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  Chapter one
The Anniversary Confession


Eric adjusted the candles one last time, watching the flames settle into a steady flicker that cast warm shadows across the dining room. The table looked perfect. Porcelain plates, crystal glasses, and the rosemary-crusted lamb he had agonized over for hours. Ten years. A decade since he had slipped the ring onto America's finger and promised her forever. He had believed every word then, and he still did. Their life was comfortable, predictable in the best way. He thought she felt the same. 
America stepped into the room wearing the deep green dress he loved, the one that hugged her full breasts and flared over her wide hips. Her long dark hair was pulled back into a neat ponytail, the thick rope of it swaying against her back as she moved. Those soft, full lips curved into a smile that did not quite reach her hazel eyes. Something was off. He could see it in the slight tremble of her fingers when she accepted the glass of wine he offered.
"Happy anniversary, baby," he said, leaning in to kiss her. She tasted like the cabernet they had opened, and for a moment everything felt right. Her body pressed against his just long enough for him to feel the warmth of her breasts before she pulled away.
They ate slowly. Eric talked about the new project at work, about the trip they had taken last summer, about how grateful he was for the life they had built. America nodded at all the right places, but her gaze kept drifting to the candle flames. She barely touched her food. When she did speak, her voice was quieter than usual, almost careful.
After the plates were cleared, they moved to the living room couch with fresh glasses of wine. Eric reached for her hand, threading their fingers together the way they always did. Her palm was damp. He squeezed gently, trying to read her face.
"Eric," she began, then stopped. She took a long sip of wine, her throat working as she swallowed. "I need to tell you something. I've been carrying it for years, and tonight... on our anniversary... I can't keep it inside anymore."
His stomach tightened. For one wild second he thought she was going to say she was leaving him. Instead she turned toward him, knees tucked under her on the cushion, and looked him directly in the eyes. The hesitation in her expression warred with something hotter, something that made her pupils wide and dark.
"I love you," she said, voice trembling. "Please believe that. You're the only man I've ever loved. But there is a part of me that you've never seen. A hunger I've pushed down since before we met."
Eric's thumb stilled on the back of her hand. "What kind of hunger?"
She licked her lips. Those full, soft lips that had always driven him crazy. Now they looked almost swollen, as if the confession itself was making them fuller.
"Oral," she whispered. Then, stronger, "I crave it. Sucking cock. I always have. Even when I was a teenager I would fantasize about it for hours. The weight on my tongue. The way it pulses. The moment it swells right before it explodes." Her cheeks flushed deep red, but she did not look away. "With you it's beautiful. It is. But it's never been enough. I need more. I need... variety. I need to be on my knees for men I don't even know. I need to feel like a receptacle for their pleasure."
Eric's mind reeled. The words did not match the devoted wife sitting beside him. Yet his body responded instantly. Blood rushed south so fast it left him lightheaded. He could picture it too clearly, her ponytail wrapped around a stranger's fist, those perfect lips stretched wide. The image sent a spike of jealousy through his chest so sharp he almost gasped.
"America... are you serious right now?" His voice came out rougher than he intended.
She nodded, eyes glistening with unshed tears and something else. Arousal. He could see her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her dress. She shifted on the couch, thighs pressing together.
"I've tried to be good," she continued, voice gaining strength as the dam broke. "For ten years I've been the perfect wife. I make love to you. I suck you when you want it. But every time you finish, I lie there aching for more. I touch myself thinking about being in a room full of men, on my knees in the middle of them, taking one after another down my throat until my face is covered and my stomach is full. I want to taste them. Different sizes, different flavors. I want them to use my mouth like it's just a warm, wet hole for their cocks."
Eric's cock throbbed painfully against his slacks. He tried to focus on the jealousy, on the way her words carved him open, but the image she painted was too vivid. He could almost hear the wet sounds, see her hazel eyes watering as she looked up at a stranger. His free hand clenched into a fist on his thigh.
"Why are you telling me this tonight?" he managed.
She squeezed his hand tighter, anchoring herself to him even as she tore his world apart. "Because I can't pretend anymore. And because I found a place. An exclusive club downtown. Very private, very expensive. Swingers go there. But I don't want to swing. I don't want them to fuck me. I only want their cocks in my mouth. I want to be on my knees in the center of the room where everyone can watch. I want you there with me, holding my hand the whole time."
The request hit him like a physical blow. Holding her hand while she sucked off strangers? The humiliation of it sent another unwanted surge of arousal through him. His face burned. He wanted to tell her no, to demand she never speak of this again. Instead he sat frozen, cock leaking into his underwear while his wife of ten years begged him with her eyes.
"Please, Eric," she whispered. Her voice had gone hoarse with need. "It's our anniversary. I want this to be my gift. Take me there tonight. Let me show you this side of me. I know it's sick. I know it might break us. But I think... I think if you see it, if you're there holding my hand, we can survive it. I need to feel alive again. I need to stop lying to both of us."
She leaned closer. He could smell her arousal now, a sweet musk that mixed with her perfume. Her ponytail fell over one shoulder, brushing his arm. Those lips were inches from his own. He remembered every time she had sucked him, how skilled she was, how she seemed to lose herself in it. Had she been thinking of multiple men even then?
"I don't know if I can watch that," he admitted. His voice cracked. Inside, conflict raged. Part of him wanted to drag her to the bedroom and fuck her mouth himself, to reclaim her. Another part, darker and more insistent, wanted to see exactly what she had described. The shame of that desire only made his erection harder.
"You can," she said softly, stroking her thumb over his knuckles the way she did when he was stressed. "You're stronger than you know. And I need you there. If you hold my hand, I know I'm still yours. Even when I'm swallowing their cum, I'll still be yours. Please. I'm begging you. Take me to the club tonight. Let me be what I am. Just once. If you hate it, we'll never speak of it again."
Eric closed his eyes. Images flashed behind his lids. America on her knees in some dimly lit club, surrounded by men. Her ponytail being used like a handle. Her full breasts heaving as she worked. Cum dripping from her chin. And through it all, her hand reaching for his, gripping tight. His stomach churned with jealousy so intense it felt like nausea. His cock, traitor that it was, gave another heavy throb.
When he opened his eyes, she was watching him with raw vulnerability and desperate hunger. The combination undid him.
"This is insane," he said. "You realize that, right? My wife wants to suck off strangers on our anniversary."
Her breath caught. "Yes. Your wife does. Because if I don't do this, I'm going to lose my mind. I love you too much to keep hiding it. Please, Eric. Say yes."
He stared at her for a long moment. The rational part of his brain screamed that this would destroy them. The primal part, the one currently making his pants uncomfortably tight, whispered that he needed to see it. Needed to know this side of her. Most of all, he could not lose her. If this was what it took to keep her, then he would endure it.
"Okay," he said finally. The word felt like stepping off a cliff. "We'll go tonight. But we set rules. And if I say stop, we stop."
The relief that flooded her face was immediate and breathtaking. Her hazel eyes glazed with something like lust, and she lunged forward to kiss him. The kiss was deep, grateful, and far more passionate than their earlier one. When she pulled back, her lips were shiny and her cheeks were flushed.
"Thank you," she breathed. "Thank you. I know this isn't easy. I know I'm asking you to watch something that will hurt. But I promise I'll keep holding your hand the whole time. You'll see how much I love you, even when I'm being an oral slut for them."
The crude word coming from her mouth sent another jolt through him. She had never spoken like that before. The contrast between the loving wife he knew and this new, hungry creature left him reeling.
She stood up, suddenly full of energy. "I need to get ready. The club has a certain... atmosphere. I want to look the part." She paused, looking down at him with those expressive eyes that had already begun to shift from guilt toward something greedier. "Are you sure? You can still say no."
Eric rose too, his legs feeling unsteady. His erection had not subsided. If anything, the reality of what they were about to do made it worse. "I'm sure," he lied. He was not sure at all. But he was committed now. "Let's go before I lose my nerve."
While she disappeared into the bedroom to change, he stood in the living room trying to process what had just happened. Ten years of marriage, and he had never suspected. All those nights she had gone down on him with such enthusiasm, had she been imagining a line of men waiting behind him? The thought made his jaw clench even as his balls tightened.
When she emerged fifteen minutes later, his breath caught. She had refreshed her makeup, making her lips look even fuller and glossier. The ponytail was tighter now, smoother, clearly designed to be easy to grab. She had changed into a simpler black dress that clung to every curve. It was short enough that bending over would reveal a lot. She looked both elegant and available. The combination was devastating.
She walked straight to him and took his hand again. Her fingers were still trembling, but now the tremor seemed to come from excitement rather than fear.
"The hostess's name is Vanessa," she said as they gathered their things. "I called earlier. She knows what I want. A space in the center of the main room. No penetration. Just mouths. They can cum wherever they want as long as it's in my mouth or on my face. I want you right beside me the entire time."
Eric swallowed hard. "You planned this already?"
"I hoped," she admitted. "I hoped you would love me enough to give me this."
They stepped out into the cool night air. Their house looked so normal behind them. The street was quiet. No one would ever guess what they were driving toward. Eric helped her into the passenger seat of their sensible SUV, then climbed behind the wheel. His hands shook slightly as he started the engine.
America reached over and rested her hand on his thigh, dangerously close to where his erection still strained. She did not stroke him, not yet, but the promise was there in her touch.
"I know this is a lot," she said softly as they pulled away from the curb. "I see the conflict in your eyes. The jealousy. But I also see how hard you are. You're going to watch your wife become an insatiable oral slut tonight, Eric. And you're going to hold my hand while I swallow load after load from men we've never met. Thank you for loving me enough to let me have this."
He kept his eyes on the road, but his mind spun with visions of what was coming. Shame and arousal twisted together so tightly he could barely tell them apart. The club waited somewhere ahead in the darkness, full of strangers who would soon know exactly what his wife's mouth felt like.
America squeezed his thigh, her wedding ring cool against his leg. "Drive faster, baby," she whispered, voice thick with hunger. "I need it tonight. I
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