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Caught in the Act 


The Caribbean sun poured over the resort, warm and golden, the kind of heat that made everything slow down. Daniel lay back on a cushioned lounger, the faint rush of waves mixing with the clink of glasses from the bar. Beside him, Lauren stretched in her bikini, sunglasses catching the light, her skin glowing against the pale blue of the pool. She tilted her head back, eyes closed, the corners of her mouth relaxed into a soft smile.

Daniel let himself watch her for a moment. She looked so carefree here—his pretty wife, her long legs stretched out, the curve of her hip shifting slightly as she adjusted her towel. Around them, laughter and steel-drum music drifted through the air, but Daniel’s mind was elsewhere. He thought about the last year, how different everything had become, how much they had both changed since the life they had back home.

It hadn’t always been this way. Just under three years into their marriage, Lauren at twenty-six and Daniel almost twenty-eight, it sometimes felt as if they had been in love forever. Growing up together in their small town, their story had always seemed predictable—until it wasn’t.

Daniel had always considered himself lucky. He was the one who had taken Lauren’s virginity back when she was eighteen and finishing high school. For him it had been a monumental event, something he carried like a badge of honor. For Lauren, though, it was little more than a blur—fast, clumsy, and over before she had even processed what was happening. They’d been parked in the woods after a drive-in movie, fumbling in the backseat of his father’s Oldsmobile. Not exactly the stuff of romance, but it tied them together in a way neither of them could undo.

The truth was, Lauren hadn’t done much before Daniel. She’d gone on a few dates, kissed a handful of boys, but she was still innocent when it came to sex. At parties, she’d sometimes been pulled into those messy, awkward encounters that seemed to happen at that age. One night with Mitchell Parker had turned into sloppy kissing on a couch and a drunken handjob she barely remembered the next morning. It wasn’t passionate or planned—it was the kind of fumbling teenagers laugh about later, the sort of thing she never gave a second thought to.

Another time, with Mike Lewis, it had gone a little further. They’d been tucked into the corner of a friend’s basement when his hand slipped under her skirt. She remembered the shock of his fingers brushing against her and the way she’d gasped as he pushed inside her for the first time. It was over almost as soon as it began, cut short when someone walked in and the two of them pulled apart, red-faced and embarrassed.

Aside from that—and some over-the-clothes touching that never led anywhere—Lauren hadn’t really let anyone past her guard. She was shy, cautious, and more focused on getting out of her small town than on chasing boys.

That was why Daniel felt so proud. Whatever half-experiences she’d had before him, he was the first in every way that mattered. He was the one who’d gone further than anyone else, the one she had finally given herself to. Even if their first time wasn’t a memory she treasured, for Daniel it marked the beginning of everything. He was her first, and in his mind, that had always made her his.

When Daniel first asked her out, Lauren wasn’t sure what to think. He was two years older, Amanda’s age, and it was really her older sister’s opinion that tipped the balance. Amanda had vouched for him in a way only a big sister could, and for Lauren, that mattered. Anyone Amanda thought highly of was worth a chance.

She remembered Amanda sitting her down in their bedroom, speaking almost like a parent giving advice. Daniel wasn’t the most handsome or athletic guy in school, Amanda admitted, but he had things that mattered more. He worked hard, he already had a job, and he came from a good family. His parents were comfortable, sure, but more importantly, he had drive. And then there was his personality—funny, easygoing, the kind of guy who could make a dull day fly by.

Amanda had known him not just from classes but from their shifts together at the McDonald’s in town. They’d spent countless breaks leaning against the counter in the back, laughing about everything and nothing. Daniel had a habit of bringing in playlists he’d made on burned CDs, later on USB sticks—random collections of songs, sometimes ridiculous ones, like cartoon theme tunes or old TV jingles. Amanda had found it hilarious, and the way Daniel could get a group of tired teenagers laughing on a late shift said more about him than any yearbook superlative could.

That was the picture Lauren had in her mind when he finally worked up the nerve to ask her out: not the awkward kid from class, but the funny, dependable guy her sister actually liked spending time with.

Amanda had already told Lauren plenty about Daniel, so when he finally asked her out, Lauren said yes without much hesitation. Part of it was curiosity—this was the guy her sister always seemed to bring up, the one she swore was funny, dependable, and actually worth a girl’s time. But part of it was timing too. Mitch Parker had been circling back around, pushing for another date, and after his clumsy attempt to take things further at that party, Lauren wasn’t sure she wanted to deal with him again. Daniel felt safer, different.

From the very first night, there was an ease between them that surprised her. He made her laugh until her cheeks ached, their conversations flowing as if they’d known each other for years. They shared the same taste in movies, argued playfully over music, and by the end of that first date Lauren found herself thinking about him in a way she hadn’t with anyone else. What started as a curiosity quickly became something more—something that felt like it could last.

That summer, as their relationship deepened, so did the physical side of things. Lauren had never been confident about her body, and she was shy at first, but Daniel’s patience and warmth helped her relax. Their first time together had been rushed and awkward, but as the weeks went by they began to figure each other out. Kisses grew longer, touches more daring, and soon enough they were sneaking off whenever they could, making love in back seats, quiet bedrooms, and anywhere else they found a little privacy. It wasn’t polished or experienced, but it was theirs, and it burned with the kind of passion only young couples have.

By the time Daniel left for college, they were inseparable. Lauren missed him desperately that first year, counting the weekends when she could visit. In the meantime, she started to change. College brought her out of her shell in ways she hadn’t expected. She was still far from adventurous, but she grew bolder in the bedroom, more willing to explore. Daniel noticed it too—noticed how her kisses became hungrier, how she started to take the lead at times instead of waiting for him.

Oral sex had never been her thing. In high school, she’d brushed it off as something other girls did, but not her. Yet by the end of her first year in college, things were different. She’d surprise him every so often, slipping under the covers and taking him into her mouth, a little awkward at first but improving with every try. It wasn’t something she ever pretended to love, but the fact that she did it for him—sometimes even semi-regularly—was more than Daniel had ever expected. Swallowing, though, was still out of the question, a line she wasn’t ready to cross, no matter how much he teased her about it.

By Daniel’s fourth year at state, they were sharing an apartment off campus, filled with mismatched furniture, stacks of laundry, and the kind of energy that comes from two people building a life together for the first time. They cooked terrible meals, stayed up too late, made love whenever the mood struck, and started talking about the future. Marriage wasn’t just an idea anymore—it was something that hovered between them, unspoken at times but always there, waiting.

After Daniel graduated, they decided they couldn’t wait any longer. A small ceremony with close family and friends was all they could afford, but it was perfect in its own way—simple, heartfelt, and full of nervous excitement. Lauren still had a year left to finish her business degree, but neither of them wanted to put marriage off any longer.

Their wedding night had been everything Daniel dreamed it would be. After the stress of the day, they’d finally tumbled into bed, wrapped up in each other, the nervousness giving way to passion. For once, Lauren seemed more daring than usual, kissing him hungrily, arching her body into his, even letting out little moans that made him feel like the luckiest man alive. By the time he was close to finishing, he thought the night couldn’t possibly get better. And then she surprised him.

Just as he was about to cum, she suddenly pushed him onto his back, slid down the sheets, and took him into her mouth. It was the first time she’d ever let him finish that way. Daniel could hardly believe it, the shock almost enough to push him over the edge. Her lips moved, her tongue flicked, and in seconds he was groaning, unloading into her mouth. For him, it was heaven.

For Lauren? Not so much.

The look on her face as she gagged and bolted upright was something Daniel would never forget. She spat it onto the floor with a dramatic cough, then clapped a hand over her mouth and raced to the bathroom. A second later the sound of furious rinsing and gargling echoed through the hotel suite. Daniel lay there catching his breath, half amused, half bewildered, when she finally returned, scowling and wiping her mouth with a towel.

“Never again,” she warned, her voice sharp but her cheeks pink. “That was disgusting.”

He tried to smother his laughter, but it was impossible. The image of his new bride sprinting across the room in her wedding lingerie, desperate to wash his cum out of her mouth, was one that stuck with him for years. It was ridiculous, a little humiliating, but somehow it made the night feel even more real. It was them—imperfect, passionate, and already figuring out what they liked and what they didn’t.

The next morning, life went on. Lauren returned to campus to finish her degree while Daniel started his first job with a logistics company. They didn’t have much money that first year, but they were newlyweds, learning how to make a home together, living on love and the thrill of building something new. Whatever struggles they faced, they knew they were meant for each other, and that was enough.

A couple of years into their marriage, routine had settled over Daniel and Lauren’s lives. They were still happy, still in love, but the glow of being newlyweds had faded into the steady rhythm of work, bills, and late nights. Daniel was determined to build his career, which meant long hours at the office and even longer evenings in front of his laptop at home.

The sex, when it happened, was still good—sometimes even passionate—but it had become infrequent, tucked between deadlines and exhaustion. More often than not, Daniel would crawl into bed long after Lauren was already asleep, leaving them fewer opportunities to connect. Blowjobs, which had never been her favorite thing to begin with, had become a rare indulgence for him, something he quietly cherished on the odd occasion she surprised him. Most of the time, though, their intimacy had slipped into a predictable pattern that neither of them really wanted to admit out loud.

Lauren kept herself in shape, working hard to look good for herself and for him, but she couldn’t help questioning why Daniel seemed so distracted. She knew he was ambitious, and she admired that about him, but sometimes it felt as though she was competing with his work for his attention—and losing. More than once she had woken in the middle of the night to find him missing from their bed. She’d shuffle sleepily down the hallway only to hear the faint tap of keys from his den, where he sat hunched over his laptop, eyes fixed on the screen.

Tonight was no different. The house was quiet, the glow of his computer spilling under the door, and Lauren found herself standing there for a moment, wondering what exactly kept him awake so late, night after night.

Each time she padded down the hallway in the middle of the night, the scene was always the same: Daniel alone in the den, the rest of the house swallowed by darkness, the faint neon glow of his monitor casting long shadows across the walls. The light flickered on his face, sharp and unnatural, and it unsettled her in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

She would call his name softly at first, then louder, moving from room to room before finally finding him there. And yet he never seemed to hear her. His eyes stayed locked on the screen, his hands poised over the keyboard as if he were caught up in something too important to break away from. Only when she stepped into the doorway would he finally glance up, blinking, insisting he’d been concentrating so hard he hadn’t noticed her calling.

Lauren wanted to believe him, but doubt had begun to creep in. She was young, newly married, and already lying awake at night wondering if her husband might be keeping something from her. Less than three years into their marriage, she found herself entertaining a thought she hated: that Daniel might be having an affair. The very idea made her stomach twist. She had always been clear with herself—if he ever strayed, that would be the end. No second chances. No excuses. However short their marriage turned out to be, there were lines she would never cross.

There was no denying that Daniel had done well for himself by marrying Lauren, and even he knew he had married up. His friends never let him forget it either, often reminding him just how far out of his league she seemed. Lauren was striking without even trying—a green-eyed blonde with a naturally pretty face and a body that turned heads wherever she went. At just over five-foot-four, with shoulder-length straight hair and an effortlessly shapely figure, she had the kind of curves that looked balanced and natural. Her breasts filled a 36C bra perfectly, her waist was trim, and everything about her form seemed to fit together just right. More than her body, though, there was something about the way she carried herself—easy, confident, without ever seeming to show off—that drew people’s attention the moment she walked into a room.

Daniel, by comparison, was more of an everyman. He stood about five-foot-ten, with brown hair he kept neatly trimmed, the kind of look that fit easily into his role at the logistics company where he worked. He wore contacts most of the time, though at home Lauren sometimes teased him about his thick glasses. He wasn’t movie-star handsome, but he wasn’t unattractive either. With a dimple in his chin that he disguised behind a short beard, and a frame kept in decent shape by semi-regular trips to the gym, he looked like any number of men his age. Average, maybe—but not plain. And when he was with Lauren, he knew he looked better for it.

Lauren sat up in bed, running a hand through her hair as frustration churned inside her. Enough was enough. Whatever Daniel was doing in that den at all hours, she needed to know. This time she wasn’t going to call out for him and give him a chance to cover his tracks. She slipped her feet into her slippers, eased the bedroom door open, and padded silently down the hallway. If he was hiding something—if he was cheating—she would find out, and she would deal with it without hesitation.

The house was dark and quiet except for the faint tap of keys coming from behind the closed den door. She nudged it open just far enough to slip through, her heart pounding harder with each step as she moved closer. Daniel sat at his desk, his back to her, the bluish glow of the screen painting his face in harsh shadows. He was so absorbed in whatever was on the laptop that he didn’t hear her approach.

Lauren crept up behind him, close enough now that she could see the words flickering across the screen. She squinted, leaning in just slightly. It wasn’t spreadsheets or work emails like she’d half expected. It was…a story. Lines of text scrolling down the screen, not just romantic but explicit, graphic, the kind of thing people whispered about but didn’t admit to reading. Smut.

Her mouth fell open. A flush of shock and disbelief ran through her as she straightened up behind him.

“What the actual fuck?” Lauren said, her voice cutting through the room.

“Holy fuck!” Daniel yelped, the silence of the room exploding with his shout. He jolted upright, spun in his chair, and in his panic managed to catch his foot on the base. The chair tipped, and before he knew it he was on the floor, landing hard on his ass. Wide-eyed, he stared up at Lauren, who stood grinning in the doorway.

The sight was too much for her. Relief at not finding something worse mixed with the ridiculousness of the moment, and she burst out laughing. “Oh my god,” she gasped between fits, clutching her stomach as tears pricked at the corners of her eyes.

“Yeah, hilarious,” Daniel muttered from the floor, rubbing his tailbone.

Lauren wiped her eyes, still giggling. “I’m sorry, baby. Are you okay?”

He scowled up at her, more embarrassed than hurt. “What the hell are you doing sneaking up on me like that?”

Her laughter faded, replaced by the reason she’d come down here in the first place. “I was trying to figure out what’s going on with you,” she said, her tone sharper now. “Every night lately I wake up and you’re gone. It’s getting too common, Daniel. I wanted to know what you’re doing in here.”

“I’m not sneaking off anywhere,” he shot back, pushing himself to his feet. “I just…can’t sleep, that’s all. It happens to me all the time.”

“You were snoring your head off when I was lying there awake,” Lauren said, her arms folding across her chest. She remembered slipping into bed after brushing her teeth, hoping he might stir enough to touch her, maybe even just slide a hand between her legs. Instead, he’d been dead to the world, knocked out before she even pulled up the covers.

Daniel sighed. “Yeah, that always happens. As soon as my head hits the pillow, I’m gone. Totally wiped out. But then, a couple hours later, I’m wide awake again. I just toss and turn, and I don’t want to keep you up, so I come in here instead. It’s better than lying there staring at the ceiling.”

Lauren nodded slowly, but inside she wasn’t so sure. Maybe it was true. Maybe he really was just restless. Still, something about the way he said it—too quick, too rehearsed—left her uneasy.

“But I really don’t like it when I wake up and find you gone,” Lauren admitted softly.

“I’m sorry, baby,” Daniel said, his voice gentler now. “Half the time I just come in here to read. Helps me clear my head. Sometimes I even, you know…take the edge off while I’m at it.” He gave her a crooked smile, adding a wink to soften the confession.

Lauren let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. The knot in her chest loosened, replaced by a rush of relief that made her laugh despite herself. “Shame I didn’t sneak in during one of those sessions,” she teased, sliding her arms around his shoulders.

She decided then not to tell him about the fears that had driven her down the hall. It seemed silly now, standing here with his warmth against her, realizing he wasn’t hiding another woman but just a bit of harmless escapism.

Daniel drew her in closer, their mouths meeting in a kiss that deepened almost instantly. Lauren’s tongue slipped past his lips, tasting him, and she pressed her body against his. His hands slid down the curve of her back, finding the familiar shape of her hips and squeezing her firm, shapely ass, pulling her tight against him.

Holy fuck, Daniel thought, my wife really does have the best body I’ve ever laid eyes on. His hands roamed over the curve of her hips and the firm swell of her ass as her tongue teased against his. He moaned into her mouth, his cock already straining hard in his shorts, every nerve alive with the feel of her pressed against him.

The talk about sleepless nights and “bedtime stories” could wait. Right now, nothing mattered except the heat between them. With a reluctant sigh, he broke the kiss, catching her hand and guiding her back toward the bedroom.

Lauren let the unanswered questions slip to the back of her mind. She’d press him later, when the timing was right. For now, all she could think about was the unmistakable bulge she’d felt against her moments earlier. She was horny, and she wanted him.

As soon as they crossed into the bedroom, Daniel spun her toward him, pulling her tight against his chest and crushing his mouth to hers. His tongue pushed deep as she melted into the kiss, and she could feel his cock, rock hard, grinding insistently against her as their bodies pressed together.

Daniel was well aware that he was nothing extraordinary below the waist. Five and a half inches—perfectly average by any measure—but it hardly mattered. For Lauren, he was the only man she’d ever been with properly, and the only cock she’d ever really known, and she’d never given him any reason to think it wasn’t enough. Sure, she didn’t usually climax from intercourse alone, but that had never become a sore point between them. Daniel took pride in making sure she was satisfied in other ways—his mouth, his hands—whatever it took to get her trembling and gasping before he even thought about himself. For Lauren, that balance had always been more than enough.

“Mmmm,” she purred, her hand sliding down to brush over the rigid outline pressing against his shorts. “Now what’s gotten into you, mister?”

“Well,” Daniel murmured between kisses, “I was reading a pretty hot story, and then this seriously gorgeous blonde walked in and caught me. Perfect timing, really—my fantasy woman interrupting a fantasy story. But now…” he pressed his forehead to hers, his voice dropping lower, “…now I need the real thing.”

That was Daniel all over. He always had a way of saying things that made Lauren feel like she was the only woman in the world. It was one of the reasons she’d fallen for him in the first place, and even now, years later, he could still make her melt with just a few words.

As their mouths locked again, Lauren slipped her hand beneath the elastic of his pajama bottoms and closed her fingers around his cock, already hard and eager for her. She gave him a slow, deliberate squeeze, smiling against his lips.

“Mmm, looks like someone’s more than ready,” she purred, her green eyes flashing as she tugged him gently toward the bed, still holding him firmly in her hand.

Daniel guided Lauren back onto the bed, his hands urgent as he tugged at the belt of her robe. The silk fell open in an instant, exposing the soft curves he knew so well. With a growl of impatience, he hooked his fingers into her panties and yanked them down, leaving her to kick them off with a squeal of delight.

He didn’t waste a second. Daniel already knew exactly what he wanted—to taste her, to have her trembling on his tongue before he even thought about sliding inside her. He was so worked up he doubted he’d last long once they started fucking, but that didn’t matter. What mattered was making his wife cum first, and he knew precisely how to do it.

Lauren’s eyes widened, her breath catching at the sudden roughness in him. He wasn’t usually like this—so forceful, so sure—but when he was, it lit something deep inside her. She loved it. The robe hanging loose around her shoulders, panties already discarded, she gasped as Daniel’s hands spread her thighs wide.

Then he was there, dropping between her legs, his mouth finding her instantly. His tongue pressed deep, sliding inside her with hungry strokes before sweeping upward to circle her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” Lauren cried out, her head falling back against the pillows, her fingers tangling in his hair as waves of pleasure jolted through her.

Daniel slid his hands up along the smooth line of her thighs, spreading her open before gently parting her folds with his thumbs. His breath caught as he looked down at her, the sight still making his chest tighten even after years together. God, she’s beautiful, he thought, drinking in the glisten of her freshly shaved pussy under the soft lamplight.

As he eased her open further, he found exactly what he wanted. Lauren’s clit wasn’t unusually large, but it had always fascinated him. The moment she was aroused, it seemed to swell and rise to the surface, as if it couldn’t wait to be touched. Already it was peeking out from its hood, firm and flushed, slick with the proof of how turned on she was. Daniel smiled to himself. That responsiveness made her so easy to read, and it always gave him the confidence that he could make her lose herself completely in his mouth.

He leaned in and let the flat of his tongue sweep slowly up her slit, savoring the taste of her, before flicking across her clit. The reaction was immediate—Lauren’s back arched, a sharp cry slipping past her lips as her fingers twisted in the bedsheets. Daniel’s chest swelled with pride. He loved how easily her body betrayed her, how quickly he could unravel her with just the right touch.

“Oh, god…” she moaned, tossing her head from side to side, her green eyes half-closed and hazy with pleasure.

Daniel grinned against her, then wrapped his lips around her clit and sucked, gently at first, then firmer, rolling his tongue over the sensitive bud. He felt her thighs tremble around his head, her hips bucking up toward him. With one hand he held her steady, while the other slid lower, teasing at her entrance before pushing his middle finger deep inside. She gasped, the sound raw and needy, as he curled his finger to press against that familiar spot along her front wall.

The effect was electric. Lauren’s body jolted, her voice rising as she clutched at his hair. “Ohhh fuck, yes, right there!” she cried, her legs tightening around him.

Daniel’s cock throbbed just hearing her. He redoubled his efforts, working her clit with hungry strokes of his tongue while his finger stroked her G-spot in rhythm. Her hips moved restlessly against his mouth, chasing the friction, and he let her grind against him, giving her exactly what she needed.

Her moans grew louder, spilling out of her in broken bursts, her body twisting under his grip. Daniel loved this part—loved seeing her lose control, loved knowing he was the one pulling her apart with nothing but his mouth and hand. He could feel it building in her, the way her walls clenched tighter around his finger, the way her thighs quivered uncontrollably. She was close, and he wasn’t going to stop until she was screaming his name.

Her reaction was instantaneous. Lauren’s hips jerked up off the bed, pushing herself harder against Daniel’s mouth, her pussy grinding hungrily into his tongue. A deep, throaty moan tore from her lips as she reached down, threading both hands into his hair, tugging him closer, demanding more.

Daniel could barely breathe, but he didn’t care. The feel of her writhing beneath him, the sound of her cries, the slick heat of her arousal coating his tongue—it was all driving him insane. His cock throbbed in response, straining so hard against his pajama bottoms that it almost hurt, but he didn’t dare stop.

He sucked her clit harder, flicking his tongue rapidly across it while his finger curled deep inside her, stroking that sweet spot he knew would undo her completely. She bucked against him, gasping, her legs trembling uncontrollably as her nails dug into his scalp.

Daniel was nearly dizzy with desire. The story he’d been reading earlier had already wound him tight, and now the reality of his wife thrashing under his tongue was almost more than he could handle. He could feel the pressure building inside him, every groan she let out pushing him closer to the edge—even though he hadn’t been touched once.

Daniel’s tongue worked relentlessly over her clit, his finger stroking deep inside, and Lauren was completely losing herself under him. Her hips bucked wildly, her thighs clamped against his head, and her moans filled the room, raw and unrestrained.

He could barely keep up with her movements, his own arousal surging until he thought he might break. A glance down made his chest tighten—his cock was rock-hard, straining against his pajama bottoms, and he could see a wet patch spreading where precum had already soaked through the thin fabric. He groaned into her, the sight only spurring him to redouble his efforts.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Lauren screamed, her entire body jerking off the bed as her orgasm ripped through her. She tugged at his hair, grinding desperately against his mouth as wave after wave overtook her, leaving her gasping and trembling. Daniel fought to keep his lips locked to her clit, licking and sucking until her cries finally broke into breathless laughter.

As she collapsed back onto the pillows, flushed and spent, Lauren couldn’t help thinking through the haze of pleasure that maybe these stories Daniel had been reading weren’t such a bad thing after all.

Daniel rested his head on Lauren’s thigh for a moment, catching his breath as her fingers brushed lazily through his hair. Her body still tingled from the orgasm he’d given her, but when she glanced down, her smile widened. The damp outline in his pajama bottoms was impossible to miss.

“Thank you, baby,” she murmured, still flushed and glowing.

He looked up at her, grinning. “No, thank you. That was incredible.”

He shifted up the bed, leaning in to kiss her, but Lauren’s eyes were fixed on the mess he’d made of himself. She tugged down the waistband of his pajamas, and his cock sprang free, glistening wet with precum.

“God, you’re dripping,” she teased, curling her fingers around him. The slickness made her grip effortless, sliding easily from base to tip.

Daniel let out a strangled groan, his body already tense, his hips giving a small, involuntary thrust into her hand. She began stroking him slowly at first, her thumb circling over his head, spreading the wetness, then speeding up until her hand moved in a smooth rhythm.

“Jesus, Lauren,” he gasped, his chest rising and falling as his hands clutched at the sheets. He tried to hold on, to savor the feeling, but he’d been teetering on the edge for so long it was impossible. Every pass of her hand sent him spiraling closer.

She kept her eyes on his face, watching the strain in his jaw, the way his abs tightened under her touch. “Come on, baby,” she whispered, her strokes steady, unrelenting. “Give it to me.”

It was all he needed. After thirty seconds of her deliberate pumping, Daniel’s whole body jolted, his hips jerking upward as he erupted in her hand. Hot spurts spilled across her fingers and his stomach, his moans breaking into sharp gasps as she milked every drop from him with long, deliberate strokes.

When it was over, she laughed softly, wiping her hand on the sheets before curling against him. “Wow. Didn’t take much, did it?”

Flushing, Daniel dropped beside her, equal parts embarrassed and blissfully drained. She nestled into his chest with a satisfied smile, the two of them tangled together in the sticky warmth of the afterglow.


Back To Normality

By the time Lauren woke the next morning, Daniel was already gone for work. She stretched lazily beneath the sheets, a smile tugging at her lips as the memories of last night came flooding back. Mmm, nothing like a little mid-week oral to brighten up your day, she thought with a soft laugh.

Her husband’s quirks always amused her, but none more than the idea of him sneaking off to read “bedtime stories” in the middle of the night. The whole thing was ridiculous, and yet she couldn’t help grinning as she remembered how it had all ended—with him practically shaking apart in her hand.

Still, the thought lingered. What exactly had he been reading that got him so worked up? Daniel wasn’t usually quick to lose control, and the way he’d come undone so fast made her wonder. Sitting up in bed, her hair tumbling around her face, Lauren felt curiosity prickle at her. Whatever was in those stories had clearly lit a fire under him, and now she was determined to find out what it was.

So once again, Lauren found herself slipping into her husband’s study. This time she wasn’t exactly creeping—there was no reason to. She already knew what Daniel got up to in here late at night. But now she wasn’t looking for answers. Now she was looking for evidence. She wanted to see exactly what had been turning him on so much.

The obvious place to start was his laptop. Daniel had never bothered with a password; he never saw the need. He’d lived alone before they married, and even after, he never had anything to hide. At least, nothing he thought his wife would go searching for.

Lauren opened the lid, the screen humming to life, and quickly pulled up his recent documents. A list of file names appeared, and her brows arched almost instantly. Just scanning the titles told her plenty.

One in particular jumped out. It was blunt, crude, and left very little to the imagination.

Long, Hard, and Full of Cum

Lauren smirked, shaking her head. “Hmmm… I wonder what this could possibly be about,” she muttered to herself with a laugh, clicking it open before settling back in the chair to read.

The story opened with two Navy men sharing a cramped room on a long deployment. One was Luke, a fairly ordinary white guy with a stunning wife back home named Millie. His roommate, Eddie, couldn’t have been more different—tall, broad, a Black man with a commanding presence and a sex drive that seemed impossible to rein in. Stuck at sea for months with no female company, Eddie was constantly jerking off, his need simmering just beneath the surface.

One night, Eddie happened across a few pictures of Millie that Luke had left lying around. That was all it took. Her beauty lit a spark in him, and soon he was obsessed. Curiosity turned into temptation when Eddie began snooping, reading through Luke’s emails until he found Millie’s address. From there, the story shifted quickly. Eddie began writing to her anonymously—at first with harmless little notes, but each message became bolder, more suggestive.

Lauren’s eyes widened as she scrolled, her pulse quickening despite herself. By the time Eddie was coaxing Millie into watching interracial porn, the young wife in the story was already changing, her replies growing longer, more eager, her excitement impossible to hide.

Lauren blinked hard and rubbed her eyes, almost laughing at herself. At first the story had seemed a little ridiculous, even crude, but as she scrolled, something shifted. There was a charge in it, a dangerous little thrill that tugged at her in a way she couldn’t ignore. The sheer naughtiness of it—this stranger slowly corrupting a wife through stolen emails and porn—was pushing buttons she hadn’t even realized she had.

Before she knew it, her body was reacting. Her free hand slipped beneath her nightgown, fingertips idly grazing the front of her panties. They were already damp, the heat building faster than she wanted to admit. She sighed softly, tracing little circles through the fabric as her eyes devoured the words on the screen.

The more she read, the more certain she became: this wasn’t just some random story. This had to be Daniel’s fantasy. And that thought—her husband secretly imagining another man seducing her—sent a sharp jolt of excitement through her. She began picturing herself as Millie, imagining Daniel in Luke’s place, the one watching helplessly while his wife got drawn deeper into someone else’s orbit. The thought should have unsettled her, but instead it made her pulse race, her thighs pressing together as her fingers kept moving, hungrier now.

She scrolled ahead, curiosity winning out over patience, until a new section caught her eye:

Eddie and Luke were soon back ashore, and somehow Eddie wound up needing a ride. He ended up coming home with Luke and Millie, and before long the three of them were out together on a double date.

Lauren’s eyebrows arched as she read, her pulse quickening. She lingered for a moment, then flicked the scroll bar again, skipping over the small talk and scene-setting. She could always come back later if she wanted every detail. Right now she just wanted to know where this was headed.

The deeper she went, the stronger the flutter in her stomach grew. With each line the story seemed to edge closer to something dangerous, something thrilling, and she realized she was leaning into it—hungry to see what would happen next.

The next chapter picked up the morning after. Millie was in a good mood, her body still humming after Luke had taken her twice the night before. The sex had been great—better than usual, even—but her mind kept drifting. She couldn’t stop wondering about Sarah and Eddie. Had something happened between them? The idea made her strangely jealous.

She tried to reason with herself. Eddie was a sailor who had been away from women for months—horny enough to go after anything that moved—but Sarah wasn’t the type to sleep with someone on a first date. Probably not on a second or third, either. And besides, Sarah had never shown much interest in Black guys.

Still, the thought gnawed at her as she dragged herself out of bed. She had an early shift at work, and after a late night of sex and partying, she was running on fumes. She stumbled into the shower, dressed quickly, and decided she needed caffeine just to function.

Padding downstairs, she got the shock of her life.

Eddie was sprawled across the sofa, fast asleep. He hadn’t even made it to the guest room. His broad chest rose and fell steadily, muscles cut and defined even in rest. But it wasn’t his chest that made her freeze.

His cock had slipped out of the edge of his boxer briefs, lying heavy across his thigh. Soft, it still looked impossibly large—five or six inches at least, thick and dark, even while completely limp. It reminded her of Luke after sex, spent and lifeless, only Eddie’s was so much bigger that the comparison almost felt ridiculous.

Millie’s breath caught as she stared. She shouldn’t have, but she couldn’t look away. And then, as if he could feel her eyes on him, Eddie murmured in his sleep and shifted. Right before her, his cock stirred, swelling thicker, lengthening an inch as it slowly hardened. Millie gasped aloud before she could stop herself.

Eddie’s eyes flickered open. He stretched, sitting up, his voice casual and unbothered, as though she hadn’t just been caught staring.

“Morning, Millie,” he yawned. “Sorry you caught me down here. I figured you two would be going at it all night, and I just wanted some sleep, so I crashed on the couch.”

Millie forced her eyes upward, willing herself to focus on Eddie’s face rather than the obvious, growing distraction between his legs. He didn’t seem to realize his cock had slipped free of his boxers, or maybe he just didn’t care. Either way, it was swelling by the second, already thick and heavy, easily past seven inches and still lengthening.

Her cheeks burned with guilt. She shouldn’t be staring. She was married, freshly fucked by her husband twice the night before, and yet here she was, frozen in her own living room, unable to stop her eyes from drinking in the sight of another man’s cock. Worse, a part of her—an insistent, throbbing part—wasn’t horrified by it. She was turned on.

“I didn’t hear you come in,” she blurted, fumbling for something, anything to say as she turned toward the coffee machine, hoping the busy noise might cover the racing of her pulse.

“Oh, I think you were in the shower,” Eddie answered easily.

Millie froze. That meant he’d come home less than an hour ago. He’d spent the whole night with Sarah. A rush of jealousy cut through her—sharp, unexpected. She tried to brush it off, tried to remind herself Sarah wasn’t the type to sleep with someone that quickly, and certainly not someone like Eddie. But that voice inside her wouldn’t quiet: What if she had?

“What are you doing up?” Eddie asked, stretching lazily. His hands laced behind his head, making his enormous biceps swell, his chest rippling with muscle. He was almost too much—too broad, too sculpted—but she couldn’t deny how magnetic he looked standing there.

“I figured you two lovebirds would spend all day in bed.”

Millie cleared her throat, forcing a laugh that came out thinner than she intended. “Oh, right, no. I’ve got work today.”

“Shit, sorry,” Eddie said with a grin. Only then did he glance down, seemingly noticing the obvious bulge jutting forward. By now it had to be close to nine inches, long and thick, dark skin gleaming as it strained against gravity. He tugged his boxers back into place casually, as though it was nothing more than a shirt button undone.

Millie swallowed hard. The image burned into her mind—the way it hung so heavy even soft, how enormous it looked swelling to full size. She couldn’t stop the comparison from flashing in her mind: Luke, spent and limp after sex the night before, small and familiar. Eddie, half-hard and already monstrous, the difference almost comical.

“I’m taking some time off while Luke’s here,” she heard Eddie saying, “but I still have to work a couple of days a week.”

Millie nodded, barely registering his words. Her coffee machine beeped, but she didn’t move. She couldn’t.

“Well, I need to get some sleep. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” she managed, her voice barely steady.

She watched helplessly as he turned and headed for the stairs, the muscles in his back and shoulders shifting with every step. Her eyes betrayed her again, drawn lower, tracing the round, solid curve of his ass, the sheer size of him impossible to ignore. Guilt washed over her, but underneath it pulsed something darker—desire she didn’t want to name.

Lauren had to smile at that part. In truth, she had almost no real frame of reference when it came to men. Aside from a sloppy drunken handjob she’d given Mitchell Parker at a party, and that one clumsy moment with Mike Lewis fumbling under her skirt, Daniel was the only one she’d ever truly been with. He was her first, her only, her husband.

She’d never thought much about size before. She couldn’t have told you how many inches Daniel was—numbers like that didn’t mean much to her. So when the story described Eddie’s cock growing longer and thicker, the exact measurements almost went over her head. What she did understand, though, was the picture being painted: a strange, powerful man, half-dressed in her home, his hard cock hanging free, daring her to look.

And the thought of that—the sheer audacity of it—made her pulse race. The idea of being in Millie’s place, of being allowed to stare as much as she wanted, made her thighs squeeze together under her nightgown. Horniness flickered hot and insistent inside her. With her breath coming quicker, she scrolled down again, skipping ahead to see where it would lead.

Millie stepped out of the kitchen with a couple of paper plates balanced in her hands. She paused as she passed the living room, her eyes narrowing at the sight of Luke sprawled on the sofa, mouth open, snoring loudly. Two empty beer cans lay on the carpet beside him. Shore leave had become a cycle of drinking and dozing, and she was getting tired of it. She knew from experience he wouldn’t be waking until morning.

Out in the yard, she focused on the plates, careful not to spill anything. “Here are the rolls,” she called, eyes fixed on the bread rather than the man waiting outside.

“Got one big enough for a foot-long?” Eddie’s deep voice rumbled back.

Millie looked up, startled, and froze. Eddie was naked—completely, shamelessly naked—standing in the sunlight with a hose in his hand. Water slicked over his carved muscles, droplets running down the deep ridges of his abs. Her eyes dropped lower before she could stop herself. His cock jutted forward, thick and heavy, angled slightly down, the sheer size of it making her breath catch. It wasn’t just big; it was enormous, close enough to a foot long, every inch veined and dark and glistening.

Her throat went dry. She couldn’t move, couldn’t look away.

“Why don’t you come a little closer,” Eddie said smoothly, shutting off the hose and taking a step toward her. “Get a proper look.”

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” Millie stammered, her voice trembling even as her gaze betrayed her.

Eddie’s smile was slow, confident. “It’s obvious, Millie. You’ve been sneaking looks at my crotch since the first night we met. You’re curious. Now’s your chance to see what a real cock looks like up close. Get it out of your system.”

Before she could answer, his big hands settled on her shoulders, steady but firm, guiding her downward. Millie’s knees felt weak, her head spinning.

“But… Luke’s inside,” she whispered, glancing toward the house.

“He’s passed out cold,” Eddie countered. “This might be the only chance you’ll ever get. Lucky for us he drank so much.”

Millie’s body trembled as she sank to her knees, the plates forgotten at her side. Eddie’s cock loomed inches from her face now, rock hard, so thick and close she could feel the heat radiating off it.

“Go on,” Eddie coaxed, his voice low, almost gentle. “Touch it. It won’t bite.”

Lauren was completely lost in the story now, her pulse racing as if she were living it herself. She shifted in Daniel’s desk chair, trying to get comfortable, but the restless ache between her thighs only grew sharper. She had never been the type to touch herself often. It wasn’t that she had anything against it—it just never felt the same as when someone else, when Daniel, was the one making her body sing. But this story was different. It was doing things to her she hadn’t expected.

Her hand moved without her even realizing it, pressing against her panties, the damp fabric clinging to her as she rubbed small circles over her clit. The wetness spread quickly, her arousal undeniable, and her breath hitched in surprise at just how much the words on the screen were getting to her.

“Oh god…” The moan slipped out before she could stop it, low and shaky, filling the quiet of the den.

Her body craved more. She tugged the hem of her nightgown up above her waist and arched her hips off the chair, fumbling with the waistband of her panties. In one quick motion she shoved them down over her thighs, then kicked them off onto the floor. The cool air against her bare skin made her shiver. Now, completely exposed, her pussy glistened under her own touch, and she spread her legs wider in the chair, giving herself full access as her fingers slid over her slick slit.

Her other hand steadied the laptop, eyes locked on the story, but her body was fully surrendered to the heat building inside her. She couldn’t stop now, not when every line of the story seemed to make her wetter, needier, hungrier.

“Impressed?” Eddie asked, his voice low and confident.

Millie swallowed hard. “Uhm… I mean… yes,” she admitted, her cheeks burning. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Eddie smirked. “Makes your husband’s little cock seem pretty pathetic, doesn’t it?”

A stab of guilt shot through her, but she couldn’t deny the truth. She gave a tiny nod, her voice trembling. “It’s just… so big. So thick. I can’t believe how hard you are. It’s… overwhelming.”

At some point, without even realizing it, her other hand had moved to him, fingertips brushing the heavy weight of his balls while her right hand slowly stroked the thick length of his shaft. The heat of him radiated against her palm, the sheer size of him filling her grip until she felt small, delicate, almost powerless.

“I want to see you cum,” she whispered, her voice breaking with need.

Eddie’s grin widened. “Then you’re gonna have to suck it, baby.”

The bluntness of his command made her entire body tremble. Shame, excitement, and raw hunger churned inside her. Dark fantasies she had never dared speak aloud came rushing back, stronger now, fuelled by the nearness of his cock and the musky, masculine scent of him. She wanted it—God help her, she wanted it. She wanted to wrap her lips around him, to feel his impossible thickness stretch her pussy, to know what it felt like to be filled with his hot, heavy load.

“I can’t, I just… can’t,” Millie said, her voice trembling, almost breaking into tears. Despite Luke’s careless drinking and the distance between them lately, she still loved him. She wanted to stay loyal, to be the faithful wife she’d promised to be. But even as the words left her lips, a spark of resentment burned quietly in her chest.

Eddie chuckled darkly. “Millie, everyone knows a blowjob isn’t cheating.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I just can’t.”

That was the breaking point for Lauren. Her whole body tensed, her climax rushing in fast and unstoppable. She let her head fall back against the chair, eyes squeezing shut as her hips rocked against her hand. It had been months—half a year, maybe more—since she’d last made herself cum, but her body remembered instantly.

Her middle finger slid slickly along her slit, and then, desperate for more, she shoved three fingers deep inside while her other hand worked furiously over her swollen clit. The double assault was too much to withstand.

“Oh… oh fuck… yes, yes,” she gasped, the words spilling from her lips in a muffled cry as her orgasm tore through her. Her thighs clamped around her hands, her back arched against the chair, every muscle trembling as wave after wave of release consumed her.

Breathless, she slumped back, chest heaving, her fingers still buried inside her. “Holy fuck,” she thought as the last pulses faded. “That was so hot. I didn’t even make it halfway through the first story, and I already came.”

The glow of satisfaction lasted only a moment before embarrassment set in. She glanced down, realizing she was still sitting in Daniel’s den chair, bare from the waist down, her fingers slick with her own cum. Heat flushed her cheeks, her skin prickling with shame and arousal all at once. She shifted uneasily, wiping her hand against her thigh, before dragging her eyes back to the glowing laptop screen.

As the story of Millie’s slow seduction unfolded on the screen, Lauren felt the heat rising in her body all over again. She should have gotten up, should have showered and composed herself, but instead she stayed right there in Daniel’s chair, her hand drifting back between her thighs almost before she realized it. The thrill was too sharp to resist.

She was hooked now. Utterly hooked.

When she discovered that the story she’d been reading stretched across multiple chapters, she felt a rush of delight, like she’d stumbled onto a secret treasure. One chapter bled into the next, and before long she was devouring everything she could find in Daniel’s laptop. There were dozens of them, all circling the same themes.

Over and over again, the setup was familiar: an average guy with a beautiful but sheltered wife. And sooner or later, that wife always seemed to end up in the arms of another man—usually bigger, more confident, more demanding. More often than not, he was Black.

Lauren paused, chewing her lip as she scrolled. “What is that about?” she whispered to herself. She had never thought of Black men in that way before. In fact, she had never really thought about being with any man besides Daniel. They had been together for so long, it was as if no other possibility had ever existed.

But now the stories had planted something in her mind, a restless little spark. She suddenly thought about their new neighbor, Ricardo. He was tall, handsome, with an easy smile she had noticed the couple of times they’d passed in the driveway. She had meant to stop by and properly introduce herself, but hadn’t gotten around to it yet.

Now, unbidden, the image came to her: walking up to Ricardo’s door, him greeting her with that smile, the scene somehow shifting until it felt like the story she’d just read—the hose, the hotdog joke, the overwhelming size she couldn’t stop staring at.

The thought made her shiver. She had never imagined herself with a Black man before. She had never imagined herself with anyone but Daniel. But the stories were prying open something she hadn’t known was inside her, and she couldn’t push the images away.

By the time Lauren finished the first story, she understood exactly why Daniel was hooked—because now she was too. What started as curiosity became obsession. She sat curled in his chair for nearly three hours, eyes glued to the screen as she devoured one story after another. Somewhere along the way, she lost track of how many times her hand slid between her thighs, how many times she shuddered and moaned quietly to herself, riding wave after wave of release.

When she finally pushed the laptop away, her body sagged against the chair, flushed and drained. Her pussy actually ached from the attention, tender and oversensitive, but the soreness only reminded her of how far she’d let herself go. She had never spent a day like this before, never imagined she could.

A quick glance at the clock jolted her—Daniel would be home soon. She scrambled to clean herself up and compose her face, trying to erase the evidence of the guilty pleasure she had just drowned herself in.

Still, excitement buzzed through her. She couldn’t wait to tell him what she’d found, to admit that she understood now, maybe even share that she enjoyed those dirty stories too. The thought made her blush, a smile tugging at her lips. The only question was how best to play it. Should she tease him a little first, pretend she was still in the dark, or dive right in and confess what she had done?

Either way, she knew one thing for sure—everything between them was about to change.


Building The Suspense

Lauren certainly did play coy in the following weeks. Around Daniel, she acted as though nothing had changed, never hinting that she was now just as captivated by the erotic tales as he was. What she didn’t confess—what she barely admitted to herself—was that she’d been making herself cum two or three times a day while reading them, until her pussy was sore and overworked from the constant attention.

The truth was she was tearing through the stories at a pace that rivaled his, devouring them one after another until she’d already caught up to everything Daniel had read. Now she found herself eagerly waiting for the nights he disappeared into his den, not to resent it, but to wonder what new book or story he might be downloading for them both—though he didn’t know it yet.

Everything finally came out one quiet evening while they were lying in bed together. Lauren had a romance novel open in her hands—juicy enough on the surface, though nothing compared to the filthy stories she’d secretly been devouring whenever Daniel wasn’t around. Beside her, Daniel was scrolling through one of his own stories, the glow of the screen reflecting off his face.

Out of the corner of her eye, Lauren noticed the subtle rise in his briefs. Not a full erection, but the faint, unmistakable swell of him starting to stiffen as he read. A little smile tugged at her lips. This, she thought, might be the perfect moment to bring it up.

She shifted closer, brushing her leg against his as her hand slid across to rest on his lap. Slowly, teasingly, she began to stroke the growing bulge through the thin fabric, feeling him harden under her touch.

“So…” she murmured softly, her voice low with both mischief and curiosity, “what’s got you so worked up tonight?”

“So,” Lauren asked softly, her eyes flicking toward the glow of his tablet, “what are you reading there?”

Daniel stiffened, lowering the screen a little. “Mmm… it’s just a story,” he said carefully, as if downplaying it. “Something sexy.”

Lauren tilted her head, her hand pressing lightly against the half-hard bulge in his briefs. “Sexy, huh? Why don’t you tell me about it?”

He hesitated. “You wouldn’t really be interested.”

“Try me,” she purred, letting her fingers slide slowly up his shaft through the cotton, teasing the tip before gliding back down again.

Daniel’s breath hitched. “It’s… kind of explicit. Not really your type of thing.”

Lauren leaned closer, brushing her lips along his jawline before whispering, “Maybe you don’t know what my type of thing is.” She let her hand slip under the waistband, wrapping around him properly now. He twitched in her grip, his cock firming quickly under her touch.

“Tell me,” she urged, stroking him lazily.

Daniel exhaled shakily. “It’s… mostly interracial stuff.”

“Mmm,” Lauren murmured, kissing along his chest, her fist pumping a little firmer. “Go on.”

He swallowed, eyes shutting tight. “Usually about… about wives. Married women. They start off resisting but… end up giving in.”

“Like me?” she teased, lowering the covers and kissing the outline of his cock through the thin cotton. His hips jerked involuntarily.

“Lauren…” he whispered, torn between embarrassment and arousal.

She pressed another kiss to him, this time tugging the waistband down just enough to free his shaft. His cock sprang into her hand, flushed and heavy. She kissed along the length of it, her lips brushing the sensitive skin, making him groan.

“What else?” she coaxed, her breath warm against him. “What do these stories have that turns you on so much?”

He tried to resist, but her tongue flicked at his tip, and the words tumbled out. “The husbands… they watch. Sometimes they… want it, sometimes they don’t. But the wives… they always love it in the end.”

Lauren gave a slow, teasing stroke, letting her thumb smear the bead of precum across his head before kissing it softly. “So that’s your fantasy,” she murmured. “Me… with another man. You watching.”

Daniel groaned, burying his face in the pillow, too aroused to deny it. “Yes.”

Lauren smiled against his cock, giving it another lingering kiss before meeting his eyes. “Good boy,” she whispered, stroking him again. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“No… this one’s actually one of my favorites,” Daniel admitted at last, his voice low and uneven. “It’s a series about a guy named Xavier. He’s… this massive, handsome, commanding Black man who… tricks husbands and wives into letting him do modeling sessions with the wife.”

Lauren’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Mmm. Go on,” she whispered, her hand sliding steadily along Daniel’s length. At the same time, she shifted slightly, letting her free hand trail down over her stomach until her fingertips pressed against the damp heat between her thighs. She rubbed herself through the thin cotton of her panties, her breath catching at how wet she already was.

Daniel’s eyes flicked open for a second, noticing the movement, before fluttering shut again with a groan. “He… he sets up these shoots. Gets the wife into these sexy poses with him. Poses that make her press up against his body, face-to-face with… with his size, his strength. His whole… superior physique.” His words faltered, broken by the moan that escaped his lips as Lauren’s thumb circled the head of his cock, spreading his precum in lazy strokes.

“And then?” she urged, her own fingers pressing harder into her clit through the wet fabric, her body trembling with the dual sensations.

Daniel swallowed, his voice rough with arousal. “At first she resists. She tries to act like it’s just posing… but eventually, she can’t help herself. She gives in. She… she starts wanting it.”

Lauren let out a shaky sigh, stroking him harder now as her other hand slipped inside her panties to find her swollen clit. “God, that’s hot,” she whispered, half to herself.

Lauren bit her lip, struggling to hold back a moan. She knew this scene—she had read it herself only the day before, her fingers buried inside her as she came hard over the very same words Daniel was now speaking aloud. Hearing him describe it in his own voice sent the images crashing back into her mind with vivid intensity.

“That really gets you going, doesn’t it?” she teased, her voice husky. She didn’t wait for an answer. “So… what happens next?”

Daniel hesitated, but her hand kept working him, and the words spilled out. “Well… Xavier always manages to set up the shoot so it feels natural. At some point, he gets the wife into a pose where he can… reveal himself. His cock. It just sort of… fits into the photography, like it’s still about the art.”

Lauren smirked knowingly. “Mmm. Of course. Why else would he?” She slipped her hand beneath the waistband of his briefs and pulled his cock free, stroking it in slow, steady pumps until it throbbed hard in her fist.

Daniel groaned, his voice tightening as he went on. “As the session continues… he slides his cock under her shirt. It ends up sticking up past her chest, brushing her throat. And both the husband and the wife just… stare at it. Like they’re hypnotized. And Xavier just smiles, positions her, and starts titty-fucking her right there. And when the husband just sits there watching… Xavier finishes. He blows his load all over her chest and neck.”

Lauren’s breath caught, her body trembling. She slid her fingers inside the leg of her panties, groaning softly as they found her wet, swollen clit. At the same time she quickened her strokes on Daniel, spitting lightly into her palm so she could glide faster over his cock. Their movements synced without thinking—her hand pumping him harder as her own fingers worked frantically between her legs, the two of them lost in the story and in each other.

She could tell from the way his cock twitched in her hand, hard and straining, that Daniel was getting close. His voice had taken on that ragged edge as he kept going. “And then… Xavier just starts hammering her. He fucks the daylights out of her while the husband stands there, stunned, holding the camera, not even knowing what to do—just watching as his wife cums harder than he’s ever seen her cum in his life.”

Lauren tightened her grip, shifting her strokes to focus on the spot just beneath the head, the place she knew drove him wild. “Mmm, wow, baby… that does sound hot,” she whispered, her other hand working furiously at her clit. Then, her voice dipped, husky but sharp with curiosity. “Would it turn you on to actually watch something like that happen to me?”

Daniel’s eyes squeezed shut, his head pushing back against the pillow. A desperate moan tore from his throat. “Ohhh, fuck yes,” he groaned. “That would be so fucking hot!”

Lauren’s body was on fire, her own orgasm building, but his words hit her differently than she expected. A pang of something—hurt? betrayal?—flared in her chest even as her pussy clenched around her fingers. She wanted to cum, but she also wanted answers.

“So you’re seriously telling me…” she pressed, her strokes firm and unrelenting, “…that you’d like to see another guy shove his cock inside me and shoot his load deep in my pussy?”

The room felt charged, a mix of lust and raw, complicated emotion, as she waited for his answer.

Daniel’s whole body trembled, caught between the rush of arousal and the raw sting of what Lauren was asking him to confess. His hips flexed helplessly into her fist as she stroked him in that maddening rhythm, her thumb circling the spot just under his head.

“Daniel,” she whispered, her tone sharp and teasing, “tell me the truth. Do you really want to see it? Another man inside me? Filling me?”

He groaned, squeezing his eyes shut, his head thrashing against the pillow. “Lauren… I—” His words broke off in a gasp as her hand squeezed tighter. “God, I don’t want to hurt you—”

“Baby,” she pressed, her voice sultry but insistent, “I want to hear you say it. Admit it. It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Her other hand slid lower, her own wetness glistening as she rubbed her clit, her breath ragged. The sound of her moans and the sight of her touching herself pushed him to the edge. His chest heaved, his cock jerking in her grip.

“Fuck—yes!” he cried, the words torn out of him. “Yes, I would! I want it—I want to see it!”

That was all it took. His cock throbbed violently, and then he was spilling over. The first hot spurt shot high onto his chest, thick and messy, followed by three more that painted streaks down his stomach. Lauren stroked him mercilessly through it, milking every pulse until the last drops dribbled down her fingers.

Daniel collapsed back into the pillow, groaning, his face flushed with both release and shame. His orgasm faded in shudders, leaving him spent, panting, and wide-eyed at the truth he had just confessed.

Once Lauren had stroked the last shuddering drops from him, she let out a sharp breath and, unable to hold back her frustration, wiped her slick hand across his stomach, smearing his cum as she pulled back.

“I can’t believe you’d actually want to watch me get fucked by another man!” she snapped, her voice edged with hurt.

Daniel froze, the sting in her tone cutting deeper than anything else could. He could see the fire in her eyes, and his heart lurched. Without thinking, he pulled her into his arms, holding her tight as he tried to explain.

“Baby, listen,” he said quickly, his voice urgent. “I’d never—never—actually let that happen. The thought of you with someone else in real life? That would break me. You’re everything to me. The most important thing in my world. This is just fantasy, that’s all it is. In my head, it’s hot. But in reality? It would destroy me.”

Lauren searched his face, her own eyes wide, still needing to hear it. “Are you serious? Do you really mean that?”

“Absolutely,” Daniel said firmly, cupping her cheek so she couldn’t look away. “I need you to believe me. The idea of you being mine, always, is what matters. Now…” He hesitated, then smiled faintly, a trace of mischief softening his features. “If you’re asking if I’d love to see you dress up sexy, flaunt yourself, make some guy lose his mind with desire—and then cut him off, only to come back to me and fuck me raw while you tell me about it? That’s something I would absolutely love.”

Lauren blinked, caught off guard. The edge of her anger began to fade, replaced by a different heat curling low in her belly. Her lips parted, her breath quickening. “Oh, really?” she asked, her tone shifting, the spark of arousal lighting in her eyes again.

She tilted her head, her earlier fury giving way to intrigue. “Well then… how would we even go about doing something like that?”


Rising Again 


A couple of nights later, the subject surfaced again. Lauren tried to play it cool, tried to keep her tone even and casual as they talked, but it was useless. The more she thought about it, the hotter she felt. The idea of letting another man see her—of flirting brazenly with someone else while Daniel watched—was consuming her. She had never entertained anything like it before, and yet now the fantasy made her pulse race and her thighs ache with need.

That night, their sex exploded with an intensity neither of them had felt in ages. Both of them were so wound up by the idea that it stripped away every trace of hesitation. Daniel caught her by the face and kissed her fiercely, his tongue plunging into her mouth with a hunger that had been missing for far too long. Lauren melted into it, matching his fire, clawing at his shoulders as if she couldn’t get close enough.

They stumbled together, still kissing frantically, their bodies pressed so tightly it was almost painful. When they hit the bedroom door, their combined weight made the wood groan in protest. The sudden crack made them freeze for just a second, wide-eyed with the absurd thought that they might actually break the door down, before their laughter was swallowed again in another desperate, consuming kiss.

They broke apart for just a moment, laughing breathlessly, but neither of them wanted to let the spell slip away. Lauren’s body hummed with need; she had waited far too long to be kissed like that, to feel that fire again. She craved it, craved him, with a hunger that made her shiver.

This time she seized control, plunging her tongue deep into Daniel’s mouth, kissing him with a ferocity that surprised even her. He responded instantly, pressing into her, his hands firm against her chest as he guided her backward toward the bed.

Within seconds they were tugging frantically at each other’s clothes, desperate to get skin on skin. Fabric tore and fell to the floor until Lauren’s breasts spilled free, her nipples tightening almost the second they were exposed to the cool air.

Daniel groaned as if he’d been starving, his mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, sucking hard and wet while his tongue flicked across the sensitive peaks. Lauren gasped, arching into him, while her fingers fumbled eagerly with his belt, her need to have him bare and ready just as urgent as his need to devour her.

Daniel switched from one swollen nipple to the other, sucking hard and flicking his tongue until Lauren was whimpering. But she was already tugging desperately at his zipper, her hands frantic with need. By the time he released her second nipple, she had his pants shoved down and his underwear bunched halfway down his thighs.

Without a word, Lauren dropped to her knees, her hunger taking over. She gripped his thighs for balance and swallowed him in one smooth, eager motion. His cock slid deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with a ferocity she hadn’t shown in months.

“Holy fuck,” Daniel groaned, his head tipping back as the wet heat of her mouth surrounded him. Her tongue curled perfectly along his shaft, the suction sending shocks of pleasure through him.

It was too much—almost instantly, dangerously too much. The sheer enthusiasm in her movements, the way she devoured him as though she couldn’t get enough, made his balls tighten. He clenched his fists, fighting for control. If he didn’t stop her, if he let her keep going like this, he’d be exploding down her throat before their foreplay had even finished.

Daniel groaned and gently pulled her mouth off him, his cock slick from her eager lips. Lauren pouted, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “You always do that,” she teased, half-annoyed. “You know I hate being denied once I’ve got your cock in my mouth.”

He chuckled, brushing her cheek. “Yeah, but you’d hate it even more if I blew in the first thirty seconds.”

She smirked, settling back onto the bed. He was right—and besides, she wanted more than just his cum tonight. She wanted to be fucked until she couldn’t think straight.

Daniel’s expression shifted suddenly, a spark in his eyes. “Wait a second… these stories get you going, too, don’t they?”

Lauren giggled, running a finger lazily along his shaft. “Oh, baby… that’s for me to know and for you to find out.” Then, her voice dropped, playful and dangerous all at once. “But tell me, honestly—would it turn you on if I fucked some big Black stud right in front of you?”

Daniel’s breath hitched. He tried to play it cool, but his cock twitched in her hand. “In my fantasy? Hell, yes. It’s something we can play with, pretend. Pick some random guy and imagine it’s him. That thought drives me crazy.”

Lauren leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “So… if I told you Ricardo from next door made a pass at me today, would that get you hot?”

Daniel laughed, shaking his head. “You mean you strutted your sexy little ass around in that skimpy bikini and got him all worked up?”

“Mm-hm,” she purred, kissing along his jawline. “And then he followed me inside while you were out… wouldn’t take no for an answer…”

Her hand gave his cock a squeeze, her eyes sparkling as she watched him squirm between arousal and disbelief, trapped in the game she was spinning for him.

“I mean… as long as this is just fantasy,” Daniel said carefully, searching her eyes. “I’d never actually want you to fuck the neighbor. But…” His voice dropped, low and urgent, “if you wanted to right now, you could close your eyes and pretend it’s Ricardo fucking you.”

Lauren’s lips parted, her breath coming faster already.

Daniel cupped her face, his gaze locked onto hers. “Just lie back for me, baby. Close those pretty green eyes… and imagine it’s Ricardo sliding that big, hard, black cock into you.”

She shivered, obeying without hesitation, lying back against the pillows as Daniel pressed between her thighs. She gasped when the blunt head of his cock nudged her slick opening, and when he pushed just an inch inside, she let out a cry that was equal parts shock and arousal.

“Oh my god… yes,” she moaned, her eyes still shut, the image of Ricardo flooding her mind.

Daniel’s heart pounded, adrenaline flooding through him. The thrill of it—the knowledge that his wife was finally letting herself live out one of his darkest fantasies with him—nearly overwhelmed him. He slid another inch inside her, his voice shaking as he whispered, “Is that how it feels, baby? Like Ricardo’s thick cock is stretching your pussy open?”

Lauren whimpered, her hips rising to meet him. “Yes… oh god, yes. He’s so big…”

Daniel groaned at her words, jealousy and lust tangling in his chest. He gripped her thighs tighter and rocked forward, sliding deeper into her. “Tell me, Lauren,” he demanded, his voice rough, “what’s he doing to you? What do you see?”

Her fingers clutched at the sheets as she gasped, lost in the game. “He’s… he’s on top of me. His body’s so heavy, his chest so strong… and his cock—oh god—it’s filling me up so deep, stretching me wider than I’ve ever been before.”

Daniel almost lost it right there. He drove into her harder, sweat breaking across his brow. “Fuck, baby… you’re killing me,” he groaned. “Say it again. Tell me it’s Ricardo’s cock inside you.”

Lauren’s eyes squeezed shut, her back arching as she moaned, “It’s Ricardo’s cock! Oh, fuck, he’s pounding me… Daniel, he’s fucking me so hard—harder than you ever have!”

Daniel’s breath caught, equal parts pain and ecstasy crashing over him. His hips slammed against hers, his cock pistoning in and out of her soaked pussy. “That’s it,” he snarled, his head dropping to her shoulder. “Pretend it’s him. Pretend he’s giving you everything you’ve been craving.”

Lauren clung to him, her nails raking down his back, her voice breaking into wild cries. “Yes! Oh god, yes! Ricardo’s stretching me open… he’s filling me… he’s making me cum!”

Daniel couldn’t tell where the fantasy ended and reality began. All he knew was that his wife’s body was gripping him tighter than ever before, her moans more desperate, her pussy wetter and hotter than he remembered. He felt himself teetering on the edge, every thrust fueled by the intoxicating blend of jealousy, lust, and forbidden excitement.

Daniel bent low over her, his chest pressed to hers, his breath hot against her ear. “Tell me,” he whispered, his voice ragged, “what would you want Ricardo to do to you next?”

Lauren let out a helpless moan, her nails digging into his back. Her voice came out high and trembling, every word thick with lust. “Oh God… Ricardo, fuck me now. Please—fuck me hard!”

Daniel’s whole body jolted, his cock twitching inside her at the sound. He almost couldn’t believe it. This was Lauren—his sweet, careful, conservative wife—breathing out words he had only ever dreamed she might say. It was too much, almost unreal, like he’d slipped into the middle of a filthy, feverish dream where his wife had been transformed into the star of his darkest fantasies.

The rush of it nearly undid him. With a guttural groan, Daniel thrust forward, driving himself as deep as he could into her slick, clutching heat. His hips ground against hers, pinning her beneath him, every inch buried.

“How does it feel, baby?” he demanded, his voice harsh with lust and disbelief. “How does Ricardo’s cock feel, all the way inside your tight little pussy?”

Lauren cried out, her back arching, her thighs clamping around him. “Ohhh fuck, it’s so big—so deep—he’s stretching me open, Daniel, I can’t… oh god, I can’t take it!”

The sound of her surrender, her willingness to lose herself in the fantasy, sent Daniel’s pulse racing. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, his breath shuddering in her ear as he tried to decide whether to slow down or let himself be swept away entirely.

“Oh my god, yes, Ricardo… yes, your cock feels so good,” Lauren moaned, her voice breaking as her hips rolled beneath him. She lifted her ass off the mattress, meeting every one of Daniel’s pounding thrusts, the two of them falling into a raw, frantic rhythm. The slap of their bodies filled the room, their breath ragged, desperate.

Daniel lost himself in the moment, slamming into her with reckless abandon. Every thrust was harder than the last, his cock driving deep, his body straining as though he could fuck the fantasy right into reality.

He locked his eyes on hers, his face contorted with lust. “Tell me, baby,” he growled, “do you want to feel Ricardo’s cum filling up your innocent little pussy? Do you want him to pump you full while your husband watches?”

The words hit Lauren like lightning. Her whole body shuddered, the fantasy crashing over her, too powerful to resist. She cried out, arching against him, her pussy gripping his cock as she tumbled over the edge.

“Yes! Fuck yes!” she screamed, her voice shaking as her orgasm tore through her. “Cum in me—cum in me with that big black cock of yours! Fill me up with your cum!”

Her cries pushed Daniel past the point of no return. With a strangled groan, he felt his cock swell and explode inside her. Hot, pulsing spurts filled her as he slammed into her again and again, fucking her through her orgasm even as his own release emptied deep into her.

He clung to her, pumping frantically, every drop of cum pouring into the woman who had just moaned another man’s name in his ear—his wife, his fantasy, his reality—all colliding in a dizzying, brutal climax.

This was nothing like how they had been making love lately. Gone was the tired, predictable routine of recent months. This was raw, frantic, almost primal—more like the way it had been when they first started dating, when every touch was a discovery, every kiss a spark. Lauren clung to him desperately, fucking back as hard as she could, her body slick with sweat, her breath tearing from her lungs in ragged gasps.

But it was almost impossible to keep any rhythm. Her body betrayed her, shuddering again and again as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her. It had been so long since she had cum like this with Daniel—so long since she had let herself lose control like this—that every wave felt like it might break her in half.

Daniel groaned, slamming deep, his words spilling out without thought. “I’m cumming in my neighbor’s wife!” he shouted, and for that brief, dizzying second, both of them gave themselves over completely to the fantasy.

Reality and imagination blurred as Lauren screamed back, lifting her ass high off the mattress to meet his savage thrusts. “That’s it, Ricardo! Fill my little white pussy with your hot black cum!”

The words tore from her throat just as Daniel’s cock jerked violently inside her. He exploded, flooding her pussy with hot spurts of cum, each thrust driving him deeper, pumping more into her until she felt full, overflowing. The sensation sent her spiraling into yet another orgasm, her body convulsing around him, vision going white.

She barely remembered anything after that—just the sensation of collapsing beneath his weight, her body trembling, slick with sweat, her pussy aching and flooded. For a moment she thought she might actually pass out from the sheer force of it.

They lay tangled together, silent except for the sound of their breathing slowly calming. And then, in the warm haze of exhaustion and release, they drifted into the kind of deep, satisfied sleep they hadn’t shared in years.

The following morning, Lauren stirred restlessly in her sleep. Her dreams were tangled with flashes of dark, faceless bodies pressed against hers, cocks she didn’t recognize filling her again and again. Her hips rolled unconsciously, grinding against the sheets in rhythm with her dream lover.

Daniel lay awake beside her, watching, his chest tightening at the sight. He knew exactly what those movements meant. A smile tugged at his lips as he reached out to brush a strand of hair from her cheek.

Just then, her eyes fluttered open. She blinked up at him, caught between sleep and wakefulness, and found his gaze locked on hers.

“You have to tell me,” Daniel murmured, grinning softly. “What were you dreaming about?”

Lauren froze, her heart racing. The details had already slipped away, jolted out of her by waking so suddenly, but she knew the heat still lingering in her body. She forced a playful smile. “I think… I must have been dreaming about last night. The best fuck I’ve had in a long, long time.”

Daniel chuckled, pulling her closer. “Mmm, of course you were,” he teased, his hand already drifting to her side before digging lightly into her ticklish spot.

Lauren squealed, instantly breaking into helpless laughter. “Hahaha! Stop! Cut it out!”

Her giggles filled the room, her body twisting under the covers as he grinned down at her, the heaviness of the night before softened now by the ease and warmth of their morning-after play.


Smashing Down The Walls 


That night proved to be a turning point for Daniel and Lauren, breaking down barriers they hadn’t even realized had been holding them back. From then on, the bedroom became a place of endless roleplay and whispered confessions, where fantasies weren’t just admitted but explored.

The change was electric. Their sex life had never been this good—not even in the dizzy, infatuated early days of their relationship. Every evening seemed to bring a new idea, a new scenario to play with, and the thrill of discovery returned to them in full force.

They began devouring Daniel’s collection of erotic stories together, sprawled side by side in bed, reading aloud in hushed tones before acting out the parts themselves. Lauren found herself losing hours in those make-believe worlds. Even if she hadn’t decided which stories were truly her favorites, she loved slipping into the fantasy, surrendering herself to it until she forgot where the story ended and her own life began.

Daniel, for his part, embraced the games wholeheartedly. One night he’d play the timid husband, forced to watch his wife give in to temptation; the next, he’d transform into the confident, well-hung stud, fucking her senseless while whispering filthy lines from the pages they’d just read. Lauren matched him every step of the way, shifting between roles, feeding his hunger and her own. Together, they created something new—something that belonged only to them.

One evening, Daniel came home with a mischievous grin and a box wrapped neatly in glossy paper. “Got something for you,” he said, handing it over. “It ties into the story I’ve been reading.”

Lauren’s eyes lit up instantly. She tore at the wrapping with eager hands, only to pause when the first word came into view: Anabolic. She frowned, giggling. “What the fuck is that?”

Her answer came quickly enough. As the paper fell away, the image on the box made her jaw drop—a massive, glossy-black cock printed right on the side.

“Oh my God,” she burst out laughing, holding the box up for a better look. “Baby, you bought me a new cock!”

The absurdity of the moment set them both off, laughter spilling through the room until tears stung the corners of their eyes. Still chuckling, Lauren dug into the box, tugging at the packaging until the toy came free.

Daniel cleared his throat, adopting a mock-serious tone. “It’s apparently the latest and greatest model. Eight inches, completely life-like, vibrating, with balls so real you’ll want to name them. And—get this—on the bottom of the balls? A suction cup. Stick it to any surface and it’ll stand straight up on its own.”

Lauren’s laughter softened into a sly smile as she turned the toy over in her hands, running her fingers along the shaft. The texture shocked her—it really did feel disturbingly close to the real thing. A little flutter stirred low in her belly as she squeezed it, and she had to bite her lip.

“Mm,” she said, lifting her gaze to Daniel and batting her green eyes with exaggerated innocence. “Whatever are we going to do with this, mister?”

Her teasing tone made it clear she already had a few ideas.

“Well, I’ve got a couple of ideas right off the top of my head,” Daniel said with a grin. “But not tonight. I actually invited our new neighbor over—he should be here any minute.”

Lauren blinked, her stomach flipping. “Wait… Ricardo? From across the road?” The moment she said his name, her cheeks warmed as flashes of their fantasy night rushed back to her—Ricardo’s imagined body, Ricardo’s imagined cock.

Daniel winked. “That’s the one.”

Her arousal instantly tangled with irritation. She narrowed her eyes. “Daniel, don’t you dare. You’re not actually trying to turn one of your fantasies into reality, are you? We agreed—this is supposed to stay between you and me.”

He laughed softly, raising his hands in mock surrender. “Relax. I’m kidding. What’s the matter, baby—you worried you might be tempted?”

Lauren’s mouth opened, but no words came out at first. She could feel her pulse racing, the heat in her body betraying her even as she tried to glare at him. “Daniel, I…”

He touched her arm gently, his teasing softening into something reassuring. “Hey, I’m joking. You know me better than that. These fantasies—they’re ours. Just ours. Pretend. I’d never cross that line.” He paused, smiling. “I just remembered you’d mentioned wanting to officially welcome him to the neighborhood, so… I thought I’d invite him for a drink tonight. Keep it friendly. Nothing more. You’re okay with that, right?”

Lauren exhaled, a smile tugging at her lips as relief washed over her. “Of course it’s fine,” she said, shaking her head. “I just wish you’d given me a little warning. The place is hardly guest-ready.”

Daniel glanced around with a shrug. “Everything looks great.”

Before she could reply, the doorbell chimed. Both of them froze for a heartbeat.

“Oh, fuck—he’s here!” Lauren laughed, scooping up the box with the toy still half-exposed. She darted for the stairs. “I should probably hide this thing before I give him the shock of his life.”

Daniel chuckled, following her with his eyes. “Yeah, good idea. Don’t want Ricardo catching sight of that—it might give our new neighbor some very interesting ideas.”

Lauren shot him a playful glare over her shoulder as she disappeared upstairs, her laughter mingling with his just as Daniel moved to open the door.

Ricardo turned out to be easygoing from the moment he stepped inside. He had only just moved down to Texas from Illinois, and within minutes he and Daniel were trading stories about football. As it happened, Ricardo was a die-hard Bears fan, which gave the two men plenty to talk about. They fell into an easy rhythm, rambling back and forth about players and seasons gone by while Lauren sat nearby, smiling politely.

Still, she couldn’t help noticing him. Ricardo was strikingly handsome, his body tall and solid, his broad shoulders filling out a faded Thomas Jones jersey. His jeans clung snugly to powerful thighs, and the overall effect wasn’t lost on Lauren—or on Daniel, who caught more than one lingering glance from his wife.

Lauren tried to remind herself that what she and Daniel whispered about in bed was supposed to stay there, safely tucked away as fantasy. But as she listened to the men talk, flashes of last night’s roleplay kept slipping into her mind. Ricardo’s laugh, the way his jersey stretched across his chest—everything seemed to feed the images, until she had to consciously tell herself to stop staring.

Not that Ricardo seemed entirely oblivious, either. Lauren had thrown on her usual summer shorts—white, snug, cut high enough to show off her legs and the curve of her ass. She knew they flattered her, and from the way his eyes flicked toward her now and then, she was fairly certain Ricardo had noticed too.

The air in the room wasn’t heavy or awkward, not yet—but beneath the friendly chatter, there was a current Lauren could feel, a subtle shift in awareness that hadn’t been there before.

Lauren hadn’t meant to show off her ass; it was just one of those things she couldn’t help. If she wasn’t deliberately hiding it, her curves announced themselves. Her shorts clung to her perfectly, and the round shape of her ass was impossible to ignore. Guys always noticed, whether she wanted them to or not—and Ricardo was no exception. More than once, his eyes flicked down, drawn to her without his permission. He forced himself to look away quickly each time, but God, it was hard.

“I can’t get over how nice you two are,” Ricardo said after a pause, flashing a genuine smile. “Back in Illinois, people just weren’t this… welcoming. Nobody would’ve invited me into their home the first week I moved in. This is… different. In a good way.”

Lauren returned his smile warmly. “Well, Texas is like that. We like to know who’s around us, keep things neighborly. It’s nice to look out for each other—you never know when you might need a hand.”

“That’s a great idea,” Ricardo said, nodding thoughtfully.

Daniel leaned forward, seizing the moment. “Actually, that reminds me—we’re hosting an end-of-summer pool party and barbecue in a couple of weeks. You should come. It’ll be a great way to meet some more of the neighbors.”

Ricardo’s smile widened. “That sounds perfect. Count me in.”

The exchange was casual, friendly, but Lauren could feel an undercurrent beneath it all—the subtle awareness in Ricardo’s glances, the faint thrill running through her each time she caught him looking.

“Is it the weekend after next?” Ricardo asked.

“Yeah,” Daniel nodded.

Ricardo winced. “Damn. I’m gonna have to pass on that one. I’d love to come, but I promised my brother I’d help him move. He’s bailed me out like five times over the years, so… I owe him.”

“Oh, of course—we totally understand,” Lauren said warmly. As she passed him, she bent over to scoop up his empty beer bottle from the coffee table.

Ricardo’s eyes flicked down before he could stop them. Her shorts stretched tight across her ass, the curve so close he could have reached out and touched her. He forced himself to glance away, but not before heat stirred low in his body, leaving him uncomfortably aware of the bulge pressing against his jeans.

“Want another?” Lauren asked, straightening, bottle in hand.

Ricardo cleared his throat, pushing a smile back onto his face. “I’d love one, but I should probably head out. Got a ton to get done this weekend. But seriously—thank you both for inviting me over. Sorry I can’t make the barbecue.” He paused, his smile turning just a little mischievous. “Maybe instead we could all go out one evening? Grab some dinner or hit the town together sometime.”

The suggestion hung in the air, casual on the surface—but Lauren felt her pulse quicken at the possibilities beneath it.

“Sounds like a blast,” Daniel said as he walked Ricardo to the door. After a few more goodbyes, he closed it behind their neighbor and turned back toward Lauren with a grin tugging at his lips.

“I think you might’ve scared the poor guy off,” he teased.

Lauren raised a brow, genuinely curious. “And how exactly did I manage that?”

Daniel crossed the room, slipping his arms around her waist. His hands slid lower until each one cupped a cheek of her ass, giving a playful squeeze. “With this secret weapon right here,” he said, smirking.

Lauren laughed, rolling her eyes, but the warmth of his touch sent a shiver through her all the same. Their laughter softened as their mouths met in a deep, lingering kiss—passion bubbling back up between them, fueled by the shared knowledge that, honestly, he couldn’t blame Ricardo for noticing. Daniel never stopped noticing himself.


Better Than Ever

Neither Daniel nor Lauren could remember a time when their sex life had been this good. The last few weeks had been like a rebirth—fantasies confessed, roleplays acted out, both of them giving in to desires they’d never dared share before. It felt like a godsend, like they had stumbled onto something that made their bond stronger than ever.

Riding that wave, Daniel decided to try something new—one of his crazier ideas. Quietly, he slipped upstairs into their bedroom and opened the top drawer of the nightstand. The vibrator sat there in its box, glossy black and intimidatingly large. He picked it up, feeling the weight of it in his hand, the smooth rubber surface almost warm against his palm.

A grin tugged at his mouth as he unzipped his pants. Pulling the waistband of his underwear forward, he slid the thick shaft inside, tucking it down over his own still-soft cock. He shifted and adjusted, trying to make it sit right, until the fat head bulged obscenely against the fabric.

Then he looked down.

The sight stopped him for a moment. Even flaccid, his own cock looked small and ordinary next to the sheer size of the dildo pressing outward through his jeans. For a second, a flicker of self-consciousness hit him—Jesus, no wonder these stories get to me. But almost immediately, arousal replaced it. He imagined Lauren’s face when she saw him like this, the shock in her eyes, the laugh that would follow, and then maybe—if the mood hit right—that spark of heat.

“Lauren’s going to have an absolute ball with this bad boy,” he muttered under his breath, half-laughing, half turned on by the ridiculousness of it all.

Zipping up, he took a steadying breath, trying to play it cool, and headed back downstairs. Lauren was in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, rinsing the last of the dishes. Her back was to him, her hips swaying gently as she leaned over the sink, and for a moment Daniel just stood there, watching her, heart thumping with anticipation. Then he stepped forward, grabbed a towel, and began to quietly dry the plates she set aside, acting as though nothing at all was unusual.

As they worked side by side, the clink of dishes and the sound of running water filled the kitchen. Their conversation was light, little comments about the day, about neighbors, about nothing in particular. Daniel kept his movements careful, his oversized NFL jersey hanging low, the hem tugged forward just enough to conceal the absurd bulge of the toy beneath his jeans. He felt a little ridiculous, but that was part of the thrill—if Lauren glanced down too sharply, she might notice, and that edge of risk made his pulse quicken.

Lauren, meanwhile, was in an easy, playful mood. She nudged him with her hip when he handed her a plate, teased him when he stacked the glasses a little crooked, and flashed him smiles that left no doubt—she was in the mood tonight. Perfect, Daniel thought, his chest tight with anticipation. Everything was lining up just the way he’d hoped.

Once the last dish was dried and put away, he slipped upstairs without a word. In the bedroom, he lit a few candles around the bed, letting the soft glow flicker across the walls. Then he murmured to Alexa, filling the room with low, relaxing music that hummed through the air. Standing back, he admired the scene—simple, but enough to set the tone.

“Hey, Lauren?” he called out, raising his voice just enough to carry.

From the hall came her reply, light and cheerful. “No, honey—I’ll be right in!”

Daniel smiled to himself, adjusting his jersey once more. He lowered his voice, whispering under his breath, “I’ve got something to show you… and you’re going to love it.”

The door creaked open, and as Lauren stepped inside, Daniel sprang from behind the corner. His arms wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her against him as he pressed his mouth to hers in a deep, hungry kiss.

Lauren gasped in surprise, then melted instantly, her body softening under his as the candles flickered and the music filled the room.

Lauren had always loved being kissed like this. Daniel knew exactly how to melt her resistance, to make her body soften and her pulse race. He pressed her back against the door with a thud, holding her there as his mouth claimed hers. She moaned softly into the kiss, her hands roaming across his chest, fingertips tracing the lines of muscle through his jersey as she pulled him closer.

Her hand drifted lower, reaching for him in the familiar way she always did when her desire began to flare. But this time, she paused. Her brow furrowed slightly, though her lips never left his. Something wasn’t right.

Daniel kept kissing her with deliberate intensity, doing his best not to laugh. She’s figured it out, he thought, the thrill of his hidden trick buzzing in his chest. Any second now…

Lauren shifted her hand again, squeezing lightly, testing the shape of him. He felt… different. Harder than usual, stiffer somehow, and—if she was honest with herself—bigger. Confusion flickered through her mind.

Her curiosity finally broke through her arousal. She reached with both hands now, tugging at his waistband until she managed to undo his fly. In one fluid motion, she pulled his jeans open and slipped her hand inside his underwear.

Her breath caught. This wasn’t her husband’s cock. She knew Daniel’s body intimately; she could have recognized him blindfolded. But what her hand wrapped around now was… larger. Thicker. Her heart kicked hard against her ribs.

With a sharp tug, she pulled the elastic forward. Her eyes dropped, and there it was—the massive black dildo jutting obscenely from his pants, unmistakably fake but startlingly real in its detail.

For a moment she closed her eyes, overwhelmed, almost trying to reset her vision. When she opened them again, the sight hadn’t changed. The toy stood there between them, bold and shocking, daring her to react.

Daniel burst out laughing, unable to hold it in as he saw the look on his wife’s face. “Didn’t quite find what you were expecting down there, huh, babe?” he teased, grinning wickedly.

Lauren blinked up at him, still stunned, still trying to process. Then a slow smile tugged at her lips. “Umm… no, not exactly,” she admitted, shaking her head. “What did you do, Daniel?”

His grin widened. He dipped his head close, his voice dropping low and playful. “Daniel? Who’s Daniel?” He pressed her back against the door again, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth in a hot, greedy kiss. Between breaths he whispered, “This is Ricardo. Your neighbor.”

A shiver shot down Lauren’s spine. She moaned into his mouth, her hands clutching his jersey as the line between ridiculous and intoxicating blurred in an instant. Interesting, she thought, her mind tumbling headlong into the fantasy. The name alone was enough to tilt her over the edge.

She kissed him back fiercely now, her tongue battling his, her hips arching toward him. Without thinking, her hand reached between them again. This time she didn’t hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around the rubber shaft, stroking it like the real thing, her palm sliding over its length with growing hunger.

Her lips pulled from his just long enough for a breathless, taunting moan. “Mmm… why, Ricardo,” she purred, squeezing the toy as though testing its weight, “you really do have a very big cock.”

The words made Daniel’s cock twitch inside his pants, hidden beneath the toy, the thrill of hearing his wife surrender to the fantasy making his heart pound harder than ever.

Daniel groaned into her mouth, the sound raw and guttural. This was exactly what he had hoped for—Lauren not only playing along but throwing herself into the fantasy with abandon. His hands slid up, cupping her full breasts, kneading them through the thin fabric of her top as her nipples stiffened beneath his touch.

“Are you ready to lay back and get fucked with this big cock, ma’am?” he growled, imitating Ricardo’s accent as best he could.

Lauren’s eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting in a desperate moan. “Oh yes, please… fuck me now, Ricardo!”

The sound of her begging like that sent a jolt through Daniel’s body. He grabbed her hips, spun her, and pushed her back onto the bed. In one swift motion, her shorts and panties were tugged down and tossed aside, leaving her bare from the waist down, thighs parted, glistening with need. She lay there panting, eyes squeezed shut, surrendering fully to the fantasy.

“You sure your husband won’t mind, ma’am?” Daniel rasped, staying deep in character now.

“If you hurry, he’ll never find out,” she panted, her voice breathless with anticipation.

Daniel adjusted the dildo, holding it against himself so it jutted forward like an extension of his own body. From her vantage point, Lauren couldn’t see—she only felt. The blunt, unfamiliar head pressed between her folds, hot from his hand, foreign in shape and girth.

She gasped, hips lifting off the sheets. Instinctively, her legs spread wider, her body offering itself to him. “Oh god…” she moaned.

Daniel angled it, pushing gently, trying to work the massive toy into her slick entrance. But almost immediately he realized this wasn’t going to slide in easily. The sheer size of it stretched her lips wider than she was used to, and her body clenched around the intrusion, resisting even as her moans betrayed her hunger.

He paused, kissing her hard, one hand stroking her breast while the other guided the thick cockhead against her wet slit. Lauren whimpered, shifting her hips, caught between the sharp edge of discomfort and the thrill of what they were pretending.

The toy was bone-dry, and Daniel could see at a glance that it was far larger than anything Lauren had ever taken. Forcing it would be a mistake—he’d hurt her, maybe ruin the mood completely. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to slow down.

Instead, he kissed his way down over her stomach, trailing wet, open-mouthed kisses across her skin until he reached the soft dip just above her mound. With one hand he flicked the switch, setting the vibrator to half power. A low hum filled the room, the thick shaft buzzing faintly in his hand.

Daniel pressed it against her pussy, not trying to push inside, just rubbing it over her folds. The sight alone nearly undid him. His beautiful wife lying back, legs spread, the massive black cock sliding over her swollen lips—it was so hot he actually worried he might cum just from watching.

Lauren gasped, her whole body twitching as the vibrations touched her clit for the first time. Her eyes flew open, green and wide. She had never used a vibrator before—never even thought much about it. But now, as the head buzzed against her, her clit swelled almost instantly, jutting out proudly as if begging for more. Why the hell haven’t I done this before? she thought hazily, moaning as the pulsing hum rattled through her nerves.

Daniel grinned at her reaction, his cock throbbing inside his jeans. He spit generously on the dildo, watching the slickness coat the black rubber. Then he rubbed it in with his hand, smearing the lubrication around the head and down the shaft until it gleamed.

“Ready for Ricardo’s cock, ma’am?” he teased, staying in character as he positioned it at her entrance again.

Lauren moaned, spreading her legs wider, her hips rising toward it. “Yes… oh god, yes.”

This time he didn’t force it. He angled carefully, guided the thick, humming head against her slick pussy, and pressed forward slowly. The tip stretched her lips, resisting at first, then yielding, until the fat head of the cock finally slid inside.

Her sharp cry of shock and pleasure rang through the room.

When Daniel eased the first two inches inside her, Lauren let out a moan so raw and loud it made his cock throb painfully against his jeans. The sound alone was almost enough to push him over the edge. Growling with arousal, he buried his face between her thighs, his tongue sliding hungrily over her swollen clit.

Lauren’s body jolted, her hips twitching as his tongue worked her. She couldn’t stop the sounds tumbling out of her throat, high and desperate. Heat poured through her, and she dragged her feet up onto the mattress, knees bent wide, her ass lifting off the bed to push her pussy harder into his mouth.

The shift in her hips drove the vibrator deeper. With a slick, vibrating slide, another inch disappeared into her, then another, until three thick inches filled her, stretching her more than she’d ever been stretched before. The hum echoed through her insides, rattling her nerves, pulling sharp cries from her lips.

Daniel tore his gaze from her clit for just a second—long enough to drink in the sight. His wife, his sweet, beautiful Lauren, lay spread out before him with a massive black cock jutting from her pussy, buzzing inside her. The sheer obscenity of it nearly made him explode untouched.

But Lauren wouldn’t let him linger. Her hands shot to the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair, yanking him back down to her clit with a desperate moan. “Don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop,” she gasped.

Daniel didn’t need telling twice. He latched onto her again, flicking and circling her clit with his tongue, losing himself in the taste and heat of her as the toy pulsed inside her, the combination threatening to unravel them both.

Daniel’s tongue worked tirelessly up and down her swollen clit as he slowly pressed the dildo deeper into her. Lauren, lost in the heat of it, bucked her hips forward, forcing herself down onto the humming shaft. Inch by inch it sank into her, her wetness spreading over its length.

Within minutes, the toy was more than halfway inside her, maybe even two-thirds buried in her tight pussy. It was enormous, far bigger than anything she’d ever taken, but the raw sensation of the vibrations deep inside her—combined with her husband’s tongue flicking and circling her clit—blurred the edges of discomfort into pure, overwhelming pleasure. She was already teetering on the edge. And Daniel could feel it.

Her thighs trembled against his face, her breath coming in short, jagged bursts. Then, just like before, her foot brushed against his cock as he shifted between her legs. Bare skin on bare skin. She moaned at the contact, and instinctively began to rub him with her toes and arch of her foot, stroking his shaft.

The improvised touch made her even hotter—the idea of making him cum like that, just with her foot, while he ate her pussy, sent a wicked thrill racing through her body.

Daniel groaned against her clit, the vibration of his voice making her twitch. Her foot sliding over his aching cock was almost too much. He knew he wouldn’t last long, maybe not even a minute. He pressed his face harder into her pussy, redoubling his efforts—flicking, circling, sucking. He even took her clit gently between his lips, nibbling, sucking it like it was a tiny cock of its own, before lapping at it again with fast, relentless strokes.

Lauren gasped, arching her back, shoving her hips down harder against his mouth. The motion drove the dildo deeper until, with a final slick slide, it bottomed out. The fake balls pressed against her lips, the whole eight inches buried inside her, buzzing madly. For a split second, she froze, overwhelmed by the sheer fullness of it. Then the pleasure crashed over her, unstoppable.

Daniel glanced up just in time to see the black shaft buried inside her, her body writhing with every buzz of the vibrator, and the sight alone nearly undid him. When her foot slid over his cock one last time, the pressure was too much. With a guttural groan, he felt his body tighten and then release. His cock erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum across her foot, splattering her ankle and even streaking her calf.

Lauren hardly noticed. She was lost in her own spiral, clutching fistfuls of his hair and grinding his face into her pussy as her climax tore through her. “Yes—yes—fuck yes!” she screamed, her whole body convulsing. A flood of wetness spilled out of her, soaking Daniel’s face, drenching the thick black shaft still buzzing inside her.

Daniel didn’t mind. He devoured every drop, lost in the taste and the heat of her release, until she finally collapsed back against the sheets, shuddering with the last aftershocks.

Carefully, he reached down and wrapped his hand around the base of the toy. Slowly, gently, he began to ease it free. By now it was slick and dripping, sliding out of her without resistance. When it came free, he froze, staring. The shaft gleamed wet with her creamy release, streaks of white coating the glossy black surface. The sight of it—his wife’s juices marking that massive cock—was so erotic that even his spent body twitched, as though ready to rise again.

He looked back up at her. “You alright, baby?” he asked softly. She hadn’t made a sound since her scream, her chest still heaving as she caught her breath.

Lauren’s eyes fluttered open. A lazy, blissed-out smile spread across her face. “God, I’m more than alright,” she breathed. “I’m fucking amazing.” Then her expression faltered, just slightly, a flicker of vulnerability passing through her eyes. “You… you don’t think I’m some kind of weird slut, do you? After doing something so crazy?”

Daniel blinked, startled. For a second, he thought she was teasing and almost answered in kind. But then he caught the seriousness in her gaze—the real question beneath the words.

He cupped her cheek, smiling softly. “No way. Not even close. You’re not a slut, Lauren. You’re the hottest, most exciting woman in the world. That’s all you’ll ever be to me.”

Her body relaxed, her smile returning as she reached for him. “Come up here and hold me for a bit?” she asked, her voice tender now.

“Of course,” he murmured. Setting the vibrator aside, he slid up the bed and gathered her against his chest. She curled into him, still trembling faintly, as the candlelight flickered around them.


Time For Meat

The Saturday of the big barbecue finally arrived. For Daniel and Lauren, it had become a tradition—an afternoon of food, laughter, and music that inevitably slipped into a drinking session as the sun went down. It was always one of their favorite days of the year, a chance to gather with friends and neighbors and fill the house with life.

Lauren, as usual, dressed the way she always did for these things. She was the hostess, the one always darting around making sure everyone was fed and entertained, which meant she rarely got near the pool. A bikini never made much sense. Instead, she slipped into her signature outfit—tight white shorts that clung to her hips and a soft T-shirt that kept her comfortable while still showing off her figure.

She was heading downstairs when Daniel intercepted her on the landing, blocking her path with a sly grin.

“I’ve got an idea,” he said. “Something out of one of our stories.”

At once, Lauren felt a flutter in her stomach. Anytime he said that, it usually meant he was about to push them to another level. And so far, every level had been better than the last. She paused, folding her arms lightly, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Oh yeah? And what’s that?”

“Why don’t you tease the guys a little today?” Daniel asked, his tone casual, though his eyes gave him away.

Her brow arched, curiosity piqued. “Tease them how?”

He shrugged, almost sheepishly, but the grin stayed. “I don’t know. Maybe wear a really short skirt. No panties. That sort of thing.”

Lauren laughed, shaking her head. “Daniel, I don’t think I’d be comfortable spending the whole day flashing my pussy to all our friends. The women included. I don’t mind being adventurous, but there’s adventurous… and then there’s reckless.” She gave him a playful smile, though her tone was firm. “Let’s think of something a little more sensible.”

Daniel wasn’t about to let her reluctance kill his momentum. He let his eyes roam over her, taking in the way the snug white shorts hugged her curves. They already showed off her ass perfectly, but maybe today he wanted people noticing something else too.

“Alright, forget the no-panties idea,” he said, grinning as a new thought struck him. “But what if you just ditched the bra? You’d still be covered, but… I mean, most of the girls here will be in bikinis anyway. Compared to that, you going braless would be downright tame.”

Lauren tilted her head, studying him with mock seriousness. “So what—you’d actually like it if all our friends spent the day sneaking glances at my tits?”

The way she said it made Daniel’s pulse quicken. He could hear the faint edge of curiosity under her teasing. She was warming to it.

He shrugged, lips quirking into a guilty smile. “Maybe. Just a tiny bit. I mean… yeah, it’d turn me on.”

For a long moment, they just looked at each other, the air between them charged. Daniel could see the spark in her eyes now—the same one that always appeared when she was tempted to step over another line with him.

Then Lauren’s lips curved into a mischievous smile. Without breaking eye contact, she tugged her T-shirt up a little, slid one hand behind her back, and found the clasp of her bra.

“So… is this what you had in mind?” Lauren teased, her eyes locked on his as her fingers worked quickly. She unhooked her bra, tugged it free through the sleeve of her shirt, and let it dangle from her hand before tossing it onto the bed.

“Voila,” she laughed. “An instant tit tease.”

Daniel’s gaze dropped immediately, as if pulled by gravity. He’d always been obsessed with her ass—it was impossible not to be—but her tits were just as perfect, and seeing them unbound like this made his mouth go dry. Her C-cups sat high and full on her petite frame, the curves even more pronounced without the bra’s support.

The cool whisper of the air conditioning hardened her nipples, pressing them into the thin white cotton of her shirt. The fabric clung just enough to hint at their shape, and Daniel knew with absolute certainty that every man at the barbecue would notice. Hell, he could barely tear his own eyes away.

Lauren crossed the room toward him, her chest shifting naturally with every step, the slight bounce of her tits mesmerizing. The shirt she’d chosen—a soft V-neck—suddenly looked dangerous. If she leaned over at the wrong angle, someone was bound to get an eyeful.

“Very nice indeed,” Daniel murmured as she wrapped her arms around him. His hands slid up immediately, cupping both breasts through the thin fabric, squeezing greedily until he could feel the stiff peaks of her nipples pressing against his palms.

She laughed and swatted playfully at his chest. “Down, boy. We’ve got too much to do before people get here.” Reluctantly, she pulled away, her hips swaying as she headed downstairs to the kitchen. Guests would be arriving within the hour, and there was still plenty to prepare.

As she moved, Lauren felt her own excitement building. The thought of spending the afternoon braless in front of their friends sent a wicked little thrill through her. Still, a flicker of nervousness tugged at her too—she just hoped the other wives wouldn’t see it as showing off, or worse, feel jealous.

The party was in full swing by late afternoon. Nearly all twenty of their invited guests had shown up, and the house and backyard buzzed with laughter, music, and the clink of bottles. Drinks flowed freely, and most people were already well on their way to tipsy after only a few hours.

Daniel and Lauren weren’t heavy drinkers themselves, so they paced carefully. Even so, with just a couple of beers, Lauren already felt that familiar, pleasant buzz warming her cheeks and loosening her edges. It made everything feel brighter—the chatter, the music, the easy rhythm of people enjoying themselves.

She slipped into the kitchen to check supplies and noticed the ice bucket was running dangerously low. With a sigh, she thought of the bags waiting downstairs in the basement freezer. Just then, James, one of Daniel’s oldest friends, wandered in, beer bottle in hand.

“Running out already?” he asked with a grin.

“Almost,” Lauren replied, tilting her head toward him. “Think you could help me bring up some ice from the basement?”

“Of course,” James said, always quick to be polite.

She opened the basement door, the cooler air drifting up as she flicked on the light. As she did, she caught sight of another figure stepping through the back door into the kitchen—Carl, another of Daniel’s friends. Perfect timing.

Good, she thought to herself with a small smile. He can help us carry a bag too.

As soon as Lauren and James made it down the steps, she led him to the basement room where the deep freeze sat humming in the corner. “It’s in here,” she said, flicking on the light. She bent forward to clear a few old things off the lid—an old cat bowl, a stack of jars, random clutter.

She didn’t need to bend so far, not really. But the buzz from the beer and the memory of Daniel’s teasing suggestion had her in a playful mood. She arched her back just a little, knowing full well how her tight white shorts clung to her ass. The fabric stretched taut, showing off every curve. She lingered there a moment longer than necessary, biting back a smile at the thought of what James must be seeing.

When she finally straightened and turned, James was closer than she expected—right in front of her, his face flushed from drink, his eyes locked on her chest. His gaze wasn’t subtle. It raked over her tits, pausing at the hard points of her nipples pressing through the thin cotton of her T-shirt. He didn’t touch her—just stared with raw hunger. And below, the bulge in his jeans was impossible to miss.

“Jesus, Lauren,” he muttered, his voice low and filthy. “You’ve got the best tits I’ve ever seen. Fuck, I’d love to shove my cock between them and paint that pretty chest of yours.”

Lauren’s breath hitched, shock and heat colliding in her stomach. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

James shifted his weight, taking a slow half-step closer, his eyes still locked on her body. “Or better yet,” he rasped, “bend you over this freezer, pull those little shorts down, and fuck that tight pussy until you scream.”

The words landed heavy, crude and shameless. Lauren’s face burned, her pulse racing. She almost snapped at him, almost told him to back off—until her eyes flicked past him to the doorway.

Daniel was standing there. Watching.

For a beat, everything froze. She braced for him to explode, to storm across the room and shove James away. But he didn’t. He just leaned against the frame, calm, composed—and smiling. That small, knowing smile.

And in that instant, something shifted inside her. Her protest melted into heat. Her thighs pressed together. The buzz of alcohol, the rush of being watched, and the thrill of Daniel’s silent approval all rolled into one dizzying wave.

Her resistance crumbled.

James must have sensed it, because his confidence flared. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her cheek, and before she could second-guess herself, his mouth was on hers. The kiss was rough, hungry, full of the beer on his breath and the bluntness of his desire.

Lauren whimpered against his lips—half shock, half arousal—as his hands came up and cupped her tits through her shirt. He squeezed firmly, almost greedily, thumbing over her stiff nipples until she gasped into his mouth.

She darted one last glance past James’s shoulder. Daniel was still there. Still smiling. Still watching.

And instead of pulling away, Lauren kissed James harder.

James pressed closer, his chest brushing hers as his hips began to grind forward. His cock, now fully hard, pressed against her stomach through his jeans, the pressure rhythmic and insistent.

Lauren froze, her mind a storm. What the fuck is he doing? And why isn’t Daniel stopping him? Anger flared—at James for being so bold, at Daniel for just standing there. But beneath the anger was something far more unsettling. Her nipples tingled under James’s touch, stiffening as his rough hands kneaded her tits through the thin cotton of her shirt. The harder he squeezed, the harder they seemed to get.

Her breath came shallow. She felt pinned—not by force, but by the situation, by the heat of his body, by her husband’s silent approval in the doorway. And God help her, some traitorous part of her was enjoying it.

James’s confidence grew with her silence. He slid one hand beneath the hem of her T-shirt, his palm spreading over the soft swell of her bare breast. His thumb brushed across her nipple, teasing it in small circles before rolling it between his fingers.

Lauren gasped. “Oh… fuck…” The sound slipped from her lips before she could stop it.

Her mind screamed at her to push him away, to call him out. But her body betrayed her—hips shifting, chest pressing forward into his hands. She stole a glance toward Daniel, hoping for a cue, for guidance, for anything. He only watched with that maddening, knowing smile.

The conflict twisted inside her, leaving her trembling. She wanted to scream, to shove James off. She wanted him to keep touching her. She wanted Daniel to intervene. She wanted him to watch.

James leaned in closer, his lips brushing her ear. “God, you’re so fucking hot like this,” he whispered, his hand pinching her nipple until she moaned again.

Lauren’s heart thundered. She didn’t know whether she hated it, or whether she was falling deeper into it—and the confusion only made the heat between her legs stronger.

James’s hand roamed higher under her shirt, cupping both of her breasts now, kneading them as if they were his to claim. His thumb and forefinger tugged at one nipple, rolling it until it felt raw with sensation.

Lauren’s mind screamed, This is too far. I should stop this. But her body betrayed her again—arching into his touch, lips parting in a helpless moan. Her legs trembled against the freezer, heat pooling low in her stomach. Every nerve was alight with confusion: anger at James’s boldness, fury at Daniel’s silence, and a shameful pulse of desire that made her clench her thighs together.

She wanted to shove him away. She wanted to drag him closer. She wanted Daniel to pull him off her. She wanted Daniel to keep watching.

“Oh fuck…” she whispered, her voice breaking as his teeth grazed her neck.

James chuckled low in his throat, grinding his cock harder against her hip. “That’s it, Lauren. Moan for me. I could fuck you right here and now—make you scream so loud the whole party would know how good my cock feels inside you.”

Her chest tightened, torn between outrage and arousal. God, why does that sound so hot?

And then—

“JAAAAMES!” a voice rang out from upstairs, sharp and cutting through the haze.

Lauren’s eyes flew open. James froze instantly. The voice echoed again, unmistakable now. His wife.

James stepped back, his face blanching as if sobered on the spot. His hands fell from her breasts, leaving her exposed and flushed in the dim basement light.

“I—I’m so sorry, Lauren. I don’t know what the hell came over me,” he stammered, running a hand through his hair, trying to steady his breath.

Lauren stood pressed against the freezer, chest heaving, her nipples still aching from his touch. She glanced toward the doorway. Daniel was still there, watching, that same small smile tugging at his lips.

And in that moment, she wasn’t sure what unsettled her more—James’s crude hunger, or her husband’s silent approval.

Lauren stood frozen, completely at a loss. Her heart was still racing, her skin hot, her mind tangled in a mess of anger, arousal, and disbelief. She glanced down and felt her stomach twist—her nipples were jutting hard through the thin fabric of her T-shirt, undeniable proof of how her body had responded. And James…

Her eyes flicked to him, and there it was. The huge bulge straining at the front of his shorts, impossible to ignore. Bigger than Daniel, without question. The sight sent another pulse of heat between her legs, even as her stomach clenched with guilt.

“What the fuck, James?” she snapped, her voice sharp enough to make him flinch. “Seriously. Don’t let it happen again.” She shoved two heavy bags of ice into his hands, her glare holding steady even as her chest still heaved. “And you’d better get upstairs quick—I think someone’s looking for you.”

He nodded quickly, eyes wide, his face pale. But before he could turn, something softer slipped into Lauren’s tone, almost against her will. “Maybe… hold those in front of you. At least until the swelling goes down.” She gave the faintest wink.

James’s expression shifted instantly to one of sheer gratitude, relief flooding his face. He clutched the ice tight to his chest and hurried toward the stairs.

From upstairs, Daniel’s voice carried down, calm and steady: “YES?”

“Where are you?” a woman’s voice called back, sharper, concerned.

“I’m coming, baby!” James called as he reappeared at the top of the steps, the bags of ice held strategically in front of him. “Just helping bring up some ice.”

Lauren leaned back against the freezer, her legs trembling, trying to steady her breathing. Her body was still humming, every nerve alive. And as James disappeared upstairs, her eyes slid to the doorway, half-expecting to see Daniel there again, smiling.

When she reached the top of the stairs and didn’t see Daniel waiting in the doorway, Lauren rolled her eyes. Of course. She grabbed a couple more bags of ice, killed the basement light, and climbed the steps. Her chest was still tight, her mind buzzing. She couldn’t believe Daniel had just stood there—watching the whole thing unfold, doing nothing. The anger simmered hotter with each step.

He was waiting for her when she reached the top. Everyone else had drifted back outside, the muffled laughter of the party spilling faintly through the open windows.

Lauren dropped the ice bags on the counter with a thud and turned on him, her green eyes flashing. “What the fuck is wrong with you? How the hell could you let that drunk idiot paw at me like that?”

Daniel held up his hands in a calming gesture, then stepped forward, pulling her gently into his arms. “Baby, wait. Just listen a second.”

She stiffened against his chest, glaring up at him.

“That’s… exactly what we’d talked about. What we’d been playing with.” His voice was steady, but his eyes betrayed a flicker of nervous honesty. “I was watching him—watching how he couldn’t keep his eyes off your ass when you bent over. And Jesus, Lauren, you did look incredible bent over like that. It was driving me crazy just standing there.”

Lauren’s lips parted, caught between anger and disbelief.

“When he first moved in on you, I swear, I was ready to step in and put him flat on his ass.” Daniel shook his head slowly, his grip tightening on her waist. “But then… I couldn’t. It was too fucking hot. Seeing him lose control over you like that, knowing you were mine the whole time—it did something to me.”

Lauren stared at him, her heart pounding, her own thoughts spiraling. Part of her wanted to scream at him. Another part wanted to admit how wet she still was.

“I wasn’t going to let it go too far,” he added firmly. “I knew where the line was. I just… I wanted to see what he’d do. How far he’d go. How you’d react.”

“Not let it go too fucking far? Are you kidding me, Daniel?” Lauren snapped, her voice low but sharp. “He had his hands all over my tits—bare tits. He was rolling my nipples between his fingers and grinding his hard cock against me like I was some fucking slut bent over a bar. And you just stood there!”

Daniel didn’t flinch. Instead, he leaned closer, his voice calm but edged with heat. “Yeah, he rubbed up against you—through both your clothes. If he’d tried to pull his cock out or shove his hand down your shorts, I would’ve been on him in a second. I swear to you, babe. I had a line, and I wasn’t going to let it cross.”

Lauren opened her mouth to fire back, but Daniel pressed on, his eyes locked on her chest. “But don’t stand there and tell me you hated it. You were moaning, Lauren. I’ve never seen your nipples get that hard, that fast. They’re still rock solid right now.” He reached down and brushed the tip of his finger lightly against one, making her gasp. “And if I had to bet, I’d say your pussy’s dripping wet just thinking about it.”

Lauren froze, her breath catching in her throat. Her face flushed, her anger wobbling under the weight of his words. She wanted to deny it, to keep her fury intact. But the heat between her thighs told a different story, and the way her body was trembling made it impossible to pretend.

Daniel smirked, tilting his head. “So go ahead, tell me again how much you hated it. But your body already gave you away, baby.”

Lauren swallowed hard, torn between fury at being called out and the deep, humiliating thrill of knowing he was right.

“We’ll talk about this later, mister,” Lauren snapped, though even she could hear the wobble in her voice. She tried to hold onto the anger, but her chest was still heaving, her nipples still rock hard against her shirt.

Daniel only grinned, cocky and unbothered. And that was when she noticed the thick outline in his jeans—his cock straining hard, proof that watching James paw at her had turned him on every bit as much as it had confused her.

Her stomach fluttered treacherously. She clenched her jaw, trying to glare, but the sight of her husband’s erection made her pulse race.

Daniel caught her glance, smirked, and winked. “Can’t wait for that talk,” he murmured, his voice low and loaded with promise. Then he turned casually and headed back toward the party, leaving Lauren standing there, flustered, wet, and trembling with anger that wasn’t entirely anger anymore.


Wind Down

At long last, the party began to wind down. Daniel walked James and his wife to the door, watching as she half-dragged her husband across the porch. James was so drunk he could barely stand, and she was scolding him the whole way to the car. Daniel winced as he heard her voice still rising as she shoved him into the passenger seat and slammed the door before sliding behind the wheel herself.

Well, Daniel thought with a wry smile, at least the guy got to have a little fun before she started tearing strips off him.

Closing the door, he headed back inside to find Lauren in the kitchen, picking half-heartedly at the mess. They were both buzzing, their movements clumsy, their laughter spilling too easily. Daniel had lost count of how many beers he’d had, and Lauren, after switching to Margaritas halfway through the night, was just as bad. They tried cleaning for a while, then gave up, leaving half the glasses where they were as they stumbled upstairs.

In the bedroom, Lauren peeled off her T-shirt, tossing it carelessly onto the chair. Daniel came up behind her, hands sliding instinctively to her breasts. He cupped them firmly, rolling her stiff nipples between his fingers. His breath was hot at her ear when he whispered, “You know your tits were a massive hit today, right?”

Lauren giggled, turning her head with mock disbelief. “What are you talking about, you silly drunk fool?”

“I’m serious,” Daniel insisted, his grin wide. “When I was out at the grill, I overheard a bunch of the guys. They thought I couldn’t hear them, but trust me, I did. They were talking about your tits, about how good they looked bouncing around under that T-shirt. Every single one of them was looking for an excuse to wander inside, just to try and catch another peek.”

Lauren burst out laughing, the alcohol making it impossible not to. “You’re making that up.”

“The hell I am,” Daniel said, laughing with her. “It turned me on so fucking much, babe. Standing there listening to them lust after you, wishing they could see more. I was hard as a rock flipping burgers.”

Lauren rolled her eyes, though the admission made a hot shiver run through her belly. Her laughter faded, and she turned serious. “You know, you still never explained why you didn’t stop James. He had his hands up inside my shirt, Daniel. He was actually feeling my bare nipples.”

Daniel groaned, burying his face against her neck as his hands stayed on her breasts. “Come on, babe. Stop pretending you hated it. I told you—I could see how hard your nipples got. Don’t try to tell me you weren’t enjoying it.”

Her breath caught. She hated that he was right. She had loved the teasing, the thrill of knowing how many eyes were on her that day. And James’s boldness had sent a dangerous jolt of arousal through her, no matter how angry she’d felt in the moment.

She pulled away slightly, facing him square on. “Listen,” she said firmly, though her voice trembled with honesty. “I loved the teasing. I’ll admit that. I liked showing off, I liked how it made me feel. But I don’t want some random drunk guy actually feeling me up. Just because it felt good doesn’t mean I want it to happen again. Are we clear on that?”

Daniel met her gaze, his own expression sobering. He nodded once, squeezing her hips. “Crystal clear,” he said quietly.

The tension between them broke as quickly as it had built. Daniel lunged at her sides, tickling her until she squealed and kicked, both of them collapsing onto the bed in a heap of laughter. For a moment, they were just drunk and giddy, tangled in the covers, their cheeks flushed and warm.

Then Daniel’s tone shifted, low and deliberate, the way it always did when their playful banter blurred into fantasy. “What if,” he murmured, brushing a strand of blonde hair from her face, “he’d just grabbed you down there? Turned you over, pulled up your shirt, and started sucking on your nipples?”

Lauren’s pulse jumped. Safe here, in their bedroom, with only her husband, she felt that same dangerous thrill return. She knew the game, knew what Daniel wanted to hear—and a part of her wanted to hear herself say it.

“Well,” she cooed, letting her voice drop into a sultry whisper, “if you hadn’t stopped him… I certainly wouldn’t have.”

Daniel’s eyes darkened, his arousal obvious. He caught her wrists suddenly, pinning her lightly, and pushed her back into the mattress. “You mean you wouldn’t have stopped him if he grabbed you like this?” he growled, sliding a hand under her T-shirt and yanking it up to her neck, baring her breasts.

Lauren gasped, her nipples instantly tightening in the cool air.

“And what if he started sucking on your tits like this?” Daniel lowered his head, latching onto one stiff nipple and pulling it deep into his mouth. His tongue circled slowly, teasing and relentless, then he sucked harder until she moaned aloud.

“Oh fuck… James!” Lauren cried, playing her role perfectly, arching her back as his mouth worked her. Her fingers twisted in the sheets. “Seriously, you can’t do that. What’s your wife going to say?”

The name left her lips like a spark catching flame—half performance, half guilty desire—and it sent a bolt of heat straight through Daniel.

“Who gives a fuck what that fat bitch says,” Daniel growled around her nipple, doing his best impression of James’s slurred voice. “Your tits are too hot—I can’t resist them.” He switched to her other breast, sucking hard, his tongue flicking over the stiff peak until she whimpered.

Lauren’s body moved on instinct. Her hand slid down, fumbling at the button of his shorts, and in moments she had his zipper undone. She pushed the fabric down, freeing his cock. The cool air hit his flushed skin, and Daniel groaned as her hand brushed him, already rock hard.

Not to be outdone, he hooked his fingers into her shorts and panties, tugging them down her thighs in one rough pull. Lauren let out a muffled moan, half shock, half surrender, her hips lifting to help him strip her bare.

Daniel didn’t waste time. He climbed over her, guiding his cock against her slick heat before sliding deep inside. Lauren gasped, clutching at his shoulders as he filled her.

“Tell me,” he breathed, thrusting slowly at first, “you think you’d have liked it? If James had bent you over and licked those sensitive nipples of yours?”

Lauren shivered, caught in the fantasy. “Maybe… maybe I would have,” she moaned, the words tumbling out before she could second-guess them.

Daniel’s thrusts quickened, his breath hot against her ear. “Next time… I think you should let him.”

Her back arched, his cock stroking her just right, and she couldn’t hold back. “Oh God, yes… next time, I will. I’ll let him.”

Daniel growled, driving harder into her. “And what if he wanted more? What if he tried to shove that hard cock of his into you… just like this?”

Lauren’s pulse skipped, the image flashing unbidden in her mind. She clung to him, voice trembling between lust and doubt. “From what I saw bulging in his shorts… that might be interesting. But I don’t know if I could take it. I’ve never had anything that big before.”

The admission came out breathless, half confession, half challenge—and it made Daniel’s cock twitch deep inside her.

That one comment—her admitting she wasn’t sure she could even take James’s cock—completely unraveled Daniel. His control snapped, and he slammed forward, burying himself deep inside her. He began pounding her harder than Lauren could ever remember, each thrust sharp and relentless, the rhythm shaking the headboard against the wall.

Lauren gasped, clinging to him, her nails raking across his back. Her husband had never been this physical, this wild. He was usually careful, measured, but now he was fucking her with raw hunger, as if the thought of another man inside her had lit something feral in him. And God help her, she loved it. Every brutal stroke left her shuddering, her body arching to meet him.

Daniel’s breath came ragged, his forehead pressed to hers. “Fuck… oh God, baby… I can’t—” His voice broke into a groan as he forced himself to slow for half a second, grinding deep instead of thrusting. He was right at the edge, and he knew it. But the slick heat of her pussy, the way her tits bounced with every crash of his hips, the way she’d just whispered about James—it was too much.

He pulled almost all the way out, holding his cock trembling at her entrance, willing his body to calm. Lauren whimpered, desperate, wrapping her legs tighter around him and dragging him back in. “Don’t stop,” she moaned, her voice raw with need.

Daniel cursed under his breath. He tried to pace himself, tried to keep his strokes shallow, but as soon as she clenched around him and cried out, his restraint shattered again. He drove into her, over and over, harder, faster, the slap of skin filling the room.

Lauren’s mind spun. Wow… that’s all it took? A little tease, a little dirty talk, and now he’s losing himself completely. She could barely keep her thoughts straight as wave after wave of pleasure built inside her, the fantasy making every sensation burn hotter.

Daniel bit down on his lip, sweat dripping down his temple as he fought for control. “Not yet… not yet…” he muttered, his voice desperate. He buried his face against her neck, groaning with every thrust. He wanted to make her cum first, to hold on just a little longer. But her moans were too much, the way she writhed under him too intoxicating.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” he gasped, his hips slamming with reckless abandon. “I can’t—oh fuck, Lauren—”

Lauren tightened her grip around him, pulling him deeper, her own climax tearing through her. Her cry of pleasure tipped him over the edge, and Daniel finally let go.

His cock jerked violently inside her as he exploded, hot spurts of cum pumping deep into her. He groaned helplessly against her shoulder, his whole body shuddering as he thrust through it, giving her everything. Lauren came again with him, her legs trembling, her nails digging into his skin as they crashed together in a frenzy of release.

They clung to each other, shaking, gasping, the headboard still rocking lightly against the wall as their orgasms ebbed.

This new game they had stumbled into—blurring fantasy with reality—was working for both of them in ways Lauren hadn’t expected. She couldn’t help but wonder what Daniel might come up with next, what scenario he’d spin out of thin air to get them both breathless again.

A part of her hoped it wouldn’t push further than she could handle. The incident with James had already been more than she ever thought she’d allow, and even though she couldn’t deny how much it had turned her on in the moment, it still scared her to think about how far it had gone. Playing it out safely in fantasy with Daniel was one thing. Being a married woman actually letting another man feel her up—that was something else entirely.

Still, she couldn’t deny the truth. Their sex life had been better in the past few months than it had been in years—more intense, more passionate, more exciting. She’d never felt Daniel so worked up, never felt herself so insatiable. It was fantastic, truly. She just knew she’d need to keep a grip on things, to make sure these games didn’t spiral beyond their control again.

**********************************************

The following morning, Lauren stirred awake in the circle of Daniel’s arms. She blinked against the sunlight spilling in through the blinds, then looked up at her still-sleeping husband. For a long moment she just lay there, a slow smile spreading across her face, warmth blooming in her chest. Life felt good. Better than good. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt this alive, this desired. And all because she’d opened his laptop and started reading those filthy stories. God, if I hadn’t… I might never have found this part of us.

Daniel’s breathing shifted, and a few minutes later his eyes fluttered open. He smiled lazily, pulling her closer, and they lay tangled together in bed, letting their conversation drift toward what had become their favorite subject—their next adventure.

Lauren had suspected he’d already been thinking about it. Sure enough, there was that mischievous gleam in his eyes when he said, “I think next time we go out—maybe a night on the town—you should dress as sexy as you can. The sexier, the better. Then we can really do some teasing.”

Lauren raised an eyebrow, her lips curving in amusement. “So what—you want me to get dolled up like a total slut and throw myself at one of your buddies?”

Daniel chuckled, shaking his head. “No, not one of my friends. That would get messy fast. I’m thinking some random guy. Some poor bastard in a bar who’ll never see it coming. You flirt, you tease, make him think he’s got a shot—and then we leave him hanging. You and me go home while you’re still buzzing from it, and I get to take you apart while you’re smoking hot.”

The bluntness made Lauren’s stomach twist, half-nerves, half-excitement. She bit her lip, imagining it. Teasing another man. Watching Daniel watch her. It did make her pulse quicken—but the thought of James’s hands on her flashed back, too.

“Okay,” she said slowly, narrowing her eyes at him. “But just how far am I supposed to go with this random guy?”

Daniel smoothed his hand over her hip, his tone soft but sure. “Don’t worry, babe. This won’t be anything like what happened with James. This’ll be out in public, crowded, and I’ll be right there. No one’s laying a hand on you unless you want them to. All I want is for you to strut a little, show off what’s mine, and let me watch you drive some poor guy crazy.”

Lauren let out a short laugh, shaking her head, though she could feel the heat already coiling low in her belly. “Well,” she teased, “if you get me drunk enough, maybe I’ll give it a try.”

“That’s the spirit. And the alcohol part—yeah, I can definitely handle that,” Daniel murmured, pulling Lauren against him, his palms sliding down until they were full of her ass. He gave a greedy squeeze, marveling at how perfectly firm it was. For all the times he’d touched her, it still felt unreal, like her body had been designed to torment him.

“You do know,” he said, voice low and teasing as he looked down at her, “you’ve got the kind of ass most women would kill for, right?”

Lauren laughed, arching an eyebrow. “I’m surprised you’re not begging me to wear my Daisy Dukes then.”

Daniel’s eyes lit up, his grin boyish and unfiltered. “That’s exactly what you should wear! Those shorts—God, yes. Perfect for when we go out.”

She swatted his chest, rolling her eyes. “I was kidding!”

“Maybe you were,” he shot back, still grinning, “but imagine the look on some poor guy’s face if you walked in wearing those. It would be perfect for our little game.”

Lauren shook her head, though she couldn’t stop her own smile. “Then you’d better keep the drinks coming before we even leave the house. Because you know damn well those shorts were never meant to be seen in public.”


Leading Not Following

That weekend, Daniel decided he wasn’t going to wait until evening to get things started. If the night ahead was going to be wild, he wanted to set the tone early with his gorgeous wife. He’d gone into the office first thing to clear some work off his desk, and by the time the clock hit half past ten, he was already speeding toward home, detouring through the neighborhood liquor store.

He emerged with a jug of frozen strawberry margarita mix—the one thing he knew could unravel Lauren’s reservations. She wasn’t much of a drinker, neither of them were, but put a frosty strawberry margarita in her hand and she was in heaven. He could picture it already: Lauren stretched out by the pool, pink drink in hand, giggling as the buzz crept up on her without her even realizing it.

When Daniel got home, the house was quiet. He checked the kitchen, the den, even called her name once, but there was no answer. Stepping out back, he grinned. There she was, already stretched on a lounger, soaking up the sun, that skimpy thong bikini showing off every curve of the body that drove him insane.

“Perfect,” he muttered under his breath, hurrying upstairs. He tore through drawers until he found his swim shorts, his pulse already quickening. Just the thought of sitting out there with her, sipping margaritas, planning the night to come—it was enough to make his cock stir as he stripped and changed.

He could see it in his mind’s eye: Lauren swirling her straw lazily through the slush of her drink, smirking at him over the rim, teasing about what poor man might get caught up in their game later. The anticipation knotted in his stomach, sharp and eager.

Then, just as he tugged his shorts into place, he froze. Voices floated through the open window. From the backyard.

“What the fuck?” Daniel thought, heart thudding. “Who the hell is out there with her?”

For a split second his excitement wavered, replaced by a hot flare of tension. Someone was intruding on his plans.

Daniel padded across the bedroom and eased up to the window, tugging the curtain back just enough to see. The sight that met him sent a jolt through his chest.

Ricardo.

The neighbor was striding up onto their back deck, pushing the screen door open with casual ease. From above, Daniel could hear his deep voice carrying across the yard.

“Hello? Anybody home?”

Lauren straightened in her lounger, shading her eyes with one hand. “Hi! I’m over here—by the pool!” she called back, her tone light, almost cheerful.

That was the last thing Daniel could make out clearly. Once Ricardo drew closer, their voices dipped into a conversational murmur. He strained to catch pieces, but instead was left watching, pulse pounding, as the scene unfolded beneath him.

Lauren lifted her sunglasses as Ricardo came near, her face open with polite curiosity.

“Sorry to bother you,” Ricardo said, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “I was out mowing the lawn, saw you out here, and figured I’d be neighborly. Thought I’d take a quick break and say hi.” His eyes flicked over her body before he forced them back to her face, but Daniel saw it—the pause, the hunger in his gaze.

Lauren shifted slightly in her chair, crossing one smooth leg over the other. A twinge of disappointment cut through her chest. Damn it, if only Daniel were here. This was exactly the kind of chance he loved, the kind that wound them both up for hours afterward. Their favorite fantasy was standing right in front of her, and her husband wasn’t around to enjoy it.

Still, she could tell by the way Ricardo lingered—by how his eyes slid over her bare stomach and the teasing strip of her thong bikini—that the suit was doing its job. Heat prickled over her skin, and she found herself acutely aware of just how much of her body was on display.

For his part, Ricardo was stunned. He hadn’t planned to be here, hadn’t planned for this. He’d always dated gorgeous Black women who left him more than satisfied. White women had never really crossed his mind—not seriously, anyway. And certainly not a married one. But now, faced with Lauren lying there in the sun, her blonde hair catching the light, her body toned and curvy in all the right places… something stirred in him he hadn’t expected.

Daniel’s fingers tightened on the curtain as he watched from above, a strange mix of irritation and raw arousal rising inside him.

But there was something different about Lauren, something Ricardo couldn’t quite explain. She wasn’t just another attractive neighbor lounging by her pool. There was a charge to her, an undercurrent of energy that seemed to pulse beneath her calm, friendly exterior. He couldn’t shake the feeling that behind her polite smile there was something smoldering, something waiting to be let loose.

He shifted uncomfortably, trying to keep his eyes on her face instead of letting them roam. There was just too much skin on display—sun-kissed legs stretched long, the teasing triangle of her thong bikini, and that perfectly rounded ass he’d caught himself glancing at more than once. Get a grip, he told himself. This was Daniel’s wife, and Daniel wasn’t even home. The thought made him restless, guilty, and yet undeniably aroused.

Lauren, meanwhile, read him like an open book. The effort he was making not to stare, the awkward tension in his voice—it amused her. But it also sent a little thrill racing through her veins. Ever since Daniel had opened the door to their fantasies, her mind had been running on a different wavelength, one that made it nearly impossible to resist the temptation of a harmless tease.

“That’s great. Daniel and I have both said we need to get to know you better,” she said warmly, adjusting her sunglasses. A moment later she caught sight of her stomach, already pink from the midday sun, and wrinkled her nose. “I hope you don’t think I’m being rude, but I think I’m starting to cook a little here. I’d better roll over before I end up scorched.”

Ricardo swallowed hard as she shifted, the movement drawing his attention no matter how hard he tried to look away. “No problem,” he muttered quickly, forcing his gaze back to her eyes even as his peripheral vision betrayed him, offering glimpses of cleavage peeking over the edge of her bikini top.

Lauren stretched lazily, enjoying the heat of his attention even as he pretended not to give it. “Daniel’s still not back from work yet,” she added, her voice light, casual, as if she hadn’t just noticed the way his eyes flickered toward her chest. “So I was just trying to catch a little sun today.”

Ricardo barely registered her words as Lauren shifted, bracing herself on her hands and knees to roll over. The motion alone was hypnotic—her back arched, her shoulders pushing her chest forward. For a split second, he had an unfiltered view straight down the valley of her cleavage. The flimsy bikini top strained as if it were fighting gravity, the soft swell of her breasts almost spilling free.

“Does Daniel usually work on Saturdays?” Ricardo asked quickly, grasping at conversation, desperate to anchor himself to anything that wasn’t the sight of her tits.

“OUCH!” Lauren gasped as her stomach brushed against the hot fabric of the lounger. She winced, fumbling to adjust herself, one arm slipping beneath her as she lost balance and flopped onto her front with a small thud. She let out a breathy laugh under her breath. Great. Real graceful, Lauren. Please God, don’t let him have noticed that little stunt.

But Ricardo hadn’t noticed her clumsiness at all. His mind was a blank slate wiped clean the second she flipped over.

Her bikini bottoms were a thong.

He froze, every muscle locking tight as his eyes devoured the sight in front of him. Her ass—round, high, perfectly sculpted—was now bare except for the thin strip of fabric cutting between her cheeks. The stumble in her roll had made it jiggle, a slow, mesmerizing bounce that replayed itself in his mind even as she settled back down on her stomach.

Lauren adjusted the towel beneath her, completely unaware of what she’d just done to him. But Ricardo stood there rooted to the spot, the sun glinting off his skin, his throat dry as he stared openly now that her back was turned.

He’d always been an ass man. He’d dated women with curves, women who knew how to use them, women who could stop a room with the sway of their hips. But nothing compared to this—nothing compared to Lauren stretched out in the sun, her golden skin glowing, her ass practically begging to be touched.

Ricardo swallowed hard, forcing his eyes up toward the trees, then back to her, then away again. But it was useless. He was transfixed.

Up above, Daniel’s fingers tightened on the curtain as he watched his neighbor stand there like a man possessed, staring at the ass he’d been worshipping for years. A sharp pang of jealousy hit his gut—but right on its heels came something hotter, darker, that made his cock twitch in his shorts.

Daniel gripped the edge of the curtain, his knuckles white. He could hardly process what he was seeing out on the deck. Lauren—his sweet, conservative Lauren—lay stretched out on her stomach, her thong riding high, practically baring her ass to their neighbor. She hadn’t even bothered to reach for a towel or adjust herself. She knows what she’s doing, he thought, chest tightening. She’s showing him. She’s actually showing him.

A hot rush of anger flared through him, but right alongside it came something darker, more dangerous—arousal. His cock twitched, stiffening as he stood there half-dressed in their bedroom, swim shorts hanging forgotten in one hand. The sight below was obscene, intoxicating. His wife’s golden skin glowed in the sun, her ass rising and falling with each slow breath, and Ricardo…

Ricardo was transfixed. He wasn’t even trying to hide it. Daniel watched as his neighbor’s hand slid beneath the waistband of his shorts, adjusting himself at first, then stroking, slow and deliberate, eyes glued to Lauren’s ass. Daniel’s pulse hammered in his ears. Jesus Christ, he’s jerking off over her. Right there. On my deck.

His stomach lurched with jealousy, bile and pride churning together. He wanted to storm downstairs, drag Ricardo away, shield Lauren from that hungry gaze. But another part of him—some twisted, hidden part he barely recognized—couldn’t look away. His cock was rock hard now, jutting forward, and before he even realized what he was doing, Daniel’s fist was wrapped around it.

He stroked himself slowly at first, watching his neighbor’s hand move in rhythm, watching Ricardo’s chest rise and fall with the heat of his arousal. It was unbearable, the combination of fury and fascination. That’s my wife. My wife. And you can’t keep your hands off yourself, can you?

Lauren shifted on the chair, oblivious, tugging her hair over one shoulder, the curve of her back leading down to that perfect ass. Daniel’s breath caught. The room seemed to spin as his hand pumped faster, his eyes darting between his wife’s body and the bulge in Ricardo’s shorts.

And then it hit him—sudden, violent, unstoppable. With a groan that he bit back against his fist, Daniel exploded. Thick spurts of cum shot across the wall beneath the window, streaking the paint as his body shuddered. His vision blurred, his knees buckled, and still his eyes stayed locked on the scene outside—on Ricardo, still stroking himself over Lauren’s unsuspecting form.

Daniel slumped against the wall, chest heaving. Shame and release tangled in his gut, but beneath it all was the terrifying truth he couldn’t escape. Watching another man jerk off over his wife had just made him cum harder than he could remember in years.

“Hey, Ricardo? You still back there?” Lauren called suddenly, raising her voice so loud Daniel could hear it clear from upstairs.

The sound jolted Ricardo like a slap. He snapped his hand out of his shorts and straightened, trying to compose himself as he circled back into view. His face was calm, but his chest still rose and fell too quickly.

He opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, Daniel’s voice carried from inside the house.

“Hey, baby—I’m home! Where are you?”

Both Ricardo and Lauren jumped at the sound. From his spot at the window, Daniel nearly chuckled. The synchronized flinch made them look guilty as hell. He watched Lauren scramble to sit upright, tugging her legs beneath her as she called back, her tone a touch too bright.

“Out by the pool!”

“Guess Daniel’s home,” she added, forcing a smile, but she wouldn’t quite meet Ricardo’s eyes.

“Yeah… I’d better get back to mowing,” Ricardo muttered, shifting awkwardly. He angled his body toward the gate, one hand low as though to shield the bulge still pressing against his jeans. “It was good seeing you, though.”

Lauren nodded quickly. “You too.”

Ricardo didn’t linger. He strode for the gate with a little too much haste, every movement betraying his nerves. His ears burned with embarrassment. Shit. Did she notice? Did he? The low rumble of his mower filled the silence a minute later, his retreat complete.

Upstairs, Daniel wiped at the streaks of cum drying on the wall beneath the window. His heart still thudded in his chest as he tugged his swim shorts into place. Outside, the sound of the mower drifted back across the fence, ordinary and harmless.

But Daniel smiled to himself, shaking his head. Harmless wasn’t the word he’d use. He wondered just how much Lauren would admit to him about what had happened while he was “gone”—and how much she’d leave unsaid.

Daniel tugged the drawstring of his swim shorts tight, grabbed the pitcher from the blender, and poured two tall glasses of frozen pink sweetness. The strawberry scent filled the kitchen, and he grinned to himself—if anything could lower Lauren’s guard and set the tone for the night, it was this. Balancing the tray carefully, he slid open the back door and stepped out onto the deck.

Lauren shaded her eyes against the sun as she looked up from her lounger. Her lips curled into a knowing smile when she saw the frosted glasses and salt-rimmed edges glistening in the light.

“What exactly are you up to, mister?” she asked, suspicion and playfulness threading through her tone.

Daniel set the tray down with exaggerated care, the cubes rattling softly in the glasses. “Just thought I’d bring you something you can’t resist,” he said smoothly, watching her eyes narrow in mock scrutiny.

She already knew what was coming—margaritas meant mischief, and mischief meant he’d been scheming again. Her pulse ticked a little faster, her body humming with an edge of excitement she didn’t want to show too easily. She arched a brow at him, pretending to be wary, but inside she could feel that familiar, dangerous buzz of adrenaline.

Whatever her husband had planned for later, she knew one thing for certain: it wasn’t going to be ordinary.

"I thought maybe we could head over to the Boiler Room later tonight, and try out our little idea," Daniel said with a sly grin as he poured his wife a generous glass of strawberry margarita. The drink was strong enough to make her raise an eyebrow as she reached for it.

When she leaned forward, Daniel’s eyes couldn’t help but dip to the deep, perfect cleavage spilling from her bikini top. Jesus, he thought, my wife could walk into a music video right now and make every guy forget the song. And just hours ago, Ricardo had been standing in this very spot, staring at her the same way.

Lauren wrinkled her nose. “Ugh, why there? Out of all the places we could go, why do you want to slum it in that dump?”

The Boiler Room wasn’t exactly known for refinement. It had started out years ago in the basement of an old textile factory, and though the owners had renovated the upstairs, the name stuck. The place was always hot, always crowded, and always full of girls who used it as an excuse to show up in outfits that barely counted as clothing. Locals joked that the only thing steamier than the air inside was the action in the bathrooms.

“Exactly,” Daniel said, smirking. “It’s on the other side of town, which means we’re not likely to bump into anyone we know. And from what I hear, it’s full of guys just dying to be teased.”

Lauren took a long sip of her margarita, pretending to think it over, though the flush in her cheeks wasn’t just from the sun.

“Yeah, okay, that’s true. Not too many of our friends slum it at the Boiler Room these days,” Lauren admitted with a laugh, twirling the stem of her glass between her fingers.

“And who knows,” Daniel shot back with a mischievous grin, “maybe we’ll find some young guy you can torture a little—with those Daisy Dukes and that power cleavage of yours.”

Lauren nearly choked on her drink, laughing as she swallowed a large mouthful of margarita. “Oh my… I think I’m going to need a few more of these before you get me into that kind of trouble.”

“Exactly what I was thinking,” Daniel replied, his grin widening as he tipped the pitcher toward her. “So—ready for a refill, babe?”

She leaned back on the lounger, holding out her empty glass with a mock sigh of surrender. “You just keep them coming,” she teased, draining the last drops before passing it to him.

The air between them was buzzing now, the mix of alcohol, sun, and suggestion already loosening boundaries.


The Boiler Room

Daniel walked across the parking lot with his arm clamped tightly around his wife, steering her toward the entrance of the Boiler Room. His pulse was thumping almost as hard as hers. Lauren was tipsy—more than tipsy, really—and he knew it. But he also knew she’d needed that extra push; without it, there was no way she’d have the courage to put herself on display the way he’d begged her to tonight.

Three pitchers of frozen margaritas later, she’d finally found her resolve, though her nerves hadn’t gone anywhere. Lauren could feel them fluttering in her stomach with every step closer to the bar. God, what am I doing? she asked herself, then glanced at Daniel. The hunger in his eyes told her exactly why.

Before they left, she had slipped upstairs to transform herself. The bikini came off, and after a quick shower she pulled on the tightest red top she owned—a thin, low-cut thing that clung to her curves and left her tan, toned stomach bare. She bit her lip as she looked in the mirror. Her nipples were already hard, pressing against the fabric, and there was no hiding them. That thought made her cheeks flush, but she didn’t change. The shirt was perfect. It made her look bold, and maybe if she looked bold, she’d feel bold.

Then came the shorts—her infamous Daisy Dukes. Daniel always joked that they were lethal, and she could see why. The frayed denim clung to her ass like a second skin, shaping every curve, and when she bent forward even slightly, the edges of her cheeks peeked out. She rarely wore them outside the house for that exact reason. Tonight, though, Daniel had insisted. Tonight, he wanted the world to see what he saw.

As they crossed the lot, Lauren tugged self-consciously at the hem, though it did nothing to hide how much ass was on show. Her legs trembled slightly, and she leaned harder into Daniel. “I can’t believe you talked me into this,” she whispered, though the warmth in her voice betrayed how turned on she was.

Daniel just squeezed her waist, grinning as he looked her over. Her ass swayed with each step, her top riding up just enough to flash her flat stomach under the neon glow of the sign. Every man they passed looked twice.

And for the first time that night, Lauren felt the thrill outweigh the nerves.

“Holy fuck, you look incredible,” Daniel murmured, his eyes locked on the reflection in the full-length mirror. Lauren flushed under his gaze, tugging self-consciously at the hem of her Daisy Dukes.

“Come on, let’s get going before I lose my nerve,” she laughed, her voice carrying just enough tremor to betray her nerves.

By the time they pushed through the door of the Boiler Room, the hum of noise hit them like a wave. The place was packed—dimly lit, hazy with smoke, and almost entirely male. A crack of pool balls echoed from the far corner, punctuated by the chime of the old pinball machine and bursts of rowdy laughter. The air smelled of beer, sweat, and fried food, thick with the kind of grit that made the place both intimidating and strangely thrilling.

As Lauren stepped inside, conversations slowed, then stalled. One by one, heads turned. Eyes swept over her bare legs, her flat stomach, the outline of her nipples pressing through her red top. No one looked away. They stared openly, hungrily, like wolves sizing up prey.

Daniel didn’t scowl or puff himself up the way most husbands might have. Instead, he slid his arm around her waist, proud, almost smug, as if daring anyone to keep looking. And they did. Every man in the bar followed her with his eyes as she walked, her hips swaying naturally with each nervous step.

Lauren felt the heat creep up her chest as she realized there wasn’t another woman in sight. Just drunk, heavy-booted country boys, all of them undressing her with their eyes. Her first instinct was to cling tighter to Daniel and bolt back outside—but then she caught her reflection in the mirror behind the bar: tanned skin, toned stomach, shorts that barely covered her ass. She looked like she belonged here, like she was meant to be stared at.

A slow smile curved on her lips. This could be interesting, she thought, her pulse quickening as she and Daniel threaded arm in arm into the smoky, crowded room.

The moment they walked in, every head turned. What drew the most attention wasn’t just Lauren’s shorts hugging her hips, but the way her tight red top clung to her chest. The low neckline framed the swell of her breasts, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the outline of her nipples. Every step she took made them shift and bounce just enough to keep eyes locked on her.

Daniel’s pulse raced. He had imagined this for months—his wife, the center of every man’s attention, strutting through a bar with nothing but confidence and bare skin. The margaritas had given her the courage, sure, but the way she carried herself now… he could see she was enjoying it too.

Lauren could feel it—the weight of every stare. At first it made her cheeks burn, but then something else stirred inside her. A thrill. A rush of power. Their eyes devoured her cleavage as if the shirt itself was an invitation. She leaned a little closer to Daniel as they moved through the room, partly for reassurance, partly to show off.

They reached the bar just as two stools opened up. Perfect. Daniel gestured for her to sit, and she slid onto one of the seats, crossing her legs as her shorts rode even higher up her thighs. Daniel sat beside her, with men pressed in on both sides, close enough that their arms brushed whenever someone shifted.

Daniel flagged down the bartender and ordered a beer for himself, a margarita for Lauren. While they waited, the man on Daniel’s other side glanced over. He was stocky, work-shirt unbuttoned at the collar, his name stitched into the fabric: Paul.

“How you two doing tonight?” he asked, casual but with his eyes drifting toward Lauren’s chest.

“Pretty good,” Daniel answered easily.

Paul nodded, took a sip of his drink, then tilted his head toward Lauren. “That your wife?”

“Yeah,” Daniel said, resting a hand on Lauren’s thigh, proud and possessive.

Paul whistled softly. “Man… you’re a lucky guy. She’s one hell of a knockout.”

Lauren’s stomach fluttered. She wasn’t sure whether to look away or smile, but Daniel jumped in before she had to decide.

“Thanks,” he said, voice deliberately loud enough to carry. “I’ve always thought so. And trust me—you don’t even know the half of it.”

Lauren felt her skin flush, a mix of nerves and arousal. She wrapped her fingers around her glass as the bartender set their drinks down, stealing a quick sip to steady herself. The night was already hotter than she’d imagined—and they’d only just sat down.

“Hey, want to go play some pinball?” Daniel asked, nodding toward the back of the bar.

Lauren squinted, tipsy enough that her words came out slow and warm. “You know, I’ve never actually played pinball before. I don’t even know how it works.” She gave a sheepish little laugh, resting her chin on her hand.

That caught the attention of the man on her right. He was heavyset, broad, with thinning gray hair and the look of someone who’d been coming to this bar for decades. “Ain’t nothing to it, sweetheart,” he said, his voice gravelly but eager.

Lauren turned toward him, and in doing so, the neckline of her red top dipped even lower. His eyes fell straight into her cleavage, and he didn’t bother pretending otherwise.

“Oh really?” she teased, catching his gaze but pretending not to notice exactly where he was staring. “Would you mind teaching me?”

The man grinned, shifting his bulk on the stool. “Be glad to. My favorite’s the Star Wars machine in the back. Four balls instead of three.” His eyes flicked down her chest again. “Gives you more to play with.”

Lauren’s lips curled into a smile. Maybe it was the margaritas, maybe the atmosphere of the bar, but she leaned in a little closer and murmured, “Well, I always say the more balls, the better.”

His laugh was short and rough, and Lauren felt a twinge of something unexpected—a rush of power in knowing that her little tease had lit him up.

“Why don’t you show me where it is, then?” she asked, tilting her head playfully. Then, glancing back at Daniel, she added with a smile, “Babe, you want to come watch me learn?”

“Sure thing, baby. Just need to hit the restroom first,” Daniel replied casually, though Lauren caught the spark in his eyes before he turned away.

“Alright then,” she said, turning back to her new companion. She giggled, a touch self-conscious now, and picked up her margarita. “Lead the way, kind sir. You might have to help me though—I’ve definitely had one too many already.”

She offered him her arm, letting him guide her toward the glowing pinball machine in the back, her bare midriff brushing against his thick arm as they moved through the crowd.

“No problem at all,” her new friend said quickly, almost too quickly, as if he couldn’t believe his luck. “Name’s George. And you are…?” He steadied her arm, puffing up a little with the kind of pride that comes from suddenly being the man a hot young woman has chosen to lean on.

Lauren tilted her head, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. “Tina,” she lied smoothly, letting the word roll off her tongue. She leaned in closer, brushing her breast against his thick arm as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

George’s eyes widened for a split second, his brain screaming jackpot as he guided her toward the games room. Jesus Christ, he thought, this is better than hitting the fucking lottery.

As they crossed the room, Lauren became hyperaware of the eyes tracking her. She could practically feel her ass swaying in her Daisy Dukes, every step tugging the frayed hem higher. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed half a dozen men peel away from their seats, suddenly deciding they needed to play pool—or maybe just watch her bend over a machine.

The games room was dimmer, lit mostly by the flashing lights of the machines. George brought her to the Star Wars pinball table and pointed out the buttons with an eager hand. “You just work these flippers here,” he said, his voice rough with nerves and excitement.

Lauren tried to follow his instructions, but the buzz of the margaritas, the neon strobes, and the low hum of male voices behind her made it hard to focus. Her fingers brushed the buttons, but her mind was on the way George’s arm was still pressed close to hers, the heat of his body right there beside her.

It didn’t take long before the crowd swelled. By the time George slid two quarters into the machine, there were at least eight men clustered around, drinks in hand, eyes glued to Lauren as if she were the main attraction instead of the flashing Star Wars machine.

George leaned close, his big hand guiding hers to the plunger. “Just pull this back and let it go,” he said. Lauren gave him a playful glance, then tugged it harder than she needed to, sending the ball clattering onto the playfield.

She bent forward over the glass, laughing as she missed her first shot completely. Her Daisy Dukes tugged up tight across her ass as she leaned, the frayed edges riding higher with every movement. The men behind her shifted, some stepping to the side to get a better angle. They didn’t even bother to hide it—her ass was the star of the show.

Those in front weren’t missing out either. With no bra under her tight red top, her tits bounced freely as she jabbed at the buttons, nipples poking through the thin cotton every time she leaned and pressed her weight against the machine. The flashing lights painted her curves in neon bursts, and every jiggle, every sway, seemed exaggerated, as if her body knew it was being watched.

At first Lauren told herself it was just the margaritas, just the buzz making her careless. But as the cheers and whistles rose—“That’s it, sweetheart!” “Bend over more, you’ll see it better!”—she felt a rush of heat spread through her chest. Her heart pounded as she realized she was deliberately arching her back a little more, leaning just a fraction further forward than she needed to.

She could sense them drinking her in—her ass swaying with every shift of her hips, her tits bouncing against the low neckline of her shirt—and instead of pulling back, she leaned into it. For the first time in her life, she was enjoying the collective hunger in a room full of men.

When the ball drained and George leaned in to guide her hand again, she laughed breathlessly and glanced over her shoulder. Half a dozen pairs of eyes darted away, caught staring. The thrill of it sent a tingle right down between her legs.

In the meantime, Daniel slipped quietly back from the restroom and into the games room, lingering near the back wall where the smoke from the bar drifted in a haze. Nobody noticed him, and that suited him perfectly. All eyes were glued to Lauren—his Lauren—bent over the pinball machine like she was on stage.

He could see the men leaning in, jockeying for the best angle, their gazes shamelessly glued to the swell of her tits as they pressed against the glass, or the way her ass cheeks peeked from the cut-off denim whenever she shifted her weight. Daniel’s chest tightened with a mix of pride and jealousy. It was surreal—half of him wanted to storm forward and drag her out, the other half couldn’t get enough of watching his wife hold an entire room in the palm of her hand.

His cock was hard already, straining in his shorts as he realized how easily she commanded the space. She wasn’t even trying to play well—he knew she didn’t care about pinball in the slightest—but the guys thought she was serious, thought she wanted to impress them. That was the real trick. They didn’t see what he did: the subtle arch in her back, the way she leaned forward just a little too far, how her shirt slipped lower every time she reached across the machine.

Lauren, meanwhile, was grateful for the machine in front of her. After three pitchers of margaritas, her balance wasn’t exactly steady, and the glass surface gave her something to brace against. She pressed her hands flat to the sides, laughing as the ball ricocheted wildly across the flashing playfield. And as the game went on, she started to surprise herself—she wasn’t half-bad for a beginner, or maybe the crowd’s energy was keeping her afloat.

She leaned too far forward on one shot, her shorts tightening across her ass, and the men behind her groaned softly, like a collective exhale. The sound sent a shiver through Daniel’s spine. Then, in her drunken enthusiasm, she jabbed the buttons too quickly, her grip slipped, and she nearly toppled back onto her big ass. A few hands instinctively twitched forward as if to catch her, but she righted herself with a squeal, laughing it off while her tits bounced wildly against the thin red cotton.

From the shadows, Daniel’s nails dug into his palms. He was both turned on and unnerved, watching his wife totter at the edge of control, knowing she had no idea how close he was—watching, hard, and barely holding himself together.

George was at her side in an instant, the smell of beer and sweat heavy on his breath as he crowded into her space. His bulk pressed forward until his crotch was flush against her barely covered ass, the thick denim of her Daisy Dukes no real barrier against the hard ridge now nudging into her. He covered her smaller hands with his own, curling his thick fingers over hers on the pinball buttons.

“Here, let me help you a little,” he muttered, his voice low and gravelly, sending a shiver straight up her spine.

Lauren froze for half a heartbeat, her breath catching. She was tipsy, giddy, and fully aware that half the bar was behind her, eyes glued to her every sway and jiggle. Her stomach tightened at the boldness of it—his cock pressed right into her ass, the weight of his body behind her, the heat of his hands engulfing hers. She should have stepped away, but her legs didn’t move.

George glanced around nervously, scanning the sea of faces packed into the cramped games room. He was sure she’d walked in with a man, but there was no sign of him now—only a wall of drunk, wide-eyed onlookers, none of them about to ruin their good fortune. They looked spellbound, transfixed by the blonde in the tight red top whose tits bounced with every tilt of the machine. If they were jealous that George had claimed the prime spot at her back, they said nothing. A few scowled, but the envy in their eyes burned hotter than their frustration.

Lauren leaned into the machine again, trying to focus on the flashing lights and the clatter of the ball, but she couldn’t ignore the hard pressure at her ass or the heavy breath at her neck. The men crowded closer, their beers sloshing in hand as they craned for a better view. The ones right behind her could see George’s hips rolling, see the way he was grinding his cock into her as if she were his already. Their silence made it worse—they were letting it happen, all of them, as though this was a show just for them.

A loud cheer erupted when the ball ricocheted into a jackpot, the machine’s lights exploding in a frenzy. The noise drew more bodies from the main bar, until the games room was stuffed shoulder to shoulder, the air thick with heat, booze, and lust. Dozens of men, and every last one of them was watching Lauren’s tits bounce, her ass grind, her lips part in a drunken little gasp.

That was when George leaned in closer, his stubble rasping against her ear as he lowered his voice to a conspiratorial growl.

“If you want to do really well at this game,” he whispered, his cock grinding against her ass for emphasis, “you gotta use your body.”

“OK,” Lauren breathed, surprising herself at how husky and eager her own voice sounded. The word slipped out almost involuntarily, and with it came the rush of heat between her thighs. She felt her pussy flutter, wetness seeping into her Daisy Dukes at the stranger’s hot breath against her ear and the heavy weight of his cock pressing insistently into the soft curve of her ass.

God, she could feel it. Thick, hard, bigger than she would have guessed from the sloppy way he carried himself. George might have been older, softer around the middle, but what he had straining in those jeans was anything but disappointing. The realization sent a shameful pulse of arousal through her, one that made her toes curl inside her sandals.

He rocked her against the machine as though guiding her play, his thick hands swallowing hers on the buttons while his hips gave little deliberate shoves into her ass. The pinball clanged and ricocheted wildly, but Lauren barely saw the flashing lights in front of her. She caught her reflection instead in the glass—her flushed face, her mouth parted, her tits straining against the thin red fabric of her shirt.

Her eyes widened. One of the buttons had come loose, maybe two, from all the shaking and bouncing. She hadn’t even noticed until now. She glanced down in horror and thrill as the neckline sagged, the swell of her right breast practically spilling free.

George followed her gaze, leaning over her shoulder, his chest pressing into her back. When he saw it, he grinned. “Well, would you look at that,” he muttered just loud enough for her to hear, his voice thick with lust. He made no move to help her fix it—if anything, his hands pressed hers harder against the buttons, keeping her locked in place, as if to say leave it.

Then the ball screamed down the middle of the table, heading toward the gutter. With a sudden, deliberate thrust of his hips, George slammed his crotch forward into her ass, jolting her body. The whole machine shook violently under them, lights flashing, bells ringing.

Lauren let out a startled gasp, her tits bouncing in wild rhythm with the impact. And that was when it happened—the neckline gave way completely. Her right tit burst free from the red fabric, her nipple stiff and pink, jutting into the smoky air for every man around them to see.

The cheer that went up from the men crowded behind her was unmistakable—low whistles, a few muttered curses, the kind of raw appreciation that prickled her skin and made her heart pound harder. George looked down at the perfect globe of her breast, his grin stretching wider as he murmured, “Now that’s how you play to win.”

Lauren’s pulse hammered in her ears. She should have yanked her shirt up, should have covered herself. But she didn’t. She just stood there trembling, feeling his cock grinding against her ass, feeling dozens of hungry eyes devouring her bare nipple, and hating how much her body loved it.

As the game finally sputtered to its end, the last ball slipping straight down the middle, Lauren laughed breathlessly. “Oh no!! What the fuck just happened?” she shouted, the machine’s lights flickering out as the words GAME OVER flashed across the glass.

George pulled his hands off the bumpers and leaned in close, muttering, “Hell of a show, sweetheart.” He helped steady her as she turned from the machine, but Lauren already knew what kind of show she was giving.

Her right tit was still fully exposed, nipple flushed and stiff in the cool air. She hadn’t “accidentally” let it hang there—she knew. She wanted it. And as she pivoted toward the sea of men pressing in around her, she held her shoulders back just enough to make sure they could all see it. The hush that fell over the crowd, the raw hunger in their faces, sent a lightning bolt of arousal through her body. It was intoxicating.

Her eyes scanned the wall of men—and then she spotted him. Daniel, weaving through the crowd, his gaze locked on her bare breast. Instead of panicking, she smiled at him. A slow, knowing smile. The rush of exposing herself like this—knowing her husband was watching, knowing all of them were watching—was unlike anything she’d ever felt. She honestly thought she might cum right there in her Daisy Dukes.

Daniel reached her, winked, and finally broke the tension. “Hey, Tina baby,” he said loudly enough for everyone to hear, “I think your titty’s showing!”

A ripple of laughter and nervous energy ran through the room, but Lauren never broke eye contact with her husband. Slowly, almost teasingly, she looked down at her breast, then back up at him, giggling as she finally tugged her shirt back into place.

Around them, a collective groan of disappointment rose from the crowd of drunk men, the sound almost primal in its frustration. And Lauren soaked it up, feeling their stares still burning against her skin, a secret shiver of power and arousal running through her whole body.

“What’s wrong, boys?” Lauren asked, her lips curling into a teasing smile. She already knew the answer—the room was practically vibrating with the sound of men holding their breath, every pair of eyes locked on her.

“I think…” George’s voice wavered as he spoke for the group, “…we were just amazed by your beauty.”

Lauren let out a soft laugh, the kind that sent a little shiver down Daniel’s spine as he listened from the edge of the crowd. “Such a gentleman,” she thought, even as she felt the heat between her thighs intensify.

She tilted her head, widened her green eyes into her most innocent expression, and asked, “Well then… would you boys like another quick peek?”

“Fuck yeah!” the room erupted in unison.

The sound rolled over her like a wave, and Lauren nearly trembled from the rush of power. Twenty men, drunk and hungry, hanging on her every move. Her nipples pressed like pebbles against the thin red fabric of her shirt, her pulse racing as she realized how far she could take this.

Her hands moved slowly, deliberately, up to the buttons that were still holding her blouse together. She toyed with the first one, dragging it out, feeling the anticipation tighten the air around her, then slipped it free. The neckline parted wider, revealing the deep valley of her cleavage, the soft swell of her breasts pushing against the thin material.

“Is that enough?” she purred, looking up at them through her lashes.

“No! No way! More!” the men barked back, voices raw and desperate.

The sheer demand in their tone sent a bolt of electricity straight through Lauren’s body. She was wet—soaking—and she knew Daniel could see it in the way her thighs pressed together, the subtle hitch of her breath.

There were only two buttons left, but her hands were already moving, almost without thought. The thrill of it consumed her. With a sudden rush of adrenaline, she flicked them both open in quick succession, leaving nothing but her own hand holding the shirt closed, the slightest tug away from baring herself completely to the room.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, not just from the tequila buzz, but from the raw high of control—the intoxicating realization that she had every single one of them in the palm of her hand.

“What do you want to see, boys?” Lauren asked, her voice low and trembling, half with nerves and half with anticipation.

“Your tits! Your tits! Your tits!” the chant started with a few voices but quickly grew until the whole crowd was pounding the words back at her in unison.

The noise spilled into the bar, and before long, more men pushed their way into the cramped games room. Shoulders pressed together, beer glasses clutched tightly, even the staff craned their necks to see. The owner stood in the doorway, shaking his head but grinning all the same, like he wasn’t about to stop a show that had every man in his place transfixed.

Lauren felt the walls close in around her, dozens of eyes drilling into her body. Her heart hammered in her chest, and for a split second she thought she’d fold—button her blouse back up, make a joke, and retreat. But then she looked across the crowd and found Daniel. He wasn’t moving to stop her. He was just standing there, smiling at her with that hungry, proud look in his eyes.

That was all it took.

Lauren sucked in a deep breath, her chest rising high, and with a sharp tug she pulled her blouse wide open.

The room erupted in a roar of approval.

Her breasts spilled into the smoky air, full and round, her nipples already stiff and pointing as if they’d been waiting for this moment. The stark lines of her bikini tan framed the creamy skin of her chest, making her dusky, rose-colored nipples stand out even more.

For a heartbeat, Lauren froze—paralyzed not by fear, but by the sheer shock of what she had just done. She had never shown her tits to anyone but her husband. Not once. And now here she was, standing in front of an entire bar of strangers, proudly baring herself while their hungry gazes devoured every inch of her.

The sound of the men’s cheers rang in her ears, but underneath it all, she could hear her own ragged breathing. Her skin tingled, her legs trembled, and deep in her belly she felt a pulse of heat so strong it nearly made her knees buckle.

The rush was overwhelming. Terrifying. Exhilarating. Addictive.

Lauren stood motionless, holding herself open, letting the weight of a hundred eyes roam across her body. For the first time in her life, she felt the full intoxicating force of raw exhibitionism—and it almost made her cum on the spot again.

As soon as Lauren’s breasts spilled into view, the room erupted. The cheer was deafening—hoots, whistles, pounding fists on the sides of pool tables. For a few glorious seconds, she stood there like a queen, basking in the raw hunger of dozens of men.

But the eruption also made the owner shift uncomfortably. He pushed his way through the crowd until he was right beside her, lowering his voice so only she could hear. “Honey… as nice as they are, you really can’t do that in here. I’m sorry, but I’m gonna have to ask you to leave.”

He whispered, but it didn’t matter. The whole room had gone so still, so focused on Lauren, that his words carried anyway.

“NOOOO!” the crowd roared in unison, desperate and frustrated, like kids having their favorite toy snatched away.

The spell shattered in an instant. Daniel finally stepped forward, laying a hand on Lauren’s back. “Come on, baby. We should go,” he said quietly, though his voice was tight with both pride and nerves.

Lauren’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse as she pulled it closed again. Even so, she couldn’t resist flashing the crowd one last smile, her green eyes glinting with mischief. “I’m sorry if I offended any of you boys,” she teased, her tone far from apologetic.

The room groaned in protest. “No! Don’t go!” “Stay!” voices called out, half pleading, half commanding.

Daniel leaned close, his hand firm at her waist, and whispered, “We need to leave before this gets out of hand.”

Lauren let him guide her through the packed bodies, but as they reached the door she glanced back over her shoulder, voice carrying across the room. “We’ll definitely stop by again sometime.” She paused, her smile curling into something sly. “And thanks for teaching me how to play pinball, George.”

Another chorus of groans and cheers followed them as they slipped out into the night.

Back inside, the bar emptied faster than it ever had on a Saturday. Half the men headed home, their minds replaying every bounce of her tits, every shake of her ass, desperate to relieve the ache she had left them with.

And Daniel, walking with his arm around Lauren, could hardly believe what had just happened—that his wife, his sweet, buttoned-up Lauren, had shown herself to a room full of strangers, and loved every second of it.

It took barely five minutes on the road before Daniel swerved into a quiet side street, killing the headlights. Lauren had already slid across the bench seat toward him, her lips locked to his, kissing him with a hunger that made his whole body thrum. Her tongue darted into his mouth as her hand worked furiously over his cock through his jeans.

“Holy fuck, baby,” Daniel groaned, one hand on the wheel, the other cupping her ass.

Lauren pulled back just enough to grin at him, her lipstick smudged, her green eyes blazing. “You’re so fucking hard already.” She tugged the neckline of her tight red shirt down, freeing one breast and pressing the swollen nipple against his mouth. “Suck it.”

He didn’t need telling twice. Daniel latched onto her nipple, sucking hard, making her squeal as her whole body arched into him. Her hand was still working his cock through the denim, feeling how desperate he was.

Traffic hummed past somewhere in the distance, but in their little cocoon it felt like the whole world had shrunk to the taste of her tit in his mouth and the heat pooling between her thighs.

Finally, Daniel tore himself away, breathless. “We’ve gotta get moving before someone sees.”

They lurched back onto the road, but only made it a few more minutes before Daniel veered into another empty pull-off. This time Lauren was faster—her hands were already unzipping him, pulling his cock free into the dim light of the dashboard.

“Mmmm, I’ve missed this,” she purred, stroking him slowly before leaning down and wrapping her lips around the head. Daniel gripped the wheel tight with one hand, her hair with the other, as she bobbed her head, swirling her tongue around him while making greedy little moans in her throat.

“Fuck, Lauren, I’m gonna cum if you keep that up,” he groaned.

She pulled off with a wet pop and licked her lips, smirking wickedly. “Not yet. I want you to save it for me.” She gave his cock one last stroke before tucking him back in.

The air inside the car was thick with sex, both of them panting, teetering on the edge of losing all control. By the time they pulled into their street, Daniel was already imagining throwing her down on their bed the second they got inside.

But then he saw it.

As they rolled up the driveway, headlights catching the figure walking away from their front door, Daniel blinked in disbelief. Ricardo. Their neighbor turned around at the sound of the car, hands in his pockets, waiting as they pulled in.

And just like that, all the raw, aching tension in the car had a brand-new edge.


A Surprise in the Dark

Lauren glanced down just as Daniel rolled the car to a stop. Her stomach flipped—two buttons. Only two. The rest of her blouse hung open, her cleavage framed perfectly, practically spilling out as if daring anyone to stare.

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath, fumbling quickly to fasten two more buttons before Ricardo reached the car. But it was a hopeless effort. The shirt had been too small from the moment she’d tugged it on hours earlier. Her tits strained against the thin fabric, the new buttons only forcing them higher and tighter, creating a deep, mouthwatering line of cleavage that no man alive could ignore.

And Ricardo didn’t.

As he strode over, his brow furrowed in what looked like genuine concern, his eyes flicked down for just an instant before he forced them back up to Daniel. “Hey, guys—sorry to bother you this late. I did something stupid. Locked my keys inside, and now I’m stuck. You don’t happen to have a ladder I could borrow? I’ve got a second-floor window cracked open, but that’s the only way in.”

Daniel followed Ricardo’s pointing finger, squinting up at the dark window. He already knew the answer. The old aluminum ladder he kept in the garage barely made it to the eaves of the first story. Just last month, he’d had to borrow his brother’s to fix siding near the roofline.

But as his eyes slid back down to Lauren—her tits straining against the fabric, her cheeks flushed pink from margaritas and the car make-out session minutes earlier—a wicked little thought bloomed. His cock twitched at the idea before he’d even formed it fully.

Maybe, just maybe, this situation could turn into something far more interesting than lending out a ladder.

As Ricardo stood there beside their car in the warm night air, Lauren’s mind betrayed her with a rush of memories. She remembered the way he’d been at the barbecue—courteous, polite, a real gentleman. Then her thoughts skipped to that afternoon by the pool, when his shadow had stretched across her lawn chair and his easy smile had disarmed her almost instantly. He was such a contradiction: big, powerful, muscular, yet soft-spoken and friendly enough to put anyone at ease.

Her heart thudded a little faster just looking at him now. She could feel the heat rising in her chest and cheeks, her body still humming from everything that had already happened tonight.

Daniel slid out of the car, adjusting his shirt quickly, hoping the half-erection straining in his shorts wasn’t obvious. The heavy petting in the car had left him painfully hard more than once, and it still hadn’t entirely faded.

Lauren got out on the far side, tugging at her blouse as if that might tame it. In truth, she had more to worry about than her husband. Her outfit had been daring from the start, and now, after everything—George pressing his cock into her ass at the bar, the crowd of men chanting for her tits, her nipples stiff from exposure, and then the feverish making out in the car—her arousal was written all over her. Her flushed skin, her quick breaths, the way her blouse clung damply to her chest.

The memory of twenty pairs of eyes drinking her in as her bare tits bounced free made her knees weaken all over again. The fact that Ricardo—handsome, unassuming Ricardo—was now standing in front of her, needing something from them, sent a dangerous thrill surging through her veins.

One thing was undeniable—making out in the car had always been Lauren’s weakness. It was reckless, messy, and so deliciously naughty that it never failed to send her into overdrive. By the time they’d pulled into their street, she was already flushed and aching, wound up tighter than she could remember being in weeks.

But then, stepping out of the car and seeing Ricardo waiting in their driveway—tall, broad-shouldered, effortlessly handsome—hit her like a lightning bolt. The suddenness of it, the way he looked up at her just as she rounded the car to join Daniel, set her pulse racing even higher. There was something in his eyes, a heat he couldn’t quite mask, that seemed to slice right through her.

It was exactly what she’d felt that afternoon by the pool, when he’d lingered for just a moment too long, his gaze heavy, deliberate, impossible to miss. The same smoldering hunger, like a starving man sizing up a feast laid out before him. It was brazen, it was unspoken—and it made her knees weak.

Her breath caught as she saw his eyes dip, slow and deliberate, down to the cleavage that her too-tight blouse framed all too well. She could actually feel herself blushing, her chest prickling hot, and yet the blush was matched by a rush of arousal so sharp it almost stole her breath.

Ricardo gave a sheepish smile, though his eyes lingered far longer than his apology allowed. “Thanks, guys. I was rushing out for the gym, and I guess the door swung shut before I grabbed my keys. I feel like such an idiot.”

As Ricardo chatted with them, Lauren realized he wasn’t the only one sneaking glances. Her eyes betrayed her, drifting over him in the same way his had lingered on her cleavage. She told herself it was only fair—if he could look, why couldn’t she? Besides, Daniel would love hearing about it later. She could already picture the scene: sitting him down on the edge of their bed, his cock swelling in her hand as she whispered how she’d let her eyes roam over their neighbor’s body, how just standing there had left her wetter than ever.

That thought alone sent a fresh little thrill through her. She was getting better at this role-playing game of Daniel’s, no doubt about it. After devouring the stories on his laptop, she had worked out exactly what twisted him up inside—and the crazy thing was, those same scenarios were starting to get under her skin too. It wasn’t an act anymore. And now here Ricardo was, right in front of them, the flesh-and-blood version of the man who had been starring in their late-night fantasies. The overlap between fiction and reality made her pulse quicken all the more.

She could tell he’d been telling the truth about heading to the gym—his outfit left little doubt. A snug workout shirt stretched over his chest and shoulders, the fabric straining against the kind of build you only ever saw in magazines or action movies.

As the three of them made their way toward the front door, Daniel walked side by side with Ricardo, leaving Lauren a step behind. That gave her the perfect angle to take him in properly—and she nearly stumbled. Next to her husband, Ricardo looked huge. He had to be at least half a foot taller than Daniel, his back broad and sculpted, the muscles shifting with each step under the cling of his shirt. His dark skin seemed to emphasize every contour, every ripple of strength.

Lauren realized, with a small gulp, that she had never seen a man this ripped up close—not at the gym, not anywhere. The looser clothes he’d worn the first time he’d come by hadn’t revealed much, and earlier by the pool she’d been lying on her stomach, too flustered by his eyes to take a real look. But now, trailing behind, she drank it all in. And the longer she looked, the more her body reacted, the excitement knotting low and hot in her belly.

But this time felt different. Following behind the two men, Lauren’s eyes inevitably drifted lower—and froze. Ricardo’s gym shorts clung tightly to his body, and there was no disguising the sheer size of what he carried between his legs. For a heartbeat she thought she must be imagining it, that the shadows were playing tricks on her. But then he shifted slightly, the fabric stretching, and the outline became even clearer.

Her breath caught in her throat. “Holy fuck… that can’t be real,” she thought, pulse quickening as heat rushed through her body. It wasn’t a quick glimpse she could brush off. The bulge was too obvious, too heavy-looking, straining the material as though daring her not to notice. And God help her, she wasn’t really trying not to.

The stories she had been secretly devouring on Daniel’s laptop came flooding back. Those outrageous tales of wives confronting the shocking difference between their husbands and some other man—the kind of stories she had read and masturbated to again and again. In every one of them, the “other man” had been larger than life, almost mythic. And Ricardo… Ricardo looked exactly like those stories had described. The thought that the very fantasies she and Daniel had been whispering in the dark could be standing, walking, breathing in front of her made her knees feel weak.

She risked another glance, and another, unable to stop herself. The outline pressed against his thigh, long and heavy, like it had no business being contained in a pair of workout shorts. It seemed to snake down his leg, halfway along the inside of his thigh, and Lauren found herself blushing furiously at the sheer obscenity of it.

Her stomach fluttered with nerves, but the thrill that coursed through her was undeniable. This was no story. No fantasy scribbled on a page. This was her neighbor. Real, impossibly big, and only a few feet in front of her.

Her eyes betrayed her. The more she stared, the more her vision sharpened on the details. She could trace the shape of the thick shaft, the blunt curve where the head pressed into the fabric halfway down his muscular thigh. The obscene reality of it made her nipples tighten inside her shirt, and she had to swallow hard before reminding herself to breathe.

Daniel’s voice cut through her daze. “Well, if I’m honest, man, I don’t think I’ve got a ladder tall enough to reach that window. But I can check for you. Why don’t you come in, grab a seat, and I’ll see what I can dig up.”

Ricardo nodded, appreciative. “Thanks, man, I really appreciate it.”

The three of them walked toward the house. Lauren still hadn’t managed to form a single word, though her body was buzzing with unspoken awareness. As she followed behind the men, her gaze slid lower again—this time to Ricardo’s back and ass. His shirt stretched across broad, sculpted shoulders, muscles shifting beneath the fabric like a machine in motion. His glutes filled out his shorts with the kind of solid definition she had only ever seen on professional athletes or statues. A body like a Greek god, she thought, pulse racing. He ought to have “Zeus” on his back instead of Jones.

Her fantasy spiraling, Lauren nearly missed Daniel reaching back to grab her hand. The warmth of his touch grounded her, but the mischievous glint in his eyes made her heart skip.

“Ricardo, grab a seat on the sofa,” Daniel said easily, gesturing toward the living room. “Remote’s right there on the arm of the chair—put the game on if you want.”

Then he turned back to his wife, lowering his voice. “Hey, babe, come help me look for this ladder in the garage for a minute.”

“Sure,” Lauren answered, her tone neutral even as her cheeks flushed. She already knew her husband’s game—there was no ladder tall enough in that garage. Which meant whatever Daniel was about to pull her into had nothing to do with tools, and everything to do with what they’d both just seen.

She could already tell this was going to be one of Daniel’s elaborate schemes. God, that twisted, dirty imagination of his. Every time he got that gleam in his eye, it pulled her deeper under his spell. Lauren realized with a rush of heat that she was falling even more in love with her husband’s perversions—their adventures lately had proved just how intoxicating his ideas could be.

As soon as they stepped into the garage, Daniel closed the door quickly behind them and turned with that familiar wicked sparkle in his eyes. “So,” he murmured, his grin curling, “you want to do a little more teasing tonight?”

Lauren couldn’t stop herself—she burst out laughing, her whole body shaking with it.

“Shhh!” Daniel hissed, though he was grinning too. “What the hell’s so funny?”

“I knew it,” she managed, laughing harder, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye. “I fucking knew you were up to something the second you said ‘ladder.’”

She caught her breath, but her pulse was thudding as she looked him in the eye. “Baby, do you seriously think it’s a good idea to tease our brand new neighbor?” she whispered. The words came out as protest, but the little quiver in her voice betrayed her. The image of Ricardo’s body—his eyes, his impossible bulge—was already flooding back, and even as she spoke, her nipples tingled under her thin top. Her mind was screaming yes, and Daniel always had a way of hearing it, even when she tried to hide it.

Daniel stepped closer, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. His voice dropped into that low, steady tone he used when he wanted to push her boundaries but keep her safe. “I won’t let it go too far, I swear,” he promised, eyes locked on hers. “But I’ve got this little idea…”

Daniel leaned back against the garage wall, eyes glinting with mischief as he laid out his idea. “Here’s what I’m thinking. We head back inside and tell Ricardo the truth—we don’t have a ladder tall enough. But since he’s locked out, we invite him to stick around, watch the game until a locksmith can come. He’ll say yes, trust me. You saw how his eyes lit up earlier when football came up.”

Lauren crossed her arms, half-suspicious, half-thrumming with nerves. Daniel wasn’t finished.

“I’ll take my usual spot in the recliner,” he continued, “and when you come back in with drinks, that’ll leave the sofa wide open next to him. You could sit there…or on the floor in front of him, if you’re feeling brave.” His grin widened. “I’ll give it a while, then pretend I’ve dozed off. That way, you can tease him, flirt with him—see how far it goes. And if it starts to get out of hand, I’ll make some big noisy ‘wake-up’ and shut it down without Ricardo suspecting a thing.”

Lauren’s heart thumped hard at the picture he painted. She could already imagine Ricardo’s broad shoulders filling the sofa, his thighs spread, his eyes glued to her. The idea of being that close to him—while Daniel pretended to sleep just feet away—sent a pulse straight between her legs.

Daniel stepped closer, lowering his voice. “This way, you get to push the fantasy right up to the line, and I get to watch it all. Safely. No risk. What do you think?”

“God…” Lauren pressed her palms against her thighs, trying to ground herself. “The thought of it sounds so hot, but…” She shook her head quickly, her voice unsteady. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. What if I mess it up? What if I go too far without realizing?”

Daniel smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair back from her face. “Don’t overthink it. Just do what feels right in the moment. Tease as much or as little as you want. I trust you completely. We’ll let him get all worked up, then I ‘wake up,’ and he goes home with blue balls and a head full of you.”

Lauren chewed her lip, her pulse hammering, every nerve alive with equal parts dread and excitement.

“I don’t know, Daniel.” Lauren’s voice wavered as she rubbed her temples. “It’s been such a long day, and I’ve had way too much to drink. I’m not sure my judgment is all that great right now.”

Daniel cupped her chin and tilted her face up toward him, his eyes gleaming. “You’ll be fine, baby. We don’t have to push it. Just a little fun. That’s all.”

Lauren’s stomach fluttered. She wasn’t convinced. Every nerve in her body was already humming from everything that had happened that day—the bar, the teasing, the car make-out sessions. She could feel her thighs slick with arousal and knew she was more than ready to drag Daniel upstairs and let him fuck her hard, the way she’d been waiting for. That would have been the simple option. Safe. Familiar.

And yet…her husband was right. The idea of bringing Ricardo into their game—even just for tonight, even if nothing actually happened—was almost too tempting to walk away from. The thought of sitting just a breath away from that big, handsome neighbor, pretending innocence while the tension grew thick enough to cut, sent a shiver through her.

“God, this could be too far,” she whispered to herself, biting her lip. But when Daniel reached for her hand, she let him lead her back inside.


Getting Comfortable 

They stepped into the living room to find Ricardo settled on the sofa, exactly where Daniel had predicted he’d be—leaning forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on the football game playing across the big screen. He barely noticed them at first. Daniel hadn’t been exaggerating; the guy clearly lived for this.

Ricardo glanced up with a grin as they entered. “Hey, I managed to find the game. Did you get a ladder tall enough to reach my second floor?”

“Sorry,” Daniel shook his head with a rueful smile. “Not even close. But you’re welcome to hang out here while you wait for a locksmith. Grab a beer, watch the game for a bit, kick back with us.”

At that moment, Lauren crossed the room and lowered herself onto the sofa right beside Ricardo, close enough that their thighs almost touched. She could feel his eyes flicker over her as she settled in. The expression on his face was priceless—half-surprise, half-struggle—not quite believing the sight of his neighbor in such a revealing outfit.

Ricardo had seen her in her bikini earlier that day, but this was different. This wasn’t just casual poolside relaxation—this was Lauren deliberately dressed to turn heads, her tiny shirt clinging to every curve, her shorts barely containing her round ass. She looked nothing like the polite, conservative neighbor he thought he knew.

“Yeah, you’re welcome to stay for a while,” Lauren said lightly, flashing him a smile as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Ricardo rubbed the back of his neck, clearly torn. “Well, I was supposed to meet my brother at the gym for a workout tonight, but he’s probably finishing up by now. He’s got a spare key to my place, but he’ll need to swing back home first before he can bring it to me.” He glanced between them and added awkwardly, “I just don’t want to be a third wheel or anything. If you two had other plans for tonight, don’t let me get in the way.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Lauren said quickly, springing to her feet before he could say anything else. “I’ll grab us some beers.”

She turned and walked past him again, deliberately slowing her stride just enough that the sway of her hips was impossible to ignore. Her Daisy Dukes clung like a second skin, and as she slipped into the kitchen, Ricardo found himself staring after her, jaw tight, like he was trying not to react.

Daniel reclined in his favorite Easy Boy chair, watching the whole exchange with silent satisfaction. When Lauren returned, she carried three cold beers—two in one hand, one in the other—and leaned over to hand them out. She passed one to Daniel, another to Ricardo, and then bent down to set her own on the floor.

The move wasn’t accidental. Lauren knew exactly what she was doing as she bent forward, her shorts riding even higher. Ricardo had an unobstructed view of the curve of her ass, a teasing flash of cheek showing where the denim stopped. She could feel his gaze burning into her skin, and instead of making her nervous, the heat of it thrilled her. Her heart pounded, her pussy throbbed. She was doing this on purpose—and enjoying it.

The game was already in full swing as the three of them settled in—Lauren sinking casually onto the sofa, close enough to Ricardo that their arms brushed now and then, while Daniel lounged back in his recliner like it was his throne.

The tension in the room was softened by the TV’s roar. Suddenly, the play on the screen made everyone sit forward. A black linebacker came flying across the field and crushed a much smaller white receiver just as he stretched to make a catch. The crowd in the stadium erupted, and the living room seemed to echo with it.

“Holy shit, did you see that?” Ricardo barked, half rising from his seat, his deep laugh booming.

Daniel pumped his fist in the air. “That’s how it’s done! Knock his ass out!”

Lauren jumped a little at their sudden burst of energy and then broke into a laugh, covering her mouth as she looked between the two men.

The announcers on TV were going crazy. The hit had been brutal enough to jar the ball loose, but after a long pause the refs ruled it a completed catch before the fumble. One of the linemen—enormous, lumbering, and definitely not built for speed—scooped it up and started rumbling toward the end zone.

“Go! Go!” Daniel and Ricardo shouted at the same time, their voices overlapping with the roar of the stadium crowd.

Lauren’s laughter rang out over both of them as she leaned back, shaking her head. “Oh my God,” she giggled, listening to the announcer stumble over his own words in excitement. “Did he really just say rumbling, bumbling, and stumbling?”

Despite his sheer bulk, the defensive lineman moved with surprising speed. The crowd roared as he thundered down the field, helmets bouncing off him like pinballs. It took nearly half the opposing team to drag him down, and even then, he kept churning forward, carrying the running back on his back for an extra ten yards before they finally collapsed in a heap.

“Holy hell!” Daniel shouted, half out of his recliner.

“Man, that’s power right there,” Ricardo grinned, shaking his head in awe.

Lauren’s eyes went wide, her pulse quickening from the energy in the room as much as from the play itself. “Oh my,” she said, breathless, “this really is turning into quite the thrilling game!”

The screen cut back to a slow-motion replay of the linebacker’s devastating hit, the crack of helmets audible even through the TV. The room went quiet as all three of them leaned in to watch.

“OUCH,” Daniel and Ricardo groaned in unison, making Lauren giggle at their synchronized reaction.

She tilted her head, studying the screen, then asked with innocent curiosity, “Wait—are they actually allowed to hit like that?”

Ricardo turned to her, eager to explain, his deep voice steady. “Oh yeah, totally legal. That’s his job—when a receiver comes across the middle like that, the linebacker’s job is to plant him. Clean, hard, and fast.”

Lauren’s brow furrowed slightly as she bit her lip. “It just looked… unfair, I guess. The Black guy was so much bigger and stronger than the smaller White player—it was almost like watching two completely different sports.”

Daniel raised a brow at her phrasing but stayed quiet, watching her reaction.

Ricardo leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “That’s kind of the point, though. This game’s all about size, strength, and intimidation. The smaller guys know what they’re risking when they go across the middle.”

Lauren nodded slowly, her gaze lingering on Ricardo’s broad chest as he spoke, the word bigger still ringing in her ears. “I suppose I just never paid this close attention before,” she murmured softly, almost to herself. “I’m starting to notice things I hadn’t before.”

Ricardo glanced at her, intrigued. “Like what?”

Lauren hesitated, swirling her beer bottle between her fingers. She didn’t want to sound silly, but the question was pressing on her mind. “Well… I don’t want to come across as ignorant,” she began carefully, looking between the two men. “But why are there so few White players out there? I mean, I thought it would be more even. Right now, I can only count three—the quarterback, that poor receiver who just got carted off, and… that really big guy in the middle.”

Her honesty hung in the air for a moment. The crowd noise from the TV filled the silence as both men mulled over her words.

Daniel shifted slightly in his recliner, running a hand over his jaw. He was already second-guessing how he’d explain it without saying something that might sound wrong. He caught Ricardo’s eye, silently passing the baton.

Ricardo gave a low chuckle, not mocking her but warming the air. “That’s actually a good question,” he admitted. He leaned forward, resting his forearms on his thighs, his voice calm and measured. “There are a lot of reasons, I guess. Some of it’s cultural—sports like football are just bigger in certain communities. Some of it’s training, opportunity. And yeah… some people say genetics play a role too. Strength, speed, explosiveness—it gives a guy an edge on the field.”

Lauren nodded slowly, chewing on his words, but her gaze lingered on Ricardo a little longer than it should have. His T-shirt stretched across his broad chest as he spoke, his biceps flexing every time he gestured. She found herself noticing the way his shoulders filled out his shirt, the easy confidence in the way he sat.

“I see,” she said finally, her voice a little softer. She let out a nervous laugh, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “If I may be so bold… it’s pretty obvious you take good care of yourself. You don’t just watch football—you look like you could be out there playing.”

Her eyes dipped almost involuntarily to the curve of his arm as it tightened, the muscle swelling beneath his dark skin. She let the compliment hang, her lips quirking into a faint, playful smile.

Ricardo grinned, taking it in stride. “Thanks,” he said smoothly. “That means a lot coming from you. And I might add—you’re looking pretty damn fit yourself.”

Lauren felt her cheeks warm, though whether it was from the alcohol or his words, she wasn’t sure. She gave a small laugh, grabbing her glass from the table and raising it as though to distract from her blush. “Well, thank you,” she said lightly, then quickly added, “Would you like another while I’m up?”

“Sure, thanks,” Ricardo replied, holding out his empty bottle with a smile that made her stomach flutter.

Lauren rose gracefully from the sofa, plucking Ricardo’s bottle from his hand with a smile. As she turned toward the kitchen, Ricardo’s eyes followed the sway of her hips almost against his will. Her Daisy Dukes clung to every curve, the hem riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of the crease beneath her ass. He swallowed hard, telling himself to look away, but instead his gaze lingered until she disappeared through the kitchen doorway.

Left alone with Daniel, he tried to re-center himself by focusing on the game. A new camera angle cut to the cheerleaders, their pom-poms flashing under the stadium lights as they kicked high in perfect sync.

“Now that’s what I call entertainment,” Daniel said with a broad grin, eyes fixed on the screen.

Ricardo chuckled, grateful for the distraction. “Mmm, no arguments here. High-def really makes you appreciate the finer details.” He felt a bead of heat spread across his chest, though not just from the cheerleaders—the image of his neighbor’s wife bending over the freezer earlier was still fresh in his mind. “Makes the investment in a big screen totally worth it, right?”

“Absolutely,” Daniel agreed with a laugh.

“Absolutely what?” came Lauren’s voice from the doorway. She reappeared carrying two fresh beers, her tone playful but curious.

“Ricardo was just saying the high-def makes everything look better,” Daniel explained smoothly, throwing his guest a knowing wink that Lauren caught, though she pretended not to.

“Yeah, well, this TV does take over half the room sometimes,” Lauren teased as she leaned forward to hand Ricardo his drink. “I wonder if we even have enough wall space for it.”

As Ricardo thanked her, his eyes flicked downward, and his pulse kicked up. During her brief trip to the kitchen, Lauren had undone another button on her shirt. It was subtle—just one more button, one small act—but the difference was dramatic. More of her creamy cleavage spilled into view, the tops of her breasts soft and full under the thin red fabric.

She’d noticed his eyes all night, drinking her in. And now, standing before him with that extra inch of skin revealed, she felt a reckless surge of satisfaction. If Ricardo wanted to look, she was damn well going to give him something worth staring at.

As Lauren leaned forward to hand Ricardo his drink, she didn’t bother turning her body away from him. Instead, she bent straight toward him, her blouse gaping just enough to offer a clear view down the front. From Ricardo’s angle, her tits seemed to sway free of her chest, the thin red fabric pulling taut over them as they dangled inches from his face.


Becoming Bolder

This time, he didn’t even pretend to look elsewhere. His eyes locked onto her cleavage, following the soft bounce of her breasts as they shifted inside her shirt. They were exactly the way he liked them—big, heavy, and full of movement, like they were begging to spill out into his hands. He could see nearly everything but the nipples, and the temptation made his mouth dry.

“Thanks,” Ricardo said finally, his voice low and steady. His eyes slid upward, meeting hers. The flash of heat in his stare was impossible to hide.

Lauren smiled knowingly, holding his gaze for a beat too long before slipping him a quick wink. Then, with a casualness that only made it more deliberate, she pulled back and lowered herself onto the sofa beside him.

She sat quietly for a while, eyes trained on the TV, pretending to be absorbed in the game. But she could feel Ricardo’s gaze drifting back to her. Each time his eyes traveled down her legs, lingering on the line of her shorts or the soft inner curve of her thighs, her skin prickled with awareness.

Almost without realizing it, she began flexing and relaxing her thigh muscles, the toned definition showing through her sun-kissed skin. She’d worked hard for legs like these—long hours in the gym, endless squats and lunges—and now she wanted him to notice. She wanted him to imagine what they would feel like wrapped around him.

From her seat, she could sense Ricardo watching, but she didn’t let on. She kept her face composed, her posture relaxed, her eyes on the flickering football game. Inside, though, her pulse was racing, her arousal building with every stolen glance he took.

As they sat shoulder to shoulder on the sofa, the only sounds in the room were the hum of the TV and the roar of the crowd in the stadium. Then, out of nowhere, a loud, guttural snore ripped through the air. Both Lauren and Ricardo froze for half a second before glancing toward the recliner. Daniel’s head had lolled to one side, his chest rising and falling heavily, a soft rumble following each breath.

Lauren covered her mouth with her hand to stifle her laugh, while Ricardo just shook his head with a grin. “Sounds like someone’s out for the count,” he said, his tone warm but mischievous.

“Yeah,” Lauren replied, rolling her eyes affectionately. “Once Daniel’s had a few drinks, that’s it. If he nods off, there’s absolutely no waking him until he’s good and ready.”

Ricardo chuckled, leaning back slightly. “Want me to carry him upstairs? I’ve got the strength for it.”

The image that popped into Lauren’s mind made her giggle instantly. She could just picture it—her tall, muscular neighbor scooping her smaller husband up like a child, Daniel limp and snoring, being tucked into bed by the man they had spent so many nights fantasizing about. The thought was both absurd and, in some small way, thrilling.

“What’s so funny?” Ricardo asked, narrowing his eyes as though he wanted to catch her secret.

“It’s just… I can see it,” Lauren said through her laughter. “You carrying him up there like he’s a little boy. Oh my God, it’s killing me.”

Ricardo smirked, his eyes glittering with amusement. “Lady, I think you’ve had too much to drink.” He paused for effect, then added, “But seriously—say the word, and I’ll put your little boy to bed for you.”

That sent both of them into another round of laughter, though beneath her giggles, Lauren felt a warmth spread low in her belly. The casual way Ricardo had said it—half-joking, half-serious—sparked something she couldn’t quite ignore.

She waved her hand dismissively, trying to downplay the flush she felt in her cheeks. “No, don’t worry about him. He’ll eventually wake up, rub his eyes like he always does, and then wander up to bed.”

Ricardo gave a slow nod, then shifted slightly on the couch so his knee brushed against hers. When he spoke again, his voice was quieter, almost testing the waters. “Lauren, can I tell you something? But you have to promise not to get mad.”

Her brows arched, curiosity piqued. “Hmm. I don’t know… that depends. What is it?”

He hesitated, his lips parting like he was about to speak, then closing again. His jaw flexed, the words clearly fighting to get out. “No. Never mind. I better not. The last thing I want to do is offend you.”

Lauren tilted her head, studying him, the buzz of alcohol making her bolder. “I’m really not that easy to offend. If something’s on your mind, just say it. Come on, I can take it.”

“I just can’t wrap my head around how your husband manages to keep other guys away from you,” Ricardo said at last, his voice low but steady. His eyes flicked down her body again before returning to her face. “That outfit you’re wearing tonight… damn. It’s perfect on you. My God, girl, it really does it for you.” He paused, his gaze lingering at her hips. “Tell me—were those shorts made that way, or did they end up like that after you wore them in?”

Lauren tilted her head, trying to look innocent, though her heart was racing. “What do you mean?” she asked, pretending she didn’t already know exactly where his eyes were fixed.

Ricardo leaned back a little, giving another quick glance toward Daniel—still dead to the world in his recliner, snoring like a freight train—before leaning forward again, his voice even lower. “Stand up a second. I’ll show you.”

Her pulse quickened as she rose slowly to her feet, suddenly aware of how shaky her legs felt. She turned so that her side faced him, and Ricardo’s hand came up, broad and dark against the pale denim, his fingertips brushing over the curve of her hip.

“See this right here?” he murmured, dragging his thumb along the fabric that had molded itself to her shape. “The way the material’s stretched out. That’s not the way they came off the rack.”

Lauren followed the line of his touch, looking down at herself before glancing back at him with a nervous little smile. “Yeah, I guess that’s just because my ass is… well, kind of big. It stretches them a little.”

Ricardo chuckled softly, his hand still grazing the denim. “A little? No, sweetheart, you’ve got a big ass. And for such a tiny white girl, that’s something else.”

Her blush deepened, heat flooding her cheeks and spreading down her neck. “Ummm… thanks,” she replied, her voice caught somewhere between bashful and playful. “I guess.”

Ricardo’s expression changed, his brow furrowing as he leaned back and looked at her like he didn’t quite believe her answer. “You guess? What the fuck do you mean, you guess?”

As they kept talking, Ricardo’s hand lingered on the side of Lauren’s thigh, his fingertips brushing higher and higher until he was just grazing the curve where her shorts clung tight to her hips.

“I guess it’s a good thing to have a shapely ass these days,” Lauren said with a little shrug, trying to sound casual even as her voice wavered. “You look at music videos, half the women in them are shaking it in front of the camera. That must be what guys like now, right?”

Ricardo chuckled softly, his thumb circling along the edge of her denim. “Maybe. I always thought white guys seemed more into the skinny look—flat in the back, all about the tits up front. Black guys… yeah, we tend to appreciate curves a little more. Hips. Thighs. Something to hold on to.”

Lauren tilted her head, pretending to think. “So what about you then, Ricardo?”

“What about me?” he asked, though his hand had already crept higher, brushing the underside of her shorts.

“Do you like mine?” she asked, her voice light but her eyes locked on his, daring him to answer.

Ricardo didn’t hesitate. He slid his palm fully over one cheek, squeezing firmly, then gave it a playful lift before letting it drop back into place. The soft bounce made him grin. “Hell yeah, I do. I noticed it the first time I saw you. You’ve got a perfect shape back here. Can’t lie, it turns me on every time I look.”

Lauren’s breath caught as his hand stayed planted on her ass, heat spreading fast through her body. She bit her lower lip, stealing a glance over her shoulder toward her husband—still slumped in the recliner, eyes closed, chest rising and falling as if he were completely lost to sleep. The sight made her shiver with a dangerous mix of nerves and arousal.

“Well, thanks, Ricardo. My husband keeps saying it’s too big—that I should lose a little weight, that my ass is too fat,” Lauren said, her voice carrying a playful lilt even as she bit the inside of her cheek.

Daniel had to clamp down hard on his reaction. His wife knew damn well he had never said that. To him, her ass was perfection—soft where it should be, round and firm in a way that drove him insane. But hearing her spin that story, deliberately feeding it to Ricardo, made his cock throb in his shorts.

Ricardo shook his head, a low laugh rumbling out of his chest. “Then he’s out of his damn mind. From where I’m sitting, your body is perfect. That ass? It was made to move. If you knew how to shake it, it would look unreal… but I’m guessing you don’t.”

Lauren’s eyes narrowed, a spark of irritation igniting through the haze of arousal. “What, you think white girls can’t shake their asses?” she shot back.

Ricardo didn’t flinch. In fact, he leaned back further into the sofa, stretching his arms wide across the cushions, his grin turning downright cocky. “From what I’ve seen? Not really. Not like I’m used to, anyway.”

The deliberate challenge in his tone made Lauren’s cheeks flush hot. She felt pinned under his gaze, and her stomach fluttered as she realized what he was asking for without saying it outright. He wanted a show. He wanted her to prove him wrong.

Her heart thudded in her chest as she stood there in front of him. For a beat, she hesitated. Then Ricardo gave her that slow, devastating smile again and murmured, “Well? Come on, Lauren. I’m waiting.”

She should have told him to fuck off. She should have turned and sat her ass right back down. But instead, she felt a rush of defiant energy surge through her. With a nervous giggle, she shifted her weight from side to side, her hips swaying as she stepped lightly from one foot to the other, letting her ass move just enough to keep his eyes locked on her.

“Mmm, interesting,” Ricardo drawled, his eyes drinking her in.

That sly approval only made the adrenaline spike harder in her veins. Almost before she realized it, she bent forward slightly, sticking her ass out in his direction, and started to shake it more deliberately—slow at first, then with a teasing bounce that made the denim of her Daisy Dukes ride up and cling to her curves. Ricardo’s grin widened, and Daniel, half-hidden in his recliner, thought his cock might split his shorts as he watched his wife put on a show for their neighbor.

As Ricardo stared, his jaw practically slack, he could hardly believe the sight in front of him. Lauren’s ass bounced, rolled, and shimmied only inches from his face. Every sway of her hips seemed deliberate, every shake of her round cheeks daring him not to stare. Then, as if she knew exactly what she was doing, she hooked her fingers into the edge of her Daisy Dukes and tugged the denim deeper into her crack. The shorts disappeared between her cheeks, leaving almost her entire ass on display—smooth, shapely, and mouthwateringly close.

Ricardo’s cock surged against his gym shorts so hard it ached. He felt like he’d stumbled into the middle of a rap video—only this was no fantasy on a screen. This was his neighbor’s wife, right here, dancing her ass just for him.

“I wonder how it would look if you just slipped those shorts down a bit,” Ricardo said finally, his voice low, daring, thick with desire.

Lauren froze for half a beat, her heart hammering. His words landed like a spark on dry kindling, and she felt heat rush through her chest and between her thighs. She bit her lip, pretending to think, even as the thrill of his suggestion made her pussy pulse. “I don’t know if Daniel would go along with that,” she murmured, half turning her head, her voice breathless. “I mean… I don’t think he’d be happy with me pulling my shorts down and showing you everything.”

But her protest didn’t sound much like a protest at all.

Ricardo leaned forward suddenly, his dark skin glowing in the dim light, closing the space until his breath was hot against her hip. His hand slid up and rested on her bare thigh, just above her knee. His touch was firm, almost testing, his thumb tracing small circles into her skin.

Lauren’s knees nearly buckled at the contact. Her mind screamed that this was too far—but her body betrayed her, her nipples hardening under her shirt, her ass still swaying ever so slightly in front of him.

“Well…” Ricardo said with a grin, his voice dropping even lower, “I’m not gonna tell him if you don’t.”

He cast a quick glance across the room. Daniel was sprawled in his recliner, head tilted back, mouth parted, breathing slow and steady—looking for all the world like he was sound asleep.

Ricardo turned back to Lauren, his hand inching higher up her thigh. “Looks like we’ve got nothing to worry about.”

Lauren swallowed hard, her whole body buzzing with the forbidden thrill. She could feel Daniel’s presence in the room even without looking, and part of her knew he wasn’t as asleep as he seemed. The knowledge only made her wetter.

At the thought of this next indiscretion, Lauren felt a rush of heat between her thighs so strong it almost made her dizzy. The forbidden temptation clawed at her—an almost primal urge to peel her shorts down, bare her ass to Ricardo, and shake it for him like she’d never dared for anyone before. And then, like a lightning bolt, an even filthier thought flashed through her mind: what if she went further, what if she turned and showed him the smooth, freshly shaven lips of her pussy? The idea alone made her nipples sting against her shirt.

Her eyes flicked to Daniel. Still slouched in the recliner, still breathing heavy, still the picture of a drunk husband out cold. Her heart thudded. He hadn’t moved a muscle. Was he really asleep… or watching every second?

She turned back to Ricardo, her voice hushed, teasing, trembling at the edge of daring. “You promise you won’t tell him if I… show you?”

Ricardo’s grin widened, his eyes burning into her with hunger. He leaned back on the sofa, spreading his thighs just a little, his cock straining visibly against his gym shorts. “I swear,” he said, his tone low and certain. “Not a word to anyone. He’ll never know.”

The wicked thrill of his promise sent a shiver racing down her spine. She bit her lip, her fingers trembling as they hooked into the waistband of her Daisy Dukes. “Alright then… but you’d better keep your word,” she whispered, her pulse pounding in her ears.

She glanced at Daniel one last time, waiting for him to stir, to groan, to break the spell and end this before it went too far. But nothing. Silence. He stayed utterly still.

That was all the permission she needed. With her breath catching in her chest, Lauren popped the button of her shorts and slid the zipper down, the sound of metal teeth parting loud in the tense quiet of the room. Slowly, deliberately, she worked the denim down her hips, over the curve of her ass, then eased them past her thighs. Inch by inch, she stripped them down her smooth legs until they pooled at her feet.

She stepped out of them, standing now just a few feet from Ricardo in nothing but a pair of black lace panties that clung to her ass like a second skin.

Ricardo let out a slow, shaky exhale as his eyes devoured her. Lauren’s skin flushed hot under his gaze, her body tingling all over. For the first time in her life, she was half-undressed in front of another man—and her husband was right there, letting it happen.

Ricardo couldn’t hold back the sound that tore from his throat—a low, hungry moan—as his eyes locked on the curve of her ass wrapped in delicate lace. “Jesus Christ, girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire, “those are the sexiest little panties I’ve ever seen.” His gaze didn’t just linger—it devoured, moving shamelessly from the swell of her ass to the delicate strip of fabric clinging to the front of her.

Then, without warning, his words cut even deeper, catching Lauren completely off guard. “Tell me… are you smooth under there? All bare, or do you leave just a little for a man to play with?”

Lauren’s breath hitched. For a moment, her mind screamed at her to shut him down, but her mouth betrayed her. She let out a shaky laugh, trying to cover the way her pussy throbbed at his crude curiosity. “Oh, baby… that’s for me to know,” she teased, forcing her voice light, “and for you not to find out.”

But Ricardo wasn’t backing off. His eyes burned hotter, his body leaning forward, and then his hand—those big, dark fingers—lifted and pressed against the front of her panties. Not rough, not timid, just bold and certain, right over the place where her little secret waited.

“You feel pretty smooth from where I’m sitting,” he muttered, rubbing slow across the lace, his touch sending jolts of forbidden heat straight through her core.

Lauren’s knees trembled. She looked down at him, her lips parting as she tried to protest, but the words came out broken, tangled with a moan. “You probably shouldn’t touch me… oh… f-fuck… not right there…”

Her body betrayed her completely, rocking almost imperceptibly against his hand as she bit her lip, torn between shame, arousal, and the electric rush of knowing Daniel was right there, watching every second.

But Lauren never got to finish her sentence. Ricardo suddenly leaned forward and crushed his lips to hers, his kiss hot and demanding, his tongue sliding past her parted lips before she had even realized what was happening. It had been years—decades, really—since she had kissed any man other than her husband, and the shock of it stole her breath.

For an instant, every nerve in her body screamed that she should pull away. But instead, an audible moan slipped free from her throat, betraying her completely. She realized with a jolt that she hadn’t only relaxed her lips, letting him in—she was kissing him back. Not passively, not out of shock, but with heat. Her tongue met his, her body leaning closer as though drawn by something she couldn’t control.

The awareness of it hit her all at once. She should have resisted, pushed him away, told him to stop. That was what a loyal wife was supposed to do. And yet, with his broad chest pressed to hers and his hand still grazing dangerously over her lace panties, she found herself powerless to do anything but yield.

Her mind scrambled for excuses, for a lifeline—anything to quiet the guilt that flickered at the edge of her arousal. After all, this was Daniel’s idea. He wanted me to tease, to tempt. Maybe even more than that.

As Ricardo deepened the kiss, tasting her like he already owned her, Lauren prayed silently that what she was allowing—what she was already craving—still fell inside the boundaries her husband had imagined. Because if it didn’t… she wasn’t sure she could stop now.

As their mouths remained locked together, Lauren felt Ricardo’s big, powerful hands slide lower, spreading over the curves of her ass. He cupped her fully, squeezing as though testing her, then kneaded and massaged her flesh with deliberate, possessive pressure. The kiss never faltered—his tongue pressed harder, his lips moving with an authority that made her tremble.


Taken By Surprise

Then, out of nowhere, a fresh shock made her gasp into his mouth. Ricardo’s fingers—firm, unhesitating—slid forward between her thighs, pressing right up against the damp heat of her panties. He rubbed slowly at first, dragging along the lace as if to savor the sensation, then began stroking her slit through the soaked fabric with a confidence that made her knees weaken.

Lauren’s heart lurched. Oh god. This is too far. Daniel can’t possibly want this. He’ll stop us any second now. She tried to catch her breath, to protest, but all that came out was a breathy whimper:

“Mmm… Ricardo… that feels so good, but maybe you shouldn’t… not my pussy, not like this. Daniel—he’s right there. He’ll hate it.”

But when she dared to glance at her husband, sprawled in the recliner, her blood ran hot. Daniel hadn’t stirred. His chest rose and fell heavily, a picture of sleep—or maybe of something else entirely. The look on his face was unreadable in the dim light, but the silence told her everything. He wasn’t stopping this. He wasn’t going to stop this.

A deep, shuddering wave coursed through Daniel as he watched Ricardo’s thick fingers moving over the damp spot in his wife’s panties. It was unbearable, unreal—his innocent blonde, her pussy being toyed with by another man while she moaned into that man’s mouth. The sight hit him like lightning. He’d thought he’d imagined every scenario, every angle of this fantasy—but nothing compared to the raw electricity of seeing it unfold for real. He felt his cock twitch violently, his body trembling as though an orgasm ripped through him without warning, and he bit his lip to stifle a groan.

Ricardo only smiled against Lauren’s lips, as if he knew she was on the edge of both panic and ecstasy. “As I said,” he murmured, his hot breath tickling her ear as his teeth grazed her neck, “I won’t tell him if you don’t.”

Then, as if to prove the point, he bent his head and kissed his way down her throat, biting and sucking gently at the tender skin, while his fingers circled and pressed harder against her swollen clit through the thin, drenched lace. The heat of it made Lauren’s legs tremble. She was powerless to stop him—more than that, she wasn’t even sure she wanted to.

Lauren’s head told her to resist, to push his hand away, to put an end to the game before it crossed a line she couldn’t take back. But her body betrayed her. Instead of closing her thighs, she felt them parting wider, her hips tilting ever so slightly to give him easier access. Her panties clung damply against her, soaked from arousal she couldn’t deny. And if Daniel really disapproved, surely he would have ended this by now. He was right there—pretending to sleep, letting it happen. That knowledge sent a wicked shiver through her spine.

Ricardo broke their kiss, lips glistening as he smiled down at her, his dark eyes alive with heat. “So,” he murmured, his voice rough with lust, “you want to sneak into your bedroom for a little while?”

The words made Lauren’s stomach flip. A moan rose unbidden in her throat, but she swallowed it down. “No, Ricardo… I really shouldn’t. I’m a married woman. A happily married woman. This—” she gestured weakly between their bodies, her breath shaky, “—this is just fooling around. But going into that bedroom? That’s something else entirely.”

Ricardo had expected her to say no. But that didn’t stop the wolfish grin spreading across his face. He leaned in close again, brushing his lips along her jawline. “Alright then,” he said softly, “I guess we’ll just have to play here a little longer.”

Lauren shivered as he spoke, his warm breath tickling her ear before his mouth descended once more, planting wet, hungry kisses along the curve of her neck. His left hand came up, bold and assured, closing over her breast through the thin red shirt. He cupped it, squeezed it, testing the weight as if marveling at how perfectly it filled his hand. Lauren gasped, arching slightly as his thumb circled over the hard nub of her nipple, and the fabric offered no protection from his touch.

Then came the moment that made her entire body seize. Ricardo’s other hand slipped lower, down over her flat stomach, pausing deliberately at the edge of her lace panties. He looked at her, searching her eyes for resistance, and found none. Her breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation. And then—slowly, teasingly—he slid his thick fingers past the delicate edge and inside.

Lauren froze, her mind reeling, her heart hammering in her chest. But then his fingertips brushed against her freshly shaven folds, hot and slick with need, and all thought dissolved into sensation.

At that moment, Ricardo’s fingers pushed deeper into her panties, spreading across the soaked heat of her pussy. He stroked slowly at first, almost testing her, his fingertips gliding through her wetness as if savoring every drop. Lauren’s body jolted, her breath catching in her throat, and then she let out a low, desperate moan that vibrated right into his mouth as he kissed her again.

“Arrrghhh…” the sound tore from her as Ricardo’s hand mapped every inch of her sex. He dragged his fingers from the very top of her clit down over her swollen lips, teasing, exploring, circling, before sliding back up again. Each long stroke made her hips rock forward against his hand, chasing the contact even though her head screamed she shouldn’t.

His other hand didn’t relent either. It closed tighter around her breast, massaging the heavy mound as his thumb worked over the stiff peak of her nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt. Every tug and roll of that nipple sent sparks shooting down into her belly, fueling the molten ache between her legs where his fingers kept caressing, coaxing, and claiming.

Pinned between his mouth and his hands, Lauren melted further into him. Her lips parted eagerly, tongue tangling with his as though she couldn’t bear even a second without the connection. Ricardo kissed her like he owned her, deep and wet, while his fingers kept gliding up and down her pussy slit, every pass making her wetter, hotter, more desperate.

“I want to see what you look like now,” Ricardo panted, his voice low and thick with desire. He stepped back just enough to drink her in, then reached for the hem of her red T-shirt.

Lauren froze, her breath catching. For the briefest second, she thought about pulling away, about saying no. But she didn’t. Her arms stayed limp at her sides as Ricardo tugged upward. The soft cotton slid over her skin, baring her inch by inch until her breasts spilled free, pale and full, nipples standing sharp and achingly hard.

She felt the air rush across them and a shiver shot through her body. It wasn’t just arousal—it was nerves. This was it. She was topless, openly showing herself to a man who wasn’t Daniel.

Ricardo’s eyes burned with hunger as his hands dropped lower. Without hesitation, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her black panties. Lauren gasped, half expecting her husband to stir, to sit up, to finally put a stop to this madness. But Daniel didn’t move.

And then the panties were gone. Ricardo tugged them down her thighs in one fluid, unstoppable motion, his knuckles grazing her hips as they slid lower. Lauren stared at him, helpless, her chest rising and falling in short, panicked breaths. Instinctively, she stepped out of the garment, lifting one leg and then the other, as though surrendering herself to the ritual.

For a moment, she couldn’t breathe. She was naked—completely naked—in front of another man for the first time since she had met Daniel. Her skin burned with shame and excitement in equal measure.

She turned her eyes toward her husband, clinging to the belief that surely now—surely—this was the moment that would rouse him. That Daniel would “wake up,” laugh it off, and put an end to it before it spiraled further. But nothing. Just the steady rhythm of his breath as he “slept” in the recliner.

That was when the fear crept in. Not fear of Ricardo—his touch was firm, hungry, but not frightening. No, what unsettled her was the realization that Daniel wasn’t saving her. That he was letting this happen. And the terrifying, thrilling truth was that she wasn’t sure she could save herself anymore either.

At this point, Ricardo pressed forward, his large frame guiding Lauren back until she sank into the sofa cushions. Her legs folded beneath her, then stretched out almost instinctively, leaving her lying nearly flat on her back. He leaned over her, his mouth claiming hers again in another deep kiss, the kind that left her breathless before she could think of resisting. His hand, hot and heavy, settled on her stomach, the weight of it making her tense with anticipation as it began its slow descent.

Lauren gasped into his mouth when his fingers finally reached her mound, lingering for only a second before sliding lower. When they brushed over her clit—bare, swollen, and desperate—her body betrayed her instantly. A loud, guttural moan escaped her lips, shocking her almost as much as it must have thrilled him. The raw electricity of the touch was too much. Her hips jolted up, then began rocking, moving in rhythm with the way his fingers teased and circled her sensitive nub.

“Oh my god…” she whispered, half in shock, half in need.

She was spiraling, utterly torn. Every nerve screamed for release, the arousal that had been simmering all night finally boiling over into something she could no longer contain. She needed to cum—she could feel it, raw and aching in her core. Yet a parallel thought stabbed through her haze of pleasure: this wasn’t supposed to happen. They weren’t supposed to go this far. The plan had been innocent enough—just a little flirting, just enough to make Ricardo burn, before Daniel would “wake up,” end it, and carry her upstairs where her husband would be the one to claim her.

But Daniel hadn’t moved. He hadn’t stirred, hadn’t opened his eyes, hadn’t made a sound. He lay in his chair, breathing evenly, as though in some deep, unshakable sleep.

Lauren’s heart pounded as panic and desire collided. What if he really wasn’t going to stop it? What if he wanted this to play out? Worse still, what if she didn’t want to stop it herself?

Her moan deepened, her body arching harder into Ricardo’s fingers even as her mind screamed at her to pull back. She could feel the line between teasing and surrender fading with every brush against her clit, and she wasn’t sure if she was more terrified—or more exhilarated—by the fact that she didn’t know if she wanted it back.

For his part, Daniel had angled himself perfectly in the recliner, his body slouched just enough to look convincingly unconscious, but his left eye cracked open just enough to watch. From his vantage point, he had a clear, uninterrupted view of everything—Lauren’s trembling body, Ricardo’s broad hand between her thighs, the obscene way her hips rolled into his touch. Nobody could tell he was awake, and that secrecy made his pulse hammer.

He knew what he was supposed to do. The plan had been clear: he’d “wake up,” grumble, and that would be the end of it. Ricardo would go home frustrated, and Daniel would get to fuck his wife, both of them burning from the game. But something inside him snapped as he watched. Instead of cutting it short, he found himself gripped by one burning question—one he couldn’t silence no matter how guilty or reckless it felt.

How far would she go if he didn’t stop it?

The thought was both terrifying and intoxicating. Lauren was his sweet, innocent wife, the girl-next-door who blushed at dirty jokes—and yet here she was, moaning under another man’s hand, her panties visibly damp with need. Daniel’s cock throbbed so hard it hurt, trapped against his shorts as his wildest, most forbidden fantasy unfolded right in front of him. And the worst part? He had no intention of ending it until he absolutely had to.

Lauren, meanwhile, wasn’t entirely blind to his role. Her moans grew louder, almost theatrical, laced with sighs that weren’t only for Ricardo—they were bait, hooks cast toward her husband in the recliner. She wanted him to stir, to open his eyes, to rescue her from the dangerous slope she was sliding down. But when she dared to glance sideways, Daniel gave her nothing. No twitch, no groggy shift, not even a flicker of an eyelid.

Lauren gripped Ricardo’s broad shoulders, her nails biting into his shirt as though bracing herself against the tidal wave of sensation rolling through her. His thick fingers stroked her with a confidence that made her legs tremble, slipping and circling over her swollen clit until she felt her whole body tighten with the promise of release. The realization hit her like a shock: if he kept this up, she was going to cum. Not for Daniel. Not for herself in some private fantasy. For Ricardo.

The thought should have terrified her. It should have been the line in the sand. But instead, it only fed the fire. Her hips betrayed her, rocking harder into his touch, her slick folds welcoming his fingers with hungry little jerks she couldn’t suppress. Each thrust of her ass into his hand was an admission she couldn’t take back.

Ricardo lifted his head, his lips brushing along the delicate curve of her throat, leaving damp trails that sent shivers racing down her spine. When his mouth closed over her nipple—sucking, tugging, teasing with a slow swirl of his tongue—Lauren let out a guttural moan that filled the room. It was louder than she meant it to be, almost exaggerated, deliberately sharp at the edges. Part of her wanted it to cut through Daniel’s haze, to rouse him, to force him to intervene. Another, darker part of her prayed he would keep feigning sleep, so she could sink deeper into this dangerous ecstasy without consequence.

She glanced at her husband out of the corner of her eye, her chest heaving as Ricardo shifted to her other breast, drawing the stiff peak between his lips. Daniel remained motionless, the perfect picture of oblivion. The betrayal twisted inside her, sharp and intoxicating.

Then Ricardo’s kisses began to wander lower, tracing a molten path down her stomach, his mouth pausing just above the waistband of her panties. His lips pressed beneath her navel, the warmth of his breath making her muscles flutter. Lauren looked down at him, seeing her own nipples glistening with his saliva, and she felt a wave of shame and desire crash over her at once.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her voice breaking, as if confessing both her need and her fear in the same breath.

Lauren lay back, her chest heaving, as Ricardo’s broad shoulders eased lower and lower between her trembling thighs. She felt his breath first—warm, steady, deliberate—fanning across her bare skin, and it made her whole body twitch with anticipation.

He didn’t go straight for her pussy. Instead, he kissed the inside of her knee, then trailed soft, open-mouthed kisses up the smooth length of her thigh. Each one was slower than the last, deliberate in a way that almost broke her. Her body quivered with each touch of his lips, but it was the waiting—the unbearable waiting—that undid her.

Lauren’s mind screamed for her husband. She turned her head toward the recliner, praying for some flicker of movement, some sign that Daniel would sit up and stop this before it went any further. Her heart pounded. Her nipples ached. Yet still he snored. Or at least, still he pretended to.

Ricardo shifted his weight, his mouth grazing closer. His lips hovered at the delicate crease of her inner thigh, his stubble scraping lightly enough to make her gasp. He kissed just beside her pussy, then pulled back, letting his tongue draw an invisible circle, close enough for her to feel the heat but maddeningly shy of the place she needed it most.

Lauren clutched the sofa cushion, her nails biting into the fabric. “Daniel…” she whispered under her breath, almost willing him to wake. But her hips betrayed her, rolling toward Ricardo’s teasing mouth.

And then he did it again—licking along the edge of her lips, barely brushing her folds with the very tip of his tongue. It wasn’t quite contact, more a suggestion, a promise. She gasped, part anguish, part pleasure. If he kept this up, she wasn’t sure she’d survive the torment.

She closed her eyes, fighting a wave of panic. What if Daniel really was asleep? What if he wasn’t going to stop this? The thought sent a surge of heat straight through her, and against every shred of reason, she found herself arching her hips toward Ricardo’s face.

Finally—after what felt like a lifetime—his tongue dragged across her clit. One slow, devastating stroke. Lauren cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders, half to steady herself, half to push him away. But she didn’t push. She pulled.

Lauren’s cry tore from her lips as Ricardo finally dragged his tongue across her clit, slow and deliberate, the stroke so devastatingly perfect she almost convulsed. His tongue circled back, teasing, retreating, then pressing harder, tasting her. Each lap left her wetter, more desperate.

And then, without warning, she felt his hand slip lower. One broad fingertip traced her opening, slick with her arousal, and then he slid it inside her, pushing deeper until she gasped. He didn’t stop there. He curled his finger, searching, pressing against a spot that made her back arch violently off the sofa.

“Oh God—Ricardo!” she cried, her hands shooting to his head, her hips jerking helplessly against his face. His tongue worked her clit in tight circles while his thick finger pumped inside her, dragging delicious friction against her swollen G-spot. The combination was too much—too much, yet nowhere near enough.

Lauren’s legs trembled, her thighs trying to clamp shut around him, but he held her wide, relentless. She wanted to scream at him to stop, to slow down, to let her breathe. At the same time, she wanted more. Her body betrayed her completely, grinding into his mouth as if she had no control at all.

She squeezed his head between her thighs, forcing his tongue harder against her clit, her eyes screwing shut in pleasure. “Daniel…” she whispered, though whether she was calling for rescue or permission, she couldn’t even tell herself.

Ricardo groaned into her pussy, the vibration rumbling straight through her core, and then he added a second finger, stretching her as he rubbed her G-spot with steady, ruthless precision. Lauren’s hands twisted in his hair, pulling him closer, grinding herself against him until she thought she might break apart.

Lauren’s hips rolled uncontrollably against Ricardo’s mouth, every muscle in her body straining toward release. She could feel it gathering deep inside her, that unstoppable surge that meant she was seconds away from cumming harder than she ever had in her life. Her fingers clawed through his hair, pulling him tight against her soaked pussy as she gasped his name, her voice breaking.

Whether her husband “woke up” or not didn’t even matter anymore—Lauren had made her choice. She was going to cum. She was going to let another man make her cum right here, in their living room, while Daniel watched. The thought only made her grind harder, her thighs trembling as she hovered on the razor’s edge of climax.

And then, just when the wave was about to crash over her, Ricardo pulled away. His tongue slipped from her clit, his lips leaving her slick and swollen, and the sudden emptiness made her cry out.

Her eyes flew open in disbelief. “Why are you stopping?” she demanded, her voice ragged with desperation. Her body ached, her clit throbbed, and her pussy pulsed around his fingers still buried inside her. She needed him to finish what he’d started.

Ricardo lifted his head, his face glistening with her arousal, and gave her a slow, confident grin. “Don’t worry, girl. I’ll get you there,” he said, his deep voice laced with amusement at her need. “But the night’s too young to let you finish this quick.”

With that, he withdrew his fingers and stood up over her, towering in front of the sofa. From her angle, Lauren’s eyes were level with the enormous bulge in his gym shorts, the outline thick and unmistakable. Her breath caught in her throat—if his fingers had felt that big, what would his cock feel like?

Ricardo didn’t speak—he didn’t have to. He locked eyes with Lauren, his expression calm but commanding, and slowly guided her hand downward. She didn’t resist. Her pulse hammered in her ears as he pressed her palm against the thick bulge straining at his shorts.

The heat of him radiated through the fabric, hard and alive beneath her fingers. Lauren froze for a second, as if the weight of what she was doing might finally sink in. But instead, her breath hitched, and she shifted upright, sliding back against the sofa cushions until she was face-to-face with the massive outline in front of her.

Her hands moved almost on their own, curiosity overwhelming hesitation. She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft through the thin material, then brought the other up to trace the ridge of his swollen head. The shape was undeniable, obscene in its size.

“Oh my God…” she whispered under her breath, her lips parting as her fingers explored. Her wedding ring glinted under the glow of the TV as it dragged across the thick outline, the reminder of her husband close by only feeding the rush surging through her veins.

Inside her head, her thoughts tumbled over one another. This can’t be real. It’s too big. Bigger than the dildo. Bigger than Daniel. Her throat tightened as she squeezed gently, testing the sheer girth in her grasp. Eight inches? No… this feels longer, thicker… impossible.

Ricardo just stood over her, silent but smiling, watching the disbelief and wonder play across her face as she toyed with his cock through the fabric.

Lauren’s hands roamed over Ricardo’s cock, both palms pressing against the thick outline through his shorts. She couldn’t stop herself now, her voice spilling out as though she wanted her husband to hear.

“Jesus, Ricardo… your cock is fucking massive,” she breathed, her tone a mix of awe and disbelief. She squeezed again, feeling the ridge of his head straining against the fabric. “I don’t even know how I’d take something like this… it’s so big.”

Her words carried across the room, far louder than they needed to be. Daniel, slouched in the recliner, felt them land like a punch to his chest. His cock throbbed against his pants as the image burned into his brain—his wife kneeling forward, eyes wide, her delicate fingers wrapped around another man’s monstrous cock.

For a moment, instinct surged. He cracked his eyes open wider, shifted in the chair, even braced his palms against the armrests as if he was about to push himself up and call an end to it. This is too far. This is the moment. Stop it now before…

But then he caught sight of her face. That look of raw amazement, her lip caught between her teeth, the way she glanced fleetingly in his direction, almost daring him to intervene. His heart hammered.

He froze. His hands unclenched. He let his head drop back a fraction, just enough to appear still asleep.

Because the truth was undeniable—he didn’t want it to end. Not yet. He needed to know how far she would go, how much she wanted it, what she would do if he didn’t save her from herself.

Daniel swallowed hard, his cock aching against the fabric of his shorts as Lauren whispered again, this time stroking Ricardo more deliberately. “God, it’s so thick… I don’t think I could even fit it inside me…”

Daniel closed his eyes fully again, chest rising and falling in slow, measured breaths, while every nerve in his body screamed with anticipation.

“Is it big enough for you, baby?” Ricardo asked, his voice low and taunting as he pressed her hand firmer against his cock.

Lauren’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. The words tumbled out before she could stop them. “Oh my God, Ricardo… that thing is absolutely magnificent.” Her tone dripped with stunned honesty, as though she couldn’t have lied even if she tried.

Ricardo’s grin widened. “Is Daniel’s this big?”

She froze for a beat, her lips parting, the heat in her cheeks rising. Then, with a shaky laugh that cracked into truth, she blurted, “Urm… I mean… okay, no. No, he isn’t. He’s about half that size.”

The words hung heavy in the room. Daniel felt them like knives and caresses all at once. His cock twitched painfully in his shorts as he lay there, unmoving, pretending to sleep while his wife, the love of his life, compared him aloud to another man’s cock. Part of him wanted to leap up, to shout, to stop this insane charade. Another part of him wanted nothing more than to sink deeper into the chair and let the unbearable ache consume him.

For Lauren, though, the shock of her own words jolted her back to herself. Her pulse hammered in her ears. What am I doing? How far have I let this go? Why hasn’t Daniel stopped it? Fear licked at the edges of her arousal—the fear not of Ricardo, but of herself, of how weak she felt against this tide of lust.

She pulled in a shaky breath, her hand still on Ricardo’s cock but her body trembling with doubt. “Ricardo… I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice raw with conflict. “I don’t think we should do anything else.”

Her eyes darted toward the recliner, searching for the smallest flicker of life from her husband, praying and dreading in equal measure that he’d open his eyes and save her from this impossible moment.

Ricardo could see the guilt flicker across Lauren’s face, could practically feel the war raging inside her. He understood it—hell, it only made her more irresistible. To him, she wasn’t shutting him down; she was teetering on the edge, desperate for someone to push her just far enough. That edge, that hesitation, only stoked his excitement. The hotter she looked, trembling between guilt and desire, the more he wanted to be the one who tipped her over.

He leaned in, his deep voice steady, confident. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. We probably should stop. But…”

Lauren’s eyes darted up to his, wide, searching. “But what?” she asked, her voice a breathless mixture of fear and want, unsure if she was begging him to stop or daring him to go further.

Ricardo let a slow smile spread across his face. “But aren’t you at least a little curious? Curious enough to wonder what a black cock actually looks like?” His eyebrows dipped toward his crotch as he subtly shifted, making sure she felt the weight of his words as much as the outline pressing against his shorts.

Lauren’s breath caught, a trembling moan slipping past her lips before she could clamp it down. The image flashed in her mind unbidden—what his cock must look like, heavy and dark, matching the weight she’d felt pressed against her palm and thigh. That single thought consumed her, gnawed at her, and the longer Ricardo held her gaze, the harder it became to deny.

Ricardo leaned back slightly, eyes fixed on her face, watching every flicker of hesitation. “You’re thinking about it,” he murmured, his voice low, almost taunting.

“I…I shouldn’t,” Lauren whispered, her chest rising and falling quickly. Her eyes flicked toward Daniel, sprawled in his recliner, unmoving. She silently begged him to stir, to end this before she said something she couldn’t take back. But he didn’t.

Ricardo tilted his head, that slow smile spreading again. “Maybe you shouldn’t. But you are. Tell me, Lauren… do you want to see it?”

Her thighs pressed together reflexively. “I’m married,” she stammered, her voice shaking. “If Daniel wakes up and sees—”

“Answer the question,” Ricardo interrupted, his tone calm but insistent. “Do you want to see my cock?”

Lauren’s lips parted, but no words came. Her pulse hammered in her throat. Ricardo reached out, brushing a fingertip across her knee, just enough to jolt her with the contact. “Come on, girl. You don’t have to touch it. You don’t have to do a thing. Just admit it—you’re dying to look.”

Lauren squeezed her eyes shut for a second, trying to summon the will to refuse. But the truth burned inside her, and when she opened her eyes again, she found herself nodding before she even spoke. “Yes… God, yes, I’m curious.”

Ricardo’s grin widened. “Curious enough to take a quick peek?”

Her voice was barely audible, her eyes flicking once more toward her husband as if praying he would leap up and end this. “Just… a quick look. Nothing more.”

Daniel’s knuckles whitened where his hand gripped the arm of the chair. He was half a breath from rising, from stopping everything—but the sight of his wife, trembling, confessing her need, chained him in place.

“Just a peek, huh?” Ricardo murmured, his grin widening. “Then why don’t you be the one to take it out? If you’re curious, satisfy that curiosity yourself.”

Lauren’s breath hitched. Her hands hovered uncertainly in her lap for a moment, trembling, before she slowly reached forward. She felt the heat coming off his body before she even touched him, and when her fingertips brushed the waistband of his shorts, she shivered like she’d been shocked.

With painstaking slowness, she worked her way under the elastic, her hands shaking so much she could barely keep hold of it. Ricardo leaned back, lifting his hips slightly, giving her room. The gesture alone made her thighs squeeze together. Inch by inch, she tugged the shorts down, the fabric clinging stubbornly to his muscular thighs before finally giving way.

Ricardo shifted, raising his legs off the floor for a second so she could drag the shorts down past his knees, then kick them free. For the first time, Lauren was faced with nothing but a thin layer of tight white cotton separating her from what she’d been imagining all night.

Her pulse thundered in her ears. The outline was obscene. His cock stretched the fabric taut, the heavy bulge running diagonally across his thigh like it was trying to break free. She caught herself biting her lip, unable to look away, her hands already drifting back up before she realized what she was doing.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers. Ricardo’s chest rose and fell slowly, watching her, waiting. Lauren swallowed hard, then in one smooth but terrified motion, she pulled them down.

What sprang into view made her gasp so loud it startled even herself.

“Holy… fuck,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

His cock spilled out heavy and dark, thick veins twisting under the skin, the swollen head already glistening as it bobbed in the air. It wasn’t just big—it was monstrous, bigger than anything she had ever seen outside of the porn her husband sometimes showed her.

Daniel’s half-open eyes widened from his recliner. He flicked his gaze from Ricardo’s cock to Lauren’s face, and what he saw nearly undid him: raw, unfiltered lust radiating from his wife, her lips parted, her eyes wide as if she couldn’t quite believe it was real. She leaned closer, almost involuntarily, her breath brushing the tip as though she were being drawn in by gravity itself.

Daniel’s cock twitched painfully in his pants. He thought he might cum just from the look on her face alone.

Lauren’s breath caught in her throat as Ricardo leaned closer, his dark eyes holding hers with a knowing intensity.

“Why don’t you find out for yourself?” he murmured, his voice low and almost taunting.

Her hand trembled as she reached forward, fingertips brushing the waistband of his shorts. She hesitated, half praying Daniel would “wake up” and put an end to this insanity. But Daniel remained slumped in his recliner, silent and unmoving.

Ricardo guided her hand firmly. “Go on. Don’t tell me you’re not dying to see.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears. Slowly, she slid her fingers under the elastic, tugging the shorts downward an inch at a time. The fabric caught on the swollen outline beneath, and she froze, her chest heaving.

“Keep going,” Ricardo urged, his grin widening.

She obeyed, inching the shorts down his thighs until they pooled at his knees. Beneath them, the thin cotton of his boxers strained obscenely, the shape pressing against the fabric so clearly it left no room for doubt. Lauren gasped, the sound sharp and breathless.

“Oh my God… it’s huge,” she whispered, deliberately loud enough for Daniel to hear, her voice quivering with awe and fear.

Her husband’s eyelids fluttered. For a split second he stirred, torn between stepping in and letting the fantasy unfold. His cock ached against his pants, throbbing as he fought the urge to intervene.

Ricardo caught her staring. “Don’t stop now,” he teased.

Almost against her will, Lauren hooked her thumbs into his waistband and tugged. The boxers slid down, and in one smooth motion, his cock sprang free, heavy and thick, curving toward her face.

Lauren’s lips parted in a shocked gasp, her hand flying instinctively to her mouth before falling uselessly to her lap. Her wide eyes traced the impossible length, the swollen head, the dark veins running the shaft.

“Oh… holy fuck,” she breathed, voice breaking, almost pleading with the silence. She glanced at Daniel again, hoping, needing him to rescue her—but he didn’t move.

Daniel lay perfectly still, his one half-open eye burning the sight into memory. His chest rose sharply as he stifled a groan. He wanted to stop it, yet he couldn’t—not when his wife knelt inches away from the kind of cock they had only ever fantasized about in whispered stories.

Lauren’s fingers hovered uncertainly in the air, torn between terror and an irresistible, gnawing curiosity. Ricardo leaned back slightly, smug and patient, as if he had all the time in the world to watch her wrestle with herself.

“You see now?” he said softly, pride thick in his tone. “Bigger than anything you imagined, isn’t it?”

Lauren swallowed hard, her throat dry, her body trembling as she forced herself to nod.

Lauren froze, her fingers still curled around Ricardo’s shaft, the heat of him pulsing against her palm. Reality hit her like a freight train—she had her neighbor’s cock in her hand. And from the hungry glint in his eye, it was obvious he had more in mind than just letting her look. That realization made her whole body quiver.

Her lips parted before she could stop herself. “Ricardo… how does that even fit inside anyone?”

Daniel’s chest tightened at the words, every nerve in his body firing at once. He stared through his cracked eyelid, astonished, overwhelmed. The thing hanging inches from his wife’s face was monstrous—easily twice the length of his own modest five inches, and at least twice as thick, maybe more. Bigger than the dildo they sometimes played with. Almost Coke-can thick. It dwarfed everything he thought he knew about sex, about his wife’s body, about himself.

Lauren sat on the edge of the sofa, her face only inches from it, her hand trembling as it barely encircled half the girth. Moments passed in thick silence, stretching into eternity. She couldn’t tear her eyes away. She stared cross-eyed up and down its length, mesmerized.

Then the smell hit her. Musky, primal, heady—a raw, masculine scent of sweat, sex, and power. It filled her nose, stronger and more intoxicating than any cologne. It was the smell of a dominant man, an alpha presence, and it rolled over her like a tide.

Her body betrayed her instantly. Heat flushed across her chest. Her breathing grew shallow, ragged, panting like an animal straining at a leash. She felt completely vulnerable, achingly submissive, and utterly powerless in the face of it. Her nipples strained against her shirt, hard as bullets. Her thighs trembled as wetness seeped through her panties.

Daniel saw it all—the way her hand clutched at Ricardo’s cock like she was testing if it were real, the way her chest heaved as if she were starving for air, the way her eyes glazed with awe. His own cock throbbed painfully in his pants. He should have ended it right then, forced a stop. But the sight of his innocent wife mesmerized, undone, almost worshipping another man’s cock—it was too much. His body screamed at him to watch just a little longer.

And Lauren… she felt herself teetering on the edge of something terrifying and irresistible. She had never felt this way looking at Daniel naked. This was different. Dangerous. Consuming.

She bit her lip, eyes locked on Ricardo’s thick shaft, her hand still trembling as it stroked the dark length ever so slightly. She was terrified of what might happen if Daniel truly didn’t wake up… but God help her, she couldn’t stop staring.

Daniel sat frozen, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew—he knew—this was supposed to be the line. This was the moment where he would wake, put an end to the game, and reclaim his wife. But as he watched her sit there entranced, staring up at Ricardo’s cock like it was something sacred, his resolve faltered. Curiosity clawed at him, whispering that he needed to see what would happen next. Against all reason, he stayed silent, his own arousal binding him to the chair.

Ricardo leaned forward, his large hands moving with deliberate slowness until they cupped the soft weight of Lauren’s breasts. Her breath hitched sharply, a gasp slipping free before she could catch it.

“Oh my God… holy fuck…” she whispered, her voice barely audible, yet heavy with awe.

Ricardo’s dark fingers kneaded her pale flesh, testing her, toying with her, making her shiver. He rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, circling them, pinching just enough to make her gasp again. He could feel her body respond, nipples hardening into tight little points, the areola puffing under his touch.

Lauren’s back arched slightly, her body betraying her even as her mind screamed at her to stop. Her breasts had always been her weak point—Daniel knew it, and now Ricardo was discovering it for himself. She could almost cum just from the way he was working her tits, and the thought of it made her thighs clench together.

Daniel, watching through slitted eyes, could barely keep himself from groaning. He saw every shiver of his wife’s body, every twitch of her nipples, every helpless sigh. A war raged inside him—husband, protector, lover on one side, and voyeur, fantasist, masochist on the other. And the darker half was winning.

Lauren moaned softly, clutching at Ricardo’s arms as if steadying herself, her eyes fluttering shut as his big hands kneaded and teased her sensitive breasts with merciless precision. She felt herself trembling, the tingling building low in her stomach, dangerously close to tipping her over.

Ricardo broke the heavy silence with a low chuckle, his voice rumbling through the room. “You know, Lauren, when I first met you, I honestly thought those tits had to be fake. They just looked… too perfect. But now that I’ve got my hands on them—damn, they’re all you. Natural, soft, and fucking incredible. How the hell do they stay this firm?”

Lauren couldn’t help but laugh, the sound bubbling out despite the heat of the moment. “That’s hilarious, because the first time I saw your cock, I was thinking the exact same thing—‘no way that’s real.’”

Ricardo threw his head back and laughed, the deep sound making her blush even more. “Oh, it’s real alright,” he said with a wicked grin, giving her nipple a playful pinch. “And something tells me you’re about to prove it to yourself.”

Lauren swatted at his chest lightly, still giggling, though her cheeks were hot. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous?” Ricardo teased, leaning closer until his breath warmed her ear. “Wait until you see what ridiculous feels like inside you.”

Lauren’s hand trembled slightly as she wrapped her fingers back around Ricardo’s cock, holding it just inches from her face. The sight of her pale hand against his dark, heavy length sent another rush of heat through her belly. She couldn’t ignore how stark the contrast was, or how hypnotic the bead of precum glistening at the tip looked under the dim light. The scent of him—raw, masculine, almost overwhelming—seemed to coil inside her chest and drive her senses wild.

“I’ve got to taste these,” Ricardo murmured, his lips brushing the swell of her breast before he captured her nipple with his mouth.

Lauren arched slightly, stretching her arm to keep her hold on his cock as his tongue circled her sensitive bud. The heat of his mouth, the slow suction, and the flicks of his tongue sent shivers all through her. She whimpered, soft at first, then deeper as he kissed his way across to her other nipple, his big hands cupping and lifting her tits like he was weighing them, testing how much they could take.

Her focus wavered as she felt one of his hands drift back down over her belly, then slide deliberately between her thighs. His fingertip pressed into her slick folds, parting her with practiced ease, and then sank inside her.

“Oh God…” she moaned, clutching his cock tighter without realizing. The wicked thought seared through her mind—his finger alone felt almost as big as Daniel’s cock. The sheer wrongness of it made her chest tighten, but the wet heat pooling between her legs told a different story.

The moan that left her lips started as a shiver and built into something long, trembling, and almost orgasmic, her body betraying how close she already was to breaking.

“Does that feel good, my sexy little wife?” Ricardo’s voice was a low growl in her ear, heavy with confidence.

“Oh my god… yeah,” Lauren gasped, unable to hold back.

His finger was working her so perfectly she could hardly think straight. All the teasing and first-time thrills of the day—the bar, the flirting, the exposing herself, even the desperate make-out sessions in the car—had left her perched on the very edge already. Now, with just a single strong finger curling inside her, she realized she was dangerously close to cumming.

A wicked thought flickered through her mind: maybe if she let go and came quickly, the relief would give her back some sense of control. Maybe her good judgment would return, and she’d be able to rein herself in before things went too far. Because right now, every move she made felt like it came from raw lust alone. And that lust was only growing, pulsing hotter, faster, with every stroke of his finger.

Ricardo’s hips shifted slightly, his cock brushing against her hand as it strained at her grip. That sudden jolt of reality made her glance down at what she was holding—thick, heavy, obscene. Reflexively, she squeezed him tighter, stroking him with one hand before her other joined in.


Shock and Awe

The truth hit her like a shockwave: this was a cock made for two hands. She couldn’t even wrap her fingers fully around it with one. The weight of it, the heat, the slick precum coating her palm—it was intoxicating, terrifying, and irresistible all at once.

And all the while, Daniel sat motionless in his chair. She willed him to stir, to clear his throat, to intervene. But nothing came. Her pulse hammered, her body shuddered, and her hands moved on Ricardo’s cock as if she no longer had the power to stop them.

Ricardo rose to his full height, looming over her, his cock jutting proudly just inches from her face. Lauren kept both hands wrapped around it, stroking slowly, almost reverently, pulling it closer as though she were trying to solve some impossible puzzle. Her wide eyes traced every vein, every ridge, her expression caught somewhere between wonder and disbelief.

From above, Ricardo watched her with a hungry grin. To him, she looked like a woman studying something sacred, weighing a decision she already knew the answer to but was still too shy to say aloud.

And then it happened—thick beads of clear fluid began to seep from his swollen tip, sliding over her fingers as she stroked him. The slickness made each stroke easier, her pale hands gliding along the dark shaft, the wet sound of skin on skin filling the quiet room. The potent, masculine scent drifted up to her nose, unmistakable and overwhelming.

Lauren froze, her breath hitching as she looked at the sticky wetness coating her hand. Her heart raced. For a second, she almost panicked, pulling back just slightly.

“Urm… holy fuck, Ricardo,” she whispered, her voice trembling with both fear and awe. “Did you… did you just cum or something?”

She glanced instinctively at her husband in the recliner, silently begging him to wake up, to stop this. But Daniel stayed perfectly still, fighting the war raging inside him—whether to intervene or to let the fantasy play out just a little longer.

Ricardo chuckled softly, a deep, confident sound that rolled through the air. “Nah, baby,” he said, his tone both soothing and teasing. “That’s just me getting warmed up. A little precum to get things going. Trust me, you’ve barely even started with me yet.”

The words made Lauren’s stomach flip, her body quiver. This wasn’t the end—it was only the beginning.

“Holy fuck,” Lauren gasped, staring at the wetness coating her hands. Her voice dropped into a hushed, almost reverent murmur. “That is so much precum… I think your precum is more than Daniel even cums.” The words tumbled out before she could catch them, unfiltered, leaving her blushing as soon as they hung in the air.

Ricardo threw his head back and chuckled, the sound deep and warm. “Well,” he said smoothly, “there’s plenty there to keep us both slippery.” His grin widened as he watched her fingers glide more easily along his shaft, the slick fluid stringing between her strokes.

Lauren let out a soft, helpless moan, the sound betraying just how far gone she already was.

“You okay, baby?” Ricardo asked, his tone half-concerned, half-teasing. He tilted his hips forward slightly, making his cock twitch in her grip. “Do you like my cock? Tell me what you think about your first big black cock.” His hand gestured casually toward his massive erection, as if to remind her of what she was holding.

The sheer audacity of his question made Lauren giggle, a girlish, giddy sound that felt so at odds with the hunger twisting in her stomach. “Do I like it?” she echoed, eyes still wide as she looked at the monster in her hands. She shook her head, incredulous, then blurted out the truth with breathless excitement. “Are you fucking kidding me, babe? Oh my God, Ricardo—it’s absolutely incredible! I didn’t even know penises could get this big.”

From the recliner, Daniel’s chest tightened. He had to fight the urge to sit up, to stop this before it went further, but the words—his wife’s awestruck confession—tore through him like lightning. It was agony and arousal all at once, watching her sit there, openly marveling at another man’s size, stroking him with both hands like she was handling some forbidden treasure.

And Ricardo, grinning like the cat who’d caught the canary, only leaned in closer, ready to push her further.

“Well, I don’t think you’ll find too many white boys with a cock this size,” Ricardo said with a grin, his deep voice rumbling as if he were stating a fact rather than boasting. “I mean, I’ve never seen it. And I’ve been a member at enough gyms over the years—I’ve seen more naked white guys than I ever care to remember. None of them were even close to this. But a couple of my Black friends? Yeah. This kind of size. I’ve even seen one or two bigger.”

Lauren’s eyes widened, her hand instinctively tightening around him as she stroked. The image that bloomed in her mind—three men lined up, all with cocks as big or bigger than Ricardo’s—was almost too much to process. Surely, he had to be exaggerating? And yet… she didn’t need his words to prove anything. The evidence was right there, heavy and hot in her hands, impossible to deny.

“You must be kidding,” Lauren whispered, shaking her head in disbelief, though her hands moved faster now, betraying her body’s excitement. Her gaze flickered to Daniel—her husband, her anchor—half expecting him to sit up and finally end this madness. But he just lay there, unmoving, eyes closed, breathing steady. Was he… dead asleep? Or worse, choosing to let this happen?

Anger flared, sharp and hot. How the fuck could he sit there while she stroked another man’s cock right in front of him? The fact he hadn’t stirred was almost insulting. And then, just as quickly, her anger melted into something far more dangerous. An epiphany surged through her. If Daniel wasn’t going to stop this, then why should she?

Her attention snapped back to Ricardo’s cock, where it seemed to command her focus, as if it were the only thing in the world that mattered. She lifted it slightly, watching the skin stretch tight, staring at it like she was studying some forbidden, sacred object.

Ricardo watched her every movement, his lips curling into a knowing smile. Then, with calculated ease, he shifted his hips forward, nudging his cock closer to her face. It was subtle at first, almost testing her. Lauren didn’t flinch. She didn’t move away.

Taking her stillness as consent, Ricardo pushed forward again, bolder this time. The broad, wet head of his cock hovered just inches from her lips, close enough now that she could smell him, taste the heat of his arousal in the air.

Lauren froze as Ricardo leaned forward again, the swollen head of his cock brushing ever so lightly against her lips. The touch was fleeting, barely more than a graze, but it jolted her body like a live current. Her breath caught in her throat. Her lips tingled. She should have recoiled instantly. She should have shoved him away. But she didn’t.

When he drew back, the thin smear of precum he left behind clung to her top lip in a shining thread until it broke. The salty tang hit her tongue before she even realized she’d licked it away. Her chest heaved, a nervous little smile betraying her, and the horror of that realization shot through her like a knife.

What the fuck are you doing, Lauren? her mind screamed. Why are you smiling because your neighbor’s cock just touched your mouth?

Ricardo’s eyes held hers, dark and steady, as if he could read every war raging inside her. Then, slowly, deliberately, he pressed forward again. This time, her lips parted—hesitant, trembling, but yielding.

The head slid past them, thick and hot and impossibly heavy. Her mouth stretched wider than it had ever stretched before. Her jaw ached instantly. A muffled whimper spilled from her throat as the fat crown filled her.

And then panic hit. No, no, this isn’t happening. She yanked her head back, the cock slipping free with a wet pop. It gleamed in the dim light, slick with her spit. The sight of it—thick, glistening, obscene—stole her breath.

Her eyes locked on it, hypnotized. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Holy fuck, you just had it in your mouth. You just sucked another man’s cock. What the hell are you doing?

But before her brain could regain control, her tongue betrayed her. It darted out, a cautious flick across the shiny crown.

The taste hit her instantly—salty, musky, sharp. The tang of precum. Purely male. It filled her senses, lit her nerves on fire.

What the fuck, Lauren? You’re licking him? When have you ever licked a cock like this? You don’t even like going down on Daniel half the time.

And yet she licked again. Slower. Longer. Her tongue flattened against the underside, tracing the thick vein, savoring the texture, the heat. Ricardo groaned above her, hips rolling forward to rub more of his cock across her tongue. The sound sent another hot rush straight between her thighs.

The smell of him was everywhere now—thick, primal, intoxicating. It wrapped around her brain like smoke. She moaned softly, involuntarily, as if her body had already surrendered.

Her hand tightened on the shaft, stroking him while her tongue worked the head. She circled it, lapped at it, worshipped it. Her lips parted again, wider this time, until his cock slid back into her mouth, her tongue swirling, her cheeks hollowing as she gave her first real suck.

She felt him pulse against her tongue, heard his deep growl above her, and she knew it then—knew she had crossed a line she could never uncross.

Lauren’s tongue slid languidly across the swollen head, savoring the slick saltiness as though she were teasing the tip of a giant chocolate ice cream cone. She let out a shaky little breath, then deliberately dragged her tongue down his length, tracing every ridge and vein, until she reached the very base. Her lips brushed over his thick root and then lower, across the smooth weight of his balls, before she turned and slowly licked her way back up.

She paused for a second, wide-eyed, realizing just how far the journey really was. Ricardo’s cock was so long it felt like she’d traveled half a mile between the tip and his heavy sack. In fact, as she glanced from his crown to the base again, the truth struck her: his shaft was practically as long as her entire head.

Swallowing hard, Lauren bent lower, letting her tongue explore his balls. She licked one, tentative at first, then bolder as she tasted the clean heat of his skin. When she pulled back to look, she actually gasped at the size. Each ball was massive, the kind of weight that made her hand feel tiny when she cupped one.

Holy shit… just one of these is bigger than Daniel’s whole scrotum, she realized, her pulse hammering in disbelief. The thought made her grip his shaft tighter as she licked and rolled one ball gently against her tongue.

And then another shocking thought stole into her mind, hot and electric: If his balls are this huge… how much cum do they hold? How much would he fill me with?

The question made her thighs press together instinctively, a wet ache spreading between them as she stared back up at Ricardo’s thick shaft towering above her face.

Lauren lingered on his balls a moment longer, swirling her tongue against the warm, heavy skin before dragging her way back up the length of him. Her tongue followed the thick, raised vein running along his shaft, tracing it like a roadmap to the head. When she finally reached the swollen crown, a low, involuntary moan escaped her throat.

Ricardo’s eyes darkened as he looked down. For him, it was like watching the next frame of a fantasy he’d been waiting his whole life to see. For Lauren, the moment stretched out in slow motion. Her tongue flicked across the tip, tasting his salt and heat, and then—almost against her own better judgment—her lips parted. Her head tilted forward, her mouth enveloping the broad head of his cock.

She felt the blunt crown push against her tongue, stretching her lips wider than she ever thought possible. Instinctively she tried to press her tongue along the underside as he slid deeper, wanting to please him, wanting to prove she could take him. But it didn’t take long for her to realize just how little space there was inside her mouth—his cock filled her completely, leaving barely any room to breathe, let alone move her tongue.

Ricardo groaned at the wet heat surrounding him. The slippery feel of her tongue against his crown sent a shudder of pleasure through his body. He couldn’t even remember the last time a woman had gone at him with this kind of raw enthusiasm, this reckless abandon.

The control slipped from him fast. With a growl, Ricardo’s hand shot to the back of her head, fingers tangling into her blonde hair. He gripped firmly, then began to guide her, pulling her down as his hips thrust forward. Each motion was rougher than the last, his cock spearing into her mouth with an urgency he couldn’t contain.

Lauren’s moans vibrated around him, muffled and broken into staccato bursts by the relentless rhythm. Every time he pulled back and drove forward again, the sound deepened, turning into wet, desperate whimpers that sent shockwaves of lust through Ricardo. Her throat worked frantically, her jaw strained, yet she stayed with him, clinging to his thighs, letting him fuck her mouth as though she had surrendered completely.

And through it all, somewhere in the back of her mind, Lauren thought wildly: You’re actually letting him do this. You’ve never had another cock in your mouth—ever—and now you’re being used like this, right in front of Daniel. What the fuck are you doing?

But her lips tightened around him again, her tongue pushed against his thickness, and she didn’t stop.

Though she tried her hardest, Lauren quickly realized just how far out of her depth she was. She had never even imagined oral sex could be this much of a challenge. With Daniel, it had always been easy—his smaller cock fit snugly into her mouth, leaving her plenty of room to swirl her tongue and play with his balls at the same time. He used to lose it instantly when she slid him all the way in and then teased his balls with her tongue, a trick that never once failed to make him cum fast and hard.

But Ricardo was something else entirely. His cock was so much bigger that just getting the head past her lips felt like a stretch, and even then she could only take maybe another inch or two before her gag reflex flared in protest. She pushed herself, fighting to go deeper, but it didn’t matter—no matter how much effort she gave, most of his massive shaft still jutted out in front of her face, long, thick, and intimidating.

She wrapped one hand around him, then realized it wasn’t nearly enough. So she brought up her other hand, both of her small white hands working the slick shaft while her lips struggled around the swollen head. Even then, she couldn’t get her fingers to touch around his girth; her grip stayed loose, leaving wide gaps of dark, pulsing flesh between them.

And still, impossibly, there was more. Even with her mouth sealed around him and both hands pumping his shaft, several inches of hard, black cock remained uncovered, hanging heavy and glistening with spit and precum. The sight made her whimper into him, half in disbelief, half in arousal.

Jesus Christ, what are you doing? she screamed silently to herself. You can’t even fit him, and yet you’re still trying. You’ve never had another man’s cock in your mouth—ever—and here you are with this monster, using both hands and still not enough.

She moaned around the thickness, stroking and sucking desperately, lost somewhere between shame and awe. And from above her, Ricardo groaned his approval, watching this pretty little wife give her absolute best to a cock far bigger than she’d ever dreamed of.

Lauren’s lips slipped wetly off his shaft as Ricardo suddenly shifted his weight, guiding her backward until her shoulders hit the sofa cushions. For a heartbeat, she blinked up at him in confusion, her breath ragged, chest rising and falling, his taste still fresh in her mouth.

And then she saw it. His cock, impossibly huge, gripped in his fist and aimed directly between her trembling thighs. It was glistening with her spit and his precum, the swollen head hovering only inches from her pussy.

Her eyes went wide, panic and arousal hitting her in equal measure.

Oh my God. He’s really going to put that inside me.

The realization sent a shock through her body. Her legs twitched open without her willing them to, her soaked panties long discarded, leaving her utterly exposed. Her pussy was already dripping, aching from his teasing, but as she stared at that thick, veined cock, her stomach twisted with a new fear.

It won’t fit. There’s no way it can fit. He’ll split me in two. What the fuck are you doing, Lauren?

Her thighs trembled, a cocktail of anticipation and dread rushing through her veins. She had never even thought about being with another man, let alone one built like Ricardo. And now here she was, pinned under him, her body betraying her by growing wetter with every second his cock loomed closer.

Ricardo leaned down, pressing his lips to her neck as his hand slid up her thigh. His voice was low, steady, almost soothing, though his body radiated raw hunger. “Relax, baby. You can take it. I know you can.”

Lauren’s breath hitched, her fingernails digging into the sofa. “Ricardo… I… I don’t know if it’ll fit,” she admitted, her voice trembling between fear and need.

Her pussy throbbed at her own words, as though mocking her mind’s panic with the truth of her body’s desire. She was terrified—but not because she didn’t want it. She wanted it so badly it scared her. She wanted to feel the impossible stretch, the fullness, the surrender. And yet the thought of him actually sliding that monstrous cock inside her made her heart race like she was standing on the edge of a cliff.

Ricardo smiled down at her, his hand sliding lower, fingers brushing her soaking entrance. “Baby,” he whispered, pressing his cockhead just barely against her swollen lips, “you’re wetter than I’ve ever felt. That pussy wants it as much as I do.”

Lauren gasped, a whimper escaping her throat as the blunt head nudged her folds apart just slightly. Her body arched toward him even as her mind screamed for Daniel to finally wake the fuck up and stop this—because if he didn’t, she knew she wouldn’t.

Lauren’s chest heaved as reality slammed into her like cold water. A moment ago, she had been consumed—by lust, by Ricardo’s scent, by the sheer thrill of what she was doing. But now, as his weight pressed her down and the thick head of his cock nudged insistently at her slit, clarity stabbed through the haze.

Her whole body tensed. She tried to twist her hips, to shift away, but Ricardo’s strong hands pinned her firmly in place. “No, Ricardo,” she gasped, her voice cracking as fear and guilt tangled in her chest. “I can’t do this. I’m a married woman.”

Her words sounded hollow even to her own ears, because deep down she knew the line had already been crossed. She had sucked him. She had wrapped her lips around his cock, licked him like she’d dreamed of ice cream as a girl, moaned like she wanted it more than anything. She had done things with Ricardo that she had never even considered doing with any man but her husband. And she had loved every second of it.

But fucking? Penetration? That was the final step, the one that would turn this wild, reckless tease into outright betrayal. She clung to the thin shred of morality still left to her like a lifeline.

Ricardo’s voice rumbled above her, thick with hunger. “Oh, come on, Lauren! You sucked my cock, you had my balls dripping, and now you expect me to stop? You’re driving me out of my mind. If I don’t fuck you right now, I swear to God, my balls are going to explode.”

His blunt honesty hit her like a jolt of heat, but her heart raced with panic. “No, Ricardo, please. We can’t. Not that. Anything else,” she pleaded, her words tumbling out in a rush. “I’ll suck you again, you can cum in my mouth, on my tits, anywhere you want—just not inside me. I can’t let you fuck me. I’ve never cheated on my husband.”

Her voice cracked at the last words, and guilt pooled in her chest like lead. She glanced desperately over at Daniel, silently begging him to open his eyes, to sit up, to rescue her from herself. She wanted him to stop this, to take the choice out of her hands, to save her from going too far.

But nothing. He sat slouched in his recliner, eyes closed, face slack, the perfect picture of a man fast asleep.

Lauren’s heart pounded harder, anger suddenly sparking through the fog of lust. How the fuck can he just sit there? she thought bitterly. Doesn’t he care? Doesn’t he see that his wife is seconds away from being fucked by another man?

She bit down on her lip, torn between the ache building inside her and the fury at Daniel’s stillness. Every nerve in her body screamed that she wanted Ricardo, that she needed him, but her mind screamed just as loud that she was standing on the edge of something she could never undo.

The mix of guilt, longing, and betrayal swirled inside her until she thought she might burst. And yet—Ricardo’s cock never wavered, still pressed against her slick folds, threatening to slide inside the moment she stopped resisting.

Lauren’s breath caught in her throat as Ricardo’s words sank in. Her mind was spinning, a storm of fear and arousal colliding in ways that made her stomach churn and her pussy ache at the same time. She had never been in this position before—caught between the desperate urge to cling to her vows and the equally desperate hunger to see just how far this forbidden game could go.

Would Ricardo really stop if she said no again? The question alone sent a shiver down her spine. She hated herself for even doubting it, but the sheer size of him, the pressure of his body pinning her down, the intoxicating scent of him—it all whispered of power she couldn’t quite resist. And what terrified her most was the little voice inside her that didn’t want to resist.

Her thoughts betrayed her: God, what if he just took me? What if he forced me down and made me take every inch of that cock? Would I hate it? Or would I love it?

The images flooded her mind—Ricardo’s massive body over hers, his cock splitting her open, her own screams a tangled mix of protest and ecstasy. The fantasy she had buried for years, one she had never dared confess to Daniel, was suddenly alive and breathing right in front of her. It made her feel weak, exposed, but unbearably turned on.

She turned her head toward Daniel again, praying—begging—for him to open his eyes, to stop this before she drowned completely. But he didn’t move. He just sat there, limp in his recliner, as if he were utterly indifferent to the fact that his wife was spread open beneath another man, her pussy already wet and trembling.

Lauren’s chest rose and fell sharply, her voice trembling as she whispered, “Please don’t, Ricardo. I’ve never cheated on Daniel before. I don’t want to start now.”

Her plea hung in the air, but Ricardo didn’t pull away. His deep, steady voice came next, cutting through the tension with disarming calm: “OK, listen. Relax, baby. I’m not going to fuck you if you don’t want me to.” His tone softened, but his eyes burned with hunger. “But what if I just rub my cock against you? Just feel how wet you are. I won’t put it in. I’ll just slide it along that pretty little pussy of yours until I cum. No one will know. Not even Daniel.”

Lauren swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. The thought of his massive cock gliding along her folds, so close, so dangerous—it sent a jolt of electricity through her, a shiver that reached her toes. Every part of her screamed that this was wrong, but her pussy pulsed with wet heat that betrayed her.

She stared up at him, trembling, torn apart by her own desires, and thought, If Daniel won’t stop this… maybe I won’t either.

Lauren’s breath came in short, shaky bursts as she felt the blunt weight of Ricardo’s cock press against her soaked slit. The contrast was almost surreal—his cock was so heavy, so hot, so there. Her whole body shuddered as he began to slide it along her folds, the thick ridge dragging over her slick lips with devastating slowness.

Her heart hammered in her chest, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, trying to cling to reason, trying to remind herself of the promise he’d just made. Just rubbing… nothing more. He promised.

But the moment his thick shaft nudged upward, brushing her clit, the thought scattered like smoke. A sharp jolt of pleasure ripped through her, her thighs twitching involuntarily. She gasped, her nails digging into the sofa cushion as her hips instinctively rose to meet him.

Daniel’s half-open eyes were glued to the scene, torn between panic and overwhelming lust. His wife’s pussy was glistening, practically sucking Ricardo’s cock along as it slid, her juices shining on his black shaft. Every stroke seemed to leave her wetter, needier, more undone. And she wasn’t saying stop—God, she wasn’t even trying to stop.

Lauren bit down on her lip, her voice breaking as a whimper escaped: “Oh my God… Ricardo… it feels… so…” She cut herself off, shame and desire clashing inside her head. What the fuck are you doing? He’s not even inside you, and you’re about to lose it.

But then came another slow grind, his shaft dragging deliberately across her clit, pressing firmly enough to make her toes curl. She let out a deep, trembling moan she couldn’t hold back. The sound filled the room, thick with need.

Ricardo leaned over her, watching every flicker of her expression, his cock gleaming with her wetness. “You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice low and rough, like he already knew the answer.

Lauren opened her eyes, met his gaze for a fleeting second, then darted a panicked glance at her husband still “asleep” in the recliner. He wasn’t moving. He wasn’t going to stop this. And with every slow, teasing pass of Ricardo’s cock along her pussy, her willpower drained away.

She moaned again, louder this time, her hips lifting almost involuntarily to chase the friction. “Fuck…” she whispered to herself, half in awe, half in despair. You’re letting him do this. You’re letting him rub that monster all over your pussy—and you love it.

Lauren’s whole body was trembling now, caught between desperation and disbelief. Each downstroke of Ricardo’s cock forced the swollen head between her lips, parting them just enough to make her shudder, before sliding back up, pressing unrelentingly over her clit. The pressure was maddening, almost cruel in its precision. Every nerve ending in her body felt like it was tuned to that single point.

Her chest rose and fell in ragged bursts, nipples pebble-hard, as the ache between her legs spiraled out of control. Jesus Christ… I’m really going to cum… from this… from him. She tried to cling to the thought that he wasn’t inside her, that somehow this still counted as restraint, but the truth was unbearable—this was better than anything she had ever felt before. The slick rhythm of his shaft gliding against her, the way her pussy lips clung to him as though begging him not to leave… it was too much.

Daniel, peering from his chair, could hardly breathe. He saw his wife’s hips lifting, grinding, wanting it, and the sight of her soaking wet pussy wrapped around Ricardo’s cockhead nearly made him cum untouched. Shame and arousal tore through him in equal measure, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

Lauren’s moans spilled out freely now, raw and unrestrained. Her hands clawed at the cushions, then slid up her own body, clutching at her tits as though to ground herself. “Oh God… oh fuck… I can’t… I can’t stop…” she whimpered, half a plea, half a confession.

Ricardo watched her come undone, his jaw tight as he fought his own release. “Ride it, baby,” he growled, voice thick with lust, grinding harder against her clit. “Cum on me. Let it out.”

Her hips rocked faster, matching his rhythm, the friction building to an unbearable peak. She threw her head back, a strangled cry ripping from her throat as the orgasm tore through her, violent and overwhelming. Her pussy convulsed against him, soaking his cock in fresh waves of wetness as she writhed beneath him.

Lauren’s orgasm hit her like a storm breaking loose—violent, unstoppable, all-consuming. Her hips moved of their own accord, grinding and rolling as if her body no longer belonged to her. Every stroke of Ricardo’s cock along her clit seemed to magnify the waves ripping through her, each one stronger than the last. Her moans broke apart into guttural, animal sounds, deep and raw, as though her very core had found a voice.

Ricardo held steady, rocking with her, letting her chase every ounce of pleasure she could wring out of him. The thick base of his cock ground over her clit perfectly, pushing her higher, holding her there until she couldn’t stand it.

Her thighs clamped around him, trembling uncontrollably, and then—without warning—her orgasm jolted her so hard her hips bucked downward just as Ricardo’s cock slid upward. The timing was devastating.

In that twitching, helpless spasm, Lauren suddenly felt the broad, swollen head of his cock slip lower than it ever had—pressing directly against her slick, swollen entrance. Her breath caught in her throat, her orgasm still surging even as a new sensation stole through her.

“Oh—oh God…” she gasped, eyes flying open, panic and ecstasy colliding in her chest.

Ricardo’s cock didn’t enter fully, not yet, but the pressure was unmistakable—unyielding, insistent, the first undeniable push. The blunt head spread her lips apart, just enough for her body to register it, to know what was trying to happen.

And in that instant, Lauren’s mind fractured. Oh fuck, no—this is too far—Daniel, please wake up… But at the same time another voice screamed through the chaos, He’s going to push it in. He’s really going to do it. You’re about to feel it.

Her orgasm still tore through her, her body writhing helplessly against him, even as her heart pounded in terror at what she knew was coming next.

The moment the thick head breached her, Lauren’s body betrayed her. She gasped sharply, trying instinctively to scoot back, but Ricardo’s strong hands anchored her hips in place. His hips pressed forward again, steady, insistent, and she felt herself stretch around him as another inch—then another—slid into her quivering pussy.

Her orgasm, which had been tapering off, flared back to life violently the second he entered her. The shocking invasion of his size collided with the pulsing aftershocks still rolling through her body, igniting something entirely new. It wasn’t like anything Daniel had ever given her; it wasn’t even in the same universe.

“Ohhh my fucking God—what are you doing to me—oh God—ohhh God,” she panted, her voice breaking into raw, helpless cries. She clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in, as though trying to hold onto reality itself.

Her rational brain screamed stop, this is wrong, pull away now, but the white-hot rush tearing through her body made stopping impossible. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around the thickest cock she had ever felt, and the more she tried to resist, the harder her body pulled him in.

Then it hit her—a second orgasm, harder and deeper than the first, exploding through her nerves so brutally that her mouth opened in a silent scream. She arched up off the sofa, her entire body trembling as if she were being electrocuted from the inside out.

By the time she came crashing down, her fight was gone. Her thighs loosened, her chest heaved, and all pretense of resistance melted away. The only truth left was in her body—the raw, aching need that had been building all night.

Her hips began to rise on their own, pushing up to meet him. “Ohhh God… yesss… oh God, yes,” she gasped, her voice ragged with surrender. Ricardo groaned as he slid deeper into her, his cock now buried almost two-thirds of the way inside, stretching her wide, filling her in a way she had never imagined possible.

And in that moment, Lauren stopped fighting him—stopped fighting herself. Her pussy welcomed him, drawing him deeper still, while every nerve in her body lit up with delirious, forbidden pleasure.

Ricardo drew back until only the swollen head of his cock remained inside her, then drove forward with a slow, relentless thrust that made Lauren’s whole body jolt. Her orgasm hadn’t even finished fading before another wave of pleasure rolled through her, raw and overwhelming, stealing away the last shred of restraint. She arched her hips off the sofa, desperate now, meeting him halfway as though her body had been waiting for this moment all her life.


Awaken

From his chair, Daniel no longer bothered pretending to sleep. His eyes were wide open, locked on the sight he had both dreaded and craved: his beautiful wife surrendering herself to another man’s cock. He had never believed it would go this far, but now there was no denying it. Ricardo’s thick shaft disappeared again and again between her pale thighs, three-quarters of it buried inside her, stretching her open in a way Daniel could barely comprehend.

Lauren’s voice tore through the room, wild and unfiltered. “Yes—oh God, yes! Fuck me, Ricardo! Fuck me with that massive cock!” Her cries grew louder as she ground herself upward, her ass leaving the cushions, her body straining to take him deeper, fuller. Daniel’s chest tightened as he realized with a mixture of awe and anguish that each thrust forced Ricardo all the way into her, every impossible inch.

She had never felt anything like it. The fullness was absolute, her body shaking as she came again, harder than before, lost to the sensation of being stretched and claimed. She had never felt so alive, so utterly consumed. And she wanted more.

Above her, Ricardo’s lips curled into a satisfied smile as he felt her clench and quake around him. The idea that this seemingly reserved, married young wife had given herself so completely thrilled him. He pulled back almost to the tip, savoring the wet heat clinging to him, then sank back inside until he was pressed flush against her, his weight pinning her beneath him, his cock buried to the hilt in her soaked, trembling pussy.

Lauren’s body still quivered from the waves of orgasm that had torn through her, but before she could even catch her breath, Ricardo shifted his weight. His strong hands clamped around her calves, lifting her effortlessly, bending her in half as though she weighed nothing at all. Her legs rose high, and in a blur, he placed them across his broad, muscular shoulders.

The position made her gasp.

“Ohhh… fuck,” Lauren moaned, her voice cracked and breathless as her body adjusted to the new angle. Her thighs trembled against his shoulders, and her back arched against the sofa cushions. She had never been opened up like this before, never felt so completely stretched, so vulnerable, so utterly taken. And the moment he drove forward again, sinking himself deeper than she had ever imagined possible, her world shattered into pure sensation.

Ricardo grinned down at her, his chest slick with sweat, his abs tightening as his cock carved its way inside her. He was done holding back. The restraint, the slow teasing, the playful testing of her limits—all of it was gone now. His hunger had taken over.

He pulled almost all the way out, the swollen head of his cock stretching her entrance wide and lingering there for a split second before slamming back into her with devastating force. Lauren’s whole body jolted with the impact, her breasts bouncing, her mouth falling open in a wordless cry.

He did it again.

And again.

Each thrust was brutal, precise, overwhelming. His cock felt impossibly thick, impossibly long, hammering her pussy with a rhythm that shook her to her core. Every downstroke filled her until she thought she couldn’t possibly take more, and every withdrawal made her clench desperately to keep him from leaving her.

Her cries came louder, sharper, ragged with disbelief at the intensity of what she was feeling.

Daniel, from his recliner, wasn’t even pretending anymore. His eyes were wide open, fixed on the sight of his wife beneath their neighbor, her pale body folding and trembling under the sheer force of Ricardo’s thrusts. He had thought, deep down, that it would never go this far. He had convinced himself she would stop, or he would step in, or Ricardo would leave satisfied with a tease. But now there was no denying it: his wife was being fucked—fucked harder, deeper, more completely than he had ever managed. The reality of it hit him like a blow to the chest, and yet his cock pulsed painfully hard, his hand twitching toward it even as shame twisted through him.

On the sofa, Lauren’s mind was unraveling.

Every nerve in her body was alive, screaming for more. She had orgasmed already, so hard she thought she might never recover, but the relentless pounding kept pushing her higher again, dragging her toward another climax whether she wanted it or not. And she wanted it. God help her, she wanted it.

Her hands clawed at Ricardo’s shoulders, gripping desperately at the slick muscle beneath his skin. She tried to anchor herself, to hold on to something, anything, as his cock drove her further into madness.

“Oh my God… oh my God… ohhh fuck, Ricardo!” she cried, her voice breaking into near-sobs of pleasure.

Ricardo growled in response, his hips slamming forward with even greater force, driving the breath from her lungs. He was lost in her now, the tight heat of her pussy clutching at him, the way she writhed and moaned beneath him, the sight of her flushed face and parted lips. He had dreamed of what she would feel like, but reality eclipsed everything.

He leaned forward, folding her almost double, pressing her knees back toward her chest as his cock buried itself deeper still. His broad frame loomed over her, sweat dripping from his brow onto her trembling chest, his lips brushing across her cheek as he growled into her ear.

“You feel so fucking good, Lauren… so tight, so perfect. You were made for this cock.”

His words detonated inside her. She cried out, shaking her head, as if trying to deny it, but her body betrayed her, her hips rising in time with his thrusts, meeting every savage stroke with desperate hunger.

Daniel’s stomach twisted. He had never heard her sound like that before. Not with him. Not with anyone. Her cries weren’t the gentle moans he was used to; they were guttural, primal, ripped from somewhere deep inside her. It was the sound of a woman being utterly conquered—and reveling in it.

Lauren could feel another orgasm barreling through her, unstoppable. Her body quaked, her pussy tightening fiercely around Ricardo’s massive cock.

“Yes! Oh god yes! Fuck me harder! Deeper!” she screamed, her voice echoing through the room.

Ricardo’s grin widened. He withdrew until just the swollen head of his cock teased her entrance, making her whimper with need, then slammed forward with everything he had, driving his full length inside her. The force knocked the air from her lungs, her eyes rolling back as another orgasm crashed over her.

Her entire body spasmed violently, her nails raking across Ricardo’s back, her thighs trembling against his shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. She had never felt so full, so overwhelmed, so consumed. She had never felt so utterly owned.

And Ricardo didn’t let up. He pounded into her relentlessly, claiming every inch of her pussy, pressing her deeper into the cushions, using every ounce of his strength and size to fuck her senseless.

Lauren was beyond thought now, beyond guilt or shame. She was nothing but sensation, her body singing with pleasure, her voice breaking as she screamed his name.

Ricardo knew he was close, but he wanted to savor it, to push her further, to leave her shaking and ruined beneath him. He slowed for just a moment, pressing his cock deep inside her and resting his full weight against her, pinning her down, before resuming his merciless rhythm.

At that moment, Daniel realized the truth. There would be no waking up, no stopping it. His wife was gone, lost in the ecstasy of another man’s cock, and he could do nothing but watch as the scene played out before him, his wildest fantasy and darkest nightmare colliding in front of his eyes.

Lauren had never felt so utterly full in her life. Every thrust from Ricardo drove her body further into the cushions, and every collision of their hips sent shockwaves through her small frame. The pounding was so fierce that the sofa itself rattled against the wall with each stroke, the legs screeching on the floor. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Lauren realized the drywall was taking a beating, but that thought was lost in the avalanche of sensation crashing through her body.

Normally, it took effort—Daniel’s careful hands on her clit, his tongue circling her, or the rhythm of his fingers pressing in just right—to coax her into climax from penetration. But this wasn’t careful. This wasn’t tender. Ricardo wasn’t making love to her. He was flat-out using her body, fucking her hard, fast, and relentlessly, and it was unlocking something inside her she hadn’t even known existed.

Her legs trembled helplessly above his shoulders, her back arched off the cushions as the sheer force of him opened her wider, drove her deeper, set her nerve endings alight. She clawed at the sofa, screaming with each brutal stroke, her voice breaking into ragged pleas she couldn’t even control.

“Ohhh God—yes! Fuck me harder! Don’t stop, don’t stop!” she wailed, the words tumbling out raw and desperate.

The room itself seemed to shake around them as Ricardo bore down, sweat dripping onto her skin, his cock hammering into her as if her pussy was the only place it had ever belonged. She had forgotten Daniel was even there. Forgotten everything except the devastating rhythm of that huge cock filling her to the hilt and scraping over spots inside her that no one had ever reached before.

Her vision blurred with the force of it, her body bouncing helplessly against his, her mind surrendering to the savage pleasure. She wasn’t in control anymore, and she didn’t care.

And then, beneath the overwhelming rhythm, Lauren felt it—that unmistakable tightening, that wild heat building again in her core. She was on the edge. Somehow, impossibly, she was about to cum yet again. Her third orgasm, pulled from her body not by gentle coaxing or tender love but by the sheer, punishing force of Ricardo’s magnificent cock buried deep inside her.

Ricardo had her legs pinned high, ankles resting against his broad shoulders, her body bent almost double as he drove into her with relentless force. Each thrust rocked the sofa violently, the frame groaning in protest, the wall behind them already battered from the rhythm of his pounding hips. Lauren’s moans filled the room, ragged and uncontrolled, spilling out every time he bottomed out inside her.

Her eyes had been shut, lost in the storm of sensation, but some instinct—some twitch in the air—made her open them.

And there he was.

Daniel. Awake.

Not faking anymore. His eyes were wide open, fixed on her, fixed on the way Ricardo’s huge cock was splitting her open, the way her pale thighs quivered in the air. His lips were parted, his chest rising and falling, his knuckles pressed so tight against his jeans it looked like he was in pain.

Lauren froze for a heartbeat, her breath catching in her throat. The humiliation in his face hit her like a current, flooding her nerves, setting her skin alight. For a flicker of a second she thought she should stop, she should push Ricardo off, she should end this madness.

But then Ricardo groaned above her, low and guttural, his thrusts growing sharper, hungrier. “Fuck, Lauren… I’m so close… fuck, I’m gonna cum.”

The words made her whole body spasm.

Daniel jolted upright in his chair, his voice raw and panicked. “No! No, baby—don’t let him. Don’t let him cum in you. Please, you can’t…” His words tumbled out, desperate, broken.

Lauren looked at him—her husband, her safe harbor, the man she had built her whole life with—and for the first time she realized he wasn’t going to stop this. He couldn’t.

Ricardo’s cock slammed deeper and deeper, stretching her to her very limit. The slick sound of her wetness echoed with each thrust, filling the room, almost drowning out her husband’s pleas.

Her orgasm hovered at the brink, just waiting for permission to consume her. And Daniel’s desperate voice—his begging—didn’t douse the fire. It poured gasoline on it.

She gasped, her voice breaking as she screamed over the pounding of her heart. “It’s my pussy, Daniel. Mine. And I want this!”

The words were a weapon, and she hurled them at him, even as she arched her back and shoved herself down onto Ricardo’s cock with all the strength she had.

Daniel’s face twisted, torn between rage and desire, humiliation and awe. His mouth opened, but no words came. He just stared, helpless, watching his wife surrender.

“Fuck!” Ricardo barked, his whole body seizing as he buried himself as deep as he could go. His cock swelled inside her, throbbing violently, and then Lauren felt it—hot, thick, unstoppable—flooding into her in heavy, pulsing waves.

Her mouth fell open. Her eyes locked on Daniel’s. And then she smiled.

It wasn’t an apologetic smile, or a guilty one. It was a wicked, knowing smile. A smile that told him everything—that she was being filled by another man, that she loved it, that she wasn’t going to stop.

The humiliation hit him like a sledgehammer.

Ricardo groaned again, thrusting harder, grinding his hips against her as if to bury every drop deeper inside. Cum surged into her, overflowing, spilling back around his shaft, slicking her thighs, dripping down onto the ruined sofa.

Lauren’s orgasm tore through her at the same time, violent and unrelenting. She clutched at Ricardo’s shoulders, her nails digging into his skin, her whole body convulsing as she milked him for every drop. The more she came, the more she locked eyes with Daniel. She wanted him to see. To know.

“Fuck yes,” she cried out, her voice shaking with ecstasy. “He’s cumming in me, Daniel! Oh my God, he’s filling me up—”

Daniel felt his own cock throb painfully in his jeans, shame and desire twisting inside him like a knife. His wife’s words shredded him, left him raw and trembling, but he couldn’t look away.

Ricardo finally slowed, his hips jerking with aftershocks as he emptied the last of his massive load deep inside her. Then he collapsed forward, his chest pressing to Lauren’s legs, his cock still buried, still leaking into her.

Lauren lay beneath him, panting, glowing, utterly undone—cum seeping out of her pussy, her body trembling with the echoes of orgasm. Her smile lingered as she turned her head back toward her husband, her eyes glinting with something new. Something dangerous.

Daniel stood frozen, staring at the sight of his wife—his beautiful, innocent wife—stuffed full of another man’s seed. And the humiliation was complete.

Ricardo groaned as he finally pulled his cock free from Lauren’s soaked and swollen pussy. It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t neat. It was wet, messy, obscene.

His thick shaft dragged against her trembling walls, dragging strings of cum and slickness with it. Every inch that slid out released another sound — deep, sloppy squelches that echoed in the room like the aftermath of a storm drain unclogging.

SCHLUURP.
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FFFRRTTT-squelch.

The last noise wasn’t even him. It was her. The moment the flared head popped free of her pussy, the sudden rush of air triggered a wet, gassy queef that made Lauren’s cheeks burn as much as it made her pussy twitch.

“Oh God…” she moaned, half in shame, half in lingering pleasure.

Ricardo chuckled above her, his cock still glistening, heavy, dangling proud and satisfied. Cum oozed from the tip, dripping down in thick ropes, adding to the mess already streaking her thighs.

Lauren lay there for a second, her body still convulsing with aftershocks, her chest heaving, her nipples rock-hard and wet with saliva. She could feel Ricardo’s load seeping out of her, dripping onto the ruined sofa beneath her ass. Every tiny shift of her hips released more squelching, bubbling air, the sound humiliatingly loud in the otherwise quiet room.

She looked over.

Daniel.

Not pretending anymore. His eyes were wide open, staring, fixed on the wreck of his wife’s pussy, still stretched and twitching from the cock that had just been inside her. His jaw was tight, his knuckles bone-white where they gripped the arms of the recliner. His cock tented painfully in his jeans, straining, throbbing, desperate.

Lauren’s stomach flipped. For a fleeting second she thought she should cover herself, close her legs, hide the mess of what she had just done. But instead, a spark lit in her chest — boldness, mischief, power.

She pushed herself upright, cum dripping down her thighs in heavy trails. Another queef escaped her as she stood, loud and wet. Ricardo snorted at the noise, shaking his head.

Lauren felt heat flush through her face and chest. She stepped toward Daniel. His eyes flicked up, startled, helpless.

Her hands trembled as she reached for his belt. The leather squeaked as she tugged it loose, then popped open the button of his jeans. She dragged the zipper down slowly, the sound harsh in the thick silence of the room.

Daniel’s breath hitched.

“Lauren…” His voice cracked.

She silenced him with a glance — sharp, commanding, almost cruel.

She yanked his jeans and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free, rock hard, glossy with precum.

Lauren licked her lips. And then she dropped to her knees.

PPFFFRRTTT-squelch.

The air that had been trapped in her freshly fucked pussy escaped again as she crouched down, bubbling wetness spilling from her. The sound was filthy, echoing in the room, punctuated by the sticky drip of Ricardo’s cum hitting the floor between her knees.

Daniel groaned, his face crumpling, torn between shame and overwhelming desire.

Ricardo let out a low chuckle behind them. “Damn, girl. That pussy’s still talking.”

Lauren ignored him. Her focus was entirely on Daniel now. She leaned forward, parted her lips, and wrapped them around his cock.

The heat shocked him. He gasped, his head snapping back against the chair. Her tongue swirled over the head, tasting salt, precum, and desperation. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, sliding down an inch, then another.

Daniel’s hand twitched against the armrest. His thighs tensed. His cock pulsed violently in her mouth.

“Oh God… Lauren—fuck—I’m—” His voice broke into a moan. “I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna—”

It hadn’t even been ten seconds.

Lauren pulled back at once, releasing his cock with a wet pop. A thick string of spit and precum stretched between her lips and his swollen tip before snapping, glistening in the dim light.

She looked up at him through her lashes, her chest heaving, her mouth glistening. And then she stood.

Another queef burst out of her as she rose, loud, vulgar, humiliating. Ricardo outright laughed this time, shaking his head in disbelief.

Daniel groaned helplessly, his cock jerking in the open air. His balls clenched painfully tight. He clawed at the arms of the chair, but Lauren made no move to touch him again. She just stood, flushed and smiling, cum still dripping down her thighs.

His cock twitched once, twice—then erupted.

“Ahhh—fuck—” he moaned, his voice breaking.

The first rope of cum shot upward, splattering his stomach, then his chest. Another burst followed, landing across his shirt. Then more—hot, thick, wasted—spurting uselessly onto his lap, his thighs, the floor.

His hips jerked uncontrollably, spasms forcing more and more out of him with no stimulation, no touch. His cock throbbed violently, desperate for relief, but there was none. Just the humiliating sight of his seed spilling onto the floor in front of his wife and their neighbor.

Lauren’s eyes never left his face. She watched him crumble, her lips curling into a sly, wicked smile.

Ricardo stood behind her, arms folded, his smirk wide and satisfied. “Damn,” he muttered, almost to himself. “That’s cold.”

Lauren tilted her head, her smile deepening. She turned her gaze back to Daniel, panting, trembling, drained and humiliated in his chair.

“It’s not cold,” she said softly, almost playfully. “It’s exactly what he wanted.”

Daniel groaned again, his cock still twitching weakly, another dribble of cum pooling on the floor.

And in that moment — her thighs sticky with Ricardo’s seed, her pussy still queefing, her husband undone and humiliated at her feet — Lauren realized something had shifted inside her forever.

She wasn’t the same woman who had walked into the bar earlier that night. She wasn’t the same woman who had once thought of herself as conservative, faithful, predictable.

She had been opened — body, mind, soul.

And Daniel had watched it happen.

Daniel was still slumped in the chair, panting, his cock twitching weakly, streaks of his own cum cooling across his shirt and dripping onto the floor. He looked ruined, drained, humiliated.

Lauren stood in front of him, thighs glistening with Ricardo’s seed, her chest rising and falling with steady breaths. For a moment she just stared at him, letting the silence hang heavy in the room. Ricardo loomed behind her, still half-hard, watching with an amused grin as if he’d stumbled into the best show of his life.

Then Lauren broke the silence. Her voice was calm, low, almost conversational. “You remember those stories we’ve been reading, baby? The ones you love so much? The husband always has to reclaim his wife after the bull’s had her.”

Daniel swallowed hard. His throat bobbed. His lips parted, but no sound came out.

Lauren’s eyes flicked down to his lap. His cock was already shrinking, glistening with the remnants of his own messy orgasm. She stepped closer, reached down, and wrapped her fingers around it.

It flinched weakly in her hand, softening further under her grip. She gave it a slow, almost clinical squeeze, then let out a mocking little laugh.

“Ohhh, poor thing,” she cooed, twisting her wrist slightly, feeling the softness give way under her palm. “You can’t even stay hard for me now? What’s wrong, baby—did watching your wife get fucked and filled by Ricardo’s big cock break you?”

Daniel’s cheeks burned crimson. His eyes darted to Ricardo, then back to Lauren.

She smirked, tightening her grip and giving his limp shaft a cruel little tug. “In all those stories, the husband always takes his wife back after the bull cums in her. But look at you…” She lifted her hand, holding his soft cock up as though presenting it. “How are you supposed to reclaim me with this? You can’t even twitch.”

Her words cut deeper than any scream could. She let his cock fall back against his thighs with a wet slap, dismissing it as if it were nothing.

Then, with the same calm, commanding tone, she said, “Go get me a glass of wine.”

Daniel blinked, stunned. “W-what?”

“You heard me.” She tilted her head, her smile widening into something playful and sharp. “Go get your wife a glass of wine.”

There was no room for argument. No hesitation. Daniel stood, his legs trembling beneath him, and shuffled toward the kitchen. His cum-slick shirt clung to his skin, his jeans still pooled around his ankles as he hobbled away.

Ricardo chuckled, shaking his head. “Damn, girl. You’ve got him trained.”

Lauren just gave a small shrug, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. “He likes it.”

Moments later Daniel returned, moving stiffly, his eyes fixed on the floor. He held the wine glass out with both hands like an offering.

Lauren took it gracefully, then turned and sat back on the sofa. She leaned into the cushions, spread her legs wide, and let the sticky mess of Ricardo’s cum glisten openly between her thighs.

She looked up at Daniel, smiled sweetly, and took a sip. Then, as if to punctuate the moment, another loud, wet queef slipped free from her still-gaping pussy.

FFFRRRRRRT-squelch.

The sound echoed through the room. Ricardo burst out laughing. Daniel flinched. And Lauren just held her husband’s gaze, smirking over the rim of her wine glass as if daring him to look away.

Lauren took another slow sip of her wine, legs still spread wide, cum seeping from her stretched pussy in little rivulets. Ricardo sat back in the recliner now, a grin playing on his lips, clearly enjoying the aftershow.

Daniel stood awkwardly in front of them both, eyes locked on the floor, cheeks blazing red.

Lauren tilted her head at him. “Well, baby,” she purred, “you know what happens next in those stories you love so much, don’t you?”

Daniel swallowed hard. His lips parted, but no words came.

“Go on,” she pressed. “Get down here. Taste what Ricardo gave me. Reclaim me the only way you can.”

His knees buckled. For a moment he looked like he might refuse. But then, trembling, he sank to the carpet between her thighs. As his knees hit the floor, another wet queef slipped free, obscene and mocking. Ricardo chuckled under his breath.

Lauren smirked down at him, swirling the wine in her glass. “That’s it. Good boy.”

Daniel leaned forward hesitantly. The smell hit him first—thick, heady, unmistakably male. Ricardo’s cum clung to her pussy, glistening in the light, mixing with her own wetness. He gagged quietly before pressing his lips to her folds.

The taste was immediate. Bitter, salty, sharp. His tongue recoiled, but Lauren’s hand shot out, tangling in his hair, forcing his mouth firmly against her slit.

“Uh-uh,” she scolded softly. “No running away. You wanted this, remember? You asked for this when you gave me those stories. So now you’re going to lick. Every. Drop.”

Daniel whimpered into her pussy, his tongue moving in reluctant strokes. Each flick of his tongue dragged through the slick mixture of Ricardo’s cum and her own arousal. He hated it. He hated the texture, the taste, the way it coated his tongue.

And Lauren knew it.

“Not what you’re used to, huh?” she taunted, voice low and cruel. “Not like your little cock. Ricardo stretched me wider than you ever could. He filled me in a way you never will. And now you get to taste it.”

Daniel groaned against her pussy. “It’s… it’s awful…”

Lauren laughed, a sharp sound, pushing his face harder against her. “Oh baby, I know. That’s the point. You’re not supposed to like it. You’re supposed to suffer. To feel just how much bigger, stronger, better he is than you.”

Ricardo chuckled again from his chair. “Shit, girl, you’re savage.”

Lauren ignored him, focusing entirely on Daniel. “Keep licking,” she ordered. “Circle my clit. Yes, like that. Mmm, maybe you’re good for something after all.”

Daniel groaned, his tongue trembling as he obeyed. Every humiliating second made his chest tighten. His pride screamed, his stomach churned… and yet…

Lauren’s eyes flicked downward.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, then burst out laughing. “Would you look at that?”

Daniel froze, horrified.

“You’re hard again!” she exclaimed, mocking glee in her tone. She reached down with her free hand, wrapping her fingers around his cock. It was stiffening against his thigh, throbbing in her grip.

“Unbelievable,” she whispered, tightening her hold. “You’re licking another man’s cum out of me, and it’s making you hard.”

Daniel moaned miserably into her pussy, his tongue still working despite himself.

Lauren arched her back, grinding against his face, relishing every second. “You’re pathetic,” she said brutally, her voice thick with arousal and cruelty. “Pathetic… and mine.”

Daniel’s tongue trembled as it slid over her clit again, his lips dragging through the slick mix of cum and arousal that coated her folds. He hated every second of it—the taste, the smell, the sticky texture clinging to his mouth. He wanted to pull back, to breathe, to spit it out. But Lauren’s hand was locked in his hair, holding him down firmly.

“You’re going to finish this,” she murmured, swirling her wine glass lazily as she leaned back on the sofa, legs spread wide. “You’re going to lick until I cum harder than I ever have in my life.”

Her voice was low, commanding, but playful too, dripping with the smug confidence of a woman who knew she had everything.

Daniel moaned into her pussy, his humiliation spilling out of him in a sound that only made her wetter.

“Good boy,” she purred. “That’s it. Tongue on my clit. Slow circles. Mmm, yes, right there.”

Ricardo leaned back in the recliner, a grin tugging at his lips as he watched. “Damn, girl, you’ve got him trained.”

Lauren’s laugh rang out, sharp and cruel. “Trained? Oh, Ricardo, this isn’t training. This is instinct. He can’t help himself.” She tugged Daniel’s hair, forcing his tongue harder against her clit. “Isn’t that right, baby? You can’t stop even if you want to.”

Daniel groaned again, the sound muffled by her pussy lips. He wanted to protest, to deny it, but he couldn’t. His cock betrayed him, rock hard now, twitching helplessly in her grip whenever she reached down to squeeze it between directing his tongue.

Lauren tilted her head back, closing her eyes as she gave herself over to the sensation. Ricardo’s cock had stretched her, filled her, owned her body. But Daniel’s mouth—desperate, humiliated, trembling with need—was about to give her the orgasm that would crown the night.

Her hips began to rock against his face. Every lick of his tongue over her clit sent lightning through her body. Every muffled groan from him only fed her arousal more.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, louder now, her voice breaking. “That’s it, Daniel. Lick your wife’s pussy. Lick Ricardo’s cum out of me. Make me cum. Make me cum with your mouth.”

She ground harder against his face, her thighs clamping around his head. Daniel struggled to breathe, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop. Her taste, the overwhelming scent of Ricardo’s seed, the sheer humiliation of it—it all drove him forward.

Her moans climbed higher, desperate, needy. “Oh my God… oh my God… Daniel, yes, yes, don’t you fucking stop, don’t you dare stop!”

Her body arched off the sofa, her stomach tightening, her fingers pulling painfully at his hair as she rode his tongue.

And then it hit her.

The orgasm tore through her like a storm, violent and consuming. She screamed—raw, unrestrained—as wave after wave crashed over her. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, spilling slickness over his chin as her body spasmed.

Daniel’s face was soaked, his jaw aching, but still he licked, desperate to wring every last tremor out of her.

“Fuck… fuck yes…” Lauren gasped, collapsing back against the cushions, her chest heaving, sweat glistening across her skin. She could barely form words as the aftershocks rattled through her. “That… that was the biggest orgasm of my life…”

Daniel pulled back at last, his lips wet, his face flushed with shame and arousal. His cock throbbed helplessly in front of him, aching for release he hadn’t been granted.

Lauren sat up slightly, brushing her hair back, still catching her breath. She looked down at him with a satisfied, almost wicked smile.

Ricardo stood then, stretching, his broad chest glistening with sweat. He grabbed his shirt from the arm of the chair, his grin wide and knowing. “Damn, girl,” he said, his voice low and appreciative. “You’ve got one hell of a man there. I’ll leave you two to… finish up.”

Lauren just smiled, a lazy, satisfied smile, as she sipped the last of her wine.

Daniel stayed on his knees, humiliated, still hard, still aching, staring at his wife glowing with post-orgasm bliss as Ricardo let himself out.

The door clicked shut. The room was silent except for Lauren’s slow, contented breathing—and Daniel’s heart pounding in his chest.

The door clicked shut behind Ricardo, leaving only silence and the faint hum of the air conditioning. Lauren, sprawled on the sofa, her legs still spread carelessly, looked down at her husband. His face was a mess of sweat and her juices, his eyes raw with desperation. His cock was straining, trembling, so hard it almost hurt.

Daniel staggered upright, his knees weak from the humiliating position he’d just been in. “I… I need you, Lauren,” he whispered, his voice cracked with need. “Please… let me inside you. Let me reclaim you.”

She tilted her head, studying him as she lazily swirled the last drops of wine in her glass. Then she set it down, leaned back, and opened her legs wider, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Oh, baby,” she purred, “after everything you just watched, after licking Ricardo’s cum out of me, you still think that little cock can reclaim me?”

Her words stabbed at him, but Daniel was beyond pride now. He knelt between her legs, guiding his cock toward her glistening pussy, sliding in with a wet squelch. He groaned, the sensation overwhelming. She was so wet, so stretched, so raw from Ricardo’s massive cock that his own slid in with almost no resistance.

For a few frantic thrusts, he lost himself in it, pounding desperately, trying to mark her, to overwrite the memory of what he’d just witnessed. His hips slapped against hers, his breath ragged, his hands gripping her thighs like a drowning man clinging to a raft.

But Lauren only watched him with that smug, knowing smile. “Oh, Daniel,” she murmured, voice dripping with mock pity. “Do you even feel me anymore? After Ricardo stretched me so wide? You’re barely… touching me.”

He groaned, shaking his head, thrusting harder, faster, as if he could prove her wrong. But already his cock was twitching, the orgasm rushing up on him far too soon.

Lauren’s smirk widened as she felt his rhythm falter. “You’re about to cum, aren’t you? Pathetic. Ten seconds in your own wife and you’re already done. Ricardo pounded me for nearly an hour… and you can’t even last long enough to make me moan.”

Her words hit him like hammer blows, but they only pushed him further over the edge. With a strangled cry, Daniel’s cock jerked inside her, unloading in fast, desperate spurts. He buried his face against her chest, shuddering with the shame of it, as if pressing close could somehow hide the truth.

Lauren let out a little laugh, soft but merciless. “That’s it? That’s your big reclaiming? God, baby… you just came like a schoolboy, and I didn’t even feel it.” She kissed his hair, a mix of tenderness and cruelty in her tone. “You’ll never make me forget what Ricardo gave me tonight. Never.”

Daniel’s body trembled as the last drops spilled out of him, his cock already softening, sliding limply from her cum-filled pussy with a wet squelch. He collapsed beside her on the sofa, utterly spent, utterly defeated.

Lauren shifted, pulling his head onto her chest, running her fingers gently through his damp hair. Despite her mocking words, there was affection in the way she held him, her body warm against his.

They lay there in silence for a long while, the smell of sex heavy in the room, the memory of what had just happened etched forever in both their minds.

Finally, Lauren sighed, her voice low and almost wistful. “You know, baby… nothing will ever be the same after tonight.”

Daniel swallowed hard, his arm wrapping weakly around her waist. “I know,” he whispered. His voice was shaky, but there was no regret. Just the quiet knowledge that their marriage, their sex, their very identities had crossed a line they could never uncross.

Lauren smiled into the dark, satisfied, her body still humming with aftershocks. She held her husband close, her pussy still heavy with Ricardo’s cum, and knew she had found a new truth about herself.

And Daniel, humiliated but strangely whole, clung to her, knowing he would never stop wanting her—no matter who she truly belonged to.


Three months later

Daniel opened the front door, dropping his briefcase onto the floor without a word. The house was quiet, the faint hum of the TV drifting from the living room. He stepped inside, loosening his tie, already knowing what he would find.

Lauren was sprawled across the sofa, her blouse discarded on the floor, her tits bare and glistening. Thick streaks of cum painted her chest, dripping lazily down over her nipples. She didn’t even flinch when she saw him. She just smirked, running two fingers through the sticky mess and licking them clean as her eyes locked on his.

Daniel’s throat tightened, but he didn’t ask a single question. He didn’t need to. This was their life now.

He walked straight to the kitchen, poured her a generous glass of wine, and carried it back to her like an obedient ritual. Lauren took it from his hand, swirling the red liquid before taking a long, satisfied sip. She leaned back, opening her legs without a word, her pussy glistening as freely as her tits.

Daniel sank to his knees in front of her. The smell of sweat and sex hung heavy in the air, but he didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue sliding over her soaked lips, tasting everything she had been given.

Lauren moaned softly, a lazy, contented sound, her free hand tangling in his hair as she guided his head deeper against her. “Good boy,” she murmured, taking another sip of wine.

Daniel didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. His place was clear.

And as his tongue worked harder, Lauren smiled, her cum-slicked tits rising and falling with her steady breaths, already wondering when Ricardo—or whoever came next—would be back to fill her again.

The end. 
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Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

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

Was it in yet?

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

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

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

Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

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

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

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

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

Instead, I got hard.

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

It was about me being made to watch.

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

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

Becca Gets Blacked: A White Wife's BBC Transformation

She said they were just fantasizing. But fantasies don’t leave you standing there, limp and dripping, while your wife swallows another man’s cum.

Becca was the perfect wife—smart, sweet, loyal. Luke never thought she’d really cross the line. Sure, they’d talked about it. The size difference. The fantasy of watching her with a big Black man. But that was all it was—talk.

Until it wasn’t.

It started with tequila. A few innocent touches. A kiss that lingered too long. And suddenly Becca wasn’t just flirting—she was moaning, riding, begging.

For him.

For Elton.

Luke arrived just in time to see his wife stretched open, gasping as Elton filled her completely. He should’ve stopped it. Should’ve said something. Instead, he came untouched… and then watched, stunned, as she got on her knees to thank her lover properly—with her mouth.

Now everything has changed. Their marriage. Their roles. Their desires.

Because once Becca has taken everything Elton has to give, Luke has to face the truth:

She didn’t just want it.

She loved it.

cover.jpeg
Leah
Jenkins

.
b

vl
YOU |
WANTED
THIS

A Husband's BBC Hotwife Fantasy Béfsgoirﬁes Her
: Reality T

/





