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Chapter 1

I'd wager that every devoted husband sings praises of his wife, and in that regard, I’m no different. But trust me when I say the woman I’m about to introduce is every bit as remarkable as she sounds. My wife, Katie, possesses a beauty that’s both profound and elusive, shifting with her mood in a way that feels almost deliberate. It’s a curious thing—how effortlessly she can fade into the background, her presence understated, unassuming. She doesn’t need to announce herself. She never has. And yet, when she chooses, when the moment demands it, it’s as if an unseen force draws every gaze toward her.

It’s not just her looks, though those are undeniable. It’s something deeper, an energy she carries, a quiet confidence laced with the kind of modesty that makes her allure all the more intoxicating. She’s never been one to chase attention, never one to preen under a spotlight. But when she steps into it, when she allows herself to be seen—truly seen—everything shifts. The room takes notice.

And that, I’ve come to realize, is no accident. It’s something she’s honed, perhaps without ever meaning to. A skill she’s perfected from years of sidestepping admiration while still commanding it. She’s not timid, not shy. No, Katie is something else entirely.

She’s a woman who chooses when to be noticed.

And when she does, there’s no looking away.

Physically, Katie is petite, her figure a seamless blend of natural beauty and unwavering discipline—toned in all the right places, shaped by years of dedication well beyond her college days. She’s the kind of woman who turns heads effortlessly, though she’s never one to flaunt it. Her curves are soft yet defined, a testament to countless hours spent in the gym, to the quiet determination that keeps her body as captivating as ever. Good genes might have given her a head start, but trust me, the level of grace and fitness she maintains isn’t just luck—it’s work.

And then there’s Nate. Or, as I sometimes call him, Old Man. The name suits him, though he’d no doubt describe himself in far more flattering terms than I ever would. It’s not that I hate him, exactly. Hate is too simple, too clean. What I feel toward him is something messier, something that lingers like a bitter aftertaste I can’t quite shake. And as you’ll soon find out, I have every reason to feel that way.

The worst part?

I needed him.

Not in some casual, trivial way—but in the kind of desperate, gut-churning way a man might need to strike a deal with the devil.

Driven by a hunger so raw it teetered between reckless ambition and outright madness, I did the unthinkable—I surrendered to the desires I’d spent a lifetime keeping at bay.

Now, don’t get me wrong. I’m not about to paint Nate as some devil incarnate. That would be unfair, an exaggeration at best. For all his arrogance—and trust me, there’s plenty of it—he’s not much worse than the next man. Flawed, certainly. Insufferably cocky, without a doubt. But evil? No. That title belongs to something else entirely.

Because if there’s a real devil in this story, it’s the one that lurks inside me.

The one most people pretend doesn’t exist, the one they drown in routine and reason. But mine wasn’t content to be ignored. Mine had been whispering, tempting, demanding. And in the end, it wasn’t Nate who made the decision.

It was me.

But let’s talk about him for a moment. Nate is pushing fifty, though you wouldn’t guess it at first glance. He’s the kind of man who’s aged with an almost infuriating ease, his body still strong, his presence still commanding. They say black men age like fine whiskey, and Nate is proof of it. His deep, dark skin makes the streaks of gray in his hair look refined rather than worn, adding to the appeal that makes women—especially those his age—take notice.

But why would a younger woman be drawn to him?

That’s where my wife comes in.

With more than a little encouragement from me.


Chapter 2

So, I guess I should explain how it all began.

It was our anniversary. Dinner and drinks—nothing unusual there. But this wasn’t just any night out. This time, we were stepping it up, heading to a place where luxury wasn’t just expected but woven into every detail. A high-end restaurant, the kind where low lighting and soft jazz created an atmosphere of indulgence. The kind of place where the right outfit didn’t just fit in—it belonged.

I was adjusting my tie, my reflection crisp in the mirror, the deep gray of my tailored suit catching the light in all the right places. Sharp. Polished. Ready.

And then Katie walked in.

I’d barely gotten more than a glimpse of her dress when we picked it up, but now, seeing her in it, I felt something shift. Black, sleek, dangerous in the way only the right dress can be. It clung to her in all the ways that mattered, the fabric molding to every curve, stopping just above the knee—elegant, but with a whisper of temptation. The slits at the sides played with movement, offering teasing glimpses of her legs as she walked, then closing with a kind of effortless grace when she stilled.

And the neckline—fuck.

Low enough to command attention, framing the smooth, pale expanse of her décolletage, hinting at more but never cheapening the effect. It was bold, but the real statement was behind her. The back was nearly bare, just a few delicate strands of fabric crossing her skin, drawing the eye downward—to the gentle curve of her spine, to the perfect shape of her figure.

Katie had always been beautiful, but I’d never seen her quite like this. Confident. Effortless. Untouchable.

If it weren’t for our dinner reservations, I might have abandoned the night altogether.

But we went.

The restaurant felt more like an upscale club—low-lit, moody, alive with an energy that pulsed beneath the surface. The hum of conversation mixed with the distant rhythm of the music, and at the center, the dance floor buzzed, couples moving in a slow, electric kind of way. A hostess led us to a secluded corner booth, the kind of spot that offered just enough privacy to feel intimate while still allowing us to take in the scene.

Then, just as I settled into my seat, Katie’s voice broke through the moment.

“Thank you so much.”

I looked up. Her eyes were locked onto mine, a quiet sincerity shining behind them, gratitude woven into the warmth of her smile.

And suddenly, nothing else mattered.

Just us.

And in that moment, that was perfect.

"For what?" I asked, mirroring her smile, drawn in by the unexpected tenderness in her voice.

"For this," she said softly, gesturing around us. "For taking me somewhere special. For dressing up, making the effort. For just... being so loving and caring." Her eyes shimmered with sincerity, and then, after a brief pause, her smile wavered. "I know dancing isn't really your thing, and it would have been easier to just go to our usual spot. And... I know we've hit a rough patch lately." She exhaled, her fingers brushing the stem of her glass. "I can't help but feel like it's my fault."

The vulnerability in her voice hit me harder than I expected.

I reached across the table, wrapping my fingers around hers in a firm, steady hold. The world outside the booth—clinking glasses, soft laughter, the distant thrum of music—faded into nothing. It was just us.

"Hey," I said, my voice low, meant just for her. "We're in this together. It's not about fault—it’s about us, about finding our way through it together." I squeezed her hand, holding her gaze. "And tonight? Tonight is about us—just being here, in this moment."

Something in her face shifted. The tension in her shoulders eased, her expression melting into something softer, something full of love and relief.

She needed this. More than just a fancy dinner or a change of scenery—she needed a reminder. A reassurance that no matter what phase we were in, no matter what had changed, we were still us.

And I felt it, too.

I've never been much of a dancer, but I knew how much she loved it. And the truth was, the rough patch she referred to wasn’t just about going through the motions of married life—it was about us slowing down. The intimacy, the intensity, the spark—it had dimmed, the way it inevitably does after years together.

That much was normal. Expected, even. But knowing that didn’t make it any less noticeable.

Still, that wasn’t the real problem.

The real issue was me.

And whether she realized it or not, Katie had picked up on it.

She thought it was the lack of sex that had changed me. That my distance, my restlessness, my wandering thoughts were all tied to the way things had shifted between us in the bedroom.

But that wasn’t entirely it.

Not even close.

Looking back, I can admit that I was the one who planted the seed in her mind.

Not intentionally. Not at first. But once the thought took root, there was no stopping it.

You see, I had developed a new fantasy—one that some might call twisted, maybe even unnatural. But the more I indulged in it, the more it consumed me. I found myself drawn to certain videos, buried in Hotwife stories, devouring every tale of men who willingly—eagerly—watched their wives surrender to another. What started as idle curiosity became something else, something I couldn't ignore.

The desire didn’t just linger—it grew.

I can’t explain how a man could want something like this, how he could ache to see the woman he loves taken by another. But I did. And I knew it wasn’t just about submission or power, not entirely. Maybe it had something to do with how I saw the world, how my mind had always been wired for visuals. It made sense, in a way—my love of porn, my fixation on every raw, unfiltered detail. There was something intoxicating about watching a woman—especially a beautiful, innocent-looking woman—lose herself completely.

And there was no woman more beautiful to me than Katie.

The problem?

Katie wasn’t just innocent-looking. She was innocent.

There was nothing fake about her sweetness, nothing forced about the way she carried herself. She wasn’t the kind of woman who flirted for attention, who played games with her allure. She was good—not in some performative way, but in a way that made this desire of mine feel even more sinful.

Because I wanted her to shed that innocence.

I wanted to see it happen.

Not forced—never that. This wasn’t about pushing her into something she didn’t want. No, I wanted her to choose it. To embrace it. To revel in it.

I imagined it over and over—a private performance, just for me. The way she would move, the way she would sound, every gasping breath, every tremor of pleasure. The way another man’s hands would trace the same curves I’d memorized, the way she would respond to someone else, completely uninhibited.

It was an all-consuming hunger, one I could no longer ignore.

And in the end, that was what gave me the courage—the need—to tell Katie exactly what was on my mind.

The moment the words left my mouth, I knew I had miscalculated.

Katie’s entire demeanor shifted—her body tensed, her eyes darkening as the warmth in them flickered out. For a second, she just stared at me, as if waiting for me to take it back, to laugh it off, to tell her it was some kind of joke.

And then the questions came.

"Do you want to sleep with someone else?" Her voice was sharp, cutting through the low hum of the restaurant like glass.

"Are you saying you want to see other people?"

Panic flared in my chest.

I had imagined so many ways this conversation could go. Awkward curiosity. Nervous laughter. Even stunned silence. But I hadn’t prepared for this—for the sheer hurt behind her words, for the way her fingers curled tightly around the stem of her wine glass as if anchoring herself against something unraveling.

“No—God, no. That’s not what I’m saying at all.” My voice came out rushed, urgent, desperate to fix what I had just shattered.

But I could already see the walls going up.

She wasn’t listening—not really. Her mind was racing too fast, drawing its own conclusions, and all she could hear was lack. That we weren’t enough. That she wasn’t enough.

I reached for her hand, but she pulled back, folding her arms instead, her body closing off to me entirely.

"Katie," I tried again, softer this time. "It’s just a fantasy. It’s not because I want to be with someone else. It’s not because I don’t want you."

She let out a short, disbelieving breath, shaking her head. "Then why would you even say something like that?" Her voice cracked on the last word, and my stomach twisted.

I had wanted to be honest. I had wanted to share something that had consumed me for months, something that, in my mind, was just an idea—a private longing, no different from any other sexual fantasy. I thought I could frame it as that, just an exploration of desire, a way to spice things up.

But to her?

It wasn’t just an idea.

It was a threat.

She exhaled sharply and reached for her drink, taking a long sip before setting it down with just a little too much force. “So, let me get this straight,” she said, her tone forced into something almost controlled, but I could hear the raw emotion beneath it. “Our sex life has been struggling, you’ve been distant, and now—" she gestured vaguely between us, "this is what you bring to the table? The idea of me fucking someone else?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. Because when she said it like that… fuck.

It did sound insane.

“It’s not about being dissatisfied,” I said carefully, but even to my own ears, it felt weak, unconvincing. “It’s about… I don’t know, trust? Desire? It’s not like I want to lose you to someone else, Katie. It’s just—”

“Just what?” she snapped, and for the first time, anger flared beneath the hurt in her eyes.

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering.

I hadn’t expected this. Not this level of pain, not this level of betrayal in her expression.

But I couldn’t take it back now. The words were out. The fantasy was exposed.

And whether I meant to or not, I had just changed everything.

Though she eventually put on a smile and carried on as if nothing had happened, I knew the conversation still lingered in her mind. It wasn’t something that could be erased with a few reassurances or a change of subject. No matter how much she tried to mask it, I could sense it—a quiet hesitation in her touch, a flicker of doubt behind her gaze.

And I hated that.

I hadn’t meant to shake her faith in us.

Fearing I might reopen wounds that hadn’t yet healed, I’d let the topic rest. For weeks, I avoided it entirely, careful not to stir up the uncertainty I had unknowingly created. But tonight, as we sat in the dim glow of the restaurant, revisiting the discussion about our so-called rough patch, I knew it was time to set things right.

So I took the plunge.

I exhaled, steadying myself, then met her eyes. Really met them.

“Katie, I need you to hear me on this.” My voice was low, meant only for her. “I understand why you reacted the way you did that night. And I get it—you might’ve thought I was hinting at something else, something that meant I wasn’t happy with us.” I shook my head, my grip tightening around her hand. “But that’s not what this is. That night, I was just… I don’t know, curious about fantasies. Our fantasies. And I wanted to share one of mine—not because I want to be with someone else. Because I wanted to share it with you.”

She swallowed, her lips parting slightly as she processed my words.

“I was just hoping,” I continued, “that we could be open with each other. That we could explore our imaginations together.”

A flicker of something—relief, maybe—crossed her face. She hesitated, then let out a soft breath.

“I know,” she admitted, her voice tinged with something close to regret. “And I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions. I should’ve listened instead of reacting.” She shook her head, her fingers tightening around mine. “It’s just… I keep hearing about how men have these high sex drives, how they start looking elsewhere when things slow down in their marriage. And I was afraid—” Her voice hitched slightly before she caught herself. “I was afraid that’s what was happening with us. That you might’ve been trying to tell me you wanted something more.”

My chest tightened.

She had been scared.

I hated that my words had made her feel that way, that she had been holding onto that doubt in the quiet spaces between our conversations, carrying it with her in moments when I wasn’t looking.

I reached across the table and laced my fingers through hers, squeezing gently—a silent I love you, an unspoken I’m here. She squeezed back, her shoulders easing, her expression softening.

It wasn’t a perfect resolution. Not yet.

But it was something.

Before we could dive deeper, the moment was interrupted by the arrival of a waiter. He placed two fresh drinks on the table with a polite smile.

I glanced down, then back up at him. “I didn’t order these,” I said, puzzled.

"It's from the gentleman over there," the waiter explained, nodding toward an older Black man sitting at the bar.

Curious, we both turned to look. The man caught our gaze and offered a subtle nod, his expression unreadable but polite. Recognizing the small gesture of goodwill, we lifted our glasses in return, smiling in unison to acknowledge his generosity.

"Well, that was unexpected," Katie mused, swirling her drink as she studied him from across the room. "Why do you think he bought us these?"

I chuckled, leaning back in my seat. "Oh, that's easy. He thinks you’re attractive. I mean, you are the best-looking woman in the place."

Katie rolled her eyes, though I didn’t miss the faint pink creeping up her cheeks. "Don't be ridiculous," she said, shaking her head. "We’re clearly together. And I am not the best-looking woman here."

"Yes, you are," I said without hesitation, taking a slow sip of my drink. "And apparently, I’m not the only one who thinks so."

She narrowed her eyes playfully. "Okay, but if that’s true, why did he buy you one too? Maybe he just thinks we look like the kind of couple who could use a drink?"

I smirked. "Oh, sure. That, or he’s just being smooth about it. He’s not going to send a drink only to you with me sitting right here. That would take a different level of boldness."

Katie laughed, tilting her head as if considering the theory. "So, what you're saying is… this could be his version of a pick-up line? Butter me up with a drink, keep you included so you don’t storm over in a jealous rage?"

"Exactly." I grinned. "Strategic. Clever. I almost respect it."

She shook her head, still amused. "So what do we do? Go thank him? See if he has a secret agenda?"

I pretended to think it over. "I mean, you could go over and thank him while I stay right here, nursing my insecurities."

Katie reached over and gave my hand a playful squeeze. "Please, you don’t have an insecure bone in your body."

I smirked. "True. But if he is trying to flirt, I’d love to see how you handle it. Should I be worried?"

She took a slow sip of her drink, feigning deep thought. "Hmm… I don’t know. Guess we’ll have to see if he sends another round."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Alright, now I’m worried."

Katie giggled, her eyes dancing with mischief, and for the first time in a long while, everything felt easy. No tension, no weight of unspoken fears—just us, laughing, teasing, sharing a drink from a stranger.

And, for now, that was enough.

Katie stared down at her drink, her fingers tracing absent circles along the rim of the glass. There was something distant in her expression, something new. It struck me then—she wasn’t just lost in thought. She was mesmerized.

And I understood why.

This was unfamiliar territory for her.

Before we were married, Katie had never been the type to drink much, let alone frequent bars where men bought her cocktails on a whim. She had never played the flirtatious games that some women mastered in their early twenties, never navigated the art of knowing when a man was interested and when to feign indifference.

Because not only had I been her first—and only—sexual partner, but I had also been the only man who had ever really flirted with her.

And now, here she was, sitting across from me, holding a drink that wasn’t from me—a silent, subtle invitation from a stranger.

I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was something deeper, something I hadn’t yet put a name to.

But before I could think twice, I lifted a hand and waved the man over.

Now, I know how that might seem. Like some reckless move to fast-track a fantasy I hadn’t even properly introduced to Katie yet. But I assure you, that wasn’t it.

Honestly?

I wasn’t even convinced she’d find the man attractive. He was older, easily in his fifties, carrying himself with a confidence that only came with age. But still, I figured a little harmless flirtation could be interesting—a test run, if you will. A way to gauge her reaction, to see how she handled being the focus of someone else’s attention.

What I hadn’t expected was panic.

The moment she realized what I’d done, her entire body stiffened. Her eyes snapped up to mine, wide with alarm, her breath hitching just slightly before she found her voice.

"What are you doing!?" Her tone was low but urgent, laced with the kind of disbelief that made me wonder if I had just crossed a line I hadn’t seen until now.

I kept my expression casual, leaning back slightly in my seat, as if this was no big deal.

“I figured we could thank him for the drinks,” I said, my voice even, careful. “It would be rude if we didn’t.”

Her cheeks flushed, and her grip tightened on her glass. “You waved him over?” she whispered, as if trying to process how I had arrived at such a decision.

Before she could say another word, the man was already approaching.

And just like that, the test had begun.

“We wanted to thank you for the drinks. Please, have a seat,” I offered, gesturing toward the empty chair beside us.

The man gave a nod, his expression easy, confident. “You’re welcome,” he said as he pulled the chair closer. Then, with a knowing smile, he added, “It was actually my way of saying thank you.”

Katie tilted her head slightly, curiosity breaking through the lingering apprehension. “For what?” she asked, her voice steadier than I expected.

I glanced at her, surprised she engaged him so directly. Maybe I had underestimated her nerve.

“For bringing that beautiful face into this joint,” he replied smoothly, his voice rich with amusement.

Katie’s breath caught.

A deep flush spread over her cheeks, her lips parting slightly as if she wanted to say something, but no words came. Instead, she lowered her gaze, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear—a small, nervous habit of hers that I knew all too well.

I watched her reaction closely, fascinated.

It wasn’t just embarrassment—it was conflict.

Katie wasn’t used to being the center of attention like this, wasn’t used to a man—any man—speaking to her with such effortless charm. I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way she shifted slightly in her seat as if trying to reconcile the unexpected flattery with how she was supposed to respond.

Flattered, but hesitant.

Intrigued, but uncertain.

And yet… she didn’t shut him down.

She didn’t laugh it off or brush past it.

She let the moment sit.

And for the first time tonight, I felt the flicker of something new between us—something unspoken, something that, if I wasn’t careful, could change everything.

“You’re welcome,” I chimed in quickly, answering on Katie’s behalf before the silence could stretch too long. She shot me a quick glance, something between amusement and relief, and I took that as my cue to introduce us properly.

He did the same.

Nate.

A simple name, but one that would soon take up more space in my thoughts than I ever could have predicted.

Conversation flowed easily, helped along by a steady stream of drinks. None of us were drunk—not even close—but the edges of our words had softened, laughter came easier, and that pleasant, buzzing warmth had settled into our limbs.

And as the minutes passed, something shifted.

Katie, who had started the night unsure and flustered, now leaned into the conversation with undeniable energy. The hesitation I had seen earlier faded, replaced by something else—something more open, more alive.

She wasn’t overtly flirting, but there was an ease in her presence now. A comfort. And Nate, to his credit, knew exactly how to draw her out. His confidence wasn’t forced; it was the kind that came naturally to men like him—men who understood their effect, who carried themselves like they belonged wherever they were.

And Katie?

She was responding to it.

Her laughter was full, unrestrained, lighting up our dimly lit corner of the restaurant. Every now and then, she’d glance at me—an unspoken check-in, a silent acknowledgment that I was still there. But as the conversation unfolded, I noticed a shift in balance.

Nate wasn’t talking to us anymore.

He was talking to her.

And she was meeting him there, her attention fully locked onto him.

I sat back, sipping my drink, watching it play out.

There was a slight sting in it—an unfamiliar twinge of something sharp in my chest. But oddly enough, that sting came with a strange kind of satisfaction, too. A part of me enjoyed the sight of her engaging like this, watching her bask in the attention of another man.

Then, it happened.

A particularly clever remark from Nate had her laughing again, shaking her head as she reached for her drink. And in that fleeting moment, his hand grazed hers—just a light touch, nothing deliberate. But I saw it.

And so did she.

Her fingers flinched, pulling back just a little too quickly. Not dramatically, but enough to signal that she felt it. Enough to show that, intentional or not, it had sent a jolt through her.

I swallowed, my mind racing through a dozen thoughts at once.

Before I could process it, Katie stood. “I’m going to run to the restroom,” she announced, smoothing her dress as she slipped out of the booth.

And just like that, it was just me and Nate.

The club’s ambient noise swirled around us, a low hum of conversation, clinking glasses, and distant music. I took another slow sip of my drink, my gaze meeting his across the table.

It was time to see what this man was really about.

"Your wife is really beautiful. Do you mind if I ask her to dance?"

Nate’s question was smooth, casual—yet something about it carried an underlying weight.

I took a sip of my drink, considering his request. Did I mind?

Not at all.

"I don't mind," I said easily, my expression relaxed. "But just a heads-up—she’s pretty shy. If you manage to get her out on the dance floor, you’ve definitely earned it."

He raised a brow, clearly intrigued. "She’s not into dancing?"

I chuckled. "No, it’s the opposite. She loves to dance, and she’s damn good at it too. She just needs time to warm up to new people. She’s not the type to throw herself into the spotlight—she waits, feels things out first. But you?" I smirked slightly. "You've already made a good impression. She's been more talkative with you than she is with most."

A slow, knowing smile spread across his face. "We hit it off nicely," he mused, almost as if he were speaking to himself. Then, he turned his full attention back to me, his gaze steady, unreadable.

"Just don’t intervene, and I’ll do more than just dance with her."

My breath hitched.

The shift in his tone, the boldness of his words—it wasn’t just teasing. It wasn’t just playful banter anymore.

He was testing me.

Pushing.

Challenging.

For a split second, I considered laughing it off, brushing it aside as nothing more than harmless bravado. But there was something about the way he said it—something in the way he held my gaze, waiting to see how I’d react.

"What do you mean by that?" My voice came out measured, but the flicker of surprise, of something else, was undeniable.

Nate leaned back slightly, studying me like he was figuring out exactly where my boundaries were—if I had any at all.

"What are your intentions with my wife?"

I should have shut it down right then and there. Should have made it clear that there were lines—lines he had no business crossing.

But the words never came.

Because deep down, I wasn’t just shocked.

I was intrigued.

Something dark and restless stirred inside me, something I hadn’t fully acknowledged until this moment. A curiosity I couldn’t explain. A pull toward something I wasn’t sure I was ready to name.

And Nate?

He saw it.

He knew.

And that realization sent a thrill down my spine that I wasn’t prepared for.

At that moment, Nate’s tone shifted—hardening, sharpening, leaving no room for ambiguity.

“Listen,” he said, his voice low and unwavering. “I’ve gotten bolder with age, and modesty? That was never my strong suit.” He leaned forward slightly, his gaze locking onto mine, making sure I heard him. “When you’re nearing the end of your life, you don’t have the luxury of patience. I don’t waste time.”

I swallowed, but before I could formulate a response, he continued.

“So if you want me gone, say the word. I’ll leave. No hard feelings.” His eyes studied me carefully, searching for any sign of hesitation. “But if you’re as curious about this as I think you are… then stay out of my way. And if you really want to help?” He smirked slightly. “Just follow my lead.”

A quiet chill ran through me.

I sat there, my mind racing, my mouth slightly ajar, caught somewhere between disbelief and something I didn’t quite have a name for yet.

He wasn’t asking for permission.

He wasn’t waiting for anything.

He was telling me—challenging me.

Before I could find my voice, before I could push back or even process the weight of his words, Katie returned to the table.

Nate stood immediately, as if nothing had happened, offering a polite nod before excusing himself to the restroom.

I must have still been wearing the stunned expression he left me with, because the moment Katie sat down, she tilted her head, concern flickering in her eyes.

“Honey… what’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I forced a breath, blinking at her, trying to ground myself.

Because suddenly, I was standing at a crossroads.

The rational choice seemed obvious—either tell the old man to leave the second he returned or preemptively get up, take Katie’s hand, and walk out of here before things went too far. That was the right thing to do, the expected thing to do.

But the other choice?

The one Nate had laid out in front of me so brazenly?

Just sit back.

Just watch.

Just see if he could actually pull it off.

The thought sent a strange, electric pulse through me.

Could he really do it? Could he actually get my wife to let go? To break free from her inhibitions? To surrender, willingly, to something neither of us had ever dared to explore?

It was a thought I should have pushed away.

But instead, it burrowed deeper.

And in that moment, I realized something unsettling.

The idea wasn’t just lingering in my mind.

It was tempting me.

"What the hell am I thinking?" I muttered under my breath, barely aware I’d spoken aloud.

The thought was absurd—my proper, conservative wife, the woman who had only ever been with me, hooking up with an older man, a stranger. It was ridiculous. Impossible.

And yet…

No matter how much I tried to dismiss it, the images kept creeping in, replaying in my mind like a scene I couldn’t stop rewinding. At first, I had comforted myself with logic—his age alone made any real connection between them highly improbable. But now, improbability wasn’t the issue.

It was the possibility that gripped me.

The sheer shock of it. The contrast.

Katie—reserved, composed, mine—entertaining the attention of another man.

Not just any man. Him.

Despite Nate’s confidence, despite the easy charm that had drawn Katie into conversation, the age gap was undeniable. The contrast between them was undeniable. But rather than putting me at ease, it unsettled me in a way that was both uncomfortable and… thrilling.

My mind warred with itself, cycling through reason and desire, logic and temptation, never quite settling.

In the end, I came to no real conclusion.

Instead, I resigned myself to a simple, reckless truth: Wait and see. Just watch. You can always stop it later.

What felt like an eternity passed in only a few minutes.

Katie was talking, her voice animated, her hands gesturing lightly as she engaged in whatever topic she’d wandered into. But I hadn’t been listening.

I’d been too lost in my own head.

Realizing I needed to reengage, I cut into her monologue, searching for something, anything, to bring me back into the moment.

"Babe, what do you think about Nate?" My tone was casual, but beneath it lay a question I wasn’t even sure how to articulate.

Her eyes flicked to mine, her expression soft, relaxed—her cheeks still carrying the faintest flush from the wine.

“He’s very charming and funny,” she admitted, her smile widening. “I was worried he might be a bit of a creep when you invited him over, but I’m pleasantly surprised.”

Pleasantly surprised.

The words landed with an odd weight, settling somewhere deep in my chest.

She was enjoying his presence.

Enjoying him.

Katie took another slow sip of her drink, her eyes warm, completely at ease. Then she glanced at me, a small hint of concern flickering across her face.

“You don’t think he’s ruining our night, do you?”

I forced a smile, my pulse steady but my thoughts anything but.

“He isn’t ruining mine as long as he isn’t ruining yours,” I assured her.

"Oh no. Not at all," she replied succinctly, her voice light, but something about the way she said it made my curiosity sharpen.

She was obviously enjoying Nate’s company, but for how long? Would this remain just playful banter, or was something shifting beneath the surface?

Nate certainly had the charm—that was undeniable. But charm alone wasn’t enough. The real question was whether it was enough to escalate things.

And then, just as if summoned by my thoughts, he returned.

Sliding smoothly back into his seat, he barely spared me a glance before his focus landed squarely on Katie once more. His confidence was effortless, the kind that came from knowing exactly what effect he had.

"You look like a hell of a dancer," he said, his voice laced with amusement. "And from what your husband tells me, that’s certainly true."

The way he said it—so smooth, so direct—wasn’t just polite conversation. It was a subtle shift, a step toward something more.

Katie arched a brow, the corner of her lips curling into something between amusement and challenge.

"I'm not entirely sure of my skills," she admitted, her tone playful. “But I do find it quite enjoyable.”

That smile—mischievous, teasing—was one I knew well. It wasn’t just friendly. It was the kind she used when she knew she had someone’s attention and was enjoying every second of it.

And right now?

That smile wasn’t for me.

Nate caught it immediately, his own grin widening. "Oh, I bet you do," he mused, his voice dipping just slightly into something richer, something charged.

"Then let's hit the dance floor, shall we?" Nate’s voice was smooth, confident, a man completely in control of the moment. "I’m eager to witness your graceful moves. Hard to imagine that someone as stunning as you could possess yet another remarkable talent—you’re truly blessed with more than one gift."

Another compliment, seamlessly woven into the conversation.

I had been watching him work since the moment he sat down, and I couldn’t deny it—he was good. Every word, every well-placed line, was designed to lower Katie’s guard, to subtly shift her toward him. And the most fascinating part?

It was working.

There was a challenge in his words, an unspoken dare—a way of nudging her toward proving him wrong, toward engaging, rather than simply brushing him off.

And for the first time, I saw it.

Not just her flustered smile, not just the pink that dusted her cheeks.

But hesitation.

"I'm not sure," she said, her voice dipping into something softer, more uncertain. A small, nervous laugh escaped her as she looked away, as if she needed to break eye contact to regain her composure. "Knowing my luck, I’d probably end up falling on my ass."

She hesitated again—just for a beat—before shifting, redirecting, looking to me for an exit.

"Besides," she continued, her voice lighter now, a small smile playing on her lips, "my husband and I haven’t even had a chance to dance tonight." Her eyes found mine, seeking reassurance, seeking something. "Isn’t that right? We promised to share a dance first. And it’s getting late—we should probably head home."

A lifeline.

She was looking to me for a lifeline.

And for a second, I considered taking it.

But before I could, Nate cut in.

"Nonsense." His tone was firm, steady—commanding in a way that left little room for argument. "You've got plenty of time. After all, the night is still young."

Then, slowly, deliberately, he turned his attention to me, his gaze locking onto mine.

"Isn’t that right?"

It wasn’t just a question.

It was a challenge.

A moment stretched between us, thick with unspoken words, an unspoken understanding.

I had a choice.

And the real question wasn’t whether Katie would say yes.

It was whether I would let her.

Both Katie and Nate had turned their attention to me, leaving the decision squarely in my hands.

I could feel it—the weight of the moment pressing down, the silent expectation hanging in the air. My mind raced, a dozen conflicting thoughts colliding all at once. Logic told me to reel this back in, to steer the night toward something more familiar, something safe.

But before I could fully process it, before I could pause and think, the words tumbled out—unfiltered, impulsive.

"Go ahead, Katie. It'll be a delight to watch."

The second I said it, I knew.

I knew I had just stepped past a line I couldn't redraw.

A flicker of something unreadable passed through Katie’s eyes, but before she could say anything, Nate clapped his hands together, his grin widening.

"Fantastic," he said smoothly, a twinkle of satisfaction in his eye. "I'll be waiting for you on the dance floor."

And with that, he was off, disappearing effortlessly into the crowd, his presence swallowed by the pulse of music and movement.

Katie turned back to me, her brow furrowed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"What was all that about?"

I kept my expression neutral, tilting my head slightly. “What do you mean?”

She gave me a look—one that said she knew I understood exactly what she meant.

"He wants to dance with me," she said, still hushed, as if speaking the words too loudly would make them more real. “Don’t you think that’s a bit… inappropriate? And honestly, I’m starting to think he’s flirting.”

I chuckled softly, shaking my head. “Of course he’s flirting.”

Her lips parted slightly, clearly surprised by my nonchalance.

“But Katie, he’s much older,” I continued, my voice calm, deliberate. “And you have a chance to brighten his day. What’s inappropriate about that, as long as we’re both okay with it?” I gave her a reassuring smile. “Go on, have some fun.”

She studied me for a moment, searching for something in my expression—doubt, maybe, or some indication that I wasn’t serious.

She didn’t find it.

Finally, without another word, she pushed back her chair and rose to her feet.

I watched as she stepped away, her figure weaving effortlessly through the tables, her hesitation lingering only in the first few steps before she reached the dance floor.

And as she disappeared into the crowd, a single thought flashed through my mind.

"Well, that was easier than I expected."

Little did I realize the chain of events I had just set into motion.


Chapter 3

With each passing song, I watched as my wife began to unravel.

At first, there was hesitation in her movements, a lingering self-consciousness that kept her steps small, restrained. But the music—God, the music—had a way of loosening her, coaxing her out of her shell in slow, rhythmic waves.

It was subtle at first. The way her body swayed more freely. The way she stopped glancing around the room for reassurance. But as the minutes stretched, as the beats pulsed through the speakers like a hypnotic current, she let go.

She danced.

Not just with Nate, but for herself.

And that was when I realized—this wasn’t just about him.

This was about her enjoying herself, and in turn, that enjoyment was becoming its own kind of forbidden thrill.

I exhaled slowly, sinking deeper into my chair, my fingers tightening around my drink as I let myself watch.

The sight in front of me felt like a scene I had written in my own mind—a script that had played out in countless fantasies. And yet, it was different. More real. More visceral.

Because never, in all those late-night scenarios, had I imagined that the man leading my wife through this slow, intoxicating unraveling would be him.

An older Black man.

Nate.

The thought should have unsettled me, should have made me reconsider what I had set in motion.

But it didn’t.

Instead, it only added another layer to my growing fixation—an unexpected, inescapable taboo that wound itself tighter around me with every glance, every touch they shared.

I wiped the beads of sweat from my brow, swallowing against the heat rising in my chest.

Meanwhile, on the dance floor, they had found a rhythm together.

Their movements flowed easily, naturally. Nate’s hand found the small of her back with practiced ease, his grip steady yet unassuming as he guided her through twirls and dips. She followed effortlessly, her laughter bubbling up in response to something he said, the kind of laughter that was real—unforced, uninhibited.

I noticed the way his fingers lingered just a second too long before releasing her, how his touch was casual yet deliberate.

And I wasn’t the only one paying attention.

Subtle, curious glances flitted in their direction.

A hushed murmur reached my ears from a young couple seated nearby—speculation, intrigue, whispered words confirming that they had become a silent subject of discussion.

The young woman at the nearby table leaned toward her boyfriend, her curiosity evident in the way she tilted her head, eyes flickering toward the dance floor.

"What do you think’s going on there?" she murmured, her voice hushed but not quite low enough to escape my attention.

Her boyfriend smirked, barely glancing up from his drink. “Older guy, younger woman? Come on, babe—he’s probably her sugar daddy.” His tone was laced with amusement, as if he had figured it all out in a single glance.

The woman rolled her eyes, dismissing the notion with a casual wave of her hand. “No way. Look at them. They’re just friends.”

I almost laughed.

Friends?

She had no idea.

Not if I have anything to say about it.

The thought slithered into my mind before I could stop it, a flicker of something dangerous, something new.

Because as I watched Katie and Nate move together—her body yielding to his lead, their laughter easy, their chemistry undeniable—I felt the final pieces of my restraint begin to crack.

And that was the moment I decided.

I wouldn’t just let this happen.

I would help it happen.

For reasons I couldn’t fully articulate, for a hunger I had only begun to understand—I was going to aid Nate in his pursuit.

After what felt like an eternity, my wife and Nate returned to the table, their laughter and easy conversation trailing behind them.

Katie’s face was flushed, her breath still a little uneven from the dancing, but more than that—she was glowing.

And it took a moment before she even acknowledged me.

"Honey, did you see us dancing?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement, the kind of unguarded joy that made my chest tighten.

"Of course," I said, keeping my tone light. "You two were fantastic out there." I paused, then added, "Why did you stop?"

Nate chuckled, shaking his head. "We just needed a breather. This old man needs to recharge." His smirk was knowing, his eyes meeting mine for just a second too long—a silent exchange of understanding. A quiet acknowledgment of the game we were playing, whether or not my wife realized it.

And in that moment, I knew he saw me as something more than just her husband.

I was an ally, not a rival.

Because while no lines had been crossed yet, we both understood something unspoken: I had handed her over to him for the evening.

But had I really?

Katie turned to me then, her expression softer, more present, as if remembering where she was, who she was here with.

"Honey, I think it’s time for us to dance, don’t you?" she asked, dividing her attention now, as if trying to anchor herself back to me, to us.

And I believed her sincerity.

She loved me. I knew that.

And I loved her.

In theory, that should have been enough.

But the hollow ache in my chest told me otherwise.

Because some part of me—a dark, restless part I had been afraid to name—wanted more.

I leaned back slightly, forcing a casual shrug. "I’m feeling a bit worn out," I said, watching her closely. "And let’s face it—he’s a much better dancer than I am. Why don’t you take a break, have a drink, and then join him back on the dance floor?"

The moment the words left my mouth, I saw it. A flicker of something in her eyes.

The first time she had danced with Nate, she had been hesitant—puzzled, even. But now? Now, her confusion was different.

She wasn’t just surprised. She was curious.

She took a slow sip of her drink, as if buying herself a moment to process the shift in our dynamic, sensing the unspoken tension between us but not yet able to put a name to it.

And then, before she could respond, Nate rose smoothly from his chair.

He extended a hand to her, confident, patient—knowing exactly how this would unfold.

Katie hesitated only for a second. Then, without a word, she placed her hand in his. And just like that, they were back on the dance floor.

I watched as their bodies fell into rhythm again, as if no time had passed, their movements easy, effortless. The music wrapped around them, guiding them through the steps, their laughter mixing into the ambient hum of the room.

With each song, I saw it again—that joy.

Not just the joy of dancing.

The joy of connection.

It was the arrival of the third song—a slow, tender melody—that signaled a shift in the evening’s dynamic. The energy of their previous dances faded into something softer, something more intimate. Katie hesitated for just a moment, then glanced over at me. Our eyes met across the room, and I offered her a reassuring smile, a silent confirmation that everything was fine, that this was still just harmless fun.

She held my gaze, her expression unreadable, as if searching for something beneath my carefully measured response. Then, slowly, she turned back to Nate. Their hands found their customary places—hers resting lightly on his broad shoulder, his palm settling against the small of her back, fingers splayed just enough to feel her. Their movements were unhurried now, each sway drawing them imperceptibly closer.

The contrast between them was striking. Nate, tall and imposing, led with ease, his presence commanding. Katie, petite in comparison, followed effortlessly, her body pressing just slightly into the warmth of his. But it wasn’t just their height difference that stood out. It was their skin. The deep, rich tone of Nate’s hands against the soft fairness of Katie’s body—the way his dark fingers rested against the pale curve of her waist, guiding her with quiet confidence. The visual was undeniable, almost hypnotic, and the realization that I couldn’t look away sent a strange pulse through me.

This wasn’t just a dance anymore. There was something unspoken lingering between them, something that neither of them had acknowledged out loud but was becoming harder to ignore. And the most unsettling part? I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop it.

After the undeniably romantic slow dance concluded, they returned to the table, my wife excusing herself to the restroom once more. This left me and the old man with a moment of solitude, an opportunity to converse once again.

"I want you to leave," he stated bluntly, catching me off guard.

My stomach tightened. "What?" I responded, bewildered. "There's no way I'm leaving her alone with you."

Nate didn't flinch. He leaned in slightly, voice calm, assured—like this was already a foregone conclusion. "You don't actually have to physically leave. Just make her think you are," he clarified. "Tell her you're feeling sick, go park the car somewhere else, and stay hidden."

I shook my head instinctively, my pulse quickening. The idea of abandoning her, of letting him be alone with her like that, sent a jolt of anxiety through me. The rational part of my brain screamed that this was wrong—this was reckless. But there was something else, something darker, twisting inside me.

"But she'll want to come with me," I countered, my voice lacking the certainty I wished it had.

"Maybe, but I doubt it," Nate said smoothly. "Convince her that you want her to stay and have fun with me. I've made significant progress with her, but she won't go any further if she thinks you're watching."

The way he said it—so sure, so damn confident—made my breath catch. Progress. Like she was something he was working on, unraveling piece by piece. The worst part was... he wasn't wrong. I'd seen the way she looked at him tonight, the way she melted under his touch, the way she leaned into the attention he gave her. It was undeniable.

And yet, the thought of actually stepping away, of giving her over to him without my presence as a tether—it made my chest feel hollow. Wasn't this what I'd fantasized about? What I'd imagined late at night when I thought about pushing things further? But the reality of it, of not being there, of losing control of the moment... it was terrifying.

I swallowed hard, my hands tightening into fists beneath the table. Was I really about to do this?

We exchanged numbers to keep in touch, a small but undeniable tether to whatever this was becoming. Shortly after, my wife returned, her expression light, unaware of the weight pressing down on my chest.

This was the moment.

Swallowing hard, I forced my voice to sound steady. "I’m not feeling well," I told her, rubbing at my temple for effect. "I think I need to head home."

She reacted immediately, turning to bid Nate farewell without hesitation, ready to leave with me, as she always would. But before the words could fully leave her lips, I stopped her.

"Katie," I cut in, forcing my voice to sound casual, even as my pulse pounded. "Just because I’m not feeling well doesn’t mean you have to cut your night short. Stay here and have fun with Nate."

The moment stretched between us, thick with unspoken things.

"Honey?" Her voice was soft, but laced with confusion, her brows furrowing as she glanced between me and the old man. There was hesitation in her eyes, a flicker of uncertainty that sent a sharp pang of something I couldn’t quite name through me.

I should have expected this reaction. Of course she’d be confused—this was a deviation from everything she knew about me, about us. I could almost see the wheels turning in her mind, trying to make sense of it.

Her gaze searched mine, and I held my breath, wondering if she could see what I was really doing. If she could sense the war raging inside me—the push and pull of jealousy, excitement, fear.

Finally, she exhaled and reached for my hand, her grip warm, grounding. "Can we talk in private for a second?" she asked, her voice quieter now, laced with something I couldn't quite place.

I nodded, my heart hammering.

This was it.

"What are you trying to tell me?" she asked, her voice edged with frustration, her arms folding across her chest. "You know I can’t just stay here with him. I’m married to you."

There it was. The sharp reminder, the line in the sand. But wasn’t that the very thing we were testing?

"Who says you can’t?" I countered, forcing a casual shrug even as my stomach churned. "I’m your husband, and if I say it’s okay, then it’s okay. What’s wrong with having a little fun?" I tried to keep my tone light, as if this wasn’t as monumental as it felt. As if I wasn’t standing on the edge of something that terrified and thrilled me in equal measure.

Her eyes narrowed. "You haven’t even asked if he wants me to stay with him. You’re treating me like a child, passing me off like I need to be babysat." The irritation in her voice was unmistakable now, her stance tightening, her fingers gripping the strap of her purse like it was an anchor. "And how do we know he isn’t some crazy murderer?"

That one hit differently. I faltered, my mind momentarily shifting from the swirling emotions to the stark practicality of her words. She wasn’t wrong. This wasn’t some carefully orchestrated fantasy—we were playing with something real, and real came with risks.

I exhaled, shaking my head. "Babe, you’ve spent hours with him. Does he seem like a crazy killer?" My voice was softer now, an attempt to soothe, to reassure.

She hesitated, and for a moment, I thought she might double down, push harder, force me to question this entire plan.

But instead, she sighed, running a hand through her hair. "No," she admitted, the word slow, reluctant. Then, with an almost begrudging smirk, she added, "He actually is a gentleman."

It wasn’t a concession, not really. But it was something.

And maybe… just maybe, it was enough.

"We’re all adults here; nobody’s babysitting anyone." My voice was steady, even as my pulse hammered beneath the surface. "I’m confident he’d love to spend more time with you."

I didn’t give her a chance to argue. If I let her push back, I wasn’t sure I’d have the resolve to follow through. So, before she could get another word in, I turned on my heel and strode toward Nate.

"Hey, Nate!" I called out, loud enough for Katie to hear every word. "Mind if you babysit my wife?"

It was a joke, meant to break the tension, to keep everything feeling lighthearted. But the moment the words left my mouth, I knew I’d miscalculated. The look Katie shot me was sharp enough to cut. Her glare carried an entire conversation—frustration, disbelief, and something else, something more complicated.

And yet, even in her irritation, she was stunning.

Nate’s grin was easy, effortless, like he was completely unfazed by the undercurrent of tension pulsing between us. "Of course not; it would be my pleasure. It’s not every day I get to spend time alone with a beautiful woman like Katie."

Smooth. Too smooth.

Then, turning toward my wife, his expression softened just enough to seem genuine. "Is this what you want, Katie?"

She hesitated.

That pause felt like an eternity, her gaze shifting between the two of us, searching for an answer in a situation that had been spiraling out of her control. Was she trying to gauge whether I was serious? Trying to call my bluff? Or was she waiting for me to back down, to tell her that of course she didn’t have to do this?

For a second, I thought she might refuse.

But then, slowly, she nodded. "Yeah, I would like that."

My stomach tightened. Even though I had orchestrated this moment, even though I had pushed for it, hearing her say those words hit differently.

I wasn’t sure if she truly meant them or if she was testing me, waiting to see if I’d crack. But there was no turning back now.

Before anything else could be said, I leaned in, brushing a quick kiss against her cheek. "Call me if you need me," I murmured, forcing a casualness I didn’t feel as I turned to leave.

As I walked away, I couldn’t help but glance back. She was still standing there, watching me, her face carrying that same confused expression she’d worn all night—caught between hesitation and something she wasn’t ready to admit.

I hadn’t given her much of a choice.

But deep down, I knew this was just the push she needed.


Chapter 4

There I sat in my tinted, dark gray BMW, the cabin thick with silence, though my mind was anything but still. The car was motionless, parked beneath the dim glow of a streetlamp, but inside me, everything was in motion—thoughts colliding, unraveling, reforming, spinning in an endless loop.

How had I gotten here? How had I willingly walked away, leaving my wife in the company of an older man we had only just met tonight? The question gnawed at me, not with regret, but with something far more complicated.

I wasn’t worried about her safety. That much, at least, was clear. No, my hesitation came from something else—her innocence. Not in the traditional sense, but in the way she carried herself, in the way she still clung to the framework of what a wife should and shouldn’t do. It wasn’t about protecting her from harm but from the weight of the unknown, from the unraveling of something neither of us fully understood.

Most men would have intervened by now. Some deep-seated instinct would have screamed at them to go back, to reclaim, to protect. And yet, if we’re being truly honest with ourselves, desire is rarely so simple. It doesn’t always align with instinct. Sometimes, it defies it entirely.

Because the truth—the unsettling, undeniable truth—was that I wanted this.

I hadn’t planned for it, hadn’t orchestrated the events of the night, but I couldn't pretend I hadn't imagined something like this before. How many times had I entertained this very fantasy? How many nights had I indulged in the idea of seeing her like this—watching, savoring, observing every intimate detail without distraction?

Maybe it was the influence of all the porn I’d consumed over the years, the voyeuristic thrill of seeing the woman I loved become the centerpiece of a performance meant for someone else. There was something intoxicating about that level of detachment, the ability to take in every subtle reaction, every shift in her body, every gasp and sigh and shiver.

But it was more than just physical.

Beneath the surface of lust lay something deeper, something I struggled to put into words. It wasn’t just about arousal—it was about intimacy, about witnessing a part of her she’d never shown before. A strange, electric longing that wasn’t just about sex but about connection, about unlocking something neither of us had ever dared to touch before.

And now, as I sat alone in the dark, the weight of it pressed down on me.

This was no longer just a fantasy.

It was real.

And that terrified me just as much as it thrilled me.

Just as I felt myself slipping deeper into the tangled mess of my own thoughts, dissecting the surreal reality of my cuckold conundrum, my phone buzzed, snapping me back to the present. A text from Nate.

"It's going as planned, but send her some reassurance, maybe encourage her."

I barely had time to process it before another message followed.

"By the way, don’t come in unless I say."

I stared at the screen, my grip tightening around the phone. The words carried an authority that made my pulse quicken. He was in control now—of her, of the night, of me.

For a fleeting moment, doubt crept in. Did I really want to keep going? Did I need to push this further?

But hesitation was fleeting. I had already set this in motion, already stepped so far beyond the point of no return that stopping now felt pointless. Or maybe that was just the hunger inside me, the part of me that craved to see how far this could go.

My fingers hovered over the screen before I began typing, crafting a message meant to reassure her, to nudge her further—maybe even to get a taste of whatever was unfolding beyond the walls I wasn’t allowed to cross.

"Enjoying yourself?"

The message sat there for a moment, glowing against the dark interior of my car. Then, with a deep breath, I hit send.

The response came quicker than I expected.

"I don’t know what your intentions are, but I can guess, and I don’t know if I like what I’m assuming."

A lump formed in my throat as I reread her words.

"And if you have to know, and if I’m going to be truthful… then yes, I’m having fun."

I exhaled slowly, my heartbeat echoing in my ears.

I thought I knew my wife—knew every side of her, every hesitation, every boundary she held firm to. And yet, this admission caught me off guard. She had been the hesitant one all night. She had argued against staying, against the idea itself. And yet, she was having fun.

That should have reassured me. Maybe it did. But it also sent a shiver down my spine.

Katie wasn’t the type to fall into things blindly. She was measured, reserved. So what was it about him that made her drop her guard? His age? His confidence? The way he spoke to her, touched her, made her feel seen?

Whatever it was, it was working.

And that realization sent a strange, conflicted rush of emotions through me—excitement, anxiety, desire, and something dangerously close to jealousy.

I stared at the phone, my fingers twitching over the screen.

She was already slipping into this.

And I wasn’t sure whether to be thrilled or terrified.

A pang of guilt settled in my chest. As much as I wanted this—whatever this was—I couldn’t ignore the uncertainty in her words. If she was going to be honest with me, then I owed her the same. Even if it meant continuing the conversation through a screen instead of in person.

"I’m not trying to push you away," I typed, my fingers hesitating over the keys, carefully choosing my words. "I know this path is dangerous for couples, but I don’t want anything to hurt our relationship. Babe, I love seeing you have fun, and I knew that as long as I was there, you wouldn’t allow yourself to really relax."

I stared at the message for a moment before pressing send, my pulse quickening as I waited for her response.

When it came, it hit me harder than I expected.

"Honey, do you believe I don’t enjoy myself with your company? I love being around you, and tonight is supposed to be our night."

My chest tightened. She wasn’t just pushing back—she was reminding me of what this night had originally been. It wasn’t supposed to be about this. It was supposed to be about us.

I had failed to make her understand.

Exhaling, I tried again, careful to frame my words in a way that would make sense to her without explicitly laying everything bare.

"That’s not what I meant. I enjoy seeing you having fun with OTHER people."

I hesitated for only a second before hitting send.

A long pause followed before she responded.

"But you’ve never seen me really around other people. I only have one or two friends."

I let out a quiet chuckle despite myself. That was Katie—literal, straightforward, innocent in a way that made my stomach twist. She wasn’t dodging my words. She genuinely didn’t see what I was getting at.

Which meant I needed to be more direct.

The thought of putting it bluntly sent a flicker of unease through me, but I couldn’t let this moment pass. I needed her to understand.

"Babe, I love you. I’m not trying to push you away. I just want you to relax, have fun, and let whatever happens happen. If that means you just talk for a while and dance, that’s fine. But if more happens… just enjoy it. (; "

I added the wink emoji at the end, hoping it would soften the weight of the message, make it feel less heavy—less loaded with meaning.

Her response came quickly.

"OK."

Just two letters.

Yet, they sent a shiver through me, my mind racing with possibilities.

Had she finally understood? Had she picked up on what I was really saying? Or was this just a neutral, dismissive response—one meant to brush me off while she figured things out for herself?

I stared at the screen, my heart pounding.

Whatever that "OK" meant, one thing was certain.

The night was far from over.

For the next thirty minutes, I sat in the suffocating silence of my car, staring at my phone, thoughts swirling as I tried to decipher what Katie’s terse reply had truly meant.

Had she understood me? Was she still hesitant? Or was she simply going along with this to see where it led?

Each passing second only deepened my anticipation, the unknown stretching out before me like an open road I had no control over.

Then, finally, my screen lit up with a new message.

"Nate said I should send this to you; hope you don’t get mad."

Attached was a picture.

My breath caught as I opened it—a casual, selfie-style shot of her and Nate, standing close together. Nothing overtly sexual. No lingering touches or sultry gazes. But the details… the details were everything.

The way his arm was slung around her, his fingers resting just a little too close to her breast. The way her body leaned into his, subtle but unmistakable.

I exhaled, a slow smile curling at the edges of my lips.

It was happening.

Not in some wild, pornographic way—not yet—but in a way that mattered more. A confirmation. A shift. The boundaries between them were already softening, and with them, the ones between us.

I quickly typed my response, wanting her to feel my encouragement, to know that I wasn’t backing away from this.

"I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. I’m not mad; as I said, I love seeing you having fun."

I hit send, my pulse steadying as a wave of relief washed over me. Maybe—just maybe—she was beginning to pick up on my hints. Maybe she was starting to understand.

I barely had time to process that thought before another message from Katie appeared.

"Honey, Nate wants to take me to another club; he said it isn’t far from here. Is that okay?"

I inhaled sharply.

There it was. The first real test.

I barely had time to react before another text arrived—this one from Nate himself. Directions to the club. No pleasantries. No questions. Just the location and a single instruction:

"Keep a low profile. Park out of sight. Don’t let her see you."

I stared at the words, something twisting in my gut.

He hadn’t asked me for permission. He had simply assumed I would comply.

And the strangest part?

He was right.

With a deep breath, I tightened my grip on the wheel, stealing one last glance at my phone before shifting into gear.

Following Nate’s directions, I drove through familiar streets, passing through an area I had seen before but never had reason to explore. The club came into view, tucked between dimly lit storefronts, its neon sign casting a muted glow over the sidewalk. It wasn’t the kind of place I would have ever thought to step inside—until tonight.

I parked at a safe distance, careful to keep my car out of sight, then made my way toward the entrance. A steady pulse of music vibrated through the walls, growing louder as I stepped inside.

The scene unfolded around me—dim lighting, scattered groups, bodies swaying to the heavy beat. Unlike the typical packed clubs I had been to in the past, this place had space to breathe. The layout was intentional, designed for discretion. Small, strategically placed tables nestled in the shadows, offering couples just enough seclusion to indulge in their desires without drawing too much attention. Soft laughter, hushed conversations, the occasional sound of a stifled moan—this wasn’t just a club. It was a playground for those who knew how to read between the lines.

I took a slow breath, absorbing it all as I moved through the space, careful not to linger too long. If Katie was here already, I couldn’t risk being spotted.

Choosing a darkened corner, I settled into a booth, the vantage point giving me a broad view of the room without making myself obvious. My pulse was steady, but my mind was restless, analyzing every detail.

Why had Nate chosen this place?

The answer was obvious enough. The layout allowed him to keep her close, to touch her more freely, without the pretense of a formal dance or the eyes of strangers questioning the boundaries between them. And more than that, the shift in scenery likely served another purpose—it reinforced to Katie that I wasn’t here. That I had left.

She didn’t know he had sent me the directions.

She didn’t know I was watching.

And that realization sent a slow, twisting thrill through me.

This wasn’t just about a change of setting.

This was about control.


Chapter 5

I ordered a drink, taking a slow sip, letting the burn of alcohol settle in my chest. It did little to calm my nerves, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to be calm. The anticipation crackled through me, a mix of excitement and nervous energy I had come to crave. There was something intoxicating about this moment—the waiting, the knowing, the not-knowing.

Then, I saw them.

A shiver ran down my spine as they stepped into the club.

Katie’s arm was looped through his, her body close, as if they were on a date. The sight sent a jolt through me—part shock, part exhilaration.

She looked like she was his.

I should have felt anger, jealousy, something territorial clawing at my chest. But I didn’t. Not really. Instead, I felt something far more complex, something that had been building inside me long before tonight.

This was what I wanted.

Or at least, what I thought I had wanted.

Watching it unfold in reality—seeing her body press into his, the way she leaned into him, trusted him—it wasn’t the detached sexual thrill I had always envisioned. It was something deeper, something I hadn’t accounted for.

Dating had never been part of the fantasy.

It had always been about the physical, the explicit. The thought of her fucking another man was what had always consumed me. But this… this intimacy between them… it rattled me in a way I hadn’t expected. And yet, rather than dousing my arousal, it only sharpened it.

They moved toward a booth, and I nearly laughed at the absurdity of it.

Nate had chosen the perfect spot—positioned just right so that I could watch without being seen. He knew I was here. Of course, he did. The bastard had orchestrated this with a precision I had underestimated.

Still gripping my drink, I reached for my phone, setting it to vibrate. The music in the club was loud, but I wasn’t about to risk missing a message.

A second later, my screen lit up.

"Honey, we arrived at the place, and I’m safe. Just in case you were wondering (:"

I exhaled, my lips twitching at the subtle tease in her words. She wasn’t just reassuring me—she was testing me.

Fine. I’d play along.

"Babe, I think he has a lot of intentions, but hurting you isn’t one of them."

Her reply came fast.

"I know, he told me."

My fingers hovered over the keys.

"What exactly did he tell you?"

I pressed send, my heart pounding as I waited.

"He told me that he wanted to, you know."

Her words hit me like a live wire, sending a jolt through my system.

I stared at the message, my mind racing. He actually told her.

Nate hadn’t danced around it, hadn’t hidden behind implication or subtlety. He had said it. And Katie…

She hadn’t called me. She hadn’t asked me to come get her.

She had stayed.

A slow, creeping realization settled in my gut. She wasn’t just humoring him. She wasn’t politely entertaining his flirtations out of obligation.

She was intrigued.

I swallowed, fingers tightening around my phone as my heart pounded. I needed more.

"How exactly did he say it?"

I hit send, barely breathing as I waited.

Because whatever she said next would tell me everything I needed to know.

"He commented about how much of a gentleman he had been," Katie replied. "Then he said how it was only his etiquette that was becoming of a gentleman, and his intentions were far from it. So I asked him what his intentions were, and he told me straight up that he wanted to fuck me."

I exhaled slowly, staring at the words on my screen.

Nate said it outright. No games. No pretense. Just the raw, unfiltered truth.

And yet, what unsettled me more than his bluntness was the fact that she had told me. She hadn’t hesitated, hadn’t softened the words. She had laid it out exactly as he had.

As if she was testing me now.

My fingers hovered over my phone before I finally typed my response.

"What do you think about that?"

A long pause.

Then, finally, her reply appeared.

"I don’t know," she admitted. "I guess you told me so. After a while, I knew, but I was in denial about it."

I reread her message, my pulse steady but my thoughts spinning.

She knew.

Maybe she had always known, on some level, but now there was no denying it. No pretending she hadn’t felt the weight of his desire pressing against her.

And yet, it wasn’t just an admission. It was resignation.

As if she had already accepted where this was leading.

As if she was finally beginning to let go.

I swallowed hard, my thumbs hovering over the screen.

"Are you going to let him?"

I hit send, my heart pounding as I sat there in the darkened booth, my phone feeling heavier in my hands than it should.

Across the room, my eyes strained against the dim lighting, searching for her in the sea of bodies swaying to the music. I wanted to see her reaction, to read something in the way she held herself, the way she looked at him. But from where I sat, she was just another shadow in the club, her thoughts hidden behind the glowing screen in my hands.

Seconds dragged.

Then, finally, her response lit up my phone.

"I don’t know, maybe. I don’t want to destroy our marriage."

A knot formed in my stomach.

There it was—the hesitation, the fear, the quiet, lingering doubt. But what struck me most wasn’t the uncertainty.

It was the maybe.

Not no. Not I could never.

Maybe.

I exhaled, knowing that whatever I said next could shape the course of the night, of us.

"Babe, I’m giving you permission. Don’t let me or him pressure you, but don’t be afraid to do what you want."

I hit send, my fingers tightening around the phone. I meant every word—I wanted her to feel free, to explore, to let herself go. But beneath that reassurance lurked something deeper, something primal.

I needed to know what she truly wanted.

Her reply came quickly, cutting through my spiraling thoughts.

"Neither of you are pressuring me. He has been really nice about it, allowing me to text you while he waits. But I will think about it; for now, I’m going to dance. Love you!"

As her message flashed across the screen, a wave of emotions surged through me, colliding in a way that left me breathless. Excitement. Uncertainty. A low, simmering jealousy that I refused to name.

I wasn’t sure what unsettled me more—the fact that she was still thinking about it, or the fact that she hadn’t said no.

Then, I saw them rise from their booth.

My pulse quickened as they made their way to the dance floor, their movements unhurried, natural—like they had been doing this for years. But it was Katie’s expression that held me captive. The unmistakable joy on her face, the way she laughed at something he said, her body already swaying to the music before they even reached the center of the room.

Song after song, they moved together, their rhythm syncing effortlessly, as if they had done this a hundred times before.

I took a slow sip of my drink, watching as the Old Man’s hands drifted lower, his touch bold but measured, like he was testing the limits of what she would allow. My breath caught when I saw it—his palms settling on the curve of her perfect ass.

Katie tensed, her body stiffening in momentary shock. For a brief second, I saw hesitation flicker across her face.

But then…

She didn’t pull away.

She didn’t stop him.

Her expression smoothed, the moment of resistance slipping away as easily as it had come.

And just like that, his touch became familiar.

By the next song, she wasn’t even reacting to it.

I exhaled, gripping my glass tighter as I watched their bodies press closer. They weren’t just dancing anymore—this was something else. The way they moved together, the way she leaned into his touch, how easily her laughter filled the space between them… it was undeniable.

Their connection was deepening.

And for the first time tonight, I wondered if even she realized how much she was already giving in.

As the night stretched on, their movements slowed, the rhythm of their bodies tempered by exhaustion, yet the charge between them remained unbroken. Eventually, they returned to their table, settling into the cushions with the easy comfort of two people who had already passed some unspoken threshold.

The dancing had stopped, but whatever had been building between them on the floor had followed them back here, lingering in the space between them. Their laughter was softer now, their touches less playful and more deliberate.

I could feel the shift, the weight of it pressing into my chest.

A sudden urge gripped me, a need to tether myself to her, to remind her I was still here—still watching.

I pulled out my phone and typed a simple message.

"So, babe, how’s everything going?"

I saw her reach into her purse, take out her phone, and glance at the screen.

And then—just as casually—she put it away.

No response. No hesitation. Just… nothing.

A sharp pang of jealousy cut through me, deeper than anything I had felt all night. It was raw, visceral, a flash of something primal that made my pulse spike. But underneath the sharp sting, there was something else. Something twisted.

A sick, exhilarating pleasure.

I wanted this feeling. The jealousy, the loss of control, the unbearable anticipation—all of it.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to stay still as I watched them. Every exchanged word, every shared glance, every touch between them felt magnified, like I was witnessing something inevitable unfold in slow motion.

Then, it happened.

A subtle shift. A tilt of her chin. A fraction of hesitation—before she closed the distance and let her lips meet his.

A kiss.

My breath caught.

It was brief—just a fleeting moment before she pulled away, her lips parting from his like she had startled herself. But she didn’t move far.

I could see it on her face, the lingering daze, the way she barely had time to second-guess herself before Nate leaned in again. This time, he didn’t give her room for doubt.

His hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers curling against her skin, holding her just firmly enough. The way she likes.

And just like that, she melted into him.

The second kiss was different. It wasn’t just a moment stolen in curiosity—it was indulgent, deep, hungry.

I swallowed hard, my knuckles whitening around the edge of the table as I watched them.

Their mouths moved together, slow and unhurried, as if savoring the moment. And then, just before they broke apart for the second time, I saw it—his hand sliding upward, finding her breast.

A squeeze.

Brief. Confident. Possessive.

And she didn’t stop him.

Heat coiled low in my stomach, twisting into something dark and restless. My mind reeled, emotions crashing into each other in ways I couldn't untangle.

I should have been angry. Furious.

But I wasn’t.

Because in that moment, as I watched another man touch my wife—feel her in a way that should have been mine alone—there was only one thought echoing through my mind.

She’s letting him.

And I had never wanted her more.

They did it again. And again.

It was no longer a fleeting moment of daring—it had become routine. A rhythm they fell into, as natural as the music pulsing around them. His hands found her breasts easily, possessively, as if the barrier of hesitation had long since eroded. And she let him.

I watched as he took it a step further, leaning in to kiss the exposed swell of her cleavage.

She laughed. Not an uncomfortable, nervous laugh, but something genuine, something shared between them. It must have been a joke, maybe a dare, because moments later, they both dissolved into laughter, their easy camaraderie deepening before my eyes.

And yet, that simple gesture—that casual, playful press of his lips against her skin—sent a slow, simmering burn through my body.

The night unfolded like a dream I had willed into reality, each moment an intricate thread weaving itself into something bigger than I had ever anticipated. My wife, my Katie, was changing before me—not in some drastic, irreversible way, but in small, undeniable shifts.

She was different.

Freer. Bolder.

And I couldn’t look away.

Then, as the night began to wane, my phone lit up with a message from her.

"Heading home soon."

Not we’re leaving the club. Not on my way home.

Just heading home—a quiet acknowledgment that she wasn’t coming back alone.

Minutes later, I watched them leave, their departure mirroring their arrival—except this time, there was something else.

Their hands were intertwined.

It wasn’t some casual brush of fingers or an absent-minded touch. It was deliberate. A quiet declaration of something unspoken. A tether.

A lump formed in my throat, my stomach tightening as I watched them disappear into the night. The weight of reality settled over me, pressing against the edges of my thoughts.

This wasn’t just an experiment anymore.

This was happening.

A surge of urgency pushed me to act. I quickly typed out a message to Nate.

"I’m trailing behind."

Seconds later, his response flashed on my screen, casual and unhurried.

"Take your time."

Another message followed—directions for a longer route home. A deliberate detour to buy myself time, to make sure I didn’t arrive too soon, to maintain the illusion that I was unaware of their exact path.

His response came almost instantly.

"Trust me, we will take our time. That’s the route she gave me anyway."

I stared at the screen, the weight of those words settling in my chest.

She had chosen the longer route.

She wasn’t rushing home.

She wasn’t in a hurry to be back with me.

A slow breath left my lips, my fingers tightening around the steering wheel.

Stepping out into the crisp night air, I made my way to my car, the familiar hum of the engine breaking the silence. I should have left. I should have driven home, stuck to the plan, played my role.

But something gnawed at me, an impulse I couldn’t shake.

Instead of heading home, I turned the wheel.

Back toward the parking lot.

I wasn’t ready to let go of this night just yet.

Slipping into the shadows, I killed my headlights and entered from a discreet rear entrance. The lot was quiet, the hush of the night broken only by the faint murmur of distant traffic. But my focus was entirely on them.

Through the windshield, their figures materialized in the dim glow of the dashboard lights. They were locked in an embrace, bodies pressed close, oblivious to anything beyond each other.

A tight knot of emotion coiled in my stomach—an intoxicating mix of anticipation and unease. I had craved this moment, yet now that it was unfolding before me, something sharp and raw twisted inside me.

I had seen them dance, kiss, touch, but this… this was different.

The way she leaned into him, the casual intimacy of it—it wasn’t hesitant or forced. It wasn’t something she was struggling to accept.

She wanted this.

The thought unsettled me, chipping away at the thrill I had been riding all night.

I exhaled, gripping the steering wheel tighter, contemplating whether I should just leave. The moment had lost some of its shine, and for the first time, I felt the faintest pang of regret, like maybe—maybe—I had pushed too far.

Then, she moved.

Katie leaned forward, dipping down into his lap until the top of her head disappeared from view.

I expected her to pop back up quickly—maybe she had dropped something, maybe she was adjusting herself. But seconds passed. Then more.

And she didn’t.

My breath hitched. My pulse hammered.

No.

A slow, dawning realization settled over me like a heavy weight.

My wife was sucking his dick.

I sat frozen, my fingers flexing around the wheel as I tried to process the sight before me.

This wasn’t some drunken mistake. She wasn’t fumbling, hesitating, questioning.

She was doing it.

The same woman who, more often than not, made me wait for this rare treat. The same woman who had sighed when I hinted at it, who had needed cajoling, careful coaxing, effort.

And yet, here she was, on her own accord, her head moving in slow, deliberate motions in Nate’s lap.

A wave of jealousy surged through me, hot and suffocating.

How many times had I begged for this? How many times had she rolled her eyes, groaned, made it seem like a chore?

And now—now—she was giving it away so fucking easily.

Nate hadn’t earned it. He hadn’t had to wait. He hadn’t had to convince her.

I clenched my jaw, my emotions careening between fury, resentment, and a dark, undeniable arousal that sent a shudder down my spine.

Then, my eyes flicked to the clock on the dash.

11:55 PM.

A sharp, bitter laugh nearly escaped my lips.

It was our anniversary.

The anniversary blowjob I should have been getting—the one I had long since given up on reminding her about—was happening.

Except it wasn’t happening with me.

My stomach twisted, my skin prickling as I watched, unable to tear my eyes away. I could see the subtle movement of her shoulders, the way her head bobbed, steady, focused.

Minutes passed, but I didn’t blink. I barely breathed.

Then, finally, she reappeared.

I saw her hand come up, fingers swiping the corner of her mouth. It was quick, almost casual, but I knew what I had seen.

I wasn’t sure, not entirely.

But it looked like she had let him cum in her mouth.

And that sent a new wave of something burning through me.

She never did that for me anymore. Not for years.

I swallowed hard, my mind scrambling to find the right response—to make sense of what I had just witnessed.

Jealousy? Anger? Humiliation?

Or that twisted, dark thrill that I could never quite shake?

As they finally pulled away, the car disappearing into the night, I sat there, motionless. My emotions raged, colliding into something I couldn’t untangle.

And then, after a few minutes, something else happened.

A slow, uncontrollable grin spread across my face.

Because no matter how much jealousy clawed at me, no matter how fucked-up it was, I couldn’t escape the truth.

I had never been harder in my life.

I shifted the car into drive and began my quick journey home.

Any normal man would have been devastated—wrecked, even—to witness his wife doing something like that with another man. But not me.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

I had just seen something extraordinary.

My beautiful, once-innocent wife—the same woman who made me wait weeks before she even kissed me—had spent the night wrapped in another man’s arms. And now, on the very night of our anniversary, she had just given him something she rarely gave me.

A different kind of gift.

Maybe it wasn’t meant for me, but I would cherish it all the same.

The images played on a loop in my mind, flickering like an old film reel as I drove. The way she had moved with him, how easily she had let him touch her, the way she had disappeared into his lap. The way she had wiped her mouth afterward, making it painfully clear that she had let him finish.

My pulse quickened just at the memory, the lingering rush of adrenaline making it hard to keep my foot steady on the gas.

By the time I reached home, my body was on autopilot. I barely registered shedding my clothes, stripping away the layers that had clung to me throughout the night. My skin was damp—not just from the heat of the evening but from the undeniable, involuntary reaction my body had to everything I had seen.

Stepping into the shower, I let the cool water crash over me, steam curling into the air as I tried to settle the restless energy still buzzing inside me. But no amount of water could wash away what I had witnessed.

Nor did I want it to.

When I emerged, feeling somewhat calmer but no less wired, I climbed into bed. The sheets were cool, soft against my skin, a stark contrast to the whirlwind still playing out in my mind.

Then, just as I began to settle, the quiet of the night was shattered.

A car pulled into the driveway.

A jolt of anticipation shot through me, sending my pulse spiking all over again.

I didn’t move. Didn’t turn on the lights. Instead, I kept still, feigning sleep, while my ears strained to pick up any sound.

Peering through the curtain, I saw Nate step out first, his movements unhurried, confident. He made his way around the car and opened the passenger door for Katie, the gesture so gallant, so smooth, that it made my stomach twist.

They stood there in hushed conversation, their words lost to the night, but their body language spoke volumes.

She was hesitant. Glancing around, scanning the neighborhood, as if suddenly aware of the risk they were taking.

But it didn’t stop her.

Nate reached for her, and she didn’t step back.

Instead, she leaned in.

Their mouths met in one final, lingering kiss—unhurried, familiar.

I clenched my jaw.

They weren’t rushing.

They knew I was home, but it didn’t seem to matter. If anything, the possibility of being seen, of being caught, only seemed to add to the tension between them.

And fuck if that didn’t send a thrill through me, too.

I heard the front door creak open. My heart pounded, but I quickly rolled onto my side, pulling the covers up, feigning sleep like a guilty child caught awake past bedtime. I knew I wouldn’t have to keep up the act for long.

Soft footsteps padded down the hall, then into our bedroom. Katie moved with purpose. There was no hesitation, no lingering in the doorway or careful quiet as she undressed. The soft rustle of fabric filled the air as she stripped, and then—before I could even brace myself—the covers were yanked off me in one swift motion.

I barely had time to react before her mouth was on me. Warm, wet, hungry. She slurped my soft dick into her mouth with an eagerness that caught me off guard. There was no teasing, no lazy build-up. She sucked like she needed it, like she was trying to prove something.

"Babe, I’m not complaining or anything," I murmured, my voice thick with surprise and arousal. "But what has gotten into you?"

I knew the answer. I just wanted to hear her say it.

She lifted her gaze, her lips still wrapped around my cock, then pulled back just enough to answer. "I always give you this on our anniversary, don’t I, baby?"

Her voice was sweet, almost mocking, as if she was reminding me of a fact I should have already known.

"Yeah, you do," I admitted. "But it’s well past twelve now—our anniversary is officially over. I guess you didn’t get to give head on it after all."

Her mouth froze. For just a second, I felt her hesitate. A flicker of tension passed between us, a silent acknowledgment of what we both knew had happened earlier. Then, as if snapping herself out of it, she dove right back in.

But this time, there was something different. She sucked me deeper, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue working against my shaft with a desperation I wasn’t used to. Her rhythm wasn’t measured, wasn’t restrained—it was needy, frenzied, as though making up for lost time.

And then I saw it. Her hand, sliding lower.

My breath caught as her fingers disappeared between her thighs, working herself as she sucked me. A groan escaped me before I could stop it. She had never done that before. Not for me. Not while going down on me.

I watched, stunned, as she rocked against her own touch, her moans vibrating around my cock as she pleasured herself. She was so turned on—so completely lost in it—that for a moment, it didn’t even feel like she was doing this for me. She was doing it for herself.

My stomach clenched, my mind racing with the only logical explanation. She was still riding the high of what had happened in the parking lot.

I had always loved watching her suck my cock, but tonight was different. Tonight, I watched her, but my mind wasn’t just in this room. It was there, with him.

I pictured it—her on her knees in that dark parking lot, head bobbing up and down in Nate’s lap just like this, her fingers sliding between her legs just like this, moaning around his cock, just like this.

Had she been this enthusiastic for him? Had she touched herself then, too? Had she swallowed when it was his cock in her mouth?

My pulse pounded, the dark mix of jealousy and arousal twisting inside me. I had spent years coaxing, pleading, waiting for moments like this—only for another man to bring it out of her in a single night.

And now, as I watched her fall apart on her own fingers, sucking me like she needed it, one thought took hold of me, refusing to let go.

She wasn’t mine anymore. Not completely.

And fuck if that didn’t turn me on more than anything ever had.

I realized almost immediately that something was different.

Katie wasn’t just going through the motions. She wasn’t half-heartedly taking me in her mouth, doing her usual measured routine before stopping the moment I got too eager. Tonight, she was all in.

She took my cock deeper than she ever had before, her lips sliding down my length with a hunger that was almost worshipful. The warmth of her mouth, the slick glide of her tongue—everything about it was more intense, more purposeful.

Was she making up for what she had done earlier? A silent apology for what she had given him? Or was this just raw, unfiltered excitement from the night still buzzing through her veins?

Whatever the reason, I wasn’t about to stop her.

I groaned, gripping the sheets, watching as her head bobbed over me in steady, relentless rhythm. She was working me with a skill that felt unfamiliar—practiced, almost. I tried not to let my mind wander, but the thought lingered like a splinter.

Was she like this for him, too? Had she been this eager, this unrestrained, when she wrapped her lips around his cock? Had she taken him this deep? Had she sucked him with this much raw desire, her own arousal dripping between her thighs as she worked him?

The images flashed through my mind, sending a violent shudder through my body.

I wasn’t going to last.

"Katie—fuck, stop," I warned, my voice raw with urgency. "I’m gonna cum."

She didn’t stop.

She didn’t even hesitate.

Instead, she took me deeper, her tongue flattening, her throat tightening around me as she let out a muffled moan.

I nearly lost it right then.

She had never done this before. Not like this. Not with me.

A strangled groan tore from my throat as the pressure became unbearable, my hips bucking into her mouth instinctively. My fingers dug into the sheets, every muscle in my body locking up as I tensed for release.

She was going to do it.

She was going to swallow.

For the first time in years—after all the times she had rolled her eyes, pulled away, spit the slightest hint of precum into a tissue—she was finally going to take it.

And then—

She pulled back.

At the last second, she withdrew, replacing her mouth with her hand, stroking me hard and fast until the inevitable happened. My release spilled over her fingers, hot and wasted, streaking across my stomach instead of down her throat.

I gasped, barely able to process the crushing disappointment that followed. My mind reeled, my pulse still hammering as I tried to make sense of what had just happened.

The best blowjob of my life—better than anything she had ever given me—had just ended in the most unbelievably frustrating way.

I lay there, panting, watching as she wiped her hand on the sheets, as if it was nothing.

I don’t know why I said it. Maybe I was still chasing the high of what almost happened. Maybe I wanted to acknowledge how close we had come to something new.

Not thinking, I muttered, "I thought you were going to swallow then, for the first time in years."

The air in the room shifted.

Katie froze, her body going unnaturally still. A beat of silence passed—too long, too heavy—before she finally responded.

Her voice was quiet, hesitant. Nervous.

"That wouldn’t be the first time… just the first time for you."

Everything inside me went cold.

My stillness wasn’t a calculated ruse. It wasn’t an attempt to control my reaction or to make her squirm beneath the weight of what she had just admitted.

I simply couldn’t move.

Exhaustion pressed down on me, my body heavy, my mind sluggish with everything that had unfolded tonight. But her words—those six little words—sliced through the haze like a blade, cutting clean through my fatigue, forcing my mind into stark, uneasy clarity.

"That isn’t the first time… just the first time for you."

I heard her. I knew what she had said.

But it still took a moment for the full weight of it to settle.

The silence between us stretched, thick and unnatural. I could feel her beside me, still, waiting, the air between us charged with something volatile. Then, her voice cut through the quiet again, thinner now, uncertain.

"Honey, did you hear me?"

I didn’t answer.

Her breath hitched.

"I’ve done something I shouldn’t have done."

The words were softer this time, almost hesitant, but there was no taking them back. The admission hung between us, pressing down like a weight neither of us could escape.

Slowly, I turned to face her, propping myself up on my elbow. My gaze met hers, locking in a silent exchange—one fraught with too many unspoken questions, too many tangled emotions to name.

"Tell me about it," I said, my voice measured, careful.

Curiosity? Concern? A twisted, eager anticipation?

I wasn’t even sure what I was bracing for.

But she didn’t drag it out.

She didn’t try to ease me into it or soften the impact.

"I gave Nate a blowjob!"

She blurted it out in a panic, the words rushing past her lips as if forcing them into the open might lessen their weight.

She was watching me so intently, her eyes scanning my face, searching for some kind of tell. Was she hoping to find anger? Reassurance? Permission?

My pulse pounded, my mind still reeling from the confession I had already known was coming.

She must have misread my silence because she dropped her gaze, her voice quieter now, tinged with something almost fragile.

"Are you mad at me?"

I didn’t overthink it. I didn’t try to filter my reaction or craft some calculated response. Instead, I just let the first honest thought slip out.

"Babe, of course, I’m not mad at you."

Her shoulders tensed, like she had been bracing for something worse, but I kept my voice steady, sure, giving her no reason to doubt me.

"I gave you permission to have fun," I continued, watching her carefully. "And it sounds like you really did."

I let the words settle, watching the flicker of emotions that crossed her face—relief, nervousness, something else I couldn’t quite name.

"I don’t care if you gave him a blowjob."

She exhaled, some of the tension leaving her body. But then, after a brief hesitation, she added, "Well… we also made out."

There was still an edge of apprehension in her voice, but I could tell she was testing the waters now, feeling her way through the conversation, gauging just how much I could handle.

I smirked, shaking my head. "Obviously."

The word was playful, exaggerated, and I rolled my eyes for good measure. Her face broke into a relieved smile, and just like that, the heavy tension between us cracked, giving way to something lighter. A breath of laughter spilled from her lips, and I couldn’t help but chuckle too.

It was a strange thing, sitting here with her in the aftermath of everything, knowing what she had done, knowing who she had done it with—and yet, rather than feeling resentment or regret, I only felt the slow, creeping pull of something else.

Curiosity.

Desire.

I met her gaze, my smile fading into something more deliberate.

"Now," I murmured, my voice dropping slightly, "I want you to tell me everything."

I shifted closer, watching her intently, letting the weight of my words sink in.

"And don’t skimp on the details."

As she began to recount the events of the evening, I listened intently, drawn in by every word, every shift in her tone. This was a world I hadn’t been part of—an experience that had unfolded beyond my reach, beyond my control. And yet, now, in the quiet intimacy of our bedroom, I was finally being let in.

She started with the beginning, her voice soft, cautious, as if testing how much she could say without tipping into dangerous territory. She spoke of her initial nerves after I left, the unease that had settled in her chest. But then, slowly, her words shifted.

Nate’s charm.

His easy confidence.

The way he had made her laugh, how effortlessly he had pulled her into the moment, until her hesitation faded and she was no longer thinking about what was right or wrong—only about how good it felt to be wanted.

I pressed for more, my questions gentle but insistent. I wanted details. I wanted to see it, to reconstruct it in my mind, to put myself there with them.

She hesitated at first. There was a wariness in her expression, a lingering uncertainty that hung between us. But the more I asked, the more she opened up, her words coming more freely, her voice gaining confidence.

Then, mid-sentence, she let something slip.

"He’s the best kisser," she murmured, her eyes drifting closed, as if lost in the memory of it.

My stomach tightened.

It was such a simple statement, yet the way she said it—the absent way she let herself feel it again, just for a moment—sent a strange, sharp pang through me.

A second later, realization flickered across her features, and her eyes snapped open, her expression shifting.

"I mean… other than you, babe!" she added quickly, flashing a sheepish smile, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

I should have been irritated.

I should have cared that, for even half a second, she had forgotten to filter herself.

But instead, I just laughed, shaking my head.

"I know, babe," I said, smirking as I leaned in a little closer. "Now keep going."

As time passed and she continued talking, her confidence grew.

At first, she had hesitated, choosing her words carefully, avoiding anything too explicit. But the more she recounted, the more the walls between us seemed to crumble. She wasn’t just telling me anymore—she was reliving it, letting herself feel it all over again.

Then, suddenly, her tone shifted.

Her voice dropped slightly, her words taking on a more intimate weight. "His hands felt so good on me," she murmured, running her fingers absentmindedly across her stomach as if tracing where he had touched her. "Every time he ran his fingers up my thighs, my whole body just… lit up."

My breath hitched.

She had never talked to me like this before. Dirty talk wasn’t her thing—at least, not with me. She had always been shy about it, hesitant, holding back.

But now, with her legs tucked under her, her lips slightly parted as she recalled the way another man had made her feel, she looked different.

Then, as if sensing my reaction, she smirked.

That mischievous smirk.

"He also made me so wet down there."

Fuck.

She said it so casually, but we both knew what she was doing. She knew what that kind of talk would do to me, and she had said it anyway.

A deep, restless heat coiled in my stomach, my blood surging in ways I hadn’t expected. I had just cum. Minutes ago. There was no way—no way—I should be getting hard again.

And yet, I could feel it happening.

A slow, undeniable throb.

My cock twitched beneath the sheets, already stiffening again, and I saw the exact moment Katie noticed.

She blinked, her gaze dropping, her eyes widening slightly in shock. Then, she grinned.

"Babe," she said, laughing as her fingers trailed over the now-obvious bulge. "You never get hard again this fast."

I swallowed hard, my breath coming faster as she wrapped her fingers around me, her touch featherlight, teasing.

"Guess I just need the right kind of motivation," I muttered, my voice rougher than I intended.

She gave me a slow, knowing stroke, her fingers tightening just enough to make me suck in a breath.

"How wet did you get?" I asked, my voice lower now, hungrier.

Her grin didn’t fade, but something changed in her expression.

"So wet, in fact, I’m still soaked," she purred, her voice dripping with seduction.

I barely had time to react before she swung a leg over me, straddling my lap, her hands bracing against my chest. "Here, baby, let me show you."

Then, without hesitation, she sank down onto my cock.

A guttural groan ripped from my throat as I slid inside her with absolutely no resistance. She was drenched—beyond ready for me. Normally, it took time with her. She was naturally tight, always needing a little patience before she could take me fully. But tonight?

Tonight, she took me in one smooth motion, her pussy gripping me like she needed this as badly as I did.

I sucked in a breath, my fingers digging into her hips. She wasn’t lying—she had never been this wet before. And beyond that, there was something else—a heat, a feverish warmth that pulsed around me, like her body was still reacting to everything that had happened tonight.

He had done this to her.

That thought sent a dangerous thrill through me.

I tightened my grip on her waist, guiding her as she rocked against me, taking her time, her slow movements letting us continue the conversation even as pleasure curled between us.

"Bet your panties were absolutely soaked," I murmured, my voice rough as I thrust up into her.

"They really were," she admitted breathlessly. "You should have seen them, baby."

I smirked. "Oh, don’t worry. I will in the morning."

She hesitated. Just for a second. And then, she gave me a teasing, almost taunting smile.

"You can’t, baby."

I frowned slightly, though my hands didn’t stop their rhythm on her hips. "Why? You think they’ll be dry by then?"

She leaned in, brushing her lips against my ear, her voice a whisper that sent a shiver down my spine.

"No," she said, dragging out the word just enough to make me ache for the answer. Then, in the same casual, fuck-you-up tone, she added, "Because Nate still has them."

My body reacted before my brain could even process it.

I pulled her hips down, hard, slamming her fully onto my cock, forcing a gasp from her lips, her nails digging into my chest.

My breath was ragged, my thoughts spiraling.

She had given him her panties.

When? Where? Had she done it in front of him? Had he asked for them? Had he taken them from her, smirking as she handed over the soaked fabric, knowing exactly why they were drenched?

"When did you do that?" I demanded, my voice a mixture of lust and desperate curiosity.

She let out a breathy moan as she started to explain, her hips rolling against mine with slow, deliberate movements.

"Before I gave him head… while we were in the car," she began, her voice already slipping between pleasure and confession. "He asked me if he could have something to remember me by."

I gripped her waist a little tighter, holding her in place as I processed what she was saying. "And?"

"I asked him what he wanted," she continued, her breath hitching slightly as I thrust up into her, filling her deeper. "And he said… my panties."

Fuck.

I clenched my jaw, a fresh wave of heat rolling through me.

I had assumed she must have given them to him at some point—maybe as a joke, maybe as part of some flirtation. But hearing her say it out loud? Knowing that he had asked?

I swallowed thickly. "And you just… gave them to him?"

She bit her lip, nodding. "I was shocked at first," she admitted. "But for some reason… I did what he asked."

I could barely breathe, the mix of jealousy and arousal making my heart hammer in my chest.

"After sliding them off, I handed them to him," she continued. "And then… he just held them up to his nose and smelled."

A groan tore from my throat as I jerked my hips up, driving deeper inside her, making her gasp.

"And that’s when I decided to give him a blowjob," she finished, her voice breathy, distant, like she was lost in the memory.

I froze.

"Wait, fuck," I rasped, my fingers digging into her hips. "You mean he didn’t ask you to give him head? You just did it?"

In my mind, I had always imagined it must have been at his request. That he had seduced her, coaxed her into it, pushed her into crossing that line.

But this… this was different.

She moaned softly, her hands bracing against my chest, her movements never stopping as she nodded.

"No… he didn’t ask me to do it," she confessed. "I wanted to."

A sharp, visceral pulse shot through me, my stomach twisting.

"I wanted to please him," she murmured between ragged breaths, her body rocking against mine. I felt her tightening around me, her pleasure heightening as she spoke, as she relived it in real time.

I started to move faster, my grip firm as I pulled her against me.

"Fuck," she gasped. "I really couldn’t help myself. The whole night was getting to me… all the making out, the touching…"

She let out a choked moan as I thrust into her, but she wasn’t done.

"Fuck—the fingering," she whimpered. "Then I saw how much he liked my scent, how much he wanted me, and… I really wanted to please him so badly."

I groaned, my body on fire as I watched her fall apart on top of me, consumed by what she was saying.

"I wanted to give him pleasure," she breathed, her head falling back, her body fully giving in to the moment.

In the heat of the moment, she was completely letting go, spilling everything with reckless abandon. I could feel it—not just in her words but in the way she moved against me, in the way her body trembled with every confession.

I wasn’t about to let this moment slip away.

I needed to know more.

"You said… fingering," I grunted, my breath ragged as I thrust up into her. "So you mean he got to play with your pussy?"

She let out a sharp moan, her hands gripping my shoulders as she rode me harder. "Oh fuck yes," she cried, her voice raw and unfiltered. "Yes, he did!"

Hearing her admit it—so openly, without hesitation—sent a violent shudder through me.

She was normally so reserved, so reluctant to even talk about sex this openly. But now? Now she was shameless, lost in the pleasure of reliving it as much as she was in the pleasure of riding my cock.

She was taking control now, grinding down onto me, setting the pace, her body fully embracing the heat building between us.

I wasn’t going to last much longer.

And judging by the way her nails dug into my chest, the way her thighs quivered around me, neither was she.

"Before we walked out of the club," she gasped between moans, "he started to play with my pussy while we were making out!"

Fuck.

I hadn’t seen that from my spot in the club. I had watched them, studied them, convinced myself I had seen everything. But under the table—hidden from view—he had been inside her.

I groaned, my hands tightening around her hips as I fucked up into her, harder now, my jealousy and arousal twisting together into something uncontrollable.

Here I was, listening to my shy, reserved wife—who used to hesitate at the thought of anything more than a kiss in public—admitting she had let another man finger her in the middle of a club.

And not just any man.

Him.

This old man had unlocked something in her, something I had never seen before. He had power over her, had flipped some switch inside her that I hadn’t even known existed.

And as much as that thought fucked me up, it also made me wonder…

What else did he have?

Because if he had this kind of power over my wife… was he blessed with anything else?

The question burned in the back of my mind, dark and insidious.

And judging by the way she was falling apart on top of me, writhing in pleasure as she confessed everything, I was terrified of the answer.

And yet—I wanted to hear it.

I needed to know.

"So, come on then, tell me," I rasped, struggling to focus as she rode me with relentless, desperate need. "How big is he?"

Katie let out a deep, shuddering moan, her nails pressing into my skin as she rolled her hips, chasing pleasure even as I pressed for answers.

"I don’t know," she murmured breathlessly.

But then—without prompting—she added, "Big."

My stomach tightened, my grip on her hips firming.

I swallowed, knowing the next question was inevitable. "Is he bigger than me?"

She hesitated—not in the way she moved, not in the way her body eagerly took me—but in the way she answered. It wasn’t immediate. She thought about it first.

That hesitation sent a sharp pang through me, and when she finally spoke, it wasn’t drawn out, wasn’t sugarcoated. Just a simple, "Yes."

Fuck.

I should have expected it. I wasn’t small—six and a half inches wasn’t anything to be ashamed of—but I wasn’t huge either. I had never needed to think about it before. I had always assumed I was big enough.

But the way she said it… the way she took a second before admitting it…

It hit somewhere deep.

I wet my lips, trying to push past the unexpected tightness in my chest. "So what did you think when you actually saw it?"

The words felt thick in my throat. I could barely breathe, let alone concentrate, not with the way she felt wrapped around me, squeezing down with every movement, her slick warmth dragging over my length in a way that made it hard to hold onto any thought that wasn’t her.

Katie let out another moan, her movements quickening, her body chasing something higher.

"I wanted it inside me," she gasped. "I wanted to fuck him!"

Jesus.

The raw hunger in her voice sent a shudder through me, my pulse hammering as I felt myself getting dangerously close. I could barely take it anymore.

"You wanted to fuck that big dick, didn’t you?" I growled, my grip on her hips tightening as I drove up into her harder, chasing the edge that was quickly approaching.

Her body tensed, and then she shattered.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck yes!" she cried, her back arching as she came hard around me, her entire body trembling with the force of it. "Oh fuck, I want to fuck him so badly! Don’t stop—oh fuck, don’t stop, I’m cumming!"

That was it. That was all I could take.

Pleasure ripped through me, my body locking up as I spilled inside her, the pleasure so sharp, so overwhelming, that my vision momentarily blurred.

For a long moment, we just breathed. Our bodies were still tangled, slick with sweat, the echoes of our moans still lingering in the air.

Finally, she rolled off me, both of us collapsing in exhausted satisfaction.

I should have let it go. I should have let the night end on that high.

But I couldn’t.

I had to know.

The words felt foreign in my mouth, but I forced them out anyway. "Katie… you said he was bigger than me."

She turned her head toward me, her expression still flushed, her body still humming from release.

I swallowed hard. "But, like… how much bigger?"

For the first time, a flicker of hesitation crossed her face.

She wet her lips. "I mean… not longer," she admitted, shifting slightly. "He’s not longer than you."

Relief—sharp and immediate—flooded through me, but before I could latch onto it, she continued.

"But…" She hesitated, her voice softer now. "He’s… thicker."

I exhaled slowly, staring up at the ceiling.

Thicker.

That word lodged itself in my brain, repeating on an endless loop.

I had never needed to compare myself before. I had always thought of my size as pretty good, better than average. But the way she said it—the way she had to think about it first—made something twist in my stomach.

And then, before I could stop myself, I asked the question I really didn’t want the answer to.

"Is that why you swallowed for him?"

The silence that followed was loud.

My pulse pounded as I turned my head, my gaze locking onto hers. I could see the war in her expression, the way her lips parted slightly like she was debating how to answer.

And then—quietly, without any excuse or hesitation—she nodded.

"Yeah," she whispered.

Fuck.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

She never swallowed for me. Not in years. And yet, for him…

I didn’t know how to process it.

I didn’t know if I wanted to process it.

All I knew was that my cock—already spent—gave an involuntary twitch at the thought.

And that was something I would have to deal with later.


Chapter 6

As the first light of dawn filtered through the curtains, I found myself awake, my body moving in rhythm with the deeply ingrained habit of an early riser. No matter how late I stayed up, no matter how exhausted I was, my internal clock refused to waver.

But this morning, I didn’t move right away.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind replaying the night before in sharp, vivid flashes. The things Katie had said. The way she had confessed them. The way she had felt around me, riding me with an urgency I had never known from her before.

It had been perfect. And yet, a knot of apprehension twisted in my stomach.

Now that the adrenaline had faded, now that the heat of the moment had passed, how would she feel?

Would she wake up flooded with regret? Would she pull away from me, blaming me for leaving her with Nate, for pushing her into something she wouldn’t have done otherwise?

I exhaled slowly, rubbing a hand down my face. That thought gnawed at me, lingering like a dull ache.

Determined to keep the morning light, I made my way to the kitchen. The familiar scent of coffee brewing filled the air, mingling with the sizzle of bacon in the pan. It was routine, something stable, something that felt normal after a night that had been anything but.

For a moment, I entertained the idea of surprising Katie with breakfast in bed. Maybe if I made the morning easy, if I made us feel as natural as ever, she wouldn’t let doubt sink in. Maybe she wouldn’t let guilt take hold.

But before I could grab a tray or pour a cup of coffee, I heard soft footsteps descending the stairs.

I turned just as she entered the kitchen.

"Hello, honey," she greeted, her voice light, almost too casual.

Her arms wrapped around me in a warm embrace, and I held her, taking a second to read her. She had beaten me out of bed. That alone was unusual. And while her tone was bright, there was something else there—something just beneath the surface.

I pulled back slightly, meeting her gaze.

Then, just like that, the words tumbled out of her, rushed, desperate to fill the silence before I could say anything first.

"I hope you aren’t mad at me."

I stiffened, my grip on her waist instinctively tightening.

"I don’t know what got into me last night," she continued, shaking her head, her brows furrowed with worry. "Maybe I had too much to drink."

Her voice wavered slightly, and that was when I heard it.

Regret.

Not necessarily for what had happened, but for how easily she had let it happen.

"It won’t happen again," she said quickly, like she needed to say it before I could respond. "I swear."

I exhaled slowly, letting the words settle between us.

Her sincerity was palpable—but the way she had clung to those last words, the way she had rushed to promise that she would never let herself go like that again…

She was trying to convince herself, too.

And something about that realization sent a slow, curling heat through me.

Because whether she wanted to admit it or not—whether I wanted to admit it or not—we both knew better.

I wanted to reassure her, to banish the creeping doubt that had begun to settle between us like a shadow stretching with the morning light. But even as I reached for the right words, a part of me couldn’t shake the nagging unease lingering beneath the surface.

Did she really forget my encouragement? The way I had pushed her toward this? Or was this something else?

Was she afraid to broach the subject—not because she didn’t remember what I had said, but because she was scared of how she felt about it now?

I let out a slow breath, choosing my words carefully.

"Babe, if anyone is to blame, it’s me," I said softly, meeting her gaze. "I was the one pushing you, not the other way around. But I don’t want to assign blame. I’m not mad—not in the least—and I really hope you aren’t either."

I hesitated, watching her closely.

"In fact," I continued, my voice steady but deliberate, "I hoped you had enjoyed yourself. And I thought you did…"

She cut me off before I could finish.

"Honey, I did enjoy myself," she admitted quickly, her voice just a little too sharp, like she was rushing to get the words out before she lost the nerve.

Then she hesitated, her lips parting slightly before pressing together again.

A flicker of something uncertain crossed her face.

"I think…"

My stomach twisted.

"You think?" I echoed, my brow furrowing.

She swallowed, her throat working around the weight of whatever she was holding back.

A beat of silence. Then—

"Well… I know I did," she finally admitted, voice softer now, more fragile. "I just hate to admit it. Not just to you, but to myself."

Her hands clenched into small fists at her sides.

"What kind of wife am I," she murmured, her voice trembling, "to enjoy cheating on my husband?"

Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears, her raw emotion bleeding into every syllable.

I felt the weight of her words.

This wasn’t just about the night before. This wasn’t just about us.

This was her, standing at the edge of something she never thought she’d face—never thought she’d want.

And now, she was terrified to look at what she had just uncovered within herself.

I moved toward her, my arms wrapping around her, the weight of her confession thick between us. She was still tense, still unsure, but she didn’t pull away.

"You’re not a bad wife, Katie," I murmured, my voice low and reassuring. "You’re human, just like the rest of us. And I love you, no matter what."

She exhaled against my chest, her fingers gripping the fabric of my shirt as if grounding herself.

"And baby, please listen to me," I continued, pulling back just enough to meet her gaze. "It isn’t cheating. I gave you permission, remember?"

Her lips parted, like she wanted to argue, but I pressed on, needing her to understand.

"And I have to be honest," I admitted, my pulse quickening, "I liked it."

Her brows lifted slightly, her expression unreadable.

"I enjoyed watch—"

I stopped.

Fuck.

The words had almost slipped right out, the truth hanging there for half a second before I caught myself. I had to remember—she didn’t know I had been watching them all night, that I had followed them to the club, that I had seen everything.

I recovered quickly.

"…thinking about you with him," I finished, my voice steady despite the rush of adrenaline.

Her expression softened slightly, but I wasn’t sure if she fully believed me.

"If I knew it would have hurt you like this," I added, watching her closely, "then there’s no way I would have pressured you so much to try it."

At least… I hoped I wouldn’t have.

The thought echoed in my head before I shoved it aside.

She was quiet for a long moment, and then, out of nowhere, she asked, "Were you not jealous?"

The question made my stomach clench.

I didn’t have to think about my answer. I had already spent the entire night analyzing every emotion, trying to untangle the twisted knot of desire, jealousy, and arousal that had kept me on edge the entire time.

"Well, yes," I admitted, my voice slow and deliberate. "I was jealous."

I held her gaze, letting her see the truth of it.

"But… it only made me more excited. It didn’t make me angry or anything."

Her confusion was instant, her eyes narrowing slightly, searching mine for understanding.

"How?" she asked, incredulity lacing her voice. "How did it excite you? It would have made me so angry if I knew you were with another woman."

I swallowed, feeling the tension creeping higher.

Before I could even attempt to explain, she bit her lip, hesitated—then pushed further.

"And… what about when I told you Nate was bigger?"

My stomach twisted into a tight knot.

I hadn’t been expecting her to ask about that.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to stay still, even as her words stirred something dark inside me.

"Did that make you jealous?" she pressed, tilting her head slightly, studying me.

I knew she was testing me now.

I let out a breath. "Yeah," I admitted, my voice a little rougher now. "That part hit me."

Her lips parted slightly, her expression unreadable.

"You never seemed insecure about your size before," she said, watching me closely.

"I wasn’t," I admitted, running a hand over my jaw. "I mean… six and a half inches isn’t huge, but I always thought I was pretty big."

She nodded, thoughtful. "You are big, baby."

But then, almost like she couldn’t stop herself, she added, "Nate’s just thicker."

That sentence landed in my chest like a punch.

I felt it—somewhere deep, somewhere raw.

I had already known that. She had said it the night before, but hearing her say it again, in the cold clarity of the morning, made it real in a way I hadn’t fully processed yet.

I licked my lips, my throat dry. "How much thicker?"

She hesitated again, biting her lip, shifting her weight.

"A lot thicker," she finally admitted, her voice quiet.

The words settled between us, heavy and undeniable.

I looked away for half a second, trying to process it, but she didn’t let me.

Then, just when I thought she was done, she pushed even further.

"Is that why you asked if I swallowed?"

Fuck.

I turned back to her, my pulse kicking up again. "Yeah."

She held my gaze for a long moment, something shifting in her eyes—like she was debating whether or not to tell me the truth.

Then, finally, she nodded.

"Yeah," she whispered. "That’s why."

My stomach tightened, a strange mix of jealousy, arousal, and something else clawing its way up my chest.

I had never been insecure about my size.

But now?

Now, I wasn’t so sure.

And judging by the look in her eyes, she knew it too.

As our conversation unfolded, I found myself carefully navigating the delicate terrain of reassurance and understanding. Every word felt like a deliberate step, each exchange an attempt to untangle the emotions woven between us.

We lingered in that space—somewhere between confession and absolution, unraveling the tension that still clung to the edges of our thoughts.

With each response, I could sense Katie’s apprehension loosening, her shoulders relaxing, her tone softening. The weight of guilt and uncertainty that had been pressing down on her seemed to be lifting, bit by bit, replaced by something lighter.

At one point, a shared joke passed between us, laughter cutting through the remnants of tension like sunlight piercing through storm clouds. It wasn’t forced or strained—it was real, genuine. A quiet testament to the resilience of us.

And yet…

Even as I felt the pressure between us begin to ease, there was something else—something that refused to dissipate entirely. A lingering doubt, an unease that sat just beneath the surface.

Because no matter how much I reassured her, no matter how much she softened into my touch, I couldn’t shake the feeling that, for Katie, the events of last night were nothing more than a dalliance—a reckless indulgence, a wild streak that had momentarily escaped from the confines of her otherwise controlled, predictable life.

She had loved it. I knew she had.

And yet, as much as I wanted to believe that something had shifted in her, that this wasn’t just a one-time thing, I couldn’t silence the gnawing doubt creeping at the edges of my mind.

Because what if that was all it had been?

A fleeting moment of passion. A temporary break from routine. A step too far—one she had already decided she wouldn’t take again.

I wanted to believe otherwise.

I needed to believe otherwise.

But as I watched her—watched the way she smiled at me, the way she let her fingers graze my arm absentmindedly—I could feel it.

A sense of inevitability hanging in the air between us.

And I wasn’t sure which possibility terrified me more—that she might bury this night forever, locking it away as a mistake she refused to repeat…

Or that she wouldn’t.


Chapter 7

As expected, we slipped back into our familiar routine.

The days passed without mention of that night, without even a fleeting reference to the possibility of it happening again. It was as though it had been neatly tucked away, sealed behind an unspoken agreement to move forward as if nothing had changed.

And, at first, that didn’t bother me.

For a while, I actually believed I had gotten it out of my system. Maybe it had been a one-time thing—an indulgence, a fever dream, something that was better left untouched.

But then, after a couple of months, something shifted.

The fantasies crept back in.

At first, they were just stray thoughts—intrusive little flashes that surfaced when I was really horny, the way old memories of past lovers sometimes resurface in the heat of the moment. But these weren’t memories. They were possibilities.

And soon, they weren’t just occasional thoughts.

Whenever I was inside Katie, whenever I made love to my wife, I started imagining her fucking someone else. The thought would flicker at the edges of my mind, unbidden but relentless. I’d picture her, the way she had admitted she wanted Nate inside her, the way she had moaned that she needed to fuck him.

It was especially difficult to avoid when she went down on me.

Because now it had change. She gave a lot more head.

Before that night, it had been an occasional treat—maybe once every month or two, always on her terms, usually when she knew I wanted it but never when I outright asked. It was something she had never seemed particularly excited about, something I had learned not to push for.

But now? Now, it was different.

She never said anything about it, never acknowledged the change, but ever since that night, she had started blowing me at least once or twice a week. And it wasn’t just the frequency—it was the way she did it.

There was more effort, more enthusiasm. Her tongue was more playful, her movements less obligatory, less like she was just doing me a favor. It was like something had been unlocked in her—something that he had brought out, something I wasn’t sure had ever truly been for me.

But no matter how often she went down on me now, there was still one thing she hadn’t changed.

She never swallowed.

Not once. Not for me.

She’d pull back at the last second, finishing me with her hand, her lips parted, her breathing heavy, but her mouth never taking that final step.

And every single time it happened, my mind always went back to the same place.

Back to him.

Back to the night she admitted she had done it for him—because he was thicker, because he had driven her to that place where she lost herself completely.

The thought fucked with me.

And no matter how much I told myself to let it go, no matter how much I tried to focus on how much more she was giving me now, the fantasies still wouldn’t stop.

As days turned into nights and nights into weeks, the idea of contacting The Old Man lingered in the back of my mind like a slow, pulsing ache.

It would be easy. So fucking easy.

A message. A casual text. A chance encounter at a club.

The idea danced at the edge of my thoughts, tantalizing in its simplicity.

But with every passing day, doubts wrapped around me like tendrils, tightening their grip.

Would Katie even be willing to repeat that night?

Or had it been exactly what she had told herself it was—just a fleeting moment, a single reckless mistake that she had already locked away, never to be spoken of again?

And more importantly…

If I did bring it up, would I risk losing the part of her that had let go that night?

Would she shut it down forever?

Or, even worse…

Would she say yes?

I wrestled with my desires, trapped in a relentless tug-of-war between longing and fear. I wanted Katie to stray again—to let go the way she had that night. But at the same time, the thought of it happening again, of her losing herself even more, sent a sharp edge of uncertainty through me.

The real obstacle wasn’t how to arrange another encounter. That was the easy part. I knew I could reach out to The Old Man at any time, that I could orchestrate a situation that would place them together again.

The question was—would Katie let it happen?

Would she let herself be that woman again?

Or had that night been a fleeting anomaly—one wild, reckless mistake that she had already locked away, buried beneath her guilt and the security of our routine?

I tried to push the idea aside.

For weeks, I forced myself to focus on other things—work, responsibilities, everyday life. I told myself that if I ignored it long enough, maybe the hunger would fade, maybe the fantasies would lose their grip.

But they didn’t.

If anything, they grew stronger.

My lust gnawed at me like a relentless hunger, an itch that refused to be ignored. It wasn’t just a passing thought anymore; it was a need—a slow, burning ache demanding to be satisfied.

I knew I needed to test her.

Gauge her thoughts. See if there was even a glimmer of curiosity left in her.

So I devised a plan.

Subtle, careful, calculated.

During moments of intimacy, I would slip in small comments, nothing too direct—just a teasing remark here, a suggestion there, watching her closely to see how she reacted. Would she blush? Laugh it off? Would she hesitate just a second too long before dismissing it?

I needed to know if she still thought about that night. If it still lingered somewhere inside her, the way it lingered inside me.

But just as I was ready to start pushing, life got in the way.

Work became overwhelming, deadlines piling up, stress bleeding into exhaustion. Days turned into nights, and before I knew it, a week had passed without a single opportunity to broach the subject.

I barely had the energy to think about anything except collapsing into bed after work. Conversations turned to mundane topics—bills, schedules, what to make for dinner.

And then, just when I thought things couldn’t get more frustrating, something else happened.

A last-minute business trip.

The entire weekend—gone.

Another delay. Another obstacle standing between me and the one thing I couldn’t stop thinking about.

I clenched my jaw, staring at the work email confirming my travel itinerary, the words blurring as frustration burned in my chest.

How much longer would I have to wait?

How much longer could I stand it?

Because no matter how much I tried to ignore it, I knew one thing for certain—

This wasn’t going away.

Not until I had answers.

Back then, money was tight. Katie and I had to share my old laptop—an aging relic from my college years—because we couldn’t afford to buy separate personal computers. These days, things were different. We each had our own devices, our own privacy.

But back then, we didn’t.

And back then, I had just been promoted at work and was assigned to attend a training seminar out of town. I hadn’t yet requested a work laptop from IT, nor had I purchased a new one for home, which left me with only one option—I had to take my old personal laptop with me.

Upon arrival, I was told no special electronics were required for the event, so I left it in my hotel room. The first day of training was long and mind-numbingly dull, packed with generic corporate lectures that felt like a waste of time. By the time I made it back to my room, I was exhausted, grateful for the fact that I had been given my own space rather than having to share with a colleague.

After stripping out of my suit, I collapsed onto the bed, flipping through the channels on the TV. Nothing caught my interest. The dull drone of commercials only irritated me further, so I reached for my laptop instead. The moment I opened it, I realized it hadn’t been shut down properly. A small notification blinked in the corner of the screen—an unread message.

Then, before I could even process that, a messenger app opened automatically.

I frowned. I had never used this app. In fact, I had barely even noticed it was installed. But Katie had used this laptop a lot more than I had over the past few years, especially before we got our own computers. She must have logged in recently and forgotten to close it.

My cursor hovered over the X to exit the window.

Then—I froze.

Right there, on the screen, was a name.

Nate.

My breath caught in my throat. It couldn’t be. Could it?

I racked my brain, trying to think of another Nate we knew. Someone other than him. But no one else came to mind. My heart pounded. This wasn’t just any conversation. It had a date attached to it. And that date was shortly after that night.

The timing was too perfect. A sharp wave of adrenaline surged through me. My fingers twitched over the trackpad. I should have closed it. I should have shut the whole thing down and pretended I never saw it.

But I didn’t.

I clicked on the conversation window. There was no profile picture, no extra identifying details. Just a name. Just the message history. The only way to know for sure was to read.

So, pulse hammering, stomach tight with unease, I scrolled to the very beginning.

And I started to read.

Nate: Hey, so how have you been?

A small breath of relief slipped past my lips. At least he had initiated the conversation. That meant Katie hadn’t gone out of her way to reach out to him first. Maybe this wasn’t what it looked like. Maybe this was just him fishing for a response, testing the waters, seeing if she would even acknowledge him after that night.

But that relief was short-lived.

Nate: By the way, thanks for the invite. I was starting to get a little worried you wouldn’t add me. Of course, it didn’t help that you didn’t give me your email.

My stomach tightened.

Invite? Add him?

I read the message again, slower this time, trying to make sense of it. If she had added him, that meant she had taken an active role in some part of this. But then—why wouldn’t she give him her email?

The contradiction nagged at me.

She had wanted to talk to him. That much was clear. But at the same time, she had hesitated—held something back. Why?

Had she been unsure? Had she second-guessed herself after that night? Or had she known, deep down, that if I ever found out, this wouldn’t just be something she could explain away?

I didn’t have time to dwell on it.

Because as I kept scrolling, the answers were waiting for me.

And they were about to make everything much clearer.

Katie: I’m good, thanks. How are you? I probably would have given you my email address that night, but I, urm… kind of got distracted with… you know… and then I just forgot.

My pulse quickened.

I already knew what she was talking about, but seeing her put it into words—her words—made it hit differently.

Nate: It’s alright. I remember now, you had your mouth full.

A low groan slipped from my throat.

So that was why she couldn’t give him her email. She had been too busy—too focused on sucking his cock while he drove to bother with something as trivial as exchanging contact details.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my skin buzzing with heat.

My cock was already stiffening, a familiar tension coiling in my gut. Just from this. Just from reading their words, from picturing that moment again—only now with the added detail that she had been so caught up in it, she had forgotten everything else.

I reached down, freeing my aching length from my boxers, my fingers tightening around it as I carried on reading.

Katie: Yeah, I guess it was.

Fuck.

She wasn’t denying it. Wasn’t acting embarrassed. She was owning it.

I stroked myself slowly, my breath coming faster, my eyes locked on the screen as I scrolled down.

Nate: So why did you add me?

I exhaled sharply.

Good fucking question.

I could only imagine what she had been thinking when she made that decision. Had she debated it for a while? Had she hesitated before finally clicking the button, her heart pounding in her chest? Or had it been an impulsive move—one fueled by the heat of the moment, by the lingering thrill of what they had done together?

I forced myself to keep scrolling, my grip tightening.

Katie: What do you mean?

I let out a slow, shaky breath.

Because I knew what he meant.

And now, I was about to find out if she did too.

Nate: Like I said before, I don’t like to beat around the bush. Did you add me because you wanted to continue this sexual relationship, or was it that you and your husband just want to play along for a bit, indulging in some fantasy that doesn’t go any further than a bit of talking?

I froze.

My grip around my cock slackened slightly, my breath catching in my throat as I reread the message.

He was blunt. Direct. No hesitation.

This wasn’t some harmless conversation. This wasn’t polite small talk or a meaningless follow-up. He was cutting straight to the heart of it, forcing her to define what this was.

And more than that—he was challenging her.

I could feel the weight of his question settling in my chest.

Because this was where it mattered.

Had she added him simply to be polite? Out of some residual thrill from that night? Or had she done it because she wanted more?

Because she wasn’t done with him?

My stomach twisted as I waited for her response, my heart hammering, my arousal now tangled with something darker—something closer to fear.

Because if she did want more…

Then what the fuck did that mean for us?

I swallowed hard and kept reading.

I imagined Katie was taken aback by his bluntness.

And I thought that was a fair assumption—especially considering the several minutes it had taken her to respond.

I pictured her sitting there, staring at the screen, rereading his words, trying to decide how to answer. Was she feeling guilty? Excited? Torn between shutting this down and seeing where it could go?

Finally, she replied.

Katie: I haven’t told my husband that I added you or that I even have your email address. I guess I should be honest, too, but I really have no idea why I added you or what I expected to come from it.

A slow breath pushed from my chest.

I didn’t know whether to feel relieved or uneasy.

She hadn’t been actively plotting something. She wasn’t messaging him with a plan in mind. But at the same time, she had hidden it from me. And more than that—she was admitting that she didn’t know why she did it.

Which meant… part of her wanted something.

She just hadn’t figured out what yet.

I forced myself to keep reading.

Nate: So your husband has no idea?

My jaw clenched.

Of course, that would catch his attention.

Nate: I thought he might have been the one to suggest this. Maybe I was too straightforward; after all, you have a lot on your mind. How about this—we just talk, and whenever you’re ready to decide, you can let me know. Does that work for you?

My grip on the laptop tightened.

He was smart. He wasn’t pushing her. He wasn’t scaring her off. Instead, he was leaving the door open, planting the idea, giving her space to let it grow on its own.

It was fucking calculated.

And I had no idea what she was going to do next.

I swallowed hard and scrolled down.

Katie: Thanks, Nate. I don’t mean to put you on the spot; I just really needed someone I could talk to about all this stuff. I’m afraid to talk to my husband because he might get the wrong impression—that I want to see other men.

My stomach twisted.

The wrong impression?

Was that really what she thought? That if she admitted she was thinking about it, I’d assume she was actively planning to cheat? That I wouldn’t understand?

Or… was she afraid that if she actually said it out loud, she’d have to face the truth—that the idea did excite her?

I swallowed hard and kept reading.

Nate: Well, do you? Because I get the feeling he would be pretty okay with it.

Fucking hell.

It was right there. The question.

I gripped the edge of my laptop, my pulse hammering in my ears. This was the moment—where she either shut it down or opened the door.

Her response came slower than the others, like she had thought about it.

Katie: It’s not like I want to go and have sex with a bunch of guys. I love my husband, and he really does make me very happy.

My chest tightened.

I should have felt relieved at those words. But I knew what was coming next.

Katie: But after that night… I sort of think he wants me to see someone else, and sometimes, I can’t help but think it might be a lot of fun to have a boyfriend.

I froze.

My cock twitched, my stomach clenched, my thoughts scrambled between jealousy and raw, undeniable arousal.

She had thought about it.

Not just about that night, not just about Nate, but about the idea of more.

Of having someone else.

A boyfriend.

Not just a one-night thing. Something ongoing.

I forced myself to keep reading, my fingers gripping the laptop so hard my knuckles ached.

Nate: Like me? :)

He said it so easily. Like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And then—her reply.

Katie: Yeah, like you. :)

The conversation between them had stretched over the span of about six weeks, marked by long stretches of silence and brief bursts of flirtation. Nothing too overt, nothing that suggested she was eagerly seeking him out—but he was persistent.

Nate had made several attempts to lure her into something more—pushing for small things at first, playful, almost innocent requests that could be brushed off as harmless. A photo here, a video chat there. But the underlying message was clear. He wanted more.

Webcamming.

Topless pictures.

Little pieces of her, given to him in ways that I never would have allowed if I had been aware at the time.

But she never gave in. Not once.

There was, however, one moment where he almost succeeded.

She had come so close to getting on camera for him. Not for anything sexual—at least, not explicitly—but just to see each other, to talk face-to-face. I could tell from the messages that she had considered it, that she had let herself imagine it. But in the end, she had backed out.

And that had left me feeling…

Disappointed.

Frustrated.

I wanted him to succeed.

I wanted to watch her lose herself again, to see her surrender to something outside of our marriage. I hoped she would cave, that she would let the moment sweep her away. But at the last second, she had pulled back.

Not because she didn’t want it.

Not because she wasn’t tempted.

I knew the real reason.

Unlike that one night, she wasn’t receiving reassurance from me. She wasn’t being pushed. She had no permission—no safety net to tell her it was okay to want this.

And without that?

She couldn’t take the final step.

I clenched my jaw, staring at the screen, feeling a dissatisfaction that I hadn’t expected.

The entire conversation had been building to something, yet it had fallen flat, fizzling out into nothing more than playful teasing and half-formed temptation. It wasn’t enough.

Not for me.

So I made a decision.

Without hesitation, I grabbed the phone from the antique wooden desk, my pulse steady, my mind already set.

I dialed Katie’s number.

And this time, I would help him.

"Hey, babe," I greeted, keeping my voice warm as she picked up.

"Hey," she replied softly.

"How are you doing tonight?"

"I’m fine. Just winding down, getting ready for bed," she said, her voice carrying that familiar, tired ease of someone settling into their nightly routine. "And yourself?"

"I’m alright. A little restless, but I found something to occupy myself."

I let the words linger, knowing full well that if she knew what had occupied me, this conversation would have gone in a much different direction. But instead of revealing that, I steered us forward, the weight of what I really wanted to say pressing against my chest.

"Anyway, there’s been something on my mind all week," I admitted, keeping my tone casual but firm. "I just couldn’t find the right moment to bring it up."

That caught her attention.

"What about?" she asked, curiosity threading through her voice.

It was so Katie. No matter how exhausted she was, no matter how late, she never dismissed me. She never brushed off our conversations, never gave me a distracted, half-hearted answer just to end the discussion.

And yet, that realization only deepened my confusion.

Because if she was always this engaged, always this present in our marriage… why was I pushing her toward another man?

I wasn’t unhappy. I wasn’t trying to lose her. That was the last thing I wanted.

So why was I doing this?

I swallowed the thought down and pressed forward.

"I wanted to talk about the Old Man," I said, my voice steadier than I expected.

It wasn’t a question. It wasn’t a hesitant introduction to the topic. It was a statement—direct, unmistakable. I didn’t want any room for misinterpretation.

And yet, the moment the words left my mouth, something changed.

Katie’s entire demeanor shifted, her voice growing noticeably smaller, tinged with something hesitant—something almost guilty.

There was a brief silence.

Then, with a forced innocence that failed to mask the truth, she asked, "What old man?"

I clenched my jaw.

It was a transparent attempt at feigning ignorance. A flimsy shield thrown up at the last second, as if she thought pretending not to know would somehow buy her time.

But it was too late.

I already knew she knew.

Her voice had given her away.

"Nate," I clarified firmly, leaving no room for ambiguity.

There was a beat of silence before Katie responded.

"Oh… him."

Her voice wavered, a nervous edge slipping through.

"Umm… what about him?"

I exhaled slowly, letting the weight of the moment settle before pressing forward.

"I’ve been reminiscing about the fun we had that night," I said, keeping my tone smooth, casual. "Really thinking about it. And it got me wondering… maybe we should meet up with him again."

I didn’t dance around it. Didn’t soften the edges or try to ease her into the idea. I just said it.

"Do you know how we might contact him?"

Her breath hitched—so softly I might have missed it if I hadn’t been listening for it.

"Do you think that’s really, umm… a good idea?" she asked hesitantly.

I smirked at her weak attempt at deflection.

"Why wouldn’t it be?" I challenged, keeping my tone even, pushing her to reveal her real hesitation.

She hesitated, her words clumsy, stumbling over themselves like she wasn’t sure how much to admit.

"Well, umm… I believe he would want us to… I mean, me and him to umm… you know."

Her voice was jittery, interspersed with nervous pauses and slight stutters.

It was intoxicating.

I could hear how uncomfortable she was, could feel her squirming under the weight of the admission she was trying not to make. And the guilty pleasure of it coiled inside me, winding tighter with every second she hesitated.

"Yeah, maybe," I replied with a deliberate nonchalance, pretending the idea was trivial, inconsequential.

Like it wasn’t the only thing I had been obsessing over for weeks.

"We’ll worry about that when the time comes," I continued smoothly. "Let’s just try to get ahold of him."

Then, as if it were an afterthought, I added, "He didn’t give you his number or anything, did he?"

I already knew the answer.

But I wanted to hear her say it.

Because the way she answered that question would tell me everything.

"Umm, no. I mean, yeah! Yeah, he gave me his email address," she corrected herself in a rush, stumbling over her words.

I could almost see her face in that moment—the flicker of panic as she realized she had said the wrong thing, the widening of her eyes as she scrambled to backtrack.

She hadn’t meant to admit that.

She hadn’t wanted to admit that.

And now, the revelation hung between us, fragile and exposed.

"That’s great," I said, my enthusiasm deliberately easygoing, as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

"Send him an email or something," I continued, keeping my voice smooth. "You know, chat with him a little."

I let the words settle before adding, "And don’t be afraid to get dirty, either. He is your boyfriend, after all."

Her reaction was instant.

"He isn’t my boyfriend!" she snapped, frustration lacing every syllable.

There was real anger in her voice now—not just nerves, not just guilt, but something sharp and heated.

Good.

She was engaged now.

"What has gotten into you?" she demanded, her tone a mix of confusion and irritation.

I could hear the way she was trying to make sense of it, trying to understand why I was pushing this, why I was encouraging something she thought I should be against.

But what she didn’t realize was that her anger, her protest, only made this more interesting.

Because if she truly didn’t want him…

She wouldn’t be getting this defensive.

I smirked, gripping the phone a little tighter.

I wasn’t done with her yet.

Not by a long shot.

"He could be your boyfriend if you wanted," I said smoothly, my voice laced with smug amusement. "But I think you’re too afraid."

I let the words sink in, knowing exactly what I was doing.

"I believe you don’t think you could handle him," I added, my tone light, almost teasing—throwing the gauntlet down right at her feet.

There was a brief pause, just long enough for my challenge to take root.

Then—

"Excuse me?"

Her voice shot back at me, rising with incredulity.

A slow grin curled across my lips.

There it was.

Katie was typically shy, soft-spoken. She rarely snapped, rarely raised her voice. But every once in a while, I could push her—could poke at something buried deeper, something she normally kept hidden.

And this? This was one of those moments.

In the long years we’d been together, I had learned exactly how to ignite that fire inside her.

And I had just struck the match.

"I’ve handled him in the past," she retorted, her tone firm, edged with a new heat. "Just in case you forgot."

My stomach tightened.

Fuck.

She hadn’t denied it. She hadn’t laughed it off or tried to change the subject.

Instead, she had thrown it right back at me.

She wasn’t backing down.

I exhaled slowly, my pulse thrumming.

Because if she was already this riled up, this defensive…

Then she was already thinking about him.

And that meant this conversation was far from over.

"Then prove me wrong," I said smoothly, pressing just a little harder. "Handle him again."

I let the words linger, knowing the challenge was impossible for her to ignore.

She inhaled sharply, and for a moment, I thought she might lash out again, that same fiery defensiveness sparking in her tone.

But then—her voice softened.

"I know what you’re doing, and it won’t work," she declared, regaining some composure, trying to steady herself.

But I wasn’t going to let her slip away that easily.

"The only thing I’m trying to do," I countered, "is something I believe we both want to happen."

I let my words settle, watching for her reaction before pressing on.

"I know you’ve noticed that I’m being blunt," I continued, my voice calm, deliberate. "But you’re choosing to ignore that I’m also being honest. And the truth is… you aren’t returning that honesty."

A slow breath. A slight hesitation.

I leaned in.

"As long as you want to talk to him, then I want you to talk to him."

Silence stretched between us.

Then—

"Fine!" she burst out, her voice tight, like she had been holding the words back with everything she had. "You’re right! I do want to talk to him."

I felt a pulse of heat in my chest, a visceral reaction to hearing her finally say it.

"But…" she continued, her voice lower now, almost vulnerable, "I was afraid that if I said it out loud… or acted on it… it would mean our own relationship was over."

My stomach clenched.

"Promise me you will always love me," she whispered, her sincerity striking me deeper than I had expected. "And I’ll email him."

Jesus.

Something about the way she said it made my breath catch.

I swallowed hard, pushing past the knot in my throat.

"Of course I love you, babe," I reassured her, my voice softer now, feeling the weight of the moment pressing down on both of us.

She exhaled, like my answer had freed something inside her.

"I’ll send him an email," she said, her tone shifting, a new energy creeping in. "But I can’t promise anything."

The hint of enthusiasm in her voice sent a sharp pulse of arousal through me.

"That’s fine, babe," I reassured her, keeping my tone light. "Just enjoy yourself, and remember, you have my permission."

I wanted her to feel free, unburdened by guilt or hesitation. If I could remove any lingering doubts, maybe she would finally let herself go. But Katie wasn’t the type to accept things blindly.

"Permission for what, exactly?" she asked, her voice steady, probing for clarity.

My stomach tightened. I hadn’t expected her to question it—not like that, not so directly. I hesitated for only half a second before responding, "Anything."

The word left my mouth faster than I had thought it through, slipping out before I could fully process the implications. Anything. The weight of it settled between us, heavy, unspoken, stretching the silence. I knew she was thinking about it. I could feel it in the pause that followed, hear it in the slight hitch of her breath.

A moment later, she let out a quiet sigh. But instead of pushing further, she simply said, "Okay."

We exchanged goodbyes, and the call ended, but I sat there for a while, gripping my phone, running the conversation over in my mind. I had expected something different—a quicker response, maybe even excitement. But contrary to my expectations, she didn’t message Nate that night. No notification, no impulsive reach toward him.

Instead, she retreated.

She let the conversation settle, let sleep take her—maybe as an escape, maybe as a way to sort through the complicated thoughts I had just stirred inside her. But I knew one thing for certain. She would think about it. And when she finally acted, it wouldn’t be on impulse.

It would be deliberate.


Chapter 8

The following day stretched interminably.

I sat through another dull seminar, my mind half-present as speakers droned on about workplace efficiency and corporate strategies. I grabbed dinner alone, picking at my food without much appetite. Then, finally, I returned to my hotel room, settling into the same nightly routine as before. But no matter how much I tried to distract myself, one thought gnawed at me all day.

Had Katie messaged him?

I fought the urge to check earlier, convincing myself that if she had done anything, I would want to take it all in at once. When I finally opened my laptop and checked my messages, a rush of anxiety and excitement surged through me.

There it was.

A long exchange between them.

I leaned in, scrolling through their conversation. True to form, the Old Man had charmed his way into a meeting with her—ostensibly just as friends. That was the excuse, at least. But I doubted any of them really believed that. Especially him. He knew what he was doing. And deep down, I suspected Katie did too.

Their meeting was scheduled for seven o’clock. I glanced at the clock. It was already fifteen minutes past.

I clenched my jaw, realizing I would have to wait until Katie returned home to get the full story. The anticipation was unbearable. To maintain some semblance of normalcy, I called her anyway, even though I already knew what would happen.

No answer.

Predictable.

Moments later, my phone buzzed with a message.

Katie: Out in town with Nate, I’ll call when I get back home.

I exhaled slowly, my grip tightening around the phone.

The words hung there, sending a sharp thrill through me.

She wasn’t just texting him anymore. She was with him.

And now, all I could do was wait.

Wait to find out what the night would bring.

I eventually drifted off, my phone resting on my chest, my mind tangled in restless anticipation. But hours later, the shrill ring of my phone jolted me awake.

My fingers scrambled for it as my vision adjusted to the glowing red numbers on the clock—1:17 AM.

I blinked hard.

She had taken her time.

That thought was quickly drowned out by another—one far more thrilling.

Had she stayed late because something had happened? Because things had gone further? The sharp jolt of excitement sent an electric pulse through me, shaking off the last remnants of sleep.

"Hello!" I blurted out, my voice louder than I intended, betraying a mix of grogginess and nervous anticipation.

"Sorry if I woke you," Katie’s voice came through, light and breezy. "I just got home."

There was something in her tone—something loose, unrestrained. A telltale slur clung to her words, not sloppy but undeniably relaxed, the warmth of alcohol softening her edges.

My stomach tightened.

She sounded like she had a really good time.

"That’s okay. Did you have fun?" I asked, trying to keep my voice casual, but the eagerness was impossible to suppress.

I wanted—needed—her to spill it.

"I had a lot of fun!" she exclaimed, her voice bubbling with excitement.

I could see her in my mind—the way she’d be grinning, the way her eyes would sparkle when she was truly happy. The same expression she had that night.

Something had happened.

I felt it.

And now, all I had to do was get her to tell me.

"What took you so long?" I asked, unable to keep the curiosity from creeping into my voice.

I had waited hours for this call. My mind had been spinning with possibilities, each one darker, filthier than the last. And now that I had her on the phone, I needed answers.

Katie let out a small breath, and I could almost hear the hesitation in it. Then, her voice shifted—just slightly—but enough for me to feel it.

"Well… I’ve got something to tell you."

A shiver of anticipation ran through me.

There was something in her tone. A weight. A gravity to what she was about to say.

Even before she said it, I knew.

The thought had been gnawing at me, teasing at the edges of my mind ever since she told me she was out with him. I had imagined it, hoped for it, but a part of me had convinced itself she wouldn’t actually go through with it.

But now…

She was about to tell me otherwise.

And then—

"I had sex with Nate."

Blunt. Direct. No hesitation.

The words landed like a punch to my gut, knocking the air from my lungs.

My grip tightened around the phone. My mind went blank for a second, caught between the thrill of hearing exactly what I had wanted for so long and the shock of it actually being real.

I had pushed for this.

I had imagined her saying those words so many times before, whispering them into my ear, teasing me with them in my darkest fantasies.

But this wasn’t a fantasy.

This was real.

She had fucked him.

For the first time in our marriage, she had been with another man, without me there to watch, without me giving her permission in the heat of the moment. It wasn’t just an idea we played with anymore—it had happened.

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering in my ears, my mouth suddenly dry.

Silence stretched between us. I couldn’t speak.

Then—her voice came through the receiver again, soft but uncertain.

"Honey… you mad?"

There was something vulnerable in the way she asked it, like she genuinely wasn’t sure how I’d react. Like maybe—just maybe—she had gone too far.

Her question snapped me out of my shock.

I had frozen, trapped somewhere between disbelief and thrill, but the moment she asked if I was mad, I knew I had to respond.

Quickly gathering my thoughts, I pushed past the swirl of emotions inside me and forced enthusiasm into my voice.

"Of course not!" I said, almost too quickly. "Tell me more."

There was no hesitation in my request. I needed details—every single one. I needed to hear exactly how it happened, how she had gone from simply meeting up with Nate to fucking him.

For a brief second, she didn’t answer. Then, she giggled—a soft, warm sound that sent a sharp jolt of heat through me.

The way she laughed, the unguarded lightness in her voice—it reminded me of a teenager reminiscing about their first time.

And in a way, that’s exactly what this was.

Not her actual first time. That had been with me. But this was a first in so many other ways. The first time she had stepped outside our marriage. The first time she had given herself to another man, completely, without me there.

She wanted to talk about it.

I could hear it in the way her breathing had changed, in the way her voice held excitement instead of hesitation.

She began to tell me everything.

I pressed the phone closer to my ear, heat building on my skin as she recounted how the night had unfolded.

She told me how Nate had picked her up, how they had gone out for dinner, and—of course—how they had ended up dancing together.

At first, she had reassured herself that it was innocent. That they were just friends, and that nothing was going to happen.

But then…

They had started making out again.

From there, things escalated—heavy petting, hands roaming, bodies pressing together.

And finally…

They had ended up at our house.

My throat went dry.

This wasn’t just a wild hookup at some hotel. She had brought him home. Into our space. Into the same bed we shared.

And the way she said it—so matter-of-fact, so natural—sent a sharp pulse of arousal through me.

She wasn’t holding back anymore.

She was telling me everything.

And I needed to hear it all.

I pressed her for every detail, my hunger for the full story growing with every passing second. But she was hesitant, her words slow and unfocused, her intoxication dulling the edges of her usual clarity.

Frustration flickered inside me.

Her descriptions were vague, her details scarce, and I could hear the sleepiness creeping into her voice. I knew that soon, the alcohol would pull her under completely, and this conversation would slip through my fingers.

If I was going to get anything more out of her tonight, I had to ask now.

So I decided on my final question—one simple, direct, but loaded with meaning.

"Which room did you fuck in?"

The question sent a shiver of anticipation through me. I pictured her in our bed, the one where we had shared years of intimacy. The bed that had always been ours.

The thought stirred a familiar cocktail of emotions inside me—jealousy, arousal, a gnawing sense of inevitability that I found strangely addictive.

And yet, despite the small part of me that dreaded hearing her confirmation, I felt an unexpected twinge of disappointment when she answered.

"Oh… we didn’t even make it to the bedroom."

A slow breath left my lips.

They hadn’t made it there?

Apparently, they had barely even crossed the threshold before their clothes started coming off.

Her voice perked up, a renewed energy slipping into her words as she recalled the moment. The hesitation from before? Gone.

"When we went to kiss goodbye, that’s when it got really heated," she said, her excitement unmistakable now. "He grabbed my hand and pulled it to his dick."

My cock throbbed instantly at the way she said it, at how easily the words rolled off her tongue, as if she had been dying to tell me.

"God, he was so hard I could feel him sticking straight out through his pants," she continued, her voice breathy with intoxicated enthusiasm. "After I got the door open, he actually just picked me up and carried me to the sofa."

Fuck.

I clenched my jaw, my mind spinning with the image.

I had imagined her leading him to our bed, undressing him, easing him onto our sheets.

But instead, he had taken control.

Right there in the living room.

I was surprised by his strength, considering his age, even though I already knew he was fit. But then again, Katie was petite—small enough for a man like Nate to lift easily, to possess in a way I never had.

That thought sent a sharp pulse of jealousy and arousal through me.

My focus snapped back to her voice as she continued speaking, her words slow and softened by exhaustion.

"Feeling him carry me made me feel so… womanly," she murmured, almost as if she was speaking to herself. "But once he laid me down and removed my clothes, I immediately felt… vulnerable. As if I were standing naked before a crowd, being judged."

I swallowed hard.

"Apart from you, he’s the only man who has ever seen me nude, and I… I didn’t want to disappoint him."

A deep shiver crawled down my spine.

She had cared about that—about pleasing him. About whether he would find her beautiful, desirable. Good enough.

Her voice drifted even softer, a ghost of a confession slipping past her lips.

"He has such power over me."

My cock twitched.

"I constantly feel like I have to please him."

The words sent a jolt through me—pure, electric need tangled with something deeper, something darker.

But before I could process it fully, she let out a slow yawn, her fatigue catching up with her, pulling her further into the haze of sleep.

She was barely conscious now, her voice no longer meant for conversation, no longer filtered or restrained by awareness of my presence.

It was like she had forgotten she was on the phone.

Forgotten she was confessing these things aloud.

She sounded almost like a young girl whispering into a diary, scribbling her deepest secrets under the naive illusion that they would never be seen, never be heard by anyone but herself. That they would remain tucked away, safe, hidden—even from divine sight.

But I was listening.

Listening to every single word.

And I wasn’t going to stop.

Because there was nothing more intoxicating than this.

The moment when she stopped filtering herself.

When she let go completely, giving me a glimpse into the part of her mind she wouldn’t dare share while fully awake.

And I wanted more.

"I felt such relief when I looked up and saw him smiling down at me," she murmured, her voice heavy with exhaustion, slipping further into that unfiltered space between wakefulness and sleep. "In that moment, I knew he liked what he saw."

A soft breath left her lips, as if she was reliving it all over again.

"So I reached out and started to unbutton his pants, and they just… fell to the ground."

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering in my ears. She was easing into this memory, not just recounting it for my sake but sinking into it, her mind drifting deeper into that night.

"His dick is so fucking big," she whispered, the admission slipping past her lips like an undeniable truth. "And there it was, already fully erect."

A low heat unfurled in my stomach. She wasn’t teasing me. She wasn’t carefully choosing words to provoke a reaction. No, this was different. This was raw. She was just saying what had happened, what she had thought in the moment.

"I felt so silly sitting there on my knees just… staring at it," she continued, a dazed chuckle slipping through. "I swear, I actually felt my mouth water."

Fuck.

"I wanted to taste it so badly. I wanted to make him smile. It felt so wrong to desire that… but it’s the truth."

My breath hitched. I gripped the phone tighter. She wanted it. Not because he had asked. Not because he had pressured her. She had wanted to be that for him.

"I’m not promiscuous," she insisted, as if trying to convince herself more than me. "But I felt compelled to play that role for him. I wanted to be that for him."

My cock twitched violently at her words. She had chosen this. She had let herself become that woman. The kind who gives in without hesitation, who pleases a man without thinking.

I could hear her shifting on the other end of the phone, her breathing heavier now, her voice dipping even lower.

"I reached out," she murmured, "and lifted it up with my hand just slightly."

A pause.

Then, in a quiet, almost reverent whisper—

"My god, the weight of it was insane."

I clenched my jaw, my fingers gripping the phone so tightly it nearly slipped from my hands. She had felt it. Measured it in her palm. And in that moment, she knew.

"My fingers didn’t even touch when I wrapped them around it," Katie murmured, her voice drifting somewhere between wakefulness and dreaming. I could tell she wasn’t just telling me a story—she was reliving it, lost in the memory, maybe even unaware she was speaking aloud.

"I leaned over and gave it a little kiss… then I opened my mouth as wide as I could and started to suck on it. I had to open my mouth as far as it would go, and it was still difficult to fit."

My breath caught in my throat. I had pictured her like this before, imagined it in countless fantasies, but hearing her say it in her own voice—raw, unfiltered, completely immersed in the moment—made my pulse hammer.

"I could barely get the head of his dick in my mouth," she continued, her voice tinged with frustration, "but I made sure I didn’t forget the rest. I kissed up and down his cock… on the sides…" She hesitated for only a second before adding in a quiet, almost embarrassed tone, "I even licked his umm… balls."

A soft giggle followed, light and teasing—almost schoolgirl-like—and something twisted deep inside me. That giggle wasn’t for me. I had never heard her sound so playful when talking about me.

And then it hit me.

She had put far more effort into sucking his cock than she had ever done for me.

A sharp sting of jealousy shot through my spine, at first cold, then hot, pulsing like an ache deep in my gut. But instead of anger, I felt something else. Addiction. A hunger that I couldn’t explain, couldn’t resist.

"I honestly never thought I’d find a man’s balls attractive," she admitted, her voice thoughtful, almost surprised by her own confession. "Like, I used to think they were just… balls. But I do now. His were so big and manly… even smooth."

I swallowed hard, my grip tightening around the phone.

"I licked all over them," she went on, her voice lower, more intimate. "And I let them rest on my tongue for a few seconds."

Jesus.

"I could taste the slightest hint of sweat," she admitted, "but it wasn’t disgusting on him for some reason."

A slow, tight breath left my lungs. She wouldn’t even try going down on me unless I had just stepped out of the shower. If I wasn’t freshly cleaned, she would turn her nose up at it, wrinkle her face in mild disgust.

But now? She was telling me—no, admitting—how much she had enjoyed his taste.

Who was this woman?

The thought struck me sharply, but then, just as quickly, I remembered.

This was my wife.

Not some stranger. Not some fantasy.

She had been mine for years. I knew her. Or at least, I thought I had.

But rather than be upset, rather than feel like I was losing her… I was turned on by her transformation. By this version of her that I had never seen before.

The woman who had knelt before another man, eager, hungry, her mouth watering at the sight of his cock.

And she wasn’t done telling me about it yet.

"I just kept pleasuring him. No matter how sore my mouth got or how tired my neck was, I wasn't going to stop until he told me to."

Katie’s voice was steady, almost hypnotic now, like she was lost in the memory, feeling every second of it all over again.

"As time went on, we both started to drip with sweat, and I began to smell his manly musk. It was like I could actually smell the testosterone oozing out of his skin, and that only fueled my lust even more."

I clenched my jaw, gripping the phone tighter as she continued, my heart pounding.

"I started to feel his cock throbbing in my mouth, and I knew he was getting close to finishing. He had been playing with my hair the entire time, but now I felt him grab a fistful and pull me further down his shaft."

I pictured it. The way she must have looked, kneeling between his legs, letting him use her, letting him guide her exactly how he wanted.

"I could feel my jaw stretching open even more as he pushed past the thickest part, just below his head. I started to gag, gasping for air, but instead of pulling back, I fought against myself and pushed deeper."

A groan nearly slipped from my lips.

"I grabbed his ass and pulled myself even closer to him. It was like we were working together to make me choke on his beautiful dick."

Beautiful. That was the word she chose.

Not big. Not thick.

Beautiful.

"I felt it pressing against the back of my throat, and then… then I felt it start to jerk. And before I even knew it, he was spraying cum all in my mouth."

Fuck.

"It felt like a pint of cum. It took me four huge gulps just to get it all down."

A sharp pulse of arousal shot through me. The way she described it—it wasn’t just a blowjob. It wasn’t just about making him cum.

She had submitted to it completely.

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay even. "Did you enjoy it? Swallowing it?"

Katie hesitated, letting out a slow breath, and for a moment, I thought she might brush it off.

But then, in a quieter voice, she admitted, "Not physically, no."

That answer stunned me.

"The taste was still gross," she continued, her tone thoughtful, as if she was just now processing it herself. "It was thick, salty, and it didn’t just go down easy like in porn."

My cock twitched violently at the casual honesty in her words.

"But…" she hesitated, then let out a small breath. "It was the act of it that turned me on. It was knowing that I was giving myself over to his huge, thick cock completely. That I was pleasing him, the way he wanted. That made it so much more bearable. In fact…" she trailed off, and I could hear the faint smile in her voice.

"In a way… it kind of turned me on."

A deep exhale left me, my entire body on fire.

The more she continued her story, the more it sounded like something straight out of a porno. And the more I ached knowing that I hadn’t been there to see it.

Hadn’t been there to watch her, on her knees, gagging for him, fighting past her own discomfort just to please him.

What I would have given to witness it in person.

"I was staring up at him when he placed his hand under my chin and helped me to my feet."

Katie’s voice had taken on a slow, dreamy quality, the weight of exhaustion making her confessions even more unfiltered.

"I thought it would all be over after he came—like it always is with you. But I was stunned when he just… stayed hard. It was like it didn’t go down at all."

My stomach clenched.

"He must have realized how shocked I was because he asked me what was wrong. I told him I just couldn’t believe his cock was still rock hard."

A sharp pulse of jealousy knotted deep in my gut, but I didn’t interrupt.

"He just smiled at me and said that real men stay hard when they’re with beautiful women."

Fuck.

"I smiled and told him I must have been with a real man now."

She laughed softly, but I wasn’t laughing.

The words hit hard, cutting through me in a way I hadn’t expected. It was a joke, but it was also the truth. She had said it to him. And he had known it, too.

And yet…

The sting of it only made my arousal burn hotter.

I needed to hear what came next.

"He then bent me over the sofa," she continued, her voice quieter now, like she was slipping even deeper into the memory, "and I felt his huge cock pressing against my pussy."

My cock twitched painfully at the ease with which she said it. Huge cock. Like it was just fact.

"I was so turned on by it that my nerve endings must have been hyper-sensitive because I felt everything. I swear, I could feel my lips as they slowly parted, stretching open as my pussy started to swallow the head of his dick."

My throat was dry. I could barely breathe.

"It took a while for me to adjust to his massive size."

She wasn’t just saying big. She wasn’t exaggerating. She was telling me exactly how it had felt.

"He was so gentle at first, and I was, of course, absolutely dripping wet with excitement. Eventually, I managed to take enough of his dick that it allowed him to fuck me."

Fuck.

That word.

She never used language like this. Not with me. Not before him.

But now? She said it easily. Like it belonged to her now. Like he had made her say it.

And I wasn’t sure what I felt more—jealousy that she was now speaking like this because of him, or raw, desperate need because I wanted to hear every single word.

Everything about her seemed to have changed since she met him. It wasn’t just the words she used now, the way she spoke so freely—it was her entire mindset.

"Can you believe it? Can you believe that he couldn’t actually fit his entire dick in me?" she said, her voice tinged with something close to pride.

I swallowed hard, my body wired with jealousy and need.

"I could feel it pressing against my cervix," she went on. "It hurt a bit at first, but after a while, I actually began to enjoy the pain. It mixed so well with the massive amount of pleasure I was getting."

Fuck.

"I took a real sense of pride knowing it was because of the size of his cock," she continued, her voice practically glowing.

I clenched my jaw, gripping the phone so hard my knuckles ached. She was proud of it. Of the fact that he was too big for her.

"I really hope I can somehow accommodate his whole cock next time. Maybe I could open up my cervix or something," she added, completely serious. "I don’t even know if that’s possible, but trust me—I’m going to find out."

The enthusiasm in her voice stunned me. It was like she had found a goal, something to work toward, like it was her next big accomplishment in life.

"He kept fucking me for hours, honestly hours, baby. We changed positions more times than I can even remember."

A fresh wave of jealousy coiled in my stomach.

Katie and I had always stuck to two positions. She had always been too shy, too hesitant to try anything new. But with him? Suddenly, she wasn’t shy at all.

"He really did wear me out, and I’m already sore from the fucking."

The word came so naturally now. Fucking. Not making love. Not having sex.

Fucking.

And it was his cock that had made her sore. Not mine. His. Then, she told me something that sent a thrill through me so strong it left me lightheaded.

Nate had left without cumming a second time because she had been too exhausted to continue. She had orgasmed so many times that it had all blurred together, one endless, rolling orgasm that left her body spent. But she promised him—promised—that she would make it up to him later.

My cock throbbed violently. There was going to be a next time. A guaranteed next time. I felt dizzy with how much that excited me.

I barely even said goodnight before I set the phone down, leaving her to get some much-needed sleep. And as soon as I did, I reached into my pants, my body on fire.

I stroked myself furiously, desperate, my mind flooded with everything she had told me.

The way she wanted to take more of him. The way she had changed with him. The way she had already promised him another night.

I came harder than I had in years, gasping in the dark, alone in my hotel room, consumed by the filth she had just confessed to me.

But as I lay there, catching my breath, my mind didn’t stop. I was already thinking about next time. Already picturing her taking him even deeper. Already imagining even more depraved things they could do together. And I realized—I wasn’t satisfied.

I couldn’t be.

Because no matter how much I heard…No matter what she told me… I only wanted more.

And now, I was starting to believe—after tonight—that Katie did too.


Chapter 9

As I walked into our living room the evening after my return from the business trip, I was immediately struck by her.

Katie.

Sitting there on the couch, bathed in the warm glow of the evening light, looking—different.

Radiant, even.

There was something about her, an air of newfound confidence that seemed to shine from within, as if some invisible weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Or maybe—maybe it was just me. Maybe it was my own mind coloring my perception, warping reality in the wake of everything she had told me the night before.

But even if it was just my imagination…

She looked luminous.

There she was—my wife. My usually conservative, modest wife, who, less than twenty-four hours ago, had been in the arms of another man, fucking another man. A man who had pushed her into places she had never gone with me.

And yet, looking at her now, you would never guess it.

No one would.

It was almost surreal.

She met my gaze with a bright, effortless smile, and for a moment, I just stood there, staring. That smile—perfect, pristine—the very same one I had always teased her about, playfully suggesting she could star in a Colgate commercial.

That smile had been his last night.

Those lips. That mouth.

I swallowed hard.

She had always taken immaculate care of herself—her hygiene, her appearance, the way she presented herself to the world. She was always so clean, so put together. There was something pure about her, something effortlessly graceful, something untouched.

But she wasn’t untouched anymore.

And yet, here she was. Sitting on the same couch we had spent countless nights on, looking as though nothing had changed.

But everything had.

And I wasn’t sure if it terrified me…

Or if I had never wanted her more.

An angel with a secret.

The thought curled through my mind, dark and intoxicating, as my lips pulled into a slow, devilish smile.

She looked so innocent sitting there, her radiant presence so effortless, so normal. But I knew the truth.

I knew what she had done.

I knew what she was now.

And God help me, I loved it.

As I stepped toward her, my thoughts spiraled, my reflection on our situation cut short by the images that pounded into my mind without warning.

Her.

Bent over that very sofa. This sofa.

Her hands gripping the cushions, nails digging in as she screamed in ecstasy, begging her new black lover not to stop fucking her.

The way her body must have arched, how her voice must have cracked as she took every inch of him, her mind lost to pleasure so overwhelming that she hadn’t even thought of me.

My pulse roared in my ears, my breath shallow.

I must have completely phased out because the next thing I knew, Katie was standing in front of me, her soft, loving lips pressing against mine.

"Welcome home, honey. I’ve missed you so much," she murmured, her smile wide, welcoming, genuine.

I forced myself to return the smile, trying to shake off the lingering haze of my own twisted arousal.

"I’ve missed you too," I responded, my voice even, though my heart was a riot of emotions.

Since Katie had first met Nate, I had found myself in this strange position twice now. And yet, despite having experienced it before, I still struggled with what to do the morning after.

It wasn’t guilt—far from it. I didn’t disapprove. If anything, I had encouraged this. I had wanted it. Pushed for it. And now that it was happening, I thrived on the thrill of knowing she had been with him.

But the aftermath?

That was always the trickiest part.

How should I approach it? Should I pretend nothing had happened, wait for her to bring it up naturally? Or should I dive right in, ask her immediately, push her to tell me every filthy detail before she had the chance to hesitate?

I wanted to hear it. Not just the story—but her version of it. I wanted to hear the nuances in her voice, the subtle shifts in her expression as she relived it, the way her lips might part when she whispered something she knew would get to me.

It was the closest I could get to witnessing the moments myself.

And that was why, despite my uncertainty, I always leaned toward the latter. Not just to get it over with—but because I needed to know.

Now, as we settled into the quiet of our home, I could feel the space between us, heavy with unspoken words. There was an undeniable tension, thick and unyielding, charged with a mix of uncertainty and anticipation.

Would she tell me on her own? Would she offer the details freely, the way she had before? Or would she hesitate this time, bury it away, make me pull it from her?

I hoped she would feel comfortable enough to break the silence.

I wanted her to share it with me, wanted to watch her tell me, to see if there was still a trace of the woman she had been before Nate—or if she was already someone entirely new.

Until then, I could only wait, caught between my encouragement of her freedom and the mess of my own twisted, conflicting emotions.

As I settled back into the rhythm of home life, carrying my luggage inside while Katie started dinner, I found myself distracted. No matter how hard I tried to focus on the mundane routine of returning home, my mind refused to let go of her night with Nate.

The mental images came unbidden—Katie, in his arms, in his bed, beneath him, taking him. Each time I pushed them away, they crept back, stronger, sharper, filling me with a mix of excitement and impatience.

I wanted to ask her immediately. I wanted to walk into the kitchen, slide up behind her, and whisper in her ear, Tell me how he fucked you. I wanted her to blush, to squirm under my gaze, to smile in that way she did when she knew she had something I desperately wanted.

But I curbed the impulse.

Instead, I forced myself into normalcy, settling into routine tasks, trying to regain some semblance of control over my thoughts.

We eventually sat down to dinner, a neatly plated meal accompanied by a glass of wine. We eased into the usual banal small talk, skimming the surface of conversation while my mind screamed for details.

She asked about my business trip, and I responded, though I barely registered my own words. Then I asked about her weekend, my voice casual, measured—performative.

Because the only thing I wanted to hear about was him.

"Come on, babe! Tell me about that wonderful fucking you got yesterday!" my thoughts raged, desperate, clawing at my restraint.

But outwardly, I remained composed, calmly sipping my wine, nodding at all the insignificant bullshit she was telling me while waiting—waiting—for her to finally bring him up.

But she didn’t.

She dragged me through every mundane detail of her weekend—the errands, the calls with family, the damn grocery store trip—and never once mentioned him.

It was deliberate.

It had to be.

And when she finally set her fork down, lazily swirling the last sip of wine in her glass, and said, "I guess that covers my weekend," my stomach tightened.

Her words were light, casual—like she hadn’t just erased the most important part of her weekend. Like she wasn’t sitting there torturing me, making me beg for it without actually saying a word.

She wasn’t just withholding the details.

She was playing with me.

And God help me…

It was working.

"That isn’t everything," I said, my voice edged with skepticism as I set my fork down. "You're omitting a significant detail."

Across the table, Katie met my gaze with an unreadable expression. Then, with a slight shrug, she admitted, "I know. But I’ve already shared all that with you. In fact… I think I might have shared more than I should have."

My stomach tightened at her words, that damn hint of regret in her voice.

"I want to hear it again," I said, leaning forward slightly. "I really enjoy listening to you talk about it. And what makes you think you've shared too much?"

She let out a small breath, tracing the rim of her wine glass with her fingertip. "I can’t remember everything I told you last night, but… from what I do remember, well it makes me sound like a total slut."

The word hit me, sharp and electric.

"And that bothers you?" I asked, watching her closely.

She hesitated, her eyes flicking away for a moment before she sighed. "I don’t know."

My pulse hammered. Even after all this, she’s still holding back?

"Even after everything, you’re still censoring yourself?" I blurted out, my frustration slipping through.

Her gaze snapped back to mine, her expression hardening for just a second—anger flashing in her eyes before it melted into something else.

Resignation.

Acceptance.

And then, her voice softened. "What do you want to know, honey?"

Fuck.

The way she said it—slow, measured, almost sultry—sent a sharp, hot pulse through my veins.

She knew exactly what I wanted.

And now, finally, she was ready to give it to me.

"When do you want to see him again?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

"I’ve got a date with him this weekend," she answered smoothly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

I blinked, caught off guard. Not only had she called it a date, but she had set it up herself—without any prompting from me. That fact lingered in my mind, settling into something different. This wasn’t just a casual encounter. This wasn’t me nudging her toward him, encouraging her to explore the fantasies I had envisioned.

She had done this on her own.

"A date," I repeated, testing the word as it rolled off my tongue. "Like, an actual date?"

"Yep. We’re going to the movies."

My stomach twisted in a way I hadn’t expected. That wasn’t just sex. That was something… normal. Something intimate. It made everything feel more real, solidifying the shift in what was happening between them.

I met her gaze, my pulse quickening. "That’s definitely a real date."

She smirked, swirling the last sip of wine in her glass before bringing it to her lips. "Well, he is my boyfriend," she teased, her voice light, playful, like she was testing how the word sounded aloud. "You think it’s just about sex all the time?"

I swallowed hard. Boyfriend. The word hit me in a way I hadn’t fully prepared for. Not with jealousy—at least, not in the way one might expect. It wasn’t dread, either. It was something else.

"Your boyfriend… I like that," I murmured, nodding slowly as I let the weight of it settle.

Her knowing smile widened. "I thought you might."

We lingered at the table, shifting between casual conversation and her past encounters, building toward the anticipation of the weekend ahead. I asked questions, some leading, some probing, hoping to pull every last detail from her. But she never gave everything away—her answers left just enough unsaid, teasing me, forcing my mind to fill in the gaps with even filthier possibilities.

By the time we finished dinner, a new kind of tension had formed between us, thick and electric, humming beneath the surface. We moved through the rest of the evening as if everything was normal, but we both knew better.

Later that night, as we lay tangled together in bed, her on top of me, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate movements, she suddenly smirked. Leaning down, her lips brushed against my ear as she purred, "Mmm… you know, baby… I don’t think my Old Man will fuck me this softly this weekend."

A sharp pulse of arousal shot through me, heat flooding my body. Jesus Christ. I groaned, gripping her hips harder, my cock twitching as I imagined what she meant. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and when she giggled—low, teasing, completely in control—I realized it.

"Nate’s thick cock feels so good," she murmured, her eyes fluttering closed, her expression blissful—completely lost in the thought of him.

A sharp pulse shot through me. She was thinking about him. Right now. With me.

"Better than mine?" I asked, my voice steady, but I could already sense the shift in her.

Her eyes opened just slightly, hesitation flickering across her face. She wasn’t comfortable with the question. She didn’t want to be put on the spot, didn’t want to say it aloud.

But I needed to hear her say it.

I watched her carefully, noting the subtle conflict in her expression—the way her lips parted, then pressed together again, as if weighing whether to be honest or offer something softer.

After a moment, she chose the easy way out.

"You are a great lover."

My stomach tightened.

"That’s not what I asked."

I saw it then—the slight tension in her shoulders, the way her body stiffened just a little, as though she knew there was no way out of this. She had hoped I’d let it go.

I wouldn’t.

Finally, she swallowed and answered, her voice quiet but firm.

"Yes."

Heat surged through me, dark and consuming, but I wasn’t done. That answer wasn’t enough.

"How?" I pressed, my voice lower now, more insistent. "Tell me why it’s better."

She exhaled slowly, shifting slightly, and for a moment, I almost thought she wouldn’t answer.

But then—she did.

And when she did, she stopped holding back.

Her hands slid up my chest, nails scraping lightly as she arched her back, her breath catching in her throat.

"It’s just… so thick," she gasped, grinding down harder, her body desperate for more. "It stretches me in ways I never imagined… fills me up completely."

I groaned, gripping her hips tighter, feeling the slick heat of her wrapped around me—but my mind was elsewhere. With him. With his cock inside her, stretching her, making her say these things.

"Keep going," I urged. "I want to hear it all."

Her head tilted back, eyes half-lidded, lost in the sensation of riding me while talking about him.

"I feel every ridge, every vein… fuck, just the way it slides into me, the way it presses so deep…" Her voice hitched as she moved faster, as though just saying it was making her more desperate.

"Did he feel bigger than me inside you?"

She moaned, her movements erratic now, more frantic.

"Yes… so much bigger,"* she gasped. "I could barely take it at first… but once I did, once I got used to it, it felt so fucking good."

I groaned, barely holding on, my mind spiraling with the image of her struggling to take his cock, adjusting to his size, the way she had confessed it had hurt at first.

"Did you love it?" I asked, my voice raw.

Her nails dug into my skin as she nodded wildly.

"God, yes… I loved every second of it!" she cried, her breath ragged, her thighs trembling as she rode me harder, completely lost in it now. "I loved being so fucking full! I loved how he stretched me! I loved how he fucked me so hard and deep—"

I snapped.

Gripping her hips, I flipped her onto her back, pinning her beneath me as I drove into her with everything I had left.

She gasped, wrapping her legs around me, dragging me deeper, her body soaking wet as she whimpered, "Oh my God, baby… I’m so close—"

"Say it," I growled. "Say you want him again."

She let out a desperate, broken moan, arching beneath me.

"I do—I fucking do! I want Nate’s thick cock inside me again—I need it!"

Her body clenched tight, her back bowing as she came hard, her nails raking down my back, screaming her pleasure as she shattered beneath me.

I followed seconds later, groaning against her neck as I gave in, my mind flooded with nothing but the filth she had just confessed.

For a long moment, we lay there, tangled, breathless, drenched in sweat.

Then, just as I thought she might be drifting off, she whispered against my skin, still catching her breath.

"Think he’ll stretch me open even more next time?"

Fuck.

The next week dragged. Every day felt like an eternity, but I stayed committed to my plan.

I focused entirely on building her up, heightening her desire until she was practically bursting with it. Each day, I carefully selected something new to turn Katie on—GIFs and pictures of black men fucking white women, especially those who looked like her. I sent them casually, making it seem effortless, but I knew exactly what they were doing to her.

I made sure she never got the release she craved. I would give her long, sensual massages, my hands gliding over her body, making her relax, making her melt. But just when she started pressing against me, just when I felt her body needing more, I would stop.

Other times, I would walk into the room, slide my hand into her pants, and stroke her slowly, teasing her just enough to make her squirm. At first, she resisted, telling me it was inappropriate, but as the days passed, as her need grew, she stopped protesting. Eventually, she welcomed it, sighing in relief whenever I touched her—only for me to pull away just before she got what she needed.

I watched her frustration build.

By midweek, she was changing her panties multiple times a day, trying to brush it off as being "sweaty." But we both knew the truth.

She was soaking them.

And I was keeping her right on the edge.

By the time Friday arrived, she was ecstatic—practically glowing—at the thought of seeing him again.

I opened the door when Nate arrived, greeting him first, but before I could even say much, Katie rushed past me.

She threw herself into his arms, and before I could fully process it, their lips met in a deep, hungry kiss.

Open-mouthed. Tongues entwined. Hands gripping each other.

She kissed him like she needed him. Like she had been waiting for this moment all week.

And I just stood there, watching, my body tense, my thoughts spinning.

Then, just as quickly as they had come together, they were gone, heading off on their date, completely wrapped up in each other.


Chapter 10

I sat in the dimly lit living room, the soft hum of the clock ticking in the silence. My drink sat half-finished on the table, the ice melting into the amber liquid. I had poured it earlier to steady my nerves, but now, as the moment loomed closer, I barely registered the taste. My heart was already pounding too hard, my pulse a steady drumbeat in my ears.

And then—I heard it.

The front door creaked open.

I straightened in my chair, setting my glass down carefully, my ears straining to catch every sound. There were hushed voices, quiet laughter, the distinct clink of keys being set down on the entryway table. Footsteps followed, then the unmistakable presence of them moving toward the living room.

When they stepped inside, it was as if I wasn’t even there. Katie and Nate moved as though returning from any normal date, their energy relaxed, intimate, completely in sync. I watched as she led him toward the sofa, her fingers still loosely intertwined with his. There was something about the way she moved—fluid, confident, eager—that sent a sharp pang through my chest.

She had been drinking, I could tell, but not enough to dull her awareness. If anything, she was buzzing, her body language electric, charged with something I recognized all too well.

Desire.

They sat close, almost too close, and then, as if I truly wasn’t there, Nate cupped her cheek and pulled her in for a kiss.

It was immediate, urgent, the kind of kiss that spoke of familiarity. Their mouths parted instantly, tongues meeting in a slow, sensual rhythm. His hands roamed over her body, one slipping up to her chest, palming her tits through her top. She let out the faintest moan, barely audible, but I heard it, felt it, deep in my gut.

My hands clenched on my knees as I watched him knead her breasts, massaging them through the thin fabric, teasing, coaxing. Katie arched into him, completely lost in the moment, her body responding instinctively to his touch.

Then—without hesitation—he grabbed the hem of her top and pulled it over her head.

Suddenly, she was sitting there, on our sofa, in just her bra.

My throat went dry. She hadn’t hesitated. Not even for a second. She sat there, her skin flushed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she let him touch her, let him claim her like this, right in front of me.

And still—she hadn’t looked at me. Not once.

I could feel my cock stiffening, trapped beneath my pants, aching, as I waited for what would come next.

Then, finally, she shifted. She turned toward Nate, her hands moving to his belt, her fingers working the buckle with slow, deliberate movements. I stopped breathing.

Her hands moved lower, unzipping his pants, peeling them open, the anticipation hanging thick in the air. Then, she reached inside.

There was a moment of stillness—a pause so fleeting it barely registered—before she pulled him out.

My entire body locked up.

Jesus.

Fuck.

I had known. I had heard her say it. I had imagined it. But I had never—never—expected this.

It was thick. Monstrously thick.

The kind of thickness that made my stomach clench, my throat close, my entire concept of reality shift.

Katie wrapped her fingers around the base, but they didn’t even come close to touching. She gave it a slow, languid stroke, her nails barely skimming over the dark, pulsing length.

Then, finally—finally—she looked over at me.

And laughed.

"See, baby?" she purred, her voice full of teasing delight. "I told you he was a lot thicker than you."

I couldn't move. I couldn't think. All I could do was stare.

My beautiful, sweet, perfect wife was sitting right in front of me, stroking another man's cock, grinning like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

And fuck me—I had never been harder in my life.

Katie’s fingers stroked him in slow, measured movements, her wedding ring catching the dim light with every pass. The contrast between their skin tones was striking—her delicate, pale fingers wrapped around his thick, dark shaft, struggling to grip even a fraction of its girth.

As she worked him, her touch teasing and exploratory, Nate leaned in and pressed his lips to her chest, his mouth dragging over the tops of her breasts. He kissed her soft skin, his hands sliding around her back to unhook her bra, letting it fall away until she was completely exposed.

I swallowed hard, my fingers curling into the arms of my chair as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking slowly, deliberately. Katie let out a soft gasp, her body arching toward him, her grip on his cock tightening.

She didn’t stop stroking him.

If anything, she became bolder, her movements steadier, her strokes longer, her thumb pressing along the thick veins lining his shaft.

His free hand came up, cupping her other breast, kneading it as he sucked harder on her nipple. The wet sounds of his mouth on her tits mixed with the steady rhythm of her hand gliding up and down his cock, slick with precum.

And still—she didn’t look at me.

She was completely focused on him.

Completely lost in him.

Then—something I never could have expected.

Katie’s voice came out soft, needy.

"Nate… let me suck your cock."

The words were almost a plea, breathless and desperate.

Nate pulled away from her nipple, his lips shiny with saliva, and smirked down at her. "Yeah?" he asked, his voice low, teasing.

She nodded quickly, biting her lip, her hand giving him a firmer stroke. "Yeah… I really want to. Please let me suck it."

My stomach twisted into a knot so tight I could barely breathe.

She had never asked me for that before.

Never.

And now here she was, practically begging him for it.

Nate leaned back against the couch, spreading his legs slightly, giving her space.

"Go ahead, baby. Show me how much you want it."

Katie wasted no time.

She slid off the couch, sinking gracefully to her knees between his legs. She looked eager, her fingers gripping his thick shaft at the base as she positioned herself closer.

I should have looked away.

I should have stopped this.

But I couldn’t.

I was frozen, watching as my wife tilted her head, her lips parting as she brought the broad tip of his cock to her mouth.

And then—she took him in.

Her lips stretched wide, wider than I had ever seen, her jaw visibly straining around the sheer girth of him. She sucked softly at first, her tongue swirling over the head, her mouth working to accommodate his size.

"Fuck, Katie… that’s good," Nate groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head.

She moaned around him in response, her eyes fluttering shut, as if savoring the feel of him in her mouth.

She took him deeper, her lips sealing around his shaft, inch by inch disappearing into her warm, wet mouth. I could see her throat flexing, struggling to adjust, her cheeks hollowing as she began to bob her head slowly up and down.

"Oh my God… I love this cock," she murmured, pulling off with a wet gasp before diving back down, taking him deeper this time.

She licked along the underside, her tongue trailing over every ridge and vein, savoring the texture.

"It’s so fucking big… I can barely fit it…"

She worked him with her hand as she sucked, stroking what she couldn’t take, her spit coating his length, making each motion slick and obscene.

"Mmm… I love sucking it… you taste so fucking good, Nate…"

I watched in stunned silence, my heart hammering in my chest, my breath shallow.

She had never spoken like this to me.

Never sucked my cock with this kind of hunger.

And she still hadn’t looked at me.

She was completely lost in him, her entire focus on pleasuring the thick cock stretching her mouth.

"So thick… I can barely breathe, but I don’t want to stop… I love it…"

She moaned around him, the vibrations making Nate grunt, his hand tightening in her hair.

"You like choking on it, huh?" he murmured.

Katie whined in response, her mouth stuffed full, her hands gripping his thighs for support as she started taking him deeper, pushing herself down until her lips kissed the base.

I saw her throat bulge slightly, saw her struggle, but she held herself there, breathing through her nose, her entire body trembling as she took him as deep as she could.

Nate let out a deep groan, his head tilting back against the couch, his abs flexing. "Shit, baby… you’re really trying to take all of it, huh?"

She pulled off with a gasp, a string of spit connecting her swollen lips to his slick shaft. She smiled up at him, her eyes glazed, her face completely flushed.

"Mmm… I want all of it… I need all of it."

And then she went back down.

Faster this time.

Taking him with more enthusiasm, her moans vibrating around him as she sucked him like she couldn’t get enough.

And still—she never looked at me.

As if I didn’t even exist.

I had no idea when I had unzipped my pants.

One second, I was sitting frozen in my chair, watching in stunned silence as my wife worshipped another man’s cock. The next, my hand was wrapped around my own, stroking myself to the obscene display unfolding before me.

I couldn't stop.

Katie was completely lost in her pleasure, sucking Nate with a hunger I had never seen before, her hands working his thick shaft, her moans growing needier, messier. Every slick, wet sound of her mouth on him sent another pulse of arousal shooting through my body.

Then—without warning—she reached behind her, pushing her panties down and kicking them off, leaving herself completely bare. She shifted onto her hands and knees, still between his legs, still stroking him, but now she arched her back, tilting her ass toward me, spreading her thighs just enough for me to see.

My breath caught in my throat.

Her fingers slid between her legs, teasing herself, and I could hear it—hear the wetness as she played with her dripping pussy, her breathing ragged, lost in her own lust.

I gripped my cock tighter, biting down a moan, feeling the pressure coil tighter in my gut.

And then—she stopped.

Slowly, Katie turned her head, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

Her expression was wicked. Unrecognizable.

"Are you having fun there, baby?" she purred, her lips curling into a devious smile. "Is your little willy gonna cum for me?"

A bolt of shame shot through me, my entire body locking up.

I wanted to say something, to snap back, to reclaim even the smallest shred of control. But I couldn't.

I couldn't stop stroking my cock.

She had never spoken to me like that before. Never mocked me. Never teased me with another man’s cock literally inches from her face.

And fuck me, it only made me harder.

Katie let out a soft, amused hum, dragging her tongue up Nate’s shaft, her fingers tightening around his girth. "Mmm… I think Nate’s big black cock is ready to cum for me," she cooed, her hand moving faster, her tongue flicking against the tip before she swallowed him down again, taking him deep.

Nate groaned, his head tilting back against the couch, his fingers gripping her hair.

But then—Katie pulled off again.

She turned her head slightly—not looking at me this time, but still smirking.

Then she tilted her head up, gazing at Nate with wide, pleading eyes.

"Please cum in my mouth."

My entire body went rigid.

Nate glanced at me, a slow grin spreading across his face before he looked back down at her.

"Damn, girl," he murmured, stroking her cheek. "Have you always been such a good little cum swallower?"

Katie let out a breathy laugh, her fingers still gliding over his slick shaft.

"No," she admitted, her voice dripping with arousal. "No, I only swallow for big black cock."

My vision blurred.

Fuck.

I knew what was coming next.

Katie didn’t waste another second—she dived back down, taking him as deep as she could, sucking him with desperate, messy need, her moans vibrating around his cock.

And then—Nate’s entire body tensed.

I could see it—the way his abs flexed, his fingers tightening in her hair, the sharp inhale he took through clenched teeth.

I knew that feeling.

I knew what was about to happen.

Then—he let go.

With a deep, guttural groan, Nate thrust up into her mouth, his body shuddering as he came.

Katie moaned around him, her throat working, swallowing down everything he gave her.

And that was it.

That was all it took.

My own orgasm tore through me violently, ripping every last breath from my lungs as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My cock pulsed in my hand, thick ropes of cum spilling across my stomach, my entire body shaking as the sheer force of it crashed over me.

Katie didn’t even look at me.

She kept sucking, milking every last drop from him, her tongue swirling, her moans soft, content.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she pulled off with a gasp, licking her swollen lips, her eyes glowing.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb, then glanced over her shoulder at me—her smirk returning as she watched me struggle to catch my breath, my cock still twitching in my lap.

"Did my little husband cum from watching that?" she teased, her tone light, playful, but with a dark edge beneath it.

I still couldn’t answer.

I could barely fucking think.

All I knew was that everything had changed.

And there was no going back now.

She looked radiant—flushed, glowing, her lips swollen from sucking, her breathing steady, content.

Then, as if this were just another casual evening at home, she pushed herself to her feet and stretched with a lazy sigh, her bare body on full display.

"Who wants a beer?" she asked brightly, as if she hadn’t just swallowed another man’s load right in front of me.

Nate chuckled, relaxing back into the couch, his cock still glistening with her spit as he tucked himself away. "Yeah, I could go for one," he said, reaching for his pants.

Katie glanced at me, still seated, still shell-shocked, my softening cock exposed, my breath shallow as the final pulses of my orgasm left me empty.

"Baby?" she asked, tilting her head, grinning. "Beer?"

I could only nod.

And then—she turned and walked off, completely naked, her hips swaying as she padded toward the kitchen, as if she hadn’t just shattered every boundary of our marriage.

The second she disappeared from view, it hit me.

Hard.

The post-orgasm crash.

I looked down at myself, my cock now limp, pathetic, the last dribble of cum leaking onto the floor between my feet. My stomach twisted. What the fuck had I just done?

Moments ago, I had been aching to watch. Dying to see every second. But now? Now I sat there, completely spent, watching another man zip up his pants in my living room.

The arousal was gone.

And all that was left was jealousy.

A wave of nausea rolled through me, drowning me in the sick realization of what had just happened. Katie had begged to suck his cock. She had mocked me as she did it. She had swallowed for him without hesitation.

And I had just sat there, stroking myself like a fucking pervert, letting it all happen.

I was grateful when I heard Katie’s footsteps return, knowing that it was over now. She had sucked him off. She had gotten what she wanted. That was it.

I straightened slightly as she entered the room, still completely naked, holding three beers by the neck.

She handed one to Nate first, flashing him a coy smile as she did, before turning and offering mine. I took it, exhaling as I opened the bottle, finally starting to feel like I was coming down from the insanity of the last hour.

But just as I took my first sip, Katie placed her hands on her hips, cocked her head, and grinned.

"Right, now that you’ve both cum… I think someone needs to take care of me."

I nearly choked on my drink.

"I need a good fucking."

My stomach dropped.

I snapped my head up to look at her, but she was already turning to Nate, stepping toward him with nothing but pure, raw need in her expression.

"Wait—Katie," I stammered, my voice hoarse, my panic rising.

She turned back toward me, her bare body inches away, confident, smiling.

"Baby," she said sweetly, her voice soft but firm, "you got to cum. I didn’t."

I swallowed hard, shaking my head. "But I—"

"And now I want to get fucked," she continued, tilting her head, her eyes burning with mischief.

My mouth opened, my hands gripping the beer bottle so hard my knuckles turned white, but I couldn’t speak.

Katie smirked, looking down pointedly at my still-soft cock, then back up at me, her eyes dark.

"And there’s no way that little limp willy is going to do the job."

Heat flared in my cheeks.

She stepped closer, bending slightly, her face just inches from mine, her voice lowering to something husky, dripping with both teasing and authority.

"So why don’t you just shut up… and watch."

She stood tall again, turning away from me with effortless grace, already reaching for Nate’s belt.

I watched—helpless—as she pulled it open, her fingers working the button on his jeans.

And I realized…

I had no control anymore.

Not over her.

Not over myself.

And definitely not over what was about to happen next.

Katie didn’t wait for my response—she had already made up her mind. With a sultry grin, she pulled Nate’s jeans open, freeing his already-hard cock, her fingers stroking along the thick length with a reverence that made my stomach twist.

"Mmm… still so fucking hard for me, baby?" she cooed, rubbing her thumb over the swollen head, watching as a bead of precum glistened in the dim light. "I love that you can stay ready for me like this… unlike some men."

My grip tightened on the beer bottle, my jaw locking.

She didn’t even glance at me as she climbed onto his lap, straddling him, her hands braced on his shoulders. Nate grinned up at her, his hands finding her hips, spreading his fingers wide as he positioned her. Katie reached down, lining his thick cock up with her drenched entrance, rubbing the blunt head along her slit, shuddering at the sensation.

"Oh my God, I need this cock so bad," she moaned, rolling her hips teasingly before finally lowering herself onto him.

My breath hitched as I watched.

She took him slowly, her mouth parting, her face twisting in sweet agony as inch after inch of his massive length disappeared into her.

"Fuuuck…" she groaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "I love how thick you are, Nate… I feel so full."

Nate grunted, gripping her waist tighter, pulling her down until she was fully seated, taking every last inch. "That’s it, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. "Take all that big black cock."

Katie whimpered, rolling her hips, adjusting to his size, her breath stuttering.

"Oh, fuck… this stretches me so good… God, I needed this," she gasped. "You feel so much better than my little husband…"

A sharp pang cut through my chest, my cock twitching despite myself.

Then she moved.

Slowly at first, grinding down onto him, rolling her hips, biting her lip as she found her rhythm. She rode him with pure desperation, her moans growing louder, more frantic.

"You love this pussy, don’t you, baby?" she panted, looking down at Nate as she bounced on his cock.

"Shit, yeah," Nate groaned, his hands moving to her ass, spreading her cheeks, helping her move faster. "This pussy was made for me."

Katie cried out, her body jerking as he thrust up into her, meeting her movements with deep, powerful strokes.

"Oh my God! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me just like that!" she sobbed, her nails dragging down his chest. "This is what I fucking needed!"

My knuckles turned white as I gripped the armrest, my cock throbbing against my thigh, completely betraying me.

Katie’s moans grew higher, sharper, her movements erratic as she spiraled toward orgasm.

"I’m gonna cum! Oh fuck—fuck! Nate! I’m cumming!" she screamed, her entire body shuddering as she broke, her pussy tightening around him as she came hard.

Nate didn’t stop.

He grabbed her waist, flipping her onto her back, looming over her as he pushed back inside.

"Mmm, yeah, baby," she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper. "You’re not done yet, are you?"

"Fuck no," he growled, driving into her, making the couch creak beneath them.

He fucked her harder now, pounding into her with deep, ruthless strokes, making her tits bounce wildly with every thrust. Katie screamed, loving it, taking every inch.

"God, yes! Fuck me! Your cock is so fucking big—so much better than my husband’s little dick!" she cried out, her body thrashing as Nate destroyed her.

I was dying.

I should have hated this.

I should have stopped it.

But I couldn’t look away.

He pulled her up, spinning her around onto her hands and knees, slapping her ass as he sank back inside.

"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! I love it like this!" Katie moaned, pushing back against him, desperate for more.

Nate grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, making her body jerk with every thrust.

"You love this big black dick, huh?" he grunted.

"YES! YES! I fucking love it!"

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back.

"Say it, slut."

"I LOVE YOUR BIG BLACK COCK!" she screamed. "I need it! I belong to it!"

My cock twitched violently.

I watched as she reached between her legs, rubbing her clit furiously, pushing herself toward another orgasm.

"Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum again! Nate, make me cum again!"

I could barely breathe.

I should have stopped this.

But instead, I stroked myself.

I sat there, watching my wife get fucked like a whore, and my body was reacting all on its own.

Katie sobbed as her second orgasm tore through her, her entire body shaking.

"Mmm, baby, you’re gonna make me cum again," she gasped, still trembling, her body completely wrecked.

And then—her breath hitched.

I followed her gaze.

She was looking directly at me.

Her eyes flickered down.

And then—a slow, wicked grin spread across her face.

"Oh my God," she purred, biting her lip. "You’re getting hard again, aren’t you?"

I froze.

She giggled breathlessly, licking her lips, her body still trembling from her climax.

"Mmm… you love watching me get fucked, don’t you, baby?" she teased, wiggling her ass against Nate’s cock.

I couldn’t answer.

I could barely function.

But fuck me—I was so hard it hurt.

Katie let out a soft, delighted hum, then turned back to Nate, rolling her hips.

"Mmm… but I’m not done yet, baby… I want to cum one more time."

Nate smirked, gripping her waist, adjusting his stance.

"Don’t worry, slut. I’ll make sure you do."

And with that—he started fucking her again.

And I kept watching.

Nate tightened his grip on Katie’s waist, adjusting his stance, his thick cock still buried inside her as she whimpered beneath him. Her body trembled, her thighs shaking, her ass red from where his hands had gripped her so tightly. She had already cum twice, her pussy drenched, stretched wide to take his massive girth, and yet—she still wanted more.

"Fuck, baby… give it to me," she moaned, looking back over her shoulder, her voice weak but desperate.

Nate smirked, grabbing a fistful of her hair, forcing her to arch her back. "You want more, slut?" he growled. "Want me to fuck another orgasm out of this greedy little pussy?"

"Yes! Yes, please! Make me fucking scream! Fuck me harder!"

He snapped his hips forward, slamming into her with brutal force, making her gasp as he drove himself impossibly deep. My stomach clenched, my breath caught in my throat as I watched him take her. The way his cock disappeared into her soaked pussy, stretching her wide, her body jerking forward with every merciless thrust.

Katie wailed, her fingers clawing at the couch as he fucked her like an animal, her moans becoming raw, almost broken.

"Oh fuck—oh my God—Nate! Nate! Oh fuck! I can’t! I can’t! It’s too much!"

But he didn’t stop.

"Yes, you fucking can," he growled, pounding into her faster, his muscles flexing, sweat glistening on his dark skin. "You’re gonna fucking take it."

"Yes! Yes! I love it! I fucking love it!"

I ached. My cock was rock-hard again, throbbing painfully, completely beyond my control. I should have hated this, I should have been furious—but instead, I was watching, mesmerized, unable to look away as my wife completely surrendered to him.

Katie's moans grew more frantic, her body shuddering violently, her thighs trembling as she clenched around him.

"Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!" she screamed, her entire body locking up.

Nate slammed into her one final time, grinding deep, forcing her to take every last inch.

And then—she exploded.

Her scream pierced the air, her back arching, her entire body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy spasming around his thick cock. Her fingers dug into the cushions, her mouth hanging open in a silent moan, her eyes squeezed shut as she came harder than I had ever seen before.

"Ohhh, fuck, that’s it, baby," Nate groaned, his hands gripping her hips, holding her still as she twitched beneath him. "Fuck, you’re squeezing my cock so tight."

Katie collapsed against the couch, completely spent, her body limp, still trembling from the aftershocks.

And that’s when I saw it.

Nate’s jaw clenched, his muscles tensed, his thrusts becoming erratic.

I knew that look.

"Oh fuck, baby, I’m gonna cum," he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips.

Katie’s breath hitched.

She tilted her head slightly, her eyes blazing as she turned back to look at him.

"Do it," she whispered, her voice weak but certain. "Cum inside me."

I stopped breathing.

Nate let out a deep growl, driving into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His entire body shook as he spilled inside her, filling her up with thick, hot cum. He groaned, holding her down, his cock pulsing deep inside her soaked, used pussy.

Katie let out a soft moan, her eyes fluttering closed as she felt it, as she took all of him, as his seed filled her completely.

And I just watched.

I watched as my wife let another man cum inside her, watched as he claimed her in a way I never had, my cock throbbing in my lap, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

When Nate finally pulled out, his cock still slick with her juices, a thick drip of cum followed, spilling from her stretched, used hole.

As Nate pulled out of Katie, a thick rush of cum spilled from her gaping pussy, dripping onto the sheets in messy, glistening streaks. She let out a breathless laugh, her body still trembling, and when she moved to stand, a series of loud, wet queefs echoed through the room. She didn’t even try to stifle them, just strutted across the floor toward me, her smirk lazy, satisfied.

My cock was still rock-hard, throbbing with frustration. I needed to be inside her. Needed to reclaim something, anything, after everything I’d just watched.

She reached for me, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, teasing me with slow strokes before straddling my lap. And then, just like that, she sank down, taking me in.

Too easily.

I barely felt the stretch.

Her pussy was so loose, so utterly wrecked from Nate, that there was no resistance, no squeeze around my cock—just wet, dripping heat and the unmistakable slick of cum sliding out around me as she started to bounce.

She met my eyes, amusement flickering in hers as she rolled her hips. "Oh baby," she cooed, lips curling into a knowing smirk. "You can’t even fill me up anymore, can you?"

My hands gripped her waist, desperate to thrust deeper, to make her feel me, but she just laughed and kept riding me, slow and deliberate.

"You feel that?" she murmured, dragging her nails down my chest. "All of Nate’s cum dripping out while you fuck me? God, you’re just stirring it around in there, aren’t you?"

I clenched my jaw, fighting against the rush building inside me. I couldn’t let this end yet. I couldn’t be that pathetic.

But fuck—between the heat of her, the slick mess of it all, and the way she looked at me, taunting, teasing—I wasn’t going to last.

And then she leaned in, lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "Come on, baby. You haven’t even got me close to cumming yet."

I lost it.

Pleasure ripped through me before I could even think to stop it. My cock pulsed deep inside her, spilling everything I had, and her expression shifted the second she felt it.

Disappointment.

She pulled off me as soon as I was done, cum leaking from her in thick, obscene drips as she slumped back onto the couch, legs still spread.

She exhaled, shaking her head. "Wow," she muttered. "I thought for sure you'd at least hold off long enough to make me cum."

Shame burned through me. My stomach knotted, my body still trembling with release, but the second the high faded, I felt nothing but humiliation.

She was right.

After everything I’d seen tonight—after watching Nate give her orgasm after orgasm—I should’ve wanted to be the one to finish her off, to make sure her last climax of the night came from me.

And I had failed.

I swallowed hard and moved toward her, reaching out as if an apology could fix it. "Katie, I—"

She looked up at me then, her eyes still dark with amusement, and then she shifted—spreading her legs just a little wider, her gaze flicking downward before coming back to mine.

A slow, knowing smirk curled her lips. "Well," she murmured, "there is one way you could make me cum."

The implication hit me like a brick. My stomach twisted as I looked down, seeing the wreckage between her thighs—her pussy still stretched, still leaking both my cum and Nate’s, raw and swollen from everything she’d taken tonight.

It should’ve disgusted me.

And yet—something else stirred inside me. Not just arousal, but something deeper. A need to prove myself. To make up for my failure.

I hesitated, swallowing down the lump in my throat.

Then, slowly, I started to move down.

A wet, obscene queef slipped from her as I got closer, another thick drop of cum spilling out, and my stomach clenched. The scent was overwhelming, the sight filthier than anything I’d ever imagined—but still, I leaned in, hovering over her slick, messy clit.

My breath ghosted over her skin as I hesitated, my whole body screaming at me to stop.

But then, barely above a whisper, I flicked my tongue against her.

Katie sighed above me, stretching her arms behind her head like she was settling in. "Mmm… there you go."

The taste hit me instantly, thick and salty, a reminder of everything that had happened tonight. I nearly gagged, but she just smirked.

"You wanted me to swallow earlier," she teased, voice thick with amusement. "And look at you now. Struggling with a little bit of cum."

Heat burned through me—shame, lust, something else I couldn’t even name.

I licked harder.

She moaned, fingers curling into my hair, urging me on.

Nate sat on the couch, still drinking his beer, still watching. That lazy, satisfied expression on his face only made this worse—made this better—made it impossible to stop.

Minutes passed, my tongue working her, my mind shutting off to everything except the way her body responded.

She was getting closer. I could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, the way her breath hitched, the way she rocked against my face with growing desperation.

And then, finally, she shattered.

A raw, gasping cry ripped from her throat as she locked her legs around my head, her entire body jerking as pleasure crashed over her.

I barely had time to breathe before she collapsed back against the couch, exhaling, completely spent.

She ran a lazy hand through my hair, still catching her breath.

"Now that," she murmured, looking down at me with a satisfied smirk, "is how you make me cum."

We sat there for a while, drinking the last of our beers in heavy silence. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and something even filthier—something I couldn’t put a name to but could still taste on my tongue.

Katie looked completely at ease, sprawled out on the couch with her legs still lazily spread, her body glowing with satisfaction. Nate, meanwhile, leaned back, swirling the last of his drink before finishing it off in one casual gulp.

“Well,” he said, stretching as he stood. “Hell of a night.”

Katie grinned. “Mmm, that it was.”

I said nothing, just nodded, still trying to process everything.

Nate smirked, glancing between us. “I’ll let you two get some rest. Thanks for having me.”

Katie sat up, completely unbothered by the mess dripping down her thighs, and shot him a playful wink. “Thanks for stopping by.”

With that, Nate grabbed his jacket, gave me a casual nod, and headed for the door.

And then he was gone.

The house felt eerily quiet in his absence.

Katie stretched her arms with a satisfied little sigh before turning to me. “Come on,” she murmured, standing and grabbing my hand. “Let’s go to bed.”

I followed her upstairs, my body moving on autopilot, my mind still spinning.

Humiliation clung to me like a second skin.

I was embarrassed—completely and utterly ashamed of how easily I’d lost control, how quickly I’d finished inside her without even getting her close. I should’ve been the one making her moan like that, the one stretching her, making her scream the way Nate had. But I wasn’t.

And yet—I’d still made her cum.

I’d still been the one to finish her off in the end.

It wasn’t with my cock. It wasn’t the way I wanted.

But I’d done it.

And that twisted sense of pride warred with the disgust curling in my stomach.

We slipped beneath the covers, and for a while, she just lay there, content, relaxed, as if this was just any other night.

I, on the other hand, felt like my world had just shifted off its axis.

I must’ve been quiet for too long, because eventually, she turned her head, studying me in the dim light.

“Hey,” she murmured, scooting closer, pressing a soft kiss to my lips. “Don’t overthink this.”

I swallowed, forcing myself to meet her eyes.

She smiled, brushing her fingers over my cheek. “I know Nate’s bigger. I know you wish you could’ve lasted longer. But none of that changes the fact that I love you.”

My chest ached at the words.

She kissed me again, softer this time. “And you still made me cum, didn’t you?”

I exhaled shakily, my stomach knotting all over again.

I had.

But at what cost?

She didn’t linger on it. Instead, she just gave me one last knowing look, then rolled over, pulling the blankets up around her.

Within minutes, she was asleep.

I wasn’t.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, my mind tangled in knots, unsure what I was supposed to feel—what I even wanted to feel.

Embarrassed. Proud. Humiliated. Disgusted.

It all blended together, one messy, complicated storm raging inside me.

And somehow, I knew—this wasn’t the end of it.

Epilogue – Six Months Later

Six months had passed, and I still hadn't fully reconciled with everything.

Katie still saw Nate every few weeks, and every time she did, I went through the same cycle of emotions—jealousy, arousal, frustration, acceptance. It never got easier, not really. But I couldn’t deny what it had done to our sex life.

We were fucking more than ever.

Something about this had woken something up inside her, something raw, insatiable. She was more eager, more aggressive, more vocal about what she wanted. And I loved that. I loved the way she climbed on top of me at random moments, the way she begged to be fucked, the way she’d tease me about what Nate had done to her, knowing exactly how it would get to me.

The only downside?

She didn’t suck my cock anymore. Not once in six months.

I’d hinted at it, joked about it, even outright asked her a few times, but she was always honest—brutally so.

“Sucking cock only does something for me if it’s thick enough to feel like I’m submitting to it,” she’d said with a shrug, like it was just a simple fact.

I’d laughed it off at the time, but deep down, it gnawed at me.

It wasn’t just about the act itself—I missed it, of course, but it was more than that. It was what it represented. Another reminder that no matter how much she loved me, no matter how much sex we had, there were still things she craved that I couldn’t give her.

And I still didn’t know how I felt about that.

So I lived with it. I let myself enjoy the parts I loved, pushed down the parts I didn’t, and tried to make sense of the fact that somehow, despite everything, this was our life now.

And maybe, just maybe—I was starting to accept it.
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