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Chapter 1: The Fantasy Slips Out



My name is Laura, and I’m in my mid-forties, married to Mark, a wonderful man who’s given me two grown daughters and a life I cherish. Mark’s the kind of husband who radiates warmth—loving, easygoing, and always willing to bend when I’m serious about something. Looking back, even before we tied the knot, I’ve been the one calling the shots. He’s content to follow my lead, and I’ve grown accustomed to steering our ship.

It was a quiet evening, the two of us nestled on the couch, a bottle of wine half-empty between us. My hand rested on his lap, idly tracing him through his pants as we talked. I’d been mulling over a fantasy lately, one I hadn’t planned to share, but the wine loosened my lips. “Mark,” I said, my voice soft but unguarded, “I’ve been thinking about something lately. A fantasy. About being… taken by a man with a big cock.”

The words tumbled out before I could stop them. My eyes widened—I take my marriage vows to heart, and the last thing I wanted was to hurt him or suggest I’d stray. I braced myself, cringing inwardly, but then I felt it: a throb beneath my fingers, his erection growing stiffer almost instantly. I paused, intrigued. Well, now…

Mark shifted, his face flushing, but he didn’t pull away. “I’ve… I’ve had thoughts like that too,” he confessed, his voice low. “For a while now. It’s tied to how you sometimes tease me—saying my size is ‘cute’ or ‘little.’ I started imagining you with someone else. Not that I think you’ve done it,” he added quickly, “but the idea’s been… arousing.”

I tilted my head, surprised but curious. “You should’ve told me,” I said, tightening my grip slightly. “I’d never act on it, you know that. But maybe it’d be fun to explore as a fantasy.” I paused, letting the idea settle. “What do you think?”

We sipped our wine in silence, the air humming with possibility. Then I leaned closer, my lips brushing his ear. “Honey, why don’t you tell me what you’ve fantasized about?”

He blushed, hesitating, but I slid my hand lower, massaging his balls firmly. “You know you have to confess to me, darling,” I said, my tone warm but insistent. “Tell your wife why your cute little cock gets hard thinking of me with another man. You’re safe with me—you can trust me.”

He exhaled shakily and let it pour out. “I imagine you going out,” he began, eyes fluttering shut. “Maybe with a coworker, or someone you meet at a conference. Or out dancing with friends. You meet a handsome guy—tall, strong—and he sweeps you off your feet. You invite him to bed, and he… he makes love to you, long and deep. You come home to me afterward, tired, maybe a bit sore, with this dreamy look—like you’ve been completely satisfied by his big cock.”

My eyes widened, heat creeping up my cheeks. I could feel my own pulse quicken as I pictured it—a stranger’s hands, a fullness I’d only imagined. Mark grinned, catching my reaction. “Oh, you liked that, didn’t you, dear?”

I smirked, deflecting. “So, you’re saying it’d excite you if I went on a date with another man? If he had a big cock and fucked me?”

He nodded, a soft moan escaping as I began stroking him in earnest. “As long as you came home to me,” he rasped, “and took time to play with my little cock—made me moan and come. That’d be… alright.”

I purred, leaning in. “And he’d satisfy me with that very big cock, wouldn’t he, honey?”

He nodded again, gasping now. “What if I stayed overnight?” I pressed, voice low and teasing. “If he had me several times—even in the morning before I came home—would that excite you?”

He moaned, hips twitching, so I took it as a yes. I slowed my strokes, wanting him to last. “What if I went away for a weekend with him? A resort, just us. Would you be a good boy, clean the house, wait for me all hard and eager?”

I had to stop touching him, or he’d have made a mess right there on the couch. But the wine had me bold, and I couldn’t resist pushing further. “So, darling, if I had a sexy lover, could I see him every week? More? Would you be okay with me having his big cock in me so often?”

“Yesss…” he whispered, trembling as I massaged his balls again. He was beside himself, and I loved it.

“What about his cum?” I asked, voice wicked. “Should I make him wear a condom? What if he didn’t want to? What if he begged to come in your wife?”

“Up to you…” he gasped. Such a good boy. Mark had a vasectomy years ago, so I’m not on the pill—this was pure, filthy territory, and it thrilled us both.

“So, let me get this straight,” I said, my firm wife voice cutting through, “you’re saying it’d excite you if I let this fantasy lover come inside me?”

“Yesss…” he blurted, and I went for it. “What if it was real? What if, this afternoon, I’d met a lover at a hotel—fucked him for three hours, let him come in me three times? What if I came home with my panties dripping with his cum? What then?”

That did it. He shuddered, spilling over my hand, a hot, pulsing mess. I stroked him through it, coaxing out every spurt as he writhed and moaned like he hadn’t come in a week—which he hadn’t. It was intense, and I felt powerful watching him unravel.

I cleaned him up, smiling as he caught his breath, then led him to bed. We cuddled, spooning, his lips trailing over my skin—neck, shoulders, down my belly. Soon, he was between my thighs, his tongue working its magic. He’s always been skilled there, perfected over years, and as I came—sharp and frequent—I pictured that fantasy lover’s big cock. It fueled me, made my orgasms electric.

When I couldn’t take more, I pulled him up, kissing him deeply. Miraculously, he was hard again—rare for my forty-something man. He climbed over me, giving me his best, lasting longer since it was his second round. It was ardent, loving, but as he thrust, my mind wandered. What if it was longer, thicker? I scolded myself—a wife shouldn’t think that—but the thought lingered as I drifted off, warm and sated.

Morning brought the smell of coffee and bacon. Mark appeared with a tray—breakfast in bed, served nude. I grinned—any woman would love that sight. We chatted as I ate, blushing as we revisited the night before. The sex had been some of our best in years, and we both knew it. That fantasy had sparked something wild—and we weren’t done with it yet.





 


Chapter 2: Breakfast and a Bold Question


That morning, I woke to the rich aroma of coffee and sizzling bacon, a smile tugging at my lips before I even opened my eyes. Mark padded into our bedroom, naked as the day he was born, carrying a tray piled with breakfast. Pancakes, bacon, a steaming mug—breakfast in bed from my bare-assed husband. What woman wouldn’t adore that?

“Morning, love,” he said, setting the tray across my lap. His grin was boyish, and I couldn’t help but smirk back, still buzzing from the night before. We’d crossed a line—talking about me with another man, a big-cocked stranger—and it’d lit us up like nothing else in years.

We chatted as I ate, the conversation light at first—weather, weekend plans—but the air crackled with what we weren’t saying. Finally, I set my fork down, wiping my hands on the napkin he’d tucked in like a proper waiter. “So, darling,” I said, meeting his eyes, “how do you feel about last night’s… discussion?”

He leaned against the headboard, still gloriously nude, and grinned. “Pretty good, honey. You got me so wild I couldn’t get enough of you.”

“Really?” I teased, arching a brow. “Little old me?”

“Absolutely,” he said, his voice warm with conviction.

I leaned closer, resting a hand on his thigh. “What was it, exactly, that made you so horny for your haggy old wife?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Haggy? Laura, you’re the furthest thing from it. You’re a goddess—every man’s dream.” His blush deepened, but he pressed on. “It was the idea of you with another man. You’re so gorgeous, so sexy, so… desirable. You deserve more than I can give—someone bigger, better endowed. A lover.”

“Hmmm,” I murmured, tracing circles on his skin. “You think I’m attractive to other men? That they’d want me?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. His certainty made my chest swell—damn, it felt good to hear.

I took a breath, deciding it was time to cut through the haze of fantasy. No more dancing around it—I needed clarity. “Mark, I’m going to ask you something,” I said, my tone shifting to serious. “This isn’t playtime now. It’s a real question, and I need a real answer, no fantasies. Are you ready?”

He nodded, sitting up a little straighter. “Sure, go ahead, honey.”

“Alright.” I held his gaze, steady and unflinching. “Mark, you’re my husband, and I love you. But I want to know—would you actually be okay with me, your wife, having sex with another man?”

He paused, his brow furrowing as he considered it. After a moment, he tilted his head. “What kind of man?”

Good question. I hadn’t thought that far, but I improvised. “Well, let’s say he’d be clean, healthy, smart, successful, handsome, polite, single—not the type to get attached. And… um… well-endowed.”

Mark smiled, leaning over to kiss me—a big, wet one that left my lips tingling. It was sweet, but I needed more than affection. I waited, patient, as he pulled back. “Would it be okay if you kept him separate from me?” he asked. “Like, we never meet. You go to him, come back to me, and we stay… apart?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling a flutter in my stomach. “I suppose that’s best.”

“And I picture someone young,” he added, “athletic—a real stud. Not some old guy.”

“Sure… okay…” I said, my breath hitching. The butterflies were multiplying now.

“And you’d always come back to me,” he said, his voice softening. “Love me, live with me, for the rest of our lives, no matter what.”

“Yes, Mark, of course,” I said, meaning every word. “You’re the man I love.”

He exhaled, nodding slowly. “Then I think I could handle it. We won’t know for sure until we try, but… it gets me going just thinking about it. Even now, talking about it seriously, I’m excited.”

I pushed the tray aside, sliding the covers back to reveal myself in just my satin chemise—my panties had vanished sometime last night, and I smirked at the memory. “Show me,” I said, my voice a sultry challenge.

Mark didn’t hesitate. He was on me in an instant, aggressive and attentive, his hands roaming with a hunger I hadn’t felt from him in ages. He pounded into me with powerful thrusts, his body pressing me into the mattress, my breasts flattening against his chest. Then he slid down, his tongue finding me—gentle, skilled, magical. I came hard, clutching his hair, and he was back inside me before I’d caught my breath. He made that circuit three times—thrusting, licking, thrusting again—before he finally shuddered and came, his face a beautiful mess of need and love.

I watched him as he climaxed, his eyes locked on mine—vulnerable, tender, lustful, grateful. Men are at their rawest when they come, and Mark was no exception. I adored him in that moment, maybe more than ever. He’d just fucked me senseless and given me permission to seek a lover, all in one glorious morning.

He collapsed on top of me, panting, softening inside me as I caressed his cheek. We lay there, tangled and sweaty, until he rolled off to catch his breath. I stared at the ceiling, my mind spinning. After that, did I even need a lover? Maybe not—but the thought wouldn’t leave me alone.

Later, while Mark was out running errands, I grabbed my laptop and dove into research. I searched terms like “cuckold,” “hotwife,” “MILF,” sifting through the porn to find real articles. There were nuggets of wisdom buried in the noise—pros and cons of a wife taking a lover with her husband’s consent, how it differed from cheating. Cuckolding, they said
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