s the last cock you’ll ever get.”

The phone carried every wet, obscene slosh as she obeyed, the noise unmistakable in Jack’s ears. Jess cried out between gasps, words tumbling out faster with every thrust. “Oh, fuck! Yes… yes! That’s it! Fuck me, Mark!”

Her voice broke into a desperate, frantic rhythm as the bed creaked and the slick sounds grew louder, her body jerking violently through a powerful orgasm. On the other end of the line, I could almost hear Jack’s silence — stunned, aroused, humiliated — as Jess screamed her release into the phone.

With that, I ended the call, leaving them in the thick silence of their bedroom — Jess breathless, Jack no doubt hard and humiliated beside her.

By the time I pulled into my own place and set my keys down, my phone buzzed again. A message from Jess lit the screen:

We’re in for a fun week.

About an hour after I got home, my phone buzzed. A WhatsApp message from Jess. I opened it and found a photo attachment — her pussy, glistening and oozing cum. The caption beneath was short and cutting:

You came once, he’s cum three times already… and it’s still 90% your cum. Thanks for making our date so special for us both. I hope you can come over while Jack’s away in Albuquerque. He’s leaving tonight for four days. <3 J

I stared at it for a long moment, savoring the image, before the phone buzzed again. Another message, another attachment.

The second photo loaded slowly, frame by frame. The angle was from Jess’s chest downward, her naked body on full display. Between her thighs, Jack’s face stared up, eyes half-closed, beard slick and dripping. His tongue stretched out, straining toward her clit — and right there, balanced on his tongue, was her finger, engagement ring catching the light. Her fingertip was coated in a thick, creamy pool of cum, guiding it toward his mouth.

Her caption wasn’t needed; the photo said it all. His dark beard was matted with strands of my load, his hair wild and disheveled, no doubt from Jess’s fingers clutching and steering him while he dug for every last drop inside her.

Jack’s expression was almost serene — a strange mix of humiliation and satisfaction — the face of a man who had finally lived the fantasy he’d only dared to whisper about before tonight.

I didn’t reply right away. Instead, I let the night pass in silence, leaving Jess and Jack to stew on the images she’d sent. By morning, I knew the quiet would be gnawing at them both.

This is deliberate on my part. New cuckolds almost always ride the high of the moment, only to wake up the next day plagued by overthinking and doubt. If I rush in with constant reassurance, I take away the edge that keeps them hooked. Better to let that silence do the work, keep them questioning where they stand with me, whether I was impressed or disappointed.

So I waited until the next morning before I called Jess. That hesitation alone would have them both buzzing, and the fact that Jack had thrown himself so completely into giving her this taboo adventure told me everything I needed to know. He wasn’t just curious. He was ready.


Dinner for 2/3?

I could hear the sparkle in Jess’s voice the moment we began talking. She invited me over, suggesting a quiet dinner for just the two of us at their place. I let the offer hang in the air for a moment, then casually shifted the conversation.

“Oh, and Jess,” I said, my tone light but deliberate. “I really enjoyed the picture you sent me.”

Her voice brightened instantly, like I’d lit a match to gasoline. “Mark… you knew exactly how to get us there. Jack practically jumped on me afterward. He said he needed to reclaim me. But he was so wound up, he barely lasted ten seconds. Honestly, I think he only managed six or seven thrusts before he came.” She gave a short, breathy laugh, the sound halfway between amusement and arousal.

Her breathing quickened as she continued. “He told me later that the second he pushed inside, I was still so full of your thick cum that it oozed out around his cock. God, Mark, it was everywhere.”

I smiled into the phone, keeping my tone steady and assured. “Then it sounds like your husband is primed and ready for the next step — a long-distance session. Dinner for two is the perfect way to start.”

Her answer was immediate, a low hum of anticipation threaded through her words. “I can’t wait for you to get here.”

When I arrived at her house, Jess opened the door in a sheer black silk blouse, the top few buttons deliberately left undone so that the curve of her breasts and the dark outline of her nipples were plain to see. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, and the faint shimmer of fabric against skin only made her look more decadent.

On her legs she wore skin-tight burgundy leggings, the kind that clung to her like liquid. The thin material split her neatly between the thighs, leaving no doubt where her lips pressed against the stretch of fabric. She leaned one hip against the doorframe, letting me take in the sight as if she knew exactly what it was doing to me.

Inside, we sat and talked, the air already thick with unspoken anticipation. She told me how perfectly I’d pushed their buttons the night before, how wet she’d been just knowing I was coming over tonight.

“Did you tell Jack exactly what I told you to?” I asked, my gaze lingering on the faint outline between her thighs.

Her smile spread slowly, her voice low and playful. “Oh, yes. He thinks I’m going to FaceTime him tonight so we can replay everything from the other night with you.” She leaned in, her blouse slipping wider open, a flash of her nipple showing. “He thinks it’s just so he can cum in his hotel room.”

“That’s my good girl,” I murmured, slipping my arms around her from behind as I steered her toward the dining room. Her body pressed lightly into mine as we walked, the sway of her hips deliberate, teasing. Every step she took sent her ass brushing against my groin, coaxing the first stirrings of life into my cock beneath the fabric.

Jess started to sink to her knees the moment we crossed the threshold, but I caught her by the elbow, firm but not rough, and pulled her back up. I gave a small shake of my head. Not yet.

There was no need to rush. Dinner stretched out before us like foreplay of its own — glasses of wine, little touches, the glint of candlelight catching in her eyes as I laid out my plan to keep Jack dangling on edge while he was away. Jess sipped slowly, her lips wrapping around the glass in a way that was almost indecent, her cheeks flushed more from arousal than alcohol. I could see the anticipation coiling tighter inside her with every word.

After we finished, I drew her into the living room. What followed was a slow escalation — lingering kisses, hands tracing over silk and fabric instead of skin, touches just shy of what she wanted. Jess moaned against my mouth, shifting restlessly in my arms, her body betraying her impatience. The burgundy leggings she’d worn were already marked with a spreading damp patch at the crotch, dark with need. She knew exactly what I was doing, drawing it out, feeding the hunger, and she willingly played along — whining, pouting, arching her body into my hands like a woman begging to be broken.

We stayed clothed the whole time, right up until I finally guided her upstairs. By the time we stepped into the bedroom, Jess’s composure had shattered. Her eyes burned into mine, wide and pleading, her nostrils flaring as she breathed in sharp, raspy bursts. Her desperation filled the room like perfume.

I held her gaze, my expression calm, controlled, deliberate. Then I spoke. “On your knees.”

She dropped instantly, almost too fast, scrambling as though she’d been waiting hours for that single command. Jess’s hands trembled with urgency as she tore at my belt, fumbling to undo the buckle, yanking my slacks down around my ankles. At last, she was where she’d been aching to be all evening — finally granted permission to touch, her hunger radiating from her in waves.

“Where’s your phone, Jess?” I asked, my tone deliberate.

Her eyes flickered wide. “Oh shit, it’s in the living room,” she admitted.

“Then go get it,” I said, leaning back on the edge of the bed. “You’re going to need it tonight.”

She made a soft, playful tut with her tongue but didn’t hesitate. Jess scrambled up from her knees and padded quickly down the hallway, her bare feet slapping lightly against the hardwood. I watched her go, admiring the bounce of her firm ass as the burgundy leggings clung and stretched with each step.

Moments later, she reappeared, a little breathless, phone in hand. She crossed the room without breaking eye contact and held it out toward me like an offering.

I didn’t take the phone from her hand. Instead, I reached out, set my palm on her shoulder, and pressed gently until she sank back to her knees in front of me. My cock was already swelling, the tip straining against the waistband of my underwear, just beginning to peek above it.

“Take it out,” I ordered evenly. “Jack will want to see what we’re up to.”

Jess’s mouth curled into that mischievous little smile I was beginning to recognize as her default response to my commands. She held the phone awkwardly in one hand while tugging my shorts down with the other, freeing my cock. It sprang forward into the cool air, already thick and veined with blood.

She stroked me slowly, deliberately, as she turned the phone so the camera captured a close-up of my swollen head. I could hear the faint click of the camera shutter. I extended my hand, and she placed the phone into it without hesitation.

“Say hello to your husband,” I told her, angling the phone down.

Jess tilted her face up toward me, her lips stretching into a wide, wicked grin. She kissed my cock just below the crown, leaving a smear of red lipstick on the shaft. Her nails, painted to match, made a striking contrast against my skin as she wrapped both hands around me.

I snapped the shot, then lowered the phone to my side and let her get to work. Jess worshipped my cock with baby kisses, covering every inch of the head before sliding her lips over it, sucking softly. She was lost in it, her eyes half-closed, her face glowing with that wanton hunger I’d seen in her before.

When she picked up the pace, sucking harder, her tongue swirling and lips pulling, I felt the edge coming on too quickly. My hand slid into her hair, gripping it firmly, and I pulled her up onto her feet. Our eyes locked, her breath hot and ragged against my face.

“Are you ready for some cock, Jess?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly, her voice breathless. “Oh god, yes.”

She held perfectly still while my hand slid down the front of her leggings. Her labia were already swollen and parted, soft and slick beneath my fingers. No panties. Nothing to slow me down. I pressed two fingers inside her, spreading her open easily. Her thighs trembled, and for a moment I thought her knees might give way.

I kissed her deeply, my tongue invading her mouth, and caught the faint, salty tang of her arousal on her lips. When I pulled my hand free, my fingers glistened in the dim light. I held them to her mouth. Jess didn’t hesitate. She closed her lips around them, sucking slowly, savoring the taste of herself until I gave the next order.

“Take off your clothes.”

She obeyed instantly. Her blouse came undone in a flurry of quick fingers, tossed aside. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and wriggled them down over her hips, peeling them away from her ass before stepping free. Finally, she tugged my shirt up and over my head until we stood naked together — my socks the only barrier left between us.

She took my hand and tugged me toward the bed, eyes pleading, body already desperate. I let her lead a few steps before stopping. “Show me your lingerie drawer.”

The frustration flashed across her face, a little pout of need, but she turned obediently and led me to her dresser. She pulled open the top drawer, and I took in the sight: soft pastels of yellow and blue, slinky silks in black and red, lace and satin spilling over each other in a chaos of temptation.

“Which is Jack’s favorite?” I asked.

She didn’t hesitate. She reached in and drew out a black bodysuit, sheer mesh with pre-cut holes that left nothing important covered.

“Put it on,” I ordered.

Jess stepped into the garment, pulling it up over her thighs, her breasts pushing eagerly through the exposed circles, her pussy framed and revealed by the dark mesh. She smoothed it over her hips and stood before me, a picture of submission and provocation in one.

I slid my two middle fingers back through the slit of the bodysuit and into Jess’s soaked pussy. The sound was unmistakable — wet, sloppy, obscene — as I pumped them in and out.

“Mmmm, don’t stop, Mark!” she moaned, hips rocking against my hand, her face buried in my chest.

I let her grind for a few seconds before pulling my fingers free. She gasped at the sudden loss, frustration written across her face. “It’s time for you to call Jack,” I said calmly, wiping my fingers across the mesh that clung to her mound. “Get into bed. Right here.”

I patted the pillows on Jack’s side. That spot was always my choice — a way to mark my territory even if he wasn’t home to crawl into the wet patch afterward. It was never enough to fuck a cuckold’s wife. She had to fuck him too, in her absence, through little humiliations like this.

Jess climbed onto the duvet, arranging pillows behind her until she was propped up comfortably. The sheer black mesh framed her nipples perfectly, her breasts bare to the camera. I handed her the phone. “FaceTime him.”

She nodded, biting her lip, and opened the app. Holding the phone just far enough away, she made sure her top half — her nipples pushing through the cutouts — was clearly visible.

I stood off to the side, out of frame, letting Jack get his first eyeful without knowing I was there. The anticipation hummed in the room, thick as smoke.

Jack’s phone barely rang before his face filled the screen, his expression instantly brightening when he saw Jess lounging back in his favorite bodysuit. “Perfect timing, Jess! I just got back to my room a couple of minutes ago.” His gaze dipped lower, drinking in the sight of her nipples framed by the mesh. “God, you look so sexy in that.”

Jess gave him a knowing smile. “Thanks, baby. I know it’s your favorite.”

Jack fumbled with his shirt buttons, already loosening his tie as he shifted toward the bed. “Just give me a sec, I’ll get comfortable. It’s been a hell of a day, but I’ve been thinking about you all day, Jess. You don’t know how much I needed this.” His phone wobbled in his hand as he kicked off his shoes, already eager.

Jess’s voice cut in, calm but deliberate. “Sorry, baby… I don’t really have time to play. Mark’s here. He came over for dinner.”

The effect was instant. Jack’s bright expression collapsed into silence, his mouth tightening as he sat on the edge of his hotel bed. “Oh…” he managed, the disappointment heavy in his tone.

I leaned in, casually bringing my face into the frame with a smile that contrasted sharply with Jack’s deflation. “Hey, Jack. Doesn’t Jess look incredible in that? She told me it’s your favorite outfit.”

Jack’s jaw tightened as he looked back at her. His voice was flat, his attempt at composure obvious. “Yes, Mark. You’re right. She looks… fantastic.”

Jess cut in before Jack could muster anything else. “Oh, stop it, Jack. We’ve done this before when you’ve been away. The only difference is this time…” She let the pause hang as her hand slid over my thigh, “I won’t need to use a toy to get myself off for you. Tonight, I’ve got the real thing.” Her grin was wicked, her eyes locked on him through the screen, fully aware of the way his denial was curdling into arousal.

I eased myself onto the bed beside her, close enough that Jess leaned into me without hesitation. “Hey, Jack,” I said smoothly, “Jess showed me that little picture she took of you, earning her rings back. Judging by the look on your face, I’d say you enjoyed the task I set for you.”

Jack’s lips twitched, his embarrassment colliding with an obvious rush of excitement. “Mark… that was the craziest thing Jess has ever told me to do.”

“Good,” I replied evenly, my hand sliding across Jess’s bare thigh. “Then let’s see if we can top it tonight. I’ve got no doubt Jess and I can come up with something even crazier for you.”

Jess shivered at my words, her legs rubbing together unconsciously, her arousal plain for both of us to see. Jack swallowed hard, and I knew he saw it too.

I leaned back against the pillows and smirked. “This isn’t exactly crazier, but I guess it’ll do for now. Send him a picture, Jess.”

Without hesitation, Jess unlocked her phone, opened her gallery, and tapped the shot she’d taken earlier — her kneeling, tongue pressed flat against the head of my cock, her lipstick smeared and her eyes glazed with lust. The image popped onto her husband’s screen a second later, announced by the ping we both heard faintly over FaceTime.

Jack froze, staring, his eyes wide as the depravity of it hit him. His beautiful wife, on her knees, not in his hotel room but in their bedroom — servicing me.

“There you go, man,” I said smoothly, my voice dripping with satisfaction. “I’ll have Jess keep you updated every time we take a little break.”

The moment his expression shifted — awe, jealousy, and desire all twisting together — my hand slid up Jess’s chest, cupping her full breast. My thumb rolled over her tight little nipple as I casually ended the call with my other hand. The screen went black.

Jess gasped at the tug, her nipple pebbling instantly, and let out a breathless laugh. “God, that was so devious,” she sighed, handing me her phone like it no longer mattered.

“And he loved it,” I said, squeezing her breast just hard enough to make her gasp again. “I’ll bet you anything he’s going to cum within the next two minutes.”

Jess laughed harder, a wicked, knowing sound. “Oh, he will. My husband’s so easy to wind up. And you… you keep pushing him right to the edge.”

She kicked impatiently at the duvet, shoving it down the bed until the sheets were tangled on the floor. Her pale skin glowed under the soft bedroom light, her chest rising and falling with hungry breaths.

I stood, peeled off my socks one by one, slow and deliberate, letting her anticipation build. She crawled forward on the bed, eyes locked on mine, waiting for the order she knew was coming.

“Now get on your knees, Jess,” I said, my tone calm but absolute. “Face down, ass up. Just how I want you.”

Her lips parted in a soft moan, her body shivering as she obeyed, turning and lowering herself onto the bed. She spread her knees wide, arched her back, and pressed her face into the pillows. Her ass lifted high, inviting, her pussy already glistening.

“Good girl,” I murmured, running my palm across the curve of her ass before giving it a sharp squeeze. “That’s exactly where you belong.”

Jess didn’t hesitate for a second. The moment the words left my lips, she was already in place. Face pressed into the pillow, hair falling in loose red waves around her cheeks, her back arched like a bowstring. Both hands reached behind her to spread herself wide open, offering up everything without me needing to ask. Her glistening slit shone under the soft light, and her puckered little ass twitched with the strain of being pulled apart.

I moved behind her, savoring the sight for a beat before bringing my palm down hard across one pale cheek. The crack echoed through the room. Jess gasped, a muffled moan spilling into the pillow, and arched higher as if begging for more.

I gripped my shaft, thick and solid in my hand, and slapped it against her ass, letting the heavy weight of it land directly across her tight little hole. Thwack. Again. Thwack. Each wet smack made her moan louder, her body trembling with need.

Leaning over her, I guided the head of my cock down through her swollen lips, dragging slowly from her clit to her opening, coating myself with her juices. Her body shuddered under me, thighs quivering as if she was already fighting to hold herself steady.

I pressed the crown against her entrance, hovering there, teasing. Her hips pushed back instinctively, desperate to take me in.

“Are you ready, Jess?” I murmured, my voice low, controlled, the weight of the moment heavy in the air.

She didn’t speak — just a throaty moan muffled into the pillow and a frantic nod of her head, her knuckles whitening as she gripped her cheeks wider.

That was all I needed. I surged forward in one smooth, relentless thrust, burying myself to the hilt. Her body buckled beneath the impact, her arch collapsing as my full length forced her down into the mattress.

“Ohhh fuck!” she screamed, the sound ripping from her throat as my cock bottomed out, the tip pressing hard against her cervix. Her lungs emptied, her breath stolen by the force of it.

I planted my hands to either side of her tiny frame, caging her in, and began to move. Long, deliberate strokes, dragging out and then slamming back in, the mattress creaking under the weight of my thrusts. Each stroke was measured, heavy, primal.

Jess’s cries built with every push, raw moans vibrating against the pillow as her body welcomed me deeper. Her pussy clutched at me greedily, each clench around my thickness urging me to give her more.

The sound of it filled the room — wet, rhythmic slapping as my hips drove against her ass, her juices coating me, the faint squeak of the mattress springs beneath us. Her scent — raw, aroused, intoxicating — hung in the air.

I lowered myself closer, my chest grazing her back, my lips at her ear. “This is what you’ve been craving, Jess,” I growled. “This fat cock stretching you the way Jack never could.”

She moaned in agreement, hips pushing back against every thrust, her body straining to take everything I gave her.

And so I gave it to her — slow, deliberate, unrelenting — knowing she wasn’t just cumming for herself. She was performing, knowing her husband’s face would haunt her mind even as she surrendered completely to me.

I caught her left wrist mid-thrust and pulled it firmly behind her back. Jess immediately understood, offering her right one without hesitation. I clasped both of her small hands together easily in one of mine, pinning them in the center of her back as I drove into her harder, deeper. Each wet slap of my hips against her ass was punctuated by her long, broken moans. Her head rolled back, her mouth open in surrender, the sounds pouring out of her throat every time my groin smacked against her reddened cheeks.

Her body was shaking now, her tight cunt gripping me with each plunge. I could feel the telltale rush starting to build low in my stomach, the inevitable pressure tightening, and I knew I was only seconds away. I slowed just long enough to make her whimper at the loss, then pulled out, slick and glistening.

“Stay right there,” I muttered, kneeling upright and fisting my cock in one hand. Jess rolled onto her back beneath me, eyes wide, her chest heaving, sweat beading at her collarbone. She watched hungrily as I stroked myself, every movement deliberate, her lips parting when I brought her phone into view.

“How about we take another picture?” I said, my voice steady despite the urgency in my cock.

Jess bit her lip, then propped herself up slightly, her hair wild around her face. One hand reached down between her thighs, her fingers starting a slow, teasing circle around her swollen clit. Her hips lifted and rolled, desperate for friction, her moans syncing with the speed of my hand.

I crawled up her body, my knees on either side of her hips, and aimed my cock toward her chin, thick and swollen, leaking pre-cum down toward her lips.

I tapped the screen, then grinned. “Even better. A video.” I pressed record, then handed her the phone. Jess tilted it up so only her flushed, beautiful face filled the frame — her messy red hair, her bright eyes glazed with lust, her mouth parted in anticipation.

She looked at the screen, then at me, then said in a sultry, breathless voice, “Mark wants to show you something, baby.”

The phone kept rolling, capturing her every reaction. The only other sound was my ragged breathing and the slick, urgent strokes of my cock as I hovered just inches from her lips, building toward the inevitable release.

Without warning, my cock twitched hard in my fist, and then the first thick rope erupted across Jess’s face. She gasped in surprise but didn’t flinch — she opened wider, tongue out, as I painted her from forehead to chin. Another hot stream streaked into her ginger hair, strands clumping as it dripped toward her ear. A third burst splattered squarely between her upper lip and nose, and she moaned at the mess, greedily lapping at it with her tongue while I grunted and forced every last drop from my balls.

The video caught everything — the way her tongue stretched and searched, the way her cheeks glistened as more strings of cum draped across them. My reddened cockhead hovered in and out of frame, smearing my load across her face like a brush painting its canvas. She kept her tongue out, whining softly, chasing each streak I traced across her lips, eager for every taste.

A long pearly strand dangled from my tip until I pressed it into her cheekbone, dragging it slowly downward toward her mouth. Jess blinked through the mess, her lashes sticking together under the weight of it. She tried to open one eye, but a fat tendril glued it shut. The sight only pushed me to rub more of my cum across her face with my cock, giving Jack’s wife the unmistakable look of a used porn star.

Still filming, I angled the camera back to me, sweat running down my temple, a smug grin spreading across my face. “That’s all you get for now, Jacky boy,” I said coolly into the lens. “Sleep well, my friend. I know your wife will, once I’m finished with her.” I winked, then added, “You’ll have a nice little memento from round two waiting for you in the morning.” With that, I thumbed the screen and sent the clip.

Jess let out a shaky laugh as I lowered the phone. She sat up, strands of ginger hair plastered to her sticky face, cum still sliding down her cheek and pooling at the hollow of her throat. “God, that was filthy,” she whispered, almost reverently. She padded off toward the washroom, glancing back at me once, her ass swaying with each step, a trail of my release still glistening down her skin.

When she returned, her face freshly wiped, her body still sheened in arousal, I pulled her onto the bed without a word. She straddled me easily, the black mesh of her bodysuit framing everything I wanted. I buried my face between her thighs, pushing my tongue through the slit, devouring her swollen pussy until she screamed into the night. My cumshot might have been the first highlight, but this was her turn now. Her thighs trembled against my head as I forced her through her first climax of the night, her body jerking, hips grinding down on me until her orgasm ebbed.

When I finally let her collapse onto my chest, sweaty and glowing, I stroked her hair back from her face and whispered my plan for next time. “Next date, Jess, I’m going to ruin that pretty little bodysuit of yours. Tear it open and take you in ways Jack hasn’t even imagined yet.”

She shivered against me, smiling wickedly, already knowing she’d say yes.

That first night while Jack was away turned into something I hadn’t expected: four rounds, back-to-back, each one a little harder and hungrier than the last. Jess didn’t wilt; she fed off it. Usually the pattern was the same — wives come down first, exhausted and sore while I’m still hungry for more — but Jess was different. She had an engine in her I’d never met before. By the end I was the one panting, spent in a way that felt new, pleasantly surprised and like I’d been run through the wringer by a small, fierce storm.

We lay there after the last collapse, sheets twisted around our legs, the apartment quiet except for our breath. I turned my head and looked at her in the half-light and let the truth out, half-teasing, half awed. “Wow, Jess. It’s no wonder your husband can’t keep up with you.”

Her face lit up with that proud, wicked smile she’d shown me all night. “For years,” she said, voice soft and a little conspiratorial, “I’ve had a full-blown love affair with my toys. He thinks they’re just innocent trinkets. Jack has no idea how often they come out to serve me.” She paused, then leaned in to kiss my chest. “But I don’t think I need them anymore. I’ve got you now.”

I chuckled, feeling both complimented and a little smug. Then I told her, casually, what I wanted next — to keep the momentum rolling, to make this tease a constant while Jack was gone. “While I take a quick shower, get him on the line. I want him watching and imagining. I want him to know exactly what we did, and that there’s more to come.”

She grinned and obliged. The call itself was a delicious little ritual: Jess, still damp and breathy from our last round, set the phone up so Jack could see her — and hear her — while she described what we’d done and what we were about to do. I could hear her voice through the thin curtain of steam as I shaved and rinsed, giving him instructions that edged humiliation and encouragement together. “If you want to see the second video,” she told him, “you’re going to have to set your phone up so you can jerk off for me while you tell me what you want us to do for round two.”

Her tone left no doubt it was a request soaked in want and control; his eagerness on the other end was a soft, eager surrender. I finished up under the hot water with a slow smile. Letting them stew like that — watching Jack get wired and needy while Jess fed him carefully selected images and instructions — was exactly the kind of slow, delicious work that keeps a new cuck on edge and coming back for more.

I wanted Jack to watch with absolute post-nut clarity — to see his wife covered in my load, grinning through the mess on her face, before watching her ride me again and again, her body straining to take every inch of my cock. Even I had to admit, Jess was insatiable. The way she kissed me between thrusts, clinging and needy, made it clear she wasn’t just hungry for sex — she was hungry for me. She took it like she had been waiting her whole life to be used that way.

I lingered in the shower afterward, deliberately giving them space. I wanted Jack’s arousal and doubt to clash, wanted him to stew in it while Jess teased him with the evidence of what had just happened. When I finally stepped back into the room, towel slung low on my hips, Jess was by the nightstand, sliding her phone onto the charger. She looked utterly satisfied, her skin still flushed.

“Well, Jess,” I asked, voice calm but curious, “how did he do?”

Her grin spread wide, playful and triumphant. “Oh, God, Mark! He was like a horny teenager all over again. His cock was leaking like a sieve the moment he started touching it. He kept asking what I did with you… how many times you made me cum.” She gave a little laugh, shaking her head. “I told him he wasn’t allowed to know until he did what he was told.”

“And…?” I pressed, watching the delight in her eyes as she remembered.

"“He told me he pictured us in a sixty-nine on the bed… that I was blowing you again,” Jess said, her voice breathless with excitement as she replayed it. “He said he imagined you fisting me while I licked your balls, and that we kept going until I squirted all over your hand. Jack barely got the words out before he said he was about to cum. I couldn’t help it, Mark — I told him, ‘Yeah, that’s it, little dick! Cum all over the floor. Spill that useless cum. I’ve got all the dick I need right here.’ He came so fucking hard when I said that!”

“It sounds like your little cuck is ready for our live show tomorrow night, doesn’t it, Jess?” I murmured.

Jess leaned in and kissed me, hungry and triumphant. “I think we both are. Are you sure you don’t want to stay the night, Mark?”

I shook my head slowly, brushing a strand of red hair from her face. “We’ll have plenty of time for sleepovers when your husband gets back.”

Her eyes lit at that, sparkling with the promise of something even deeper. “You always know best, Mark. So… what do you want me to wear for you tomorrow?”

“The same bodysuit as tonight,” I said firmly. “We’re going to make a real mess of it. Then you can save Jack’s favorite outfit for when he gets home.”

On my way out the door, I paused, one hand still on the handle, and looked back at Jess. “Call Jack,” I told her, my voice calm but leaving no room for negotiation. “Let your little cuckold know I’ve got a special surprise lined up for both of you when we pick things up again. Tell him to be in his hotel room, naked, at eight o’clock sharp if he wants the privilege of watching the show.”

Jess’s cheeks flushed, her lips parting slightly as she absorbed the command. I stepped closer and added, “And make sure he understands the rules. He doesn’t initiate with either of us for the rest of the week. No messages, no calls. If he breaks that? He waits until he’s home before he gets another update, picture, or video. Make him sit with it. Make him ache.”

Her eyes flickered with that familiar spark — arousal and mischief mixed in equal measure. “I’ll tell him,” she whispered, almost reverent.

I smiled, satisfied, and opened the door. “Good girl. Call him as soon as I leave, and give him his orders.”

Jess nodded eagerly, her red hair bouncing as she promised, “I will.”


Ready and Waiting

The following afternoon, Jess had dinner waiting when I arrived straight from work. The scent of roasted garlic and herbs met me at the door, but it was Jess who really set the tone — barefoot, her hair down, lips already parted for the kiss she gave me as if I was the only man in her world.

As we sat, I asked lightly, “So, how’s Jack adjusting to his new role — your cuckold husband?”

Jess’s lips curled into a knowing smile as she set her wineglass down. “I think Jack is loving it. The whole power dynamic is such a mind fuck for him. He knows I’m still his wife, that I still love him and want him… except when you want me. Then, in that moment, I don’t want him at all. And he sees it — I can tell when I catch that look of acceptance in his eyes, whenever either of us sets a limit on him.”

Her words carried the mix of guiltless affection and boldness that only made her more intoxicating.

Dinner was light but perfect — a little pasta, a little salad, wine that went down smooth — and soon the clock edged toward eight. I pushed my chair back and gave Jess a deliberate look. “Go upstairs. Change into your bodysuit. Then come straight back down.”

Her blush spread instantly, though she nodded without a word and disappeared up the stairs. When she returned, it wasn’t just the curve of her body showing through the mesh that hit me, but the way her scent reached me — lavender perfume overlaying the undeniable musk of pussy and salt. She hadn’t hidden who she was becoming, and she wasn’t trying to now.

I took her hand and guided her into the kitchen. That’s when she saw it — the tripod already set up near the back door, her phone fixed in place. Her expression flickered, confusion first, then a rush of excitement that colored her whole face. “We’re going to do it here?”

I didn’t bother to hide the pride in my voice. “Well, the bedroom can get boring. And besides, soon enough, there won’t be a room in this house that doesn’t remind Jack of what we’ve done. I want him to feel it everywhere.”

I adjusted the angle of the phone, checking the shot, then stepped back. “Now… it’s time to bring Jack into the game. Give him a call, Jess.”

Jess tapped the screen with a quick peck of her finger, and Jack’s ringtone chimed through the speakers. We settled at the kitchen table — me close enough to drape an arm over her shoulders, my palm resting possessively over one perky breast. The mesh of the bodysuit left her nipple half-exposed beneath my fingers, the small peak nudging against my skin, hot and pliant.

When Jack’s face filled the phone, he was already propped on his hotel pillows, naked and hard as a board, the evidence obvious even from the waist-up shot. He grinned at us both, a mix of boyish eagerness and something more fragile underneath. “Hi, Mark. Hi, Jess,” he said, voice thin with want.

Jess answered him sweetly, her cheeks flushed. “How was your day, baby?”

Jack’s hand never stopped moving, lazy, absent-minded strokes that made the camera bob a little. “Jesus, Jess, work was rough. I swear the meetings never ended. I kept thinking about tonight — about seeing you. Did you and Mark spend all day together?” His tone begged for reassurance and a little punishment at once.

Before she could answer, I let a small, dangerous smile play across my face and slid into the space. “Not all day, Jack,” I lied, my voice smooth and casual, the kind of harmless-sounding fabrication that’s meant to sting. “Although I did take your sexy little wife over to that sex shop on Carter Street. You know the one, don’t you?” I didn’t wait for his reaction before continuing.

"I had Jess find us a reasonable replica of your dick. She did a pretty good job, actually. Look." I said as I reached into a bag and pulled out a rubber dildo that had molded veins and was very realistic. It was pretty much the same length, about six inches or so, and was about the same sort of thickness as Jack. It was slender, although not quite thin. It looked a lot like her husband. I handed it to Jess, and she held the base of it by its realistic balls as she slowly jerked it with her other hand.

I’d chosen a toy close enough to Jack’s size — not to belittle him, but to make sure what he saw unfolding was something he could connect to, something that let him imagine he was physically there even as he was being cuckolded.

Jess teased the rubber shaft with slow, deliberate strokes along her stomach, her lips parted in anticipation, while I began to set the stage for Jack.

“Jack,” I said evenly, “I want you to imagine this differently. Picture yourself not as her husband right now, but as the neighbor, or a close friend. Someone who doesn’t knock anymore, someone who just slips in through the back door like it’s his own place. And when you walk in, you see three people. The beautiful Jess…” I ran my hand down her thigh, letting the words hang. “Her lover, already invited to please her in front of her eager husband. And the husband himself… tonight, played by this rubber friend right here.”

Jess smirked, lifting the toy for Jack to see before dragging it down her body until it hovered just above her swollen clit. She gave the smallest roll of her hips, already wet and wanting.

On Jack’s end, his control was already slipping. A bead of precum clung to his finger as he stroked himself, his six inches rigid and straining, the camera catching the sheen of his leaking cockhead while his eyes stayed glued to his wife.

I leaned forward a little, voice steady and teasing. “And as you walk in and watch them, you realize something, Jack. That very close friend of yours, the one you thought you knew, and his so-called conservative wife — they’re not the vanilla couple you had them down as.”

Jack’s eyes widened, his face filling the screen, as Jess lowered the toy with deliberate slowness. She spread her slick lips with two fingers, savoring the way her husband’s breath caught, and then guided the rubber head to her entrance. The hungry gleam in her eyes was aimed not at me, but at the camera — at him.

I shifted her to the counter beside the sink, placing her where the light caught every detail. My smile deepened. “Oh, look at that. Jess wants to feel her husband inside her.”

The room went quiet except for Jess’s soft moan as she pushed the dildo deep into her pussy, her thighs opening wider to take it in while her back arched against the countertop. Jack stared, mesmerized, his cock gripped tightly in his fist.

“But what about me, Jess?” I asked, my tone turning low as I reached for my belt. The buckle clinked, deliberate, before I let my slacks and underwear slide down to the floor.

Jess didn’t need an explanation. She cast me a quick glance over her shoulder, already knowing what was coming, before turning and bending forward. Her head and one elbow rested on the cool countertop, her red hair spilling forward as she presented herself, body trembling with anticipation.

Jess’s right hand worked the dildo in and out of her slick pussy, her body suit pulled taut over her ass, the gauzy fabric stretching as her cheeks spread and clenched with every thrust. The contrast of black mesh against pale skin made the sight even filthier, even more irresistible.

I stepped between her parted legs, close enough to feel the heat radiating off her, and pressed my semi-hard cock against the thin strip of cloth running between her ass cheeks. The mesh barely separated us. “Ohhh…” I groaned, grinding lightly against her. “Do you want me in your pussy, Jess? Do you want me pushing my big cock right up against your husband’s little dick inside you?” My words dripped with mockery, designed to make Jack squirm.

Jess’s head turned, her red hair brushing her cheek as she looked back over her shoulder. First at me, then straight at the phone propped on the tripod, where her husband sat transfixed, stroking himself desperately. Her lips curved into a playful, wicked smile.

“No!” she called out, her voice firm but teasing, aimed as much at Jack as at me. “No, you’re way too big to fit in there with him. He’s big enough. The two of you would rip me to pieces.”

Perfect. Jess always knew just when to twist the knife.

I slapped my now-hard cock against her ass, each smack making her cheeks jiggle against the gauze. “So where do you want it, then, my love?” I demanded, leaning in close, letting the weight of my cock rest against her skin.

Jess held my gaze, eyes shining with lust and defiance, before answering breathlessly, “Make a new hole in my tights!”

I tilted my head, feigning confusion. “What—you want me in your ass? But Jess… you’ve never even let Jack touch you there.” My voice was steady, teasing, my eyes flicking to the glowing screen. Jack’s face filled it, wide-eyed, his breath ragged. I held the silence a beat longer, then asked, “Is that okay with you, Jack? Should I be the first to give Jess what she’s begging for? Should I give her what she wants?”

Jack’s right hand was a blur now, wrapped so tight around his cock that his knuckles had gone pale. His chest heaved, every stroke edging him closer.

Jess turned her flushed face toward the camera, her red hair spilling forward as she worked the rubber cock into her dripping pussy with desperate fury. Her eyes were glazed with need, her voice hoarse as she pleaded, “I’ll let you fuck me there when you get home, baby. I promise. I just need Mark in there right now.”

Precum leaked steadily from the tip of my cock, a glossy strand clinging and falling with the tension of the moment. The silence stretched, heavy, until Jack finally broke it, his voice cracking with surrender. “If… if that’s what you want, Jess, then yes. Mark… give her what she wants.”

That was all the permission I needed. I released my cock, leaned forward, and slid both thumbs between Jess’s thighs, hooking the edges of the slit in her bodysuit. With one sharp pull, the fragile fabric ripped apart, tearing violently upward until it almost reached the waistband. Her ass was suddenly bare, her cheeks glowing, the tight pink pucker of her asshole exposed to both of us.

I looked straight into the camera just as Jack’s body seized. His groan filled the room, guttural and raw, while thick white cum spurted from his cock, splattering his fist and dripping down his thighs.

Jess’s eyes went wide, her body trembling as she stared at the screen. “Oh, my fucking God!” she gasped. “We haven’t even started yet, and you’ve cum!”

“Holy fuck,” Jack muttered in a low, almost dazed tone as he stared at the mess dripping from his cock, his orgasm still overtaking him in helpless waves. His voice trembled as he tried to regain composure. “Keep going,” he panted, fumbling around the bed for something to wipe himself clean.

I turned my gaze back to Jess, and our eyes locked. She was smiling, her lips parted, chest rising and falling with anticipation. In that moment, I realized we had both overlooked something crucial—lube. It sat uselessly, far away, while Jess bent forward with her ass cheeks spread wide for me.

I gathered saliva in my mouth, thick and heavy, then let it spill in one wet strand onto the swollen head of my cock. The precum already leaking from me mixed with it, slicking my shaft enough to attempt the next step. I pressed my tip gently against her tight little hole, testing the give.

“No!” Jess cried suddenly, her voice sharp with urgency. Her hand flew between her legs, yanking the dildo from her cunt. “I’m fucking soaked. Just put it in me.”

I glanced down, watching her drenched pussy glisten as the toy slipped free, strings of wetness clinging to it. Her lips were swollen, splayed, practically begging for cock. With no hesitation, I shoved myself deep into her soaking heat. The sound was obscene—wet, hungry, sloshing—as her body took me in fully. Five deep, grinding strokes later, my shaft was slick and shining, perfectly coated in her juices.

Pulling out slowly, my cock glistened just like the toy had seconds earlier. I angled myself higher, setting my head against the tight ring of her asshole, and pushed forward with deliberate pressure.

From the phone speaker, Jack’s voice wavered. “I… I can’t. Oh fuck…” His breathing grew ragged, his composure gone. “Call me later… when you’re done, Jess.” The line went dead with a sharp click, the screen darkening instantly. Our little game had broken him.

Jess blinked down at the phone in disbelief, then turned her head toward me, her expression a mix of confusion and raw need. “What just happened?” she asked, her voice breathless, her brows furrowed.

Without yet sliding into her, I leaned forward, my chest pressing to her back, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered.

“It’s nothing, babe,” I murmured against her ear, my voice steady and low. “It’s called cuckold angst.” I could almost see the picture in my mind—Jack lying there in that bland hotel room, his body still twitching from orgasm while his head spun with all the fears and doubts he couldn’t control. His climax had hurled him past the peak of voyeuristic passion into that inevitable crash: dopamine draining away, cortisol flooding in, every ugly thought clawing at him. The distance between us was a punishment in itself—hundreds of miles from his wife, powerless to stop what he’d just witnessed.

I kissed the side of Jess’s neck softly, grounding her as I explained, “He’ll come around. They always do. Right now, the best thing you can do is stop worrying about him and enjoy every second of this. Let him stew. You’re here with me.” My words hummed into her skin, and I felt the shiver ripple through her body.

Her breathing quickened as I shifted back into position, the weight of my cock pressing against her. I dragged my left thumb along the length of my shaft, slow and deliberate, from the base all the way to the swollen tip, smearing the glistening mix of her juices and my precum until it gleamed under the kitchen light. Then I pressed my thumb against her snug little star, spreading the slickness over her tight ring, painting her ass with the evidence of just how ready I was to claim her.

Jess gave me her anal virginity right then and there. I could hardly believe it was happening—the way her tight little ring resisted at first, fluttering around the swollen head of my cock, then slowly began to yield as I whispered encouragement into her ear. Her body trembled, her fingernails dug crescents into the countertop, but she never once told me to stop. Instead, her voice was a mix of desperate moans and sharp gasps as inch after inch slipped past that clenched barrier.

I was genuinely surprised at how quickly she learned to relax for me. Within barely a minute, Jess was taking most of my length, her ass stretching around my thickness in a way that made my own breath ragged. The sensation was so intoxicatingly tight, so raw and new for both of us, that I couldn’t last long. Her little virgin hole milked me with every squeeze, and before we risked pushing her past pleasure into pain, I was already groaning out my orgasm, spilling hard and deep inside her.

It was the perfect way to end the night—her body claimed, but not broken, her ass still pulsing around me as if to hold me there forever.

Later, Jess called Jack, her voice soft but steady. “Are you alright, baby?”

“I’m okay if you are,” he replied after a pause. He admitted he had lain there in his hotel bed worrying that what Jess and I had done might have been too much for her. “I think I might come home a bit earlier than planned if that’s okay.”

She reassured him gently, told him she was fine and would be happy to see him whenever he got back. When she ended the call, I explained what was really going on. Jack’s cuckold angst had flipped into something new—an overwhelming, almost primal need to reclaim his wife. The surest way to cool things down until then was to give him that chance.

Jess agreed, and with a mischievous but affectionate grin, she sent Jack a follow-up text saying she’d wait until he got home before we played again. The relief in his response was obvious.

Since Jack had done the Park-And-Fly thing when he left, he messaged Jess to say his plane would land just after eight the next morning, which meant he’d be home around nine.

When he finally turned onto their street, his stomach tightened. Relief washed through him when he saw only Jess’s car parked neatly in the drive. He pulled up alongside, killed the engine, and climbed out, grateful for the quiet normalcy. He popped the trunk and bent to grab his suitcase, already picturing the reunion he hoped for inside.

But when he lowered the trunk lid, he flinched. Mrs. Speckman was standing right there, almost materializing out of nowhere.

Ella and her husband, Wally, had lived next door longer than anyone could remember. Retired, quiet, always polite—but Ella had a reputation for watching the street like a hawk from behind her lace curtains. Jack had never really thought about her noticing anything unusual during his trip. Until now.

“Oh—hello, Ella,” he said, forcing a smile.

The frail-looking woman leaned closer, her voice pitched low, conspiratorial. “Jack, there’s been a strange car on your driveway while you’ve been away. I thought you’d want to know.”

His chest tightened. Before he could respond, she added, “It’s really none of my business, of course, but… he was a very handsome young man. And, well, I knew you were out of town…”

Her words hit like a dart. Jack’s mind spun, but he found just enough composure to string together an explanation. He straightened, suitcase in hand, and said lightly, “Oh, right. That would be Mark—an old college buddy. He’s been in town on business, and I told him he could use our guest room for the week. So if you saw a car coming and going, that’s all it was.”

Even as the words left his mouth, he heard the double meaning in them, the kind of slip that would gnaw at him later.

Ella tilted her head, lips pursed, then gave a faint nod.

Jack gave Mrs. Speckman’s shoulder a polite pat and tried to steady his voice. “So you see, no need to worry…” But the reassurance died on his lips the instant his own front door creaked open.

Two figures appeared in the doorway—Jess and me.

Jack froze, his breath hitching. His eyes widened for two reasons. First, the realization that I must have parked my Escalade in his garage. He had been so sure he’d have the element of surprise this morning, sneaking back early to catch Jess alone, to reclaim her. Instead, he was the one blindsided.

But worse—Jess stood framed in the doorway in nothing but a thin, silky nightdress that clung to her curves, her hair tousled and lips still swollen from kisses. And right beside her, I stood barefoot, my wrinkled tee shirt hanging loose, boxers tented with an obvious bulge. My own hair was mussed in a way that left no doubt how the night had been spent.

Jack’s pulse hammered. He had no idea how to explain this tableau to his sharp-eyed neighbor. I’d always intended for Jess and me to greet him in casual, intimate disarray, a not-so-subtle statement of possession. But I hadn’t expected our little performance to have an audience across the hedge.

“Hi, Jack,” Jess called lightly, almost cheerful, as if nothing were out of place.

Poor Jack’s gaze snapped back and forth—first to his neighbor, then to us, then back again—like a trapped animal unsure which way to run. Words deserted him. After a few agonizing beats, he simply gave up, shutting his mouth and trudging toward the door, suitcase dragging behind him.

Jess gave a faint wave and a polite, “Oh, hi, Ella,” but the old woman was already retreating, shaking her head as she shuffled back toward her own door.





Aftermath

Inside, Jess folded herself into Jack’s arms, kissed him long on the lips, her nightdress brushing against his travel-creased clothes as if to soften the blow. I closed the door behind us.

“Jesus,” Jack muttered under his breath, running a hand down his face. “Now the whole fucking neighborhood will know.” He could already picture Ella’s whispering lips passing the story down the street, the sideways glances, the neighbors’ curious stares at the kinky couple next door.

Jack set his luggage down with a heavy thud. I stepped back, letting Jess move in to console him, though the little giggle in her voice made it clear she wasn’t taking his fretting quite as seriously as he was. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, rubbing his back as she murmured, “You’re home now, baby. It’s all good. Don’t worry about Ella—I’ll have a chat with her later and explain. She’s just a nosy old woman, you know that.” Jess smiled up at him, her nightdress brushing against his jeans. “Besides, Mark thought you might like a change of pace today.”

The edge in Jack’s reply was hard to miss. “Change of pace?”

Jess let her arms dangle loosely around his neck, eyes flicking to mine for just a second before returning to him. “Yeah,” she said slowly, teasing out the moment, “Mark thought… well, since I made you that promise—you know, that I’d finally let you take me from behind—that maybe it was time for you to enjoy something that’s a first for us, too.”

Jack stiffened under her touch. His head snapped toward me, then back to Jess, the tiniest glimmer of hope in his tone. “A first? Wait… you mean Mark didn’t actually take your ass the other night?”

Jess laughed softly at his desperate guess, then shook her head, her tone flat and matter-of-fact. “Oh no, Jack. We definitely did that.” She gave him a lingering kiss on the lips, as if to cushion the blow, before adding, “But I’ll admit… it’ll take some time before I can handle Mark’s girth back there easily.”

She pulled back just enough to let her words hang in the air, then traced a finger along Jack’s jawline, her voice dropping low and sultry. “The first I’m talking about, baby… is letting my two men inside me together. At the same time.”

Jess glanced between us, her expression equal parts daring and invitation. “What do you think?”

Jack’s relief was almost visible in the way his shoulders slumped and his expression softened. After all, he’d gone from being in the room during our first encounter, to watching from a distance, and finally to experiencing everything only through a glowing phone screen. His mind had been gnawing at the possibility that I was taking over, that he might end up locked out of Jess’s body for good. The idea that she could slip entirely into my orbit had clearly unsettled him. That’s the kind of head game a cuckold’s mind loves to play on itself—turning lust into paranoia, then back into arousal again.

“Yeah, sure,” Jack said quickly, his eyes darting between Jess and me. “We could do that. Like… now, or later tonight?” His voice wavered, caught between eagerness and nerves.

Jess turned to me, searching for confirmation. With a simple nod, I gave it. She squeezed Jack’s hand and said softly, “Well, now—if you’re feeling up for it.”

That was all it took. She led him upstairs, tugging him along by the hand, while I followed a few steps behind. When they entered the bedroom, I lingered in the doorway, letting them have their moment. It was almost tender—husband and wife peeling each other’s clothes off in a fevered rush, kissing and touching as if they hadn’t seen each other in years. The irony, of course, was that they both knew I was watching.

Jack was already stiff, his cock jutting forward before his shirt even hit the floor. Jess sank gracefully to her knees in front of him, her red hair falling forward as she wrapped her lips around him. The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working his cock. She pulled back just enough to moan against the head, her voice husky. “I’ve missed you so much, baby.”

I stripped down to my boxers, then kicked them aside along with my shirt, but held back, letting Jess direct the pace. She kept Jack in her mouth a little longer, swirling her tongue around his swollen head, and then rose up, pressing her lips hungrily against his. Their kiss was messy, spit-slick, Jess pushing her tongue deep into his mouth as if daring him to taste himself on her tongue. The little smile on her lips when she pulled away told me she knew exactly what she was doing.

She turned her head to me, eyes bright, chest heaving, her body practically humming with anticipation. “Mark,” she said, her voice steady, “why don’t you lie down on the bed and let me get on top?”

I moved to the bedside, and Jess helped me tug the duvet and sheet down to the foot of the bed. The mattress was bare now, exposing the deep, darkened patch on the fitted sheet—evidence of our early morning session. The stain was right on Jack’s side, the spot where he normally slept. His eyes locked on it, and I could see the war going on behind them: shame, jealousy, and undeniable arousal all tangled together.

I lay back against the pillows, my cock already rigid, thick and glistening at the tip. Jack stood frozen at the side of the bed, his chest rising and falling, staring at the sight of his wife naked, flushed, and hungry, and me stretched out in the very center of their marital bed.

Jess climbed onto the mattress without hesitation. She straddled me, her knees digging into the sheets, and squatted over my hips facing the headboard. Her red hair tumbled forward as she reached back to guide me in. The sight of her—completely unselfconscious, poised above me like I was the only man in the world—made my cock twitch in her hand.

Just before she seated herself, a thick glob of cum slid from her pussy and dribbled down the inside of her thigh. It caught the light before soaking into the sheet beneath us. I couldn’t help but laugh as I tilted my head toward Jack.

“Now I know how you felt after our first date,” I teased. “She’s still full of me from this morning. You see that? She couldn’t wait until you got home.”

Jess smirked, shameless as she rocked her hips lower, smearing me against her soaked folds. Jack’s jaw clenched, but he didn’t move. He knew what it meant: the promise Jess had sent him—that she’d wait—was already broken. Yet instead of disappointment, his cock throbbed harder, leaking as he stared. Jess’s pleasure had become the axis of his whole world, and even betrayal was just another proof of how deeply she craved what only I could give her.

Jess sank down on my cock with a needy groan, impaling herself inch by inch until her ass cheeks met my hips. She gasped, clutching at my chest, then started to bounce in steady, hungry strokes. Her body slapped down against mine, her tits jiggling, her cunt stretched wide around me as I filled her creamy pussy again.

I tilted my head so Jack couldn’t miss it and said with a broad grin, “Mmm, fuck, you see that? That’s what it’s like to fuck a pussy already dripping with cum, Jack.” My voice was smug, teasing, but deliberate—humiliating him while stoking his arousal.

Jack’s throat worked as he swallowed, too overwhelmed to speak. He just nodded, his hand moving slowly up and down his cock as he stared. His eyes kept flicking between Jess’s flushed face, the creamy froth collecting at the base of my shaft, and the way her stretched lips clung desperately to me with every bounce.

After a few minutes, Jess leaned forward, flattening her body against mine. Her back arched, and her hips rolled as she ground down harder, spreading herself open wider than before. The angle gave Jack a perfect view of everything—my cock pistoning into his wife, the glisten of cream smeared along my shaft, and just above that, the tight pucker of her ass hole twitching and inviting.

Jess turned her head lazily toward him, her voice husky but commanding. “I think you’d better get some lube, baby. Mark hasn’t been in there today, so it’s going to need some help.”

Jack hesitated only a second before reaching for the nightstand drawer on his side of the bed. But as soon as he opened it, he froze, staring down at the crumpled scrap of fabric inside.

His voice cracked. “Is that your…?”

Jess let out a wicked little giggle, biting her lip as she continued to ride me. “Oh, fuck yes. That’s our favorite set, baby. Mark wanted you to see it, just like that—after two nights of me getting fucked in it.”

Jack lifted the ruined garment. The once-delicate black mesh was now stiff with dried cum, seams stretched and torn, especially at the back where I had ripped through it to take what Jess had never given him before. The smell of sex and sweat rose unmistakably into the air, sharp and humiliating.

Jess’s voice softened into a playful taunt. “You should smell it, baby. That’s what it means to be mine and his. That’s what it smells like when I’ve been used properly.”

Jack’s hand trembled, his cock leaking as his eyes darted from the crusted body suit to the sight of his wife squirming ecstatically on my cock.

I smirked and added, “Feel free to use that on the nights when Jess doesn’t invite you to participate, Jack. Might help remind you what she smells like after being properly fucked.”

His face burned red, and he instantly dropped the crumpled, crusted garment back into the drawer as though it had scalded him. He fumbled for the lube, snatched up the bottle, and climbed onto the bed with a nervous urgency.

Jack squeezed out a generous line of the slick liquid, coating his leaking cock until it gleamed under the soft lamplight. His fist slid over his shaft once, twice, spreading the sheen until every inch of him glistened. Then, with trembling fingers, he pushed a thick dollop onto Jess’s tight little star, his hand shaking as he worked it in.

“Are you ready, Jess?” he asked, his voice taut, both hopeful and terrified.

I steadied her hips and kept my own rhythm slow, deliberate—long, dragging thrusts in and out of her creamy pussy that made her body shudder with every stroke. She turned her head into my neck and kissed along my jaw, breath hot and uneven.

Jack pressed the swollen head of his cock against the tight ring of her ass, meeting resistance. He paused, panting, his forehead creasing. Jess whimpered, her fingers clawing at my chest, and then I felt it—that subtle loosening in her body, that deep exhale as her muscles relaxed.

Jack seized the moment. He pushed harder, and with a raw, guttural moan, he breached her.

The sound that tore from Jess was unlike anything I’d heard from her before, a low cry that rose into a desperate moan as she arched her back. At that same instant, my cock throbbed inside her pussy, the thin barrier between us making her feel impossibly tight. I could feel every shift of him through the trembling wall that separated us, his cock pressing into mine as if our shafts were brushing through her body.

“Ohhhhh, fuuuuck,” Jess groaned, her nails biting into my shoulders. Her whole body quivered, stretched between us. Jack was barely halfway inside when she cried out again, voice breaking with ecstasy. “Fuck, I’m so full!”

Our rhythm found its own natural cadence, as if Jess’s body were orchestrating it. When Jack pushed forward, I eased back, and when he withdrew, I buried myself deep, grinding into her soaked pussy until her muffled cries vibrated against my chest. Her small frame trembled between us, stretched and filled beyond anything she’d known before. I locked my arms tightly around her, holding her steady as we seesaw-fucked her together, every thrust pulling a new sound from her lips—half gasp, half desperate moan.

It didn’t take long. The pressure of two cocks working inside her at once, every nerve rubbed raw, tipped her over the edge almost instantly. Jess convulsed in my arms, her body locking down, pussy clamping my cock as a gush of hot, watery release flooded me. Her orgasm drenched my shaft and thighs, her entire body shuddering helplessly as she whimpered into my chest.

Jack was unraveling just as fast. The sensation of our cocks brushing so close through the thin barrier inside her was clearly more than he could bear. His groans turned ragged, his pace erratic. Just minutes after we began, he broke. “Oh, fuck!” he cried, his hips snapping forward in quick, desperate thrusts. Jess gasped at the sudden intensity as his cock convulsed inside her ass, spilling load after load into her tight little hole.

I didn’t stop. I held Jess pinned to me and kept my rhythm steady, still nowhere near ready to cum myself, grinding deeper into her soaked cunt as her husband emptied himself in her other hole. A long, guttural moan slipped from Jack’s throat before his body stilled, chest heaving as his orgasm drained him.

When his cock finally slipped free, Jess let out a little whimper at the loss of pressure, and I felt the warm seep of his cum oozing out, washing over my balls and coating the base of my shaft in a thick, sticky mess. Jack dropped back onto his haunches, dazed, his eyes glued to the sight of his seed slowly leaking from Jess’s stretched pink pucker in slow, pulsing spurts. He had finally taken his wife’s ass—and now he looked utterly spent, but also transfixed.

Jess shifted forward, pulling herself up the bed and forcing my still-throbbing cock to slip free of her drenched pussy. It sprang upright, slick and aching, glistening in the low light. She rolled to her back beside me, catching her breath, her pale skin flushed and glowing with exertion. Together, we looked down at Jack—staring wide-eyed at the sticky mess between Jess’s thighs, lips parted, chest rising and falling.

In a soft, almost teasing voice, Jess tilted her head toward him and asked, “Cleanup duty?”

Jack lingered for a moment, frozen between his shame and his hunger. His eyes darted between Jess’s glistening, messy cunt and my still-throbbing cock hovering above her belly. The conflict in his face was unmistakable—humiliation pulling one way, raw need the other.

Jess, ever the decisive one, made the choice for him. With a sly little smile, she reached down and dragged two fingers across her swollen slit, scooping up a sticky blend of his cum and mine. She smeared it over her clit, then lazily circled it until her hips trembled. The wet shine of it caught in the low light. “Come on, baby,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “I need to cum. And we both know this is the only way you’re going to give it to me.”

That broke him. Jack climbed forward, his hands sliding beneath her thighs, pulling her knees up and setting them over his shoulders like he’d done a thousand times before—only never like this. His face hovered just inches away from the messy feast, the scent heavy and unmistakable.

I leaned back against the pillows, stroking myself lazily, watching him surrender. My cock twitched at the sight, the sheer power of it. Jess’s eyes locked onto mine as if to remind me this was all for my benefit, then she pressed her hips up in offering.

Jack started slow, tentative, giving a couple of light licks along her folds, his tongue barely grazing the mess he’d left inside her. Jess let out a soft groan but shook her head in frustration. Her fingers fisted in his hair as she pushed him closer.

“Come on, babe,” she demanded, her voice breaking into a moan. “Get in there. Don’t tease me. You know what I need.”

With that, Jack finally gave in, burying his face between Jess’s thighs as though nothing else in the world existed. The heady mix of sweat, sex, and salt filled his nose and coated his tongue. He licked at her greedily, delirious, his mouth slurping at the slick mess that was equal parts mine and his. His hands slid under her curves, spreading and lifting her ass so he could get everywhere—her dripping folds, her twitching clit, even the tight star of her ass, which he licked hungrily, desperate to please.

Jess moaned raggedly, hips rocking against his face. She clawed at his hair with both hands, forcing his tongue deeper into her needy pussy. When his scruffy beard rasped against her tender inner thighs, she shuddered, her whole body quaking under the jolts of release. The wet, obscene sounds of his mouth on her filled the room until Jess’s orgasm burst through her in waves, leaving her gasping, chest heaving. Their eyes met for a long moment as her climax ebbed—hers sparkling with satisfaction, his wide and worshipful.

“Come up here,” Jess whispered, her voice husky but tender. Jack obeyed instantly, crawling up her body until their mouths met. They kissed long and wet, sharing every last trace of the cum-soaked feast he had just devoured.

From my place, I watched, stroking Jess’s hip absentmindedly, my cock still thick but untouched. In truth, I could count on one hand the number of times I’d been in a couple’s bed and ended up the only one who didn’t cum. Normally, it was the cuck left aching and unsatisfied. A large part of me was tempted to flip the balance back and reclaim my dominance with a final brutal finish—but I let it pass. They needed this moment more than I did.

I lingered, though. Long enough for Jack to fire up the barbecue and put together lunch for the three of us, his hands still trembling faintly when he held the tongs. Later, with the afternoon sun spilling through their windows, Jack sat quietly on the sofa with a beer, watching but not protesting as Jess walked me to the door. She pressed herself against me and kissed me deeply, tongues and lips wet with need all over again, right in her husband’s line of sight.

There was no hesitation in her, no guilt in him—just acceptance. As I finally pulled away, grinning, one thought burned clear in my mind.

God, I love that couple.
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Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.

Hidden Behind Beth's Innocent Eyes: A Vanilla Exterior Hides Something He Was Never Prepared For

I never thought my life would take this turn.

When I met Beth, I thought I’d found the perfect girlfriend—confident, sexy, the kind of woman who made every other girl fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple falling in love. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, watching her on her knees sucking another man’s cock while her best friend’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to scream or cum. Here, where every line I thought I’d never cross has already been left behind.

What started with one daring night has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each step pulls me deeper, each moment leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Beth warned me: buckle up. And she was right.

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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