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Love is not an option
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"Oh, fuck, Josh—"

I sank down on him with a gasp, my hands braced on his chest, my body stretching, already trembling from the relief of it. His cock filled me completely, deep and familiar, like my body had been waiting for this exact moment.

He groaned beneath me, eyes locked on mine, his hands sliding up my hips, guiding me into place like he needed to make sure I was really there.

And I was.

I moved slowly, just enough to make us both feel it, just enough to say without words: we're here again.

There was no rush. No teasing. Just the heavy, honest heat of two lovers finally giving in after too many days of restraint.

Later, curled into the warmth of his arms, sweat cooling on our skin, I let my eyes close against his shoulder.

It felt good.

Not dangerous. Not wild.

Just good.

We lay tangled together in the quiet, our bodies still warm from everything we'd just given each other. His fingers traced the edge of my shoulder lazily. No urgency. No pull toward round two. Just... comfort.

He let out a quiet sigh, the kind people only make when they've been holding something in all day.

"I've missed this," he said, almost into my hair. "You feel... right."

I smiled softly against his chest, pretending I didn't hear the weight in that last word.

"You're good at what you do," I said playfully, trying to keep it light.

He chuckled. But then, after a pause, he added, "No, I mean you. Not the sex. Just... you."

I blinked at the ceiling, my smile fading. My stomach tightened a little. Not in fear—but in that low, quiet way your body warns you when someone might be feeling something they're not supposed to.

I didn't answer.

Instead, I kissed his shoulder and gently pulled the covers away.

"I should shower."

"Already?" His voice was soft, disappointed.

I nodded, already gathering my clothes from the floor. "Just a rinse. I won't take long."

He stayed in bed, watching me as I walked across the room. Not with lust. With something closer to longing.

And that's when I knew.

He wanted more than this.

The water was hot. Too hot. I stood under it longer than I needed to, eyes closed, trying to slow the churn in my chest. Josh was sweet. Attractive. The sex had been great. But it was supposed to be just that.

Great sex.

It wasn't supposed to come with soft touches and words like "right."

I stepped out, towelled off, and dressed quickly.

He met me at the door, shirt back on, hair messy.

"You can stay, you know," he said gently.

I looked at him, then glanced at the clock. "I shouldn't."

"You never stay."

"I never said I would."

His smile didn't reach his eyes.

"Drive safe, okay?"

"I will."

I kissed his cheek—light, careful—and stepped outside.

The air hit different. Cooler. Weighted.

In the car, I sat for a moment with my phone in my lap before unlocking it.

To Kevin:

"Need to talk when I get home. Might need your advice on something."

I hit send.

Then started the engine.

The night ahead felt quieter than usual.

And not in a good way.

The house was quiet when I stepped inside.

No music.

No footsteps.

Just the soft clink of a wine bottle against glass.

Kevin was in the kitchen, barefoot, pouring two glasses of red. He glanced up when I entered, his eyes warm, his expression unreadable.

I waited for that grin. The one Kevin always gave me after I'd been with someone else. The one that usually led to him pinning me against a wall before I could even take off my coat.

But tonight, he just handed me the glass.

"Come sit," he said.

I followed him to the couch, my body still carrying the imprint of another man's hands. I sat, curling my legs beneath me, and took a sip. It was earthy and dry, clinging to the back of my throat.

Kevin sat beside me but didn't touch me yet.

"Talk," he said.

I looked down at the wine, turning the glass slowly in my hand.

"It felt good," I admitted. "Being with him. The sex was... easy. Familiar."

"But?"

I sighed. "Something's changed. In him."

Kevin didn't speak. He just waited.

"He said it wasn't just the sex," I went on. "He said I felt right. Not what we did. Me. Us."

He nodded once. No flinch. No judgment.

"I didn't say anything. I just... showered. Got dressed. He wanted me to stay the night."

"Did you think about it?"

"No," I said quickly. Then, after a pause, "But I felt bad saying no. And that's a problem."

Kevin finally touched me. His hand resting on my knee, grounding me.

"You're not built for pretending," he said. "And if he's falling for you, it's going to get harder."

"I know."

"What do you want?"

"Not that. Not him falling. Not strings. Not someone I have to start lying to."

Kevin gave a slow nod, the kind that meant he'd already known what I would say.

"Then you have to cut him off," he said softly. "Not harsh. Just... clear."

I looked at him. "And if he doesn't take it well?"

"Then that's not your weight to carry."

We sat quietly for a moment.

I let my head rest on his shoulder, wine in my hand, the air warm and heavy between us.

"I hate this," I said.

"I know," he murmured.

"But you're right."

He kissed the top of my head.

"I know."

I smiled against his shirt.

"Don't let it go to your head."

"Too late."

We ordered quickly—sandwiches, coffee, nothing fancy. The place was warm and dimly lit, the windows fogged from the chill outside. It should have felt comfortable.

It didn't.

Josh looked good. Clean-shaven, smiling easily, wearing that navy sweater that always made his shoulders look broader. He was relaxed, leaning back in his chair like he thought this was a midday treat.

Not a goodbye.

"So," he said, giving me a little grin, "did you plan this café thing just to torture me with another view of you in a turtleneck?"

I smiled faintly. "I didn't know you'd be so into knitwear."

"Everything looks good on you," he said, then added quickly, "but nothing looks better than you in nothing."

I laughed once to soften it, but it didn't reach my eyes. He didn't seem to notice. Or he didn't want to.

The food came. We ate.

Or rather—he ate.

I picked at my sandwich, sipping coffee between distracted glances out the window.

Josh was doing most of the talking. Something about a project at work. A new manager he didn't like. I nodded along and even smiled at the right times, but my thoughts were already halfway into what I needed to say.

I didn't want to hurt him.

But I couldn't lie to him, either.

Halfway through his drink, he stopped mid-sentence and looked at me.

"You okay?"

I nodded too quickly. "Yeah. Just tired."

"You seem quiet."

"I've had a lot on my mind."

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table.

"I've been thinking about you too, you know," he said, softer now. "Since the other night."

My fingers tightened slightly around my coffee cup.

He looked down, then back up at me.

"I think I... I mean, I love—"

He caught himself.

Paused.

Swallowed hard.

Then, he smiled in a way that didn't match his eyes.

"I mean, it's not a big deal. That's not—don't freak out. I'm not saying we have to change anything."

I set the cup down.

He looked at me with that same hopeful tension. Like he was trying to pretend this was still light. Still casual. Still possible.

I breathed in.

And out.

Then, I finally said what I'd come to say.

"Josh... I can't keep seeing you."

His expression cracked. The smile dropped instantly.

"I'm sorry," I added quickly, but with no hesitation. "This thing between us? It's not... staying casual. Not for you. And I can't let it go further."

He looked like he didn't know whether to be angry or heartbroken.

"I told you it wasn't a problem," he said, voice tight. "I told you I was fine with this."

"No," I said gently. "You said the sex wasn't a problem. But now you're talking about love. You're hoping for something more."

He blinked.

Then straightened a little, the pain visible, but pride creeping in behind it.

"You're choosing Kevin."

"I've always chosen Kevin."

Josh exhaled hard through his nose. "But what if I could be what you need?"

I met his eyes without flinching.

"Would you let me sleep with other men?"

His face stiffened. "No. Of course not!"

I nodded, calmly, without bitterness.

"That," I said, "is just one of the million reasons why I'm with Kevin. He understands me. He loves that I need more—and he never tries to make me feel guilty for it."

Josh said nothing.

The check came, and he barely glanced at it before pulling his card from his wallet. The waiter didn't say a word. He must have felt it too—that shift in energy, the way something had cracked and quietly begun to fall apart.

When we stepped outside, the street was busier than before. Cars rolled by. A breeze tugged at my coat. People passed without noticing us.

But Josh looked at me like he couldn't believe it was ending here. Like he still hadn't figured out how to stop it.

I leaned up and kissed his cheek, soft and slow.

"Take care of yourself," I said.

He didn't move. Didn't blink.

"I really thought this could be more," he said quietly. "With time. With... everything."

"I know," I whispered.

I gave him a small smile. Not out of cruelty. Out of kindness. It was the only thing I could give him.

"But it can't be," I said.

And then I turned.

I didn't look back.

Behind me, I thought I heard him inhale like he was going to call out. But he didn't.

He just stood there, still as glass.

And I walked back towards the office, dreading seeing him there in the coming days and weeks.

The rest of the afternoon dragged on.

I buried myself in work, eyes glued to my screen, ears half-tuned to every footstep near my desk. Josh passed by once. We didn't speak. We didn't even nod. Just the shared gravity of a goodbye too fresh to touch.

I avoided the breakroom. Took my calls from an empty meeting room. When five o'clock finally rolled around, I was the first out the door.

By the time I got home, my chest felt tight and heavy. I hadn't cried, but something inside me was aching—a dull, low burn just beneath the surface.

Kevin met me at the door like he'd been waiting the whole day. No teasing. No cocky grin. Just him, calm and steady, holding out a glass of red wine and looking at me with the kind of quiet patience that made me feel seen without having to explain a thing.

I took the glass, wordless, and leaned into his chest.

He held me.

He didn't rush me to talk. Didn't ask what happened. Just let me rest against him, one arm curled around my waist, his cheek resting gently against my hair.

When we moved to the couch, I curled into him, legs tucked beneath me, my wine untouched on the coffee table.

"I feel like shit," I said finally.

Kevin didn't respond right away. He let me sit in it, breathe through it, then asked gently, "Because you ended it?"

"Because it hurt him," I said. "Because maybe I should've ended it sooner. Maybe I shouldn't have let it get so... deep."

He rubbed slow circles into my thigh, grounding me.

"You didn't lead him on," he said softly. "You gave him space, you were honest about what this is. But some people fall. You can't control how someone else holds onto something."

I stared at the wine glass, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I hate feeling like the bad guy."

"You're not," he said. "You're the one who told the truth. You didn't promise anything. And when it stopped feeling right, you stepped back."

I looked at him, eyes burning.

"What if it happens again? What if someone else starts... wanting more?"

Kevin exhaled slowly, his voice low.

"Then you end it sooner. You watch for the signs. You remember how this feels, right now. And you don't wait."

I nodded, swallowing hard.

"You're still allowed to want what you want," he added. "But don't let anyone start writing a future in their head. That's not what this is."

I leaned into him again, my head resting on his chest.

He kissed my forehead.

We stayed like that for a while.

No rush.

No heat.

Just presence.

Then, after a long pause, he gave my hip a light squeeze.

"So," he said gently, "are you still planning on working out tomorrow?"

I gave a soft laugh into his shirt.

"I think I might need it."

"Tyrese?"

"If I can still walk after leg day, we'll see."
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Working out
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The gym was quieter than usual. Thursday nights were always like that—people were either too tired from the week or already shifting into weekend mode. That was why I liked it.

That, and the fact that Tyrese always seemed to make time for me when the place started to thin out.

I checked in, tied my hoodie around my waist, and scanned the floor. There he was, by the free weights. Sleeveless black shirt, basketball shorts, sweat already beading along his collarbone. He looked up, spotted me, and grinned.

God, that grin.

Nineteen and dangerous in ways he probably didn't even realize yet.

"You showed," he said as I walked over.

"You doubted me?"

He gave a little shrug, setting down the dumbbells. "You had that tired energy last time. Thought maybe you'd skip."

I raised a brow. "Tired isn't the same as uninterested."

He smirked, his eyes drifting down to my hips before snapping back up. "Good to know."

The first half of the session was focused and almost professional. Tyrese had me on squats, resistance bands, deadlifts. His hands only touched me when he had to—but they lingered, just slightly. A hand at my lower back to correct posture. Fing ers at my hip to adjust my stance.

He stayed composed.

But his eyes betrayed him.

Every time I bent down or held a stretch, I could feel the weight of his attention dragging across my skin.

By the time we moved to lunges, the gym had emptied by half.

He watched my form as I stepped forward and sank, one leg behind, my breath steady through my nose.

"Good," he said. "That's deep."

I held the pose.

"Like it deep, huh?" I said lightly.

His eyebrows lifted. He tried to hide the grin. Failed.

"Only when it's controlled."

I stepped back, lunged again.

"Sometimes control gets boring."

The buzz of music and weights clanking had thinned to silence. The overhead lights hummed softly, and the walls felt like they were holding their breath.

There were only three people left on the floor now. Then two.

Tyrese checked the time, casually glanced toward the exit, and then turned to me. His skin glistened, chest rising steadily beneath his shirt, arms thick and pumped from the session.

"We're basically alone," he said, voice low.

I wiped the back of my neck with a towel, aware of the sheen on my chest and how my leggings clung to every curve.

"You locking up again?" I asked.

He nodded once, eyes never leaving mine. "If you want to take your time in the showers... I'll wait."

It wasn't a question.

And I didn't need to answer.

I turned, walked toward the locker rooms, letting him watch my hips sway just a little harder than usual.

Behind me, I heard the faint click of the front door locking.

And then the heavy thud of Tyrese's footsteps following me.

The locker room echoed with a low hum from the vents.

I stepped into the furthest stall, where the tile was always a little warmer, and turned on the water. It poured hard and steady, steam building fast in the corners of the space. I stripped quickly—leggings down, sports bra off, my skin still buzzing from the workout and the way Tyrese had looked at me when he said he'd wait.

I stepped under the spray.

It was hot. Perfectly so. My breath slowed. My shoulders dropped.

But I didn't close my eyes.

I wanted to hear him come in.

And I did.

Heavy, confident footsteps—slower now, deliberate.

Then silence.

I turned, water cascading down my back and over my hips, and saw him standing just outside the stall.

He was shirtless.

And Jesus.

Muscles for days. Chest broad and carved, arms swollen with effort and heat, that deep cut that ran from his ribs to the waistband of his shorts.

He looked like he was carved out of pressure and sweat.

His eyes ran over me without apology.

I didn't cover myself. I didn't say a word.

I just let him look.

Then I tilted my head, running one hand through my wet hair.

"You locking the locker room too?" I asked.

He stepped forward.

"I already did."

And then his hands were on the waistband of his shorts.

He shoved them down without ceremony.

No teasing. No shame.

And God, he was big.

Thick. Heavy. The kind of cock that made your thighs tense and your breath falter just from the sight.

I lifted my chin, heart thudding.

"Get in here."

He did.

The spray hit both of us now. Steam curling around our shoulders. His body filled the stall like a wall of heat and muscle.

He didn't touch me yet.

He just stood there, watching, chest rising and falling, the water rolling down the slope of his back and across every hard line of him.

I stepped closer.

Close enough to feel the heat radiating off his skin.

He looked down at me, jaw clenched, cock already thick and twitching between us.

My voice was low. Steady.

"Don't be gentle," I whispered hoarsely and stepped into him, letting my breasts press against his chest, letting my fingers trail down the ridges of his abs.

He let out a breath that sounded more like a growl. His hands gripped my waist, spun me around, and slammed me back against the wet tile. The shock of the cool wall against my back made me gasp—but before I could catch my breath, his mouth was on mine.

Not a kiss.

Devouring.

His tongue forced its way between my lips, his hands already sliding down, squeezing my ass hard enough to bruise.

I moaned into him, my fingers clawing at his shoulders, the slabs of muscle so solid they barely gave beneath my nails.

He kissed like he fought—hard, urgent, with every inch of his body behind it.

Then his lips broke from mine and dropped to my throat, biting, sucking, licking a wet path across my collarbone. I tipped my head back, water sliding down my face, moaning openly now as he dropped to his knees.

One hand gripped my thigh, forcing my leg up over his shoulder.

Then his mouth was on me.

No teasing.

No soft licks.

Just rough, deep strokes—his tongue flattening against my clit, his fingers spreading me open like he owned the right to.

I cried out, hips bucking forward, both hands bracing on the slick wall.

"Fuck, yes! Tyrese..."

He groaned into me, the sound vibrating through his mouth and straight into my core. The strength in his grip, the hunger in his rhythm—it wasn't careful. It wasn't romantic.

It was everything I hadn't let myself ask for.

He sucked hard, fingers digging into my thighs to hold me still as he devoured me.

And I loved it.

I needed it.

I needed to be undone by someone who didn't whisper promises. Someone who didn't say you feel right while slipping inside.

Someone who just took.

He rose from his knees with that same coiled, feral energy. His jaw was tight, chest slick, muscles straining under wet skin. His cock stood thick and dark between us, gleaming from the shower, heavy and ready.

His voice was rough. "Turn around."

I did. Slowly. Deliberately.

I planted my palms on the tile, steam rising around us, water pounding across my shoulders and spine. I bent slightly, spreading my legs wide, bracing for what I already knew would not be gentle.

Behind me, his body radiated heat like a furnace. His hands came down on my hips, hard and firm, and one of his legs nudged mine wider. The head of his cock pressed between my folds, dragging along my slick skin.

"Please," I breathed.

He didn't wait.

He drove in with one brutal thrust, bottoming out inside me with such force my chest hit the tile. My cry bounced off the walls, high and sharp, my hands scrambling for balance as the stretch lit me up from the inside out.

"Fuck," I gasped. My body clenched. The shock of him stealing my breath.

He pulled back and slammed in again. Rougher this time. Each thrust sent ripples of sound through the shower. Skin on skin. Wet slaps. His groans low in his chest. My moans rising with every stroke.

His rhythm built fast, relentless. His hands controlled me, his cock pistoning in and out with so much force it felt like he was trying to fuck the tension out of both of us. My breasts bounced. My ass stung from the impact. The water streamed between us.

"You're so tight," he growled behind me. "So fucking perfect for this."

I couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. I just let him take me.

His hands moved up, one sliding around my waist, the other grabbing my breast, squeezing hard. I moaned louder, the tile growing slick under my palms as I tried to keep steady. He leaned forward, and I felt the heat of his breath against my neck.

"You wanted it rough," he muttered, voice thick.

I nodded. "Harder. Take it."

He released my waist just long enough to seize both of my wrists, pinning them to the wall. His cock never left me. He kept driving into me with raw precision, grunting, swearing, his pace edging toward wild.

I lost track of the thrusts. I lost track of time.

"You're mine right now," he said, teeth gritted. "All fucking mine."

"Yes," I moaned. "Right now. Yours. Use me."

He let go of my wrists and grabbed the backs of my thighs, lifting me slightly. I gasped as my toes barely touched the floor. His strength was effortless, like I weighed nothing in his arms.

I looked down, watching his dark hands gripping my pale skin, the contrast stark and stunning under the steam and water. His thick fingers pressed into my thighs, muscles tense and alive beneath his skin. My legs framed his body as he held me against the tile, cock still buried deep.

My breasts were flush against his chest, his deep brown skin slick and shining where it met mine. The way we looked together made something tighten inside me.

His eyes met mine, fierce and full of fire.

Then he adjusted his grip again, one arm locking beneath my ass, the other braced across my lower back.

He didn't ask.

He didn't wait.

He fucked me right there, off the ground, pinned to the wall like I was his to use.

He held me like I weighed nothing. One thick arm anchored under my ass, the other pressed flat against the center of my back. His cock stayed buried deep, throbbing inside me while his entire body flexed to keep me right where he wanted me.

The wall was slick with steam. I gripped his shoulders for balance, feeling the hard slabs of muscle shift beneath my hands as he adjusted his footing. Water poured down over us, over my breasts, over his chest, between us where our bodies met and ground together.

Then he started to move.

The first thrust came hard and fast, lifting me slightly with the motion before slamming me back down onto him. His cock drove deep, splitting me open, pressing into the softest, most sensitive part of me. I gasped, my head falling back against the tile.

"Yes," I breathed. "Just like that."

His rhythm was punishing. Each motion was powered by legs and core, his body built for strength and speed, his cock slamming into me with the kind of force that made my thighs quiver around his waist. I tightened my grip on his neck, my nails scraping along his skin as I held on.

He grunted with every thrust, sharp sounds from deep in his chest, the kind of noise that belonged to men who worked with their bodies and fucked with purpose.

"You feel so fucking good," he growled. "So tight around me."

"Harder," I whispered. "Give it to me."

He obeyed.

He slammed into me faster, lifting and driving, the impact shaking me against the wall. The slap of his hips against my ass echoed through the tile, quick and wet and obscene. I moaned louder with every stroke, my voice bouncing back at me from the shower walls.

"Taking every inch," he said through clenched teeth. "Every single inch of this cock."

"You're so deep," I gasped. "So fucking deep."

I looked down between us. My pale thighs were stretched wide around his dark hips. His cock was buried inside me, thick and slick, the contrast of our skin so vivid it made my breath catch. His brown hands gripped me hard enough to bruise, his arms flexed with effort, and I could feel the strength in every movement.

"You love this," he muttered, his mouth close to my ear. "Being lifted. Fucked like this."

"Yes," I moaned. "Fuck me. Use me. I want it rough. I want all of it."

He growled again, his pace becoming ragged but relentless. I felt his cock throb inside me, swelling, ready.

"I'm gonna fill you," he said. "You want that?"

"Yes. Fill me. I want to feel you cum inside me."

His grip tightened. His breath came harder.

My pussy clenched around him, squeezing, begging for it. I could feel the orgasm building inside me again, pressure coiling in my belly, hips grinding against him with every brutal thrust.

"You're mine right now," he gasped. "All mine."

"I'm yours. Right now. Use me."

He buried himself to the base and let out a deep, guttural moan that shook through my body. I felt it before I heard it—his cock jerking inside me, releasing in thick, hot spurts that filled me so deep it made my back arch. He didn't stop moving, still fucking me through it, drawing out every wave of his orgasm with powerful thrusts that left me shaking.

My own climax slammed into me seconds later.

I cried out, clinging to him as my body spasmed. My thighs clenched. My pussy pulsed around him, greedy for everything he had given me. I came hard, mouth open against his neck, soaking him with my cries and the wet clench of release.

We stayed there, locked together, the water still streaming down.

His arms didn't falter.

His cock remained deep inside me, twitching slowly, still hard, still thick.

I didn't want him to let go.

Not yet.
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The steam had started to clear. The water was off. My skin was flushed and tender, marked in places where his hands had held me too hard, where his mouth had claimed me like I was something sweet and sinful.

Tyrese stood near the lockers, towel slung around his shoulders, his chest still rising and falling with that slow, post-fuck rhythm. He pulled on a pair of compression shorts, the fabric hugging tight over his thick thighs. I watched as he peeled a shirt from his gym bag and slid it over his head.

I was slower, still drying my hair with a towel, still riding the last waves of satisfaction.

But I was also thinking.

I reached for my panties, stepped into them, and asked the question that had been circling my mind since he walked into the shower.

“Do you feel bad about her?”

Tyrese looked up. His face didn’t shift immediately. He rubbed the back of his neck.

“Yeah,” he said. “I mean... I probably should.”

I raised an eyebrow.

He smiled, a little crooked, a little guilty.

“But honestly? It kinda makes it hotter.”

I stepped into my leggings, pulled them up, let that answer sit with me.

“You like the danger of it,” I said quietly.

He nodded. “Yeah. The sneaking around. The secret. The idea that I shouldn’t be doing this... but still can’t stop.”

I exhaled slowly. “I get it.”

His eyes flicked up. “You do?”

“I love it,” I said. “Being the seducer. The one who gets the guy to cheat. Makes me feel powerful. Evil. Unforgettable.”

Tyrese stepped closer, pulling his sneakers on, lacing them without looking away from me.

“I think about you when I’m with her,” he said.

That hit something deep.

“I bet you do.”

“She doesn’t know how to take it like you do.”

“She wouldn’t let you fuck her in a shower with the whole gym on the other side of the wall.”

“Hell no.”

I smirked, grabbed my hoodie, and pulled it over my damp skin.

“Then that’s her loss.”

He laughed quietly. “You’re bad.”

“I know,” I said, grinning. “That’s the point.”

We kept talking, slower now, quieter, both of us moving toward the exit like the night was finished. But the air between us didn’t cool.

If anything, it started to thicken again

We stepped out of the locker room and into the gym, lights dimmed low across the floor. The space felt different at night—quiet and cavernous, machines like statues in the dark. It smelled of iron and rubber and something faintly sweet from the air system.

I pulled my hoodie on slowly, leaving it unzipped. My skin was still warm, still humming. My hair was wet and clung to my neck in strands.

Tyrese walked beside me, quiet at first.

Then, softly, he spoke.

“You ever think about getting caught?”

I looked over at him.

“All the time,” I said. “That’s part of the thrill, isn’t it?”

He smiled. Not a boyish grin. Something darker.

“I think about what would happen if she walked in,” he said. “Or if she found my phone. Saw your name.”

“And?”

His eyes flicked over to me, full of heat.

“Makes my dick harder.”

I laughed under my breath, shaking my head slowly.

“You’re worse than I thought.”

“You make me worse.”

We passed the treadmills. My fingers trailed across the console of one without thinking. Our footsteps echoed as we moved deeper into the space.

“You know what I think about?” I asked.

He glanced sideways.

“I think about her texting you,” I continued, voice low. “Asking what time you’re coming home. While you’re inside me. While your cum’s still dripping out of me.”

He let out a sharp breath. His hand flexed at his side.

“Fuck, Julie.”

“I think about her doing your laundry. Folding your shirts. Not knowing I dried off your cum from my pussy with them the last time you fucked me.”

“You’re really twisted.”

I smirked.

“You love it.”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

We moved past the row of bikes, past the empty stretch of mats where people usually did floor work. The mirrors on the wall caught us in the dark—just faint silhouettes. Him, tall and muscular. Me, small and soft, hoodie hanging open, leggings clinging to my hips.

“How long have you two been together?” I asked.

“Over a year.”

“And this is the first time you’ve cheated?”

“Yeah.”

“Because of me?”

“Only because of you.”

I felt my stomach flip at that. Not guilt. Something deeper. Something darker.

“You ever wonder if she knows already?” I asked.

He nodded once.

“Probably suspects something. But she wouldn’t guess this.”

“That her sweet, loyal boyfriend is fucking a married woman after closing hours in the shower.”

He laughed. It was quiet. Bitter.

“She still thinks I’m a good guy.”

I tilted my head.

“Maybe you are.”

He looked at me.

“Does that make you the bad one?”

I smiled slowly.

“I told you. I like being the bad one.”

We walked on, slower now. Our pace had shifted without realizing it. Each step seemed to take more effort. Or maybe we were both waiting to stop.

My fingers brushed his arm.

“Do you think she’d leave you if she found out?”

“Probably.”

“Would you regret it?”

He didn’t answer right away. Then he shrugged.

“Not tonight.”

We were near the front now. The faint outline of the glass door gleamed ahead. My hand reached for the handle but paused.

Behind me, I could feel the heat rising again.

Tyrese stopped.

I felt him close in behind me. His body was there before his hands. His breath touched my neck.

“You’re dangerous,” he murmured.

“So are you.”

“You keep doing this to me.”

“You love it.”

He didn’t deny it.

And then, low and rough, he growled into my ear.

“I need you again.”

His hands grabbed my hips and yanked me back against him.

My chest pressed to the cool glass, palms splayed wide, breath fogging the surface. He didn’t waste time. One hand shoved between my legs, yanking my leggings down just far enough. His other hand freed his cock, thick and heavy again, already pulsing with need.

Then he slammed into me from behind.

No warning.

Just wet skin, hot cock, and the sound of him forcing his way back inside.

I gasped, the glass cool under my cheek, the throb of him filling me making my thighs quiver.

“Still so tight,” he growled into my ear. “You didn’t get enough either, did you?”

“Never,” I gasped. “I want it all.”

He fucked me hard, hips snapping into mine, the sound of it loud in the empty gym. The glass trembled faintly with each thrust, and I moaned openly, shamelessly, letting him take me in full view of the world outside.

“Think she’d still want me,” he panted, “if she saw me like this?”

“Fucking a married woman with her pants half down in a gym window?” I moaned, grinding back into him. “Probably not.”

His cock slammed deeper. I cried out, forehead bumping the glass.

“She wouldn’t take you back,” I whispered, “not after she saw how good I make you fuck.”

“You make me an animal.”

“You love it.”

He pulled my hoodie up, grabbed one handful of my ass, and drove into me even harder.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“You’re cheating,” I moaned. “You’re cheating on your sweet little girlfriend with your older, married slut.”

“Say it again.”

I arched back, my breath hot against the glass.

“You’re a fucking cheater,” I growled. “And you can’t stop.”

He groaned and picked up the pace, cock pounding me with frantic force, hands tight on my waist. The glass fogged more with every breath, every thrust. His cock slammed into me harder now, fast and deep, and I braced myself with both hands flat against the cold surface, hips jerking each time he drove forward.

Then I saw it.

A figure outside.

I blinked, gasped, tried to focus.

An older man, maybe in his late seventies, bundled in a coat and scarf, was walking his dog. The leash hung slack in his hand. He’d stopped on the sidewalk right in front of the gym. His eyes were wide. His mouth slightly open.

And he was staring.

At us.

My heart kicked hard.

He could see everything. My leggings shoved down. My ass bouncing with every thrust. Tyrese’s dark body pounding into mine, hips bare, hoodie bunched up to my back. The motion. The heat. The raw, naked sin of it.

And he wasn’t looking away.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

Tyrese didn’t stop. His thrusts only got rougher, harder.

“What?” he grunted.

I tilted my head toward the glass, breathless.

“We’re being watched.”

He froze for half a second, then looked up over my shoulder.

And laughed.

“You like that?”

I moaned loud, deep in my throat. My body tightened, and my pussy clenched hard around him.

“Fuck yes,” I gasped. “Don’t stop. Let him see everything.”

Tyrese grinned against the back of my neck, then slammed into me again, rough and full.

“Dirty little exhibitionist.”

“He’s gonna tell his wife,” I panted. “Tell her he saw some young, black guy railing a white slut in the gym window.”

“And she won’t believe him,” Tyrese growled. “Because no woman fucks like this in public.”

I cried out again as he hit deep, cock thick and pulsing. The older man hadn’t moved. He just stood there, mouth slack, eyes wide.

And I kept going.

I ground back harder, the thrill of being watched driving my moans higher, filthier.

“I hope he jerks off to this later,” I gasped.

“Shit, Julie,” Tyrese choked. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it.”

“You want it?”

“I want every fucking drop.”

He gripped my hips like a man holding back an earthquake, slammed in twice more, and then came with a deep, broken moan that filled the entire space. His cock pulsed inside me, thick and hot, and I came right after him, crying out loud enough for the man outside to see my face twist as I came hard and soaked around Tyrese’s cock.

My fingers slid down the glass.

Tyrese held me in place.

Outside, the man stood frozen. Then, slowly, he turned and walked away.

We stood there, panting, pressed to the glass. My legs were shaking. His cum was already starting to drip down the inside of my thigh. Our breath fogged the glass completely now, turning our reflection into a smear of shadow and heat.

Tyrese leaned in, still inside me, still holding me up with one arm around my waist.

Then he laughed.

It broke the tension completely, and I started laughing too. Quiet at first, then full and free.

He pulled out, carefully, and I hissed as the air hit me. He tugged my leggings back up over my thighs while I braced one arm against the door for balance.

We adjusted our clothes. I zipped my hoodie, still trembling. He tucked himself away, glancing toward the exit with that crooked grin of his.

“We’re fucking insane,” he said.

“Completely.”

We couldn’t stop laughing as we cleaned ourselves up. I used the sleeve of my hoodie to wipe the inside of the glass, smearing away the last of our silhouettes.

Then I kissed him, just once, light and smug.

“Same time next week?” I teased.

He just grinned wider and unlocked the door.

The cold air hit me the moment I stepped outside. I zipped my hoodie higher and tugged it closed. My legs felt wobbly. My hair was damp. My thighs sticky.

I started walking toward Kevin’s car, parked in the far corner of the lot under a single flickering light.

Then I heard footsteps.

I turned.

It was the old man. The one who had watched.

He was closer now, standing by the edge of the sidewalk, dog still on the leash.

“Excuse me,” he said, voice gravelly but kind.

I paused, my heart thudding just a little faster.

“Thank you,” he said with a smile. “For the show. That made my night.”

I blinked, then let out a small, breathy laugh.

“Well... you’re welcome,” I said, grinning despite myself.

He looked me up and down, not lecherous, just wistful.

“I only wish I was young enough to attract a woman like you.”

I tilted my head, smiling wider.

“Age is never a hindrance,” I said softly.

Then I turned and walked the rest of the way to Kevin’s car, still grinning, hips swaying, the cold doing nothing to wash the heat from my skin.

Kevin unlocked the door as I approached.

I slid in without a word.
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Saturday fever
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The kitchen smelled like garlic and rosemary. The wine was open and breathing. Kevin stood at the stove, plating pasta with that quiet, practised confidence I'd always loved about him. When he handed me my plate, he brushed a kiss against my shoulder, his other hand lingering briefly on my hip.

"Sit," he said with a small smile. "Let me feed you."

I sank into the chair across from him, tucking one leg under me. I had dressed up. Not for the world, just for him. A black dress, soft and slinky, with no bra beneath. He noticed. Of course he noticed.

We clinked glasses. The first sip bloomed warm in my chest.

Dinner unfolded easily. Slow bites, full glasses, long glances. The kind of Friday night that wrapped around your senses and reminded you why you build a life with someone in the first place.

"So," Kevin said, as he swirled pasta onto his fork, "how's the office?"

"Quiet," I said. "Too quiet."

He raised an eyebrow.

"No Josh."

Kevin leaned back in his chair, one hand around his wineglass.

"Nothing at all?"

"Not a word. Not a glance. I think he's intentionally avoiding me."

"Can you blame him?"

"No," I admitted. "It was the right thing to do. Still... it's strange. How quickly someone can vanish when the fantasy breaks."

Kevin gave a thoughtful nod. "Clean breaks are better than messy ones."

I smiled at him.

"Tyr wisdom is why I married you."

He smirked and sipped his wine.

"That, and my fat cock."

I laughed.

"And that!"

He studied me.

"And what about your Saturday plans?"

I paused, twirling a bit of pasta between my fork and the plate.

"Adam."

Kevin's eyes twinkled with recognition.

"Ah. My office newbie - and your couch affair."

"He was cute," I said. "Shy. Surprisingly bold when he got going."

"And now?"

"Now, I want to set the rules. Let him know he can have more if he understands the game."

Kevin's voice dropped, amused. "And what game are you playing, exactly?"

I leaned forward, resting my chin on my hand.

"If he wants to keep fucking me, he has to keep quiet. No bragging. No pushing. He gets what I give, when I choose."

Kevin smiled. "You really are something."

"He needs to know he's just a secret. Not a future."

"Will you fuck him again tomorrow?"

"I'll decide when I see him. Might make him wait."

Kevin tilted his head, looking at me like he was both proud and turned on.

"You're getting good at this."

I raised my glass.

"Practice makes perfect."

We cleared the table slowly, not in any rush to end the evening. Kevin rinsed dishes while I leaned against the counter, sipping the last of my wine, still barefoot, still loose from the buzz and the food and the quiet.

"So," he said, not looking up from the sink. "Are you going to tell me what happened at the gym?"

I smiled into my glass.

"Which part?"

He dried his hands, turned, and leaned against the counter across from me. Arms folded. Waiting.

"You want the rated or unrated version?" I asked.

Kevin raised an eyebrow. "You know which one I want."

I licked my lips.

"We were alone. Or mostly alone. It was near closing, and Tyrese told me to take my time in the shower. Said he'd close up after."

Kevin was quiet. Watching me. Letting me go on.

"So I did. Took my time. Let the water hit me. I waited."

"Did he come in?"

"Oh, yes."

My voice dipped. I leaned back slightly, letting the wine swirl.

"He walked in naked. No words. Just... His cock was already hard. He kissed me. Hard. And then he dropped to his knees."

Kevin let out a slow breath.

"Go on."

I did.

"He ate me like he was starving. Rough. No teasing. No build-up. Just tongue and strength and noise."

"You moaned for him?"

"Loud. I think it echoed."

Kevin smiled.

"Then?"

"He stood up. Spun me around. Fucked me against the tile. Held me up while he came inside me. Didn't even pull out."

Kevin's eyes darkened with that familiar flicker. Possession and pride. Lust and love.

"God, that's hot," he muttered.

I grinned.

"It was."

"And that was it?"

I paused, eyes gleaming.

"No."

Kevin chuckled. "Of course not."

"We got dressed. Started walking back out. I thought we were done. We even talked about his girlfriend. He said cheating on her made it hotter. I told him I liked being the one he cheated with."

Kevin gave a small nod. "I bet you did."

"Then," I said, stepping closer, voice softer, "as I stood by the glass door, he grabbed me. Bent me over. Pulled my leggings down just enough. And fucked me right there. Against the glass."

Kevin blinked. "You're kidding."

"I'm not. And it gets better."

I leaned in, whispering it now.

"An old man walking his dog stopped and watched."

Kevin stared at me.

"Watched you?"

"Front row seat."

"Jesus."

"He didn't leave. Just stood there, watching as Tyrese pounded into me from behind."

Kevin's voice was hoarse. "You liked it?"

"I came harder because of it."

He shook his head, amazed.

"I swear," he said, "you find new ways to shock me."

"You asked," I said, smiling.

Then Kevin tilted his head slightly.

"Would you ever...?"

"What?"

He shrugged, casual but clearly curious.

"Would you ever go that far? With someone like him?"

I raised a brow. "The old man?"

"Yeah."

I paused. Let it hang.

"Depends," I said. "Is he just watching? Or does he want to do more?"

Kevin's eyes locked on mine.

"And if he wanted more?"

I licked my lips slowly.

"I might let him watch again. Might let him get closer. But to fuck me?"

I leaned in, kissed Kevin's cheek, then whispered.

"He'd have to earn it."

Kevin didn't answer right away. He just looked at me—long, slow, like he was burning the words into his brain.

Then he growled.

Not a playful sound.

A deep, guttural noise from somewhere low in his chest.

Before I could react, he dropped his wineglass to the counter with a soft clink, stepped forward, and lifted me off the ground. I let out a yelp of laughter as my arms flew around his shoulders.

"You're trouble," he muttered into my neck.

"And you love it."

He carried me through the hallway with purpose, my legs wrapped around his waist, my chest pressing to his. His hands were firm under my ass, and I could feel the shift in his breathing—heavy, excited. We hit the bedroom in seconds. The bed was unmade. He tossed me down into it, then pulled off my dress in one smooth motion.

I laughed again, hair spilling across the pillow.

"I like this wine," I teased.

He knelt between my thighs and kissed up one leg, slow and deliberate.

"You'd let him eat your pussy, wouldn't you?"

My eyes flicked down.

"The old man?"

Kevin nodded, licking the inside of my thigh, then biting it.

"I would," I whispered.

"You'd spread your legs for him?"

"Let him kneel. Let him taste me. Let him worship it."

Kevin groaned and pulled my legs apart wider, lowering his mouth to my pussy.

"You're filthy," he growled.

"You wouldn't want it any other way."

His tongue met me with a long, slow lick that made my hips buck. He moaned into me, then went deeper, licking like he needed it, sucking my clit into his mouth until my thighs trembled and my moans filled the room.

My hands tangled in his hair.

"Eat me like you're seventy," I gasped.

He laughed against my skin, then doubled down. Tongue fast and greedy. Fingers spreading me wide.

I was soaked. Already close.

"I'm gonna cum," I moaned.

"Not yet."

He paused, pulled his mouth from me, and looked up with that spark of something wicked in his eyes.

"Let's make it worse."

Kevin shifted onto the bed beside me, his hand still wet from my pussy. His smile was twisted, eyes dark, and I knew what was coming.

"Let's see," he murmured, slipping into a slower, raspier tone. "Let's say I'm him."

I raised my eyebrows, still breathless, playing along.

"The old man?"

He nodded, voice low and cracked.

"The one with the dog. The one who stood there watching my pretty little slut get fucked through a window."

I bit my lip.

Kevin sat up, kneeling between my legs. His eyes stayed locked on mine as he slowly pushed his pants down, his cock already thick and heavy.

"What would you say to me," he asked, "if I came up to you right then? If I said I wanted a taste?"

I ran a hand between my legs, spread myself open, teasing him. "I'd say you should've knocked on the glass."

"Would you let me?" he rasped. "Let me kneel and eat your dripping cunt right there in the parking lot?"

I moaned and nodded, legs falling wider.

"I'd sit back on that bench outside and let you tongue-fuck me while people drove by."

Kevin groaned, stroking himself slowly.

"You'd let an old man like me lick your pussy in public? Let him bury his face in it while you whispered what a good boy he was?"

I purred. "I'd tell you to use your tongue like your life depended on it. Tell you I don't care who walks by, as long as you make me cum."

Kevin leaned in, pressing the head of his cock against my entrance.

"What if I wanted more?" he asked, voice shaking now. "What if I wanted to fuck you? What if I begged?"

"I'd say yes," I whispered. "But only if you promised to tell your wife later. Let her know you bent me over and came inside me with your pants around your ankles."

"Jesus, Julie."

Then he pushed in.

All of him.

In one slow, deep thrust.

We both moaned at once—mine high and hungry, his low and wrecked. He didn't stop once he was inside. He started fucking me hard, each thrust jarring, each one laced with growled words in that old, needy tone.

"You're so warm. So wet. Haven't had anything like this in decades."

"You still know how to use it," I gasped, clutching his shoulders. "You're gonna make me cum, old man."

He drove in deeper.

"You like letting dirty old men fuck you?"

"I love it."

"You like being my little secret?"

"I'd let you hide me in your garage if it meant I got to ride this cock again."

Kevin's eyes were blazing now, his voice breaking down.

"You filthy, perfect slut. You'd fuck anyone, wouldn't you?"

"Only the ones who shouldn't be allowed."

He growled again, shoved my knees back, and picked up the pace. His balls slapped against me, my moans getting sharper, faster, hotter.

"I'm close," I whispered.

"You're gonna cum for your old man?"

"Yes. Yes. Fuck, yes."

He reached down, rubbed my clit with two fingers, and that was it. My body locked, eyes flying open, back arching as I came hard under him.

"Kevin—fuck—yes—"

He followed with a curse and a cry, burying himself deep as he emptied inside me. His whole body tensed, shuddered, then collapsed half on top of me, breathing hard against my neck.

We lay there in the mess and sweat and wine-heavy haze, my legs tangled with his, my lips brushing his ear.

After a long pause, I giggled.

Kevin chuckled too, breath still uneven.

"Our sex life is completely insane," I said.

"Absolutely deranged," he agreed.

"Best thing that ever happened to us."

"By far."

—-
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The kitchen was already warm when I came downstairs. The smell of butter, eggs, and bacon had crept up through the floorboards, and I followed it barefoot in one of Kevin's old t-shirts that barely covered my ass. He was at the stove, humming to himself, spatula in one hand, a steaming mug of coffee in the other.

He looked over his shoulder and grinned.

"Good morning, filthy girl."

I grinned back. "Good morning, filthy man."

He plated the eggs, then gestured toward the table where two mugs and the buttered toast were already waiting. I slid into the chair and pulled one knee up, lounging like I hadn't a care in the world.

"You're in a good mood," I said, reaching for the bacon.

"Garage day," he replied, mock enthusiasm in his voice. "A sacred ritual."

"And I'm meeting Adam," I said.

He raised an eyebrow. "Coffee again?"

"Coffee again."

He gave a mock sigh. "You're gonna run out of coffee shops at this rate. All your lovers have their own locations now."

I bit into a piece of toast. "I'm starting a map."

"You should name the drinks after them. The Flat White for Frank. Long Black for Dave."

“Americano for Adam?” I offered.

"Nice. Big and bold."

I laughed, tossing a napkin at him.

He leaned back, sipping his coffee, watching me with that familiar spark behind his eyes. That knowing, amused pride. The kind only a man like Kevin could pull off.

"You think something's going to happen today?"

I took a sip of my coffee and let the heat settle on my tongue.

"I think it depends."

"On?"

"On how well he listens. How well he remembers that what happened between us wasn't a promise."

Kevin nodded slowly.

"You're not just giving him another taste."

"Not unless he earns it," I said. "He needs to know it's mine to give. Not his to expect."

Kevin smiled. "And if he gets it?"

I grinned.

"Then he'll get all of it. And this time, I won't be quiet."

Kevin groaned softly and leaned across the table to kiss my wrist. "God, you're perfect."

—-
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Upstairs, the bathroom was still warm from Kevin's earlier shower. I stepped out of my shirt and let it drop to the floor, the cool air sliding over my skin. I twisted the knobs and stepped under the spray, the water hot enough to sting, just the way I liked it.

My hands slid up my body, into my hair, over my breasts.

I closed my eyes and let my thoughts go where they wanted.

Adam.

His thick, fat cock. The way it had filled me so completely. The memory of riding him in the dark, muffling my moans so the others wouldn't hear. His hands clutching at my thighs. The way I had clenched around him when I came—so hard, so full, so close to losing control.

And now?

Now I wanted to do it without limits. Without the fear of being heard.

To ride him hard. Fast. Loud.

To scream his name.

I slid my hand between my legs, found the heat waiting for me there, and started to circle gently.

Slow at first.

Thinking of his cock stretching me again.

Thinking of pinning him to the café wall and whispering what I planned to do after coffee.

I rubbed faster, hips shifting against the tile, lips parting as my breath caught.

My other hand pressed to the wall. I moaned low, quietly, and let the wave build—not all the way, just enough to light the fire again.

I stopped before I tipped over.

And stood there under the water, smiling.

Hungry.

I stepped out of the shower with my skin flushed, hair damp, thighs still tingling from my fingers. I dried off slowly, standing at the mirror, watching the steam fade as my reflection returned in pieces.

My nipples were still stiff. My body warm. The thoughts of Adam hadn't left. Not even close.

In the bedroom, I moved deliberately.

Soft black panties, low on the hips. A bra that hugged me tight and gave me just enough lift to turn heads without screaming for attention. Then jeans: tight, dark, the kind that required a little dance to get into. A loose blouse, tucked at the waist, unbuttoned just enough to offer a glimpse of skin without giving the whole story.

Hair twisted up. A touch of gloss. Simple earrings.

And perfume—just at the throat.

A scent he might still smell on his hands after.

I grabbed my bag and checked my phone. No messages yet. I liked that. Let him be unsure. Let him wonder if I'd show.

Downstairs, Kevin was standing in the garage doorway, shirtless again, smudged with dust and looking devastatingly domestic.

He turned when he heard my heels click on the wood.

"Wow," he said, taking me in.

I twirled once, slowly.

"Too much for coffee?"

"Too little for war," he said, and walked over to kiss me hard on the mouth.

"You have plans for him," he murmured.

"I have options," I corrected.

"Mm. Dangerous."

"Always."

He gave my ass a firm squeeze and let me go. I slipped into my coat, light for spring, and headed for the door.

The sun was out. The breeze was light. My steps were easy, hips swaying, each one a little reminder of who I was and what I was capable of.

At the café, I arrived first. Chose the seat facing the door. Tucked my legs just right. Crossed them slowly. Sipped my drink and waited.

I didn't check my phone.

He would show. I just knew it.
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Teacher
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He spotted me before I saw him.

By the time I looked up from my cup, Adam was already halfway across the café, eyes wide with worry, moving like he wasn’t sure if I’d even let him sit down.

I smiled. A slow, kind smile. The kind that made people lean in instead of flinch.

“Hey,” I said, rising from my chair.

He paused, a little startled, as I opened my arms.

Then he stepped in.

The hug was awkward at first. He was stiff, unsure. But I softened into it. Let my hands brush his back. My tits pressed into his chest. Let him feel I meant it.

When we parted, he looked slightly dazed.

“You’re not mad,” he said, sounding half-disbelieving.

“Why would I be mad?”

He sat down across from me, shaking his head. “I don’t know. I thought maybe I crossed a line. Or embarrassed you. I just... after everything...”

“You didn’t cross a line,” I said gently. “We both crossed it. Together.”

He exhaled. The tension in his body didn’t vanish, but it eased.

The server came by, and I ordered him a black coffee. He muttered a quiet “thanks” and then wrapped his hands around the mug like he needed something to hold on to.

We sat in silence for a beat.

“I’ve been thinking about that night a lot,” he said, eyes still on his cup. “What we did.”

I tilted my head.

“So have I.”

He looked up. I held his gaze.

“I don’t regret it, Adam,” I said. “Not for a second.”

His mouth curved slightly. Still nervous, but grateful.

“I just... didn’t know if Kevin...”

I cut him off, gently but firmly.

“Kevin knows. He’s completely fine with it. He’s the one who poured me a glass of wine after you left and asked me to tell him everything.”

Adam blinked. “Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

He let out a laugh. It came out quick, surprised. “Okay. That’s... actually amazing.”

“He’s amazing,” I said. “We’re honest with each other. We play by our own rules. And you’re not a threat to him. You’re just part of my fun.”

Adam flushed but nodded. “That makes sense. Sort of.”

I leaned back in my chair, watching him for a moment.

“You’re sweet,” I said. “You’re smart. And you’ve got no idea how dangerous you could be if you wanted to be.”

He looked up at me, and for the first time since he arrived, his mouth opened not in apology, but in curiosity.

“What do you mean?” he asked, his voice quieter now.

I let the question hang just long enough to let him squirm. I sipped my coffee slowly, eyes never leaving his.

“I mean,” I said, “you have no idea what you can do to a woman.”

His brow furrowed, unsure if he should be flattered or nervous.

“I’m not talking about how you look. Or the way you move. I mean your cock, Adam.”

He froze.

“You don’t realize what it means to carry something like that. Not just thick. Not just big. That thing is fat. Obscene. The kind of cock most women fantasize about but don’t even know how to handle.”

He flushed, tried to smile. “That’s... uh...”

“Intimidating?” I offered, tilting my head. “It should be. Because the truth is... if you ever learn how to really use it? You’ll destroy women.”

He swallowed. I watched his throat bob with the effort.

“I came so hard on you that night, I had to bury my face in the pillow to keep from screaming. And I’ve been wondering ever since what it would feel like to ride you properly. No quiet. No hiding.”

He shifted in his chair, trying to adjust his pants without being obvious. Too late.

“I could teach you,” I said. “Not just how to thrust or how to finger someone. I mean how to read a woman. How to know what she wants before she says a word. When to go soft. When to pin her down. When to go slow, and when to split her open.”

His breath hitched. His pupils were wide now, lips slightly parted. I didn’t stop.

“I’ll show you how to use that cock like it was made for ruining women for everyone else. And when you’ve learned enough, you’ll find the right one. Some lucky girl who will have no idea how she ended up with a boyfriend who eats pussy like poetry and fucks like a porn star.”

He laughed softly. Nervously. His cheeks were still burning.

“But not me,” I added. “I’m not your girlfriend. I’m not your future. I’m the one who teaches you how to make other women fall apart.”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. I understand.”

“You don’t yet,” I said. “But you will.”

I leaned forward, voice soft but clear.

“You follow my rules. You wait for me to come to you. And when I do, you give me everything—your cock, your mouth, your hands, your focus. And you keep your feelings locked down.”

He nodded again. Faster this time.

I watched him. Watched the tension build in his shoulders. Then I stood, smoothed down my blouse, and leaned in close enough for him to smell the warmth of my skin.

“Take me to your apartment,” I said, voice low. “Right now.”

His breath caught.

“Now?”

I nodded once.

“I want to feel that cock stretch me again. I want to ride you in daylight. And this time, I want to be loud.”

—-
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Adam’s apartment was quiet and clean. Neat in that slightly impersonal way that young men often lived. Simple furniture. A pair of sneakers by the door. The faint smell of laundry detergent and air freshener. And nerves. He was full of them.

I walked in without waiting for an invitation. Took in the space as I slipped out of my coat and tossed it over the back of a chair.

Adam stood behind me, still by the door, hesitating like he wasn’t sure what to do next.

I turned slowly.

“Lock it,” I said.

He did.

Then I walked toward him—deliberate steps, hips loose, my eyes locked on his.

He looked like he might explode. That same tension he’d worn in the café had followed him all the way home, and now it was blooming across his face, across his chest, down to the hard length already straining in his jeans.

“I know you’re nervous,” I said.

He gave a weak, breathless laugh. “A little.”

“Good.”

I stopped in front of him. Close enough for him to smell my perfume. Close enough to feel the warmth between us start to build again.

“But you need to understand something.”

He nodded.

“I’m not here to teach you right now.”

He blinked. “You’re not?”

“No,” I said softly. “This isn’t a lesson. Not yet. That comes later.”

“Then... what is this?”

“This is need,” I said. “Mine.”

I let that sit between us. I saw the realization click behind his eyes.

“I need to cum,” I continued, voice low. “Hard. Loud. I need to feel that monster cock inside me, stretching me, making me ache. I need you to fuck me with your instincts. Not hesitation. Not doubt. Just hunger.”

He swallowed, hard.

“I’ll guide you if I have to,” I added. “But if you’re listening, if you’re watching me, you won’t need much.”

His eyes dropped again—right to my chest.

I smiled slowly.

“I know you can’t stop looking. And I’m going to let you touch them soon. Kiss them. Bite them. But first...”

I reached for the buttons of my blouse and undid the top one, then the next.

“Take your time,” I whispered. “But don’t hold back.”

I stood in front of him in the middle of his living room—calm, composed, blouse half-unbuttoned, letting the moment breathe. Adam hadn’t moved since I last spoke. His hands hung at his sides like he didn’t trust them. His eyes kept bouncing—face, lips, breasts—before landing and staying there, wide and unblinking.

“I’m going to take my time,” I said softly, fingers sliding to the next button.

Another undone.

And another.

The fabric peeled away just enough to reveal the curve of my bra. Black. Lacy. The kind that offered more suggestion than coverage. I hadn’t worn it for function. I’d worn it to be seen.

Adam stared like it was the first time he’d ever seen cleavage.

“Take a breath,” I murmured.

He exhaled shakily, and I smiled.

“Do you want to see them?”

He nodded so fast it made me laugh under my breath.

“Then sit down.”

He moved quickly to the edge of the couch, sitting forward, knees apart, hands clenched in his lap like he didn’t trust himself not to reach too soon.

I let my blouse slide off my shoulders, slow and silent, and dropped it to the floor.

Then I reached behind me, unhooked my bra, and let the straps slide down my arms one at a time.

When I dropped it, his breath caught.

His eyes locked on my chest with such intensity it made my nipples tighten even more.

“I’ve never seen anything like you,” he said, voice barely above a whisper.

I moved closer. Slowly.

“You’ve thought about them since that night,” I said.

He nodded.

“Thought about what they felt like... what they’d taste like.”

He nodded again.

I stood in front of him, topless, and placed one hand on the back of his neck. His body jolted like he’d been shocked. I guided his face to my chest.

“Then take your time.”

He leaned in.

Soft at first. His mouth barely grazed my skin. Then, lips closed around my nipple, tongue flicking nervously like he was still afraid I’d stop him.

I didn’t.

I tangled my fingers in his hair and let him worship.

His mouth grew bolder. Tongue heavier. He sucked harder, hand coming up to cup the weight of my other breast, thumb brushing my nipple until it peaked fully. He groaned into my chest like he couldn’t believe this was real.

“You love tits, don’t you?” I whispered.

He nodded against my skin.

“You stare like you’ve never seen any before.”

He moaned again.

I arched into his mouth, letting his tongue drag across my nipple, letting his teeth graze gently.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Make them yours for now.”

He growled softly—an almost helpless sound—and moved to the other breast, lips warm, tongue wetter now, needier. His hand stayed on the first one, squeezing, massaging like he didn’t want to let go.

My pussy was already soaking through my panties.

“I need that fat cock soon,” I whispered, one hand sliding down his chest. “But I love how hungry you are.”

He pulled back just enough to look up at me.

“You’re perfect,” he said, breathless. “Like, actually perfect.”

I leaned down and kissed him. Hard. Slow. Full of promise.

Then I stepped back and reached for the waist of my jeans.

“Get undressed,” I said, voice low. “I want us naked for what comes next.”

I peeled my jeans down slowly, letting them hug my thighs on the way down, knowing exactly what Adam would see. My panties were already damp—nearly transparent with how soaked I was. His eyes stayed glued to the center of me like he was memorizing the way I opened up for him.

By the time I stepped out of the last stitch of fabric, he was fully naked and fully hard.

And God... I’d remembered how thick he was, but seeing it again made my breath catch. His cock jutted out from his hips like it didn’t belong to someone his age—long, yes, but fat, impossibly so, veined and flushed and pulsing with anticipation.

I walked toward him, slow, one knee easing onto the couch, then the other, as I straddled him. Skin to skin. My breasts brushing his chest. My pussy slick and aching just above the head of that beautiful, terrifying cock.

His hands went instinctively to my waist. Then higher.

“Julie,” he whispered, as if saying my name gave him permission to touch me.

I reached between us and gripped the base of his cock.

He moaned.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said softly. “Just like this. No thinking. No talking. Just this cock inside me. I need it.”

I guided him to my entrance and lowered myself, slow, exhaling in a long, shaking breath as the head pushed against my folds.

He was so thick I had to brace both hands on his shoulders, steadying myself, letting my hips take their time.

The head popped in, and we both gasped.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “It feels even bigger.”

“Jesus, you’re tight,” he groaned.

“You’re just fat.”

I sank down further. An inch. Then another. Stretching. Burning. My thighs shook as I forced my pussy to open wider, to take it. To take all of it.

He slid in inch by inch, and I watched his eyes go wide. Watched his hands grip harder. He was trying not to move. Trying not to buck.

I was barely halfway down.

“Don’t move,” I gasped. “Let me... adjust.”

“I don’t think I can,” he breathed.

I smirked. “You will.”

I kept going. All the way. Until my thighs met his and I felt full—filled so completely I could barely breathe.

Then I sat still.

And we both just stared at each other, panting, stunned.

“Do you feel that?” I whispered.

He nodded quickly.

“Do you feel how I’m wrapped around you? How tight I get when I take all of you?”

He let out a growl—soft, feral.

“Move,” I said.

And he did.

His hips thrust up, just once, and the sensation made me cry out.

I ground down in response, rotating my hips, dragging that fat cock along every inch inside me. It hit deep. Hard. Stretched me again, even on the way out.

Then I started to ride.

Slowly at first. Letting him feel it. Letting my pussy slide along that thick shaft with purpose. I bounced once, twice, and his hands flew to my tits, squeezing them like he needed them to breathe.

“I´ve thought about these every night,” he gasped. “They’re perfect. They’re fucking perfect.”

He sat up and latched onto one nipple, sucking hard, his hips now moving up into me as I rode him faster. His cock slammed deep, spreading me open each time.

I moaned louder.

“This cock—fuck—you’re splitting me in half.”

“I can’t stop,” he said, muffled against my breast.

“Don’t.”

I rode harder.

The sound of skin on skin filled the room. The couch creaked beneath us. His hands gripped my ass now, pulling me down each time like he needed me to take more of him. I could barely take a full breath. Every movement was a stretch. A shock of pleasure. A scream waiting to happen.

I grabbed his face and kissed him. Hard. Wet. Then broke the kiss to groan into his mouth.

“You fuck me like you own me.”

His eyes locked on mine, blown wide, desperate.

“You ride me like it’s the only cock that fits.”

He groaned. “It is. It has to be.”

I threw my head back and bounced harder, letting my tits bounce freely in front of him, knowing he couldn’t look away. He didn’t even try. His hands slid from my ass to my waist, holding me as I used him—full, rough, wet, and fast.

I was close. So fucking close.

I ground down against him harder. Our bodies slick with sweat, his cock dragging deep with every bounce. My thighs were burning, breath stuttering, moans growing louder by the second.

Adam was gripping my waist now with real force. His fingers dug in. His hips started meeting mine with raw urgency. He was losing control, and it was beautiful.

“You fuck like you were made for it,” I breathed.

His hands slid up, grabbed my tits, squeezed them so hard I gasped.

“God, Julie,” he groaned. “I’ve never felt anything like this.”

“Then show me,” I hissed. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He growled, pulled me down for a rough kiss, then shoved his hips upward. I let out a long, guttural moan as his cock slammed into me, hitting deep, jolting my whole body.

“You’re not even real,” he muttered into my neck. “You feel too good. Look too good.”

I rode harder.

“I’m real. And I’m on your cock. Married. Wet. Stretching around you.”

His breath caught. He pushed harder.

“I can’t believe I’m fucking a guy’s wife,” he growled.

I froze, smiled against his jaw, then pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes.

“Say it again.”

“I’m fucking a married woman.”

“Whose?”

“Kevin’s,” he panted. “A guy I see at work. Older. Respected.”

“And here you are,” I moaned. “Balls deep inside his wife.”

He gripped my ass and fucked up into me hard, once, twice.

“You’re letting me use you,” he groaned.

“I’m making you use me.”

He moaned again, louder. I pushed him back on the couch, planted my hands on his chest, and rode him faster. Rougher. The couch groaned beneath us. My tits bounced in front of him, and his eyes were locked there, wild, worshipping.

“Fuck, Julie. You’re made for this.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah,” he gasped. “You’re the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever touched.”

“And I’m using you to cum.”

His hips bucked harder. I slapped my palm across his chest and forced him back down.

“You think your cock owns me?”

“It’s wrecking you,” he said. “You’re dripping down my balls.”

“Then fuck me like you want to ruin me.”

He grabbed my hips and drove up into me, hard, deep, relentless. Each thrust lifted me. Slammed into me. My moans turned into cries. Sharp, loud, broken.

“Talk to me,” I begged. “Be filthy.”

“I’ve jerked off thinking about this every night,” he growled. “About your tits bouncing like this. About your pussy choking me.”

“Keep going,” I moaned. “Say it.”

“I wanted to cum in you again. I wanted to taste you. I wanted to hear you scream while I ruined your married cunt.”

I lost it.

My head dropped back, mouth open, body trembling as the orgasm ripped through me. My pussy clamped down around him, spasming, gripping that fat cock like it was the only thing that could make me cum like this.

I screamed.

Didn’t hold back.

Didn’t care who heard.

He wasn’t done.

“Again,” he groaned. “You’re gonna cum again.”

“Fuck me then,” I hissed. “Don’t stop until I do.”

His arms wrapped tight around my waist, lifting me up, and slamming me back down, rhythm sharp and brutal. My legs were shaking. I could barely stay upright.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he growled. “God, Julie.”

“Do it,” I gasped. “Fill me. Let your boss’s wife ride you through it.”

He cried out, and I felt him erupt. Hot spurts, pulsing deep inside me, his whole body shaking beneath me as he came.

I rode every spurt.

Fucked him through every twitch.

Panting, soaked, raw.

I collapsed against him, my chest pressed to his, our breath tangled in the heat between our bodies. His cock still throbbed inside me, twitching with the last flickers of release. We were both drenched. Sticky. Shaking.

Adam’s arms wrapped around me like he needed to keep me there—ground himself with my weight, with the rhythm of my slowing breath.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered, voice rough and broken.

I smiled against his shoulder.

“Yeah,” I murmured.

We stayed like that for a while. My pussy still full of his cum, our skin damp with sweat, my thighs aching in the best possible way.

He kissed my neck, then my shoulder, slowly, reverently.

“That was...”

“I know.”

“No, I mean...” He shifted, looked at me. “I’ve never—no one’s ever made me feel like that. Like I couldn’t hold back. Like I had to give everything.”

I cupped his cheek gently.

“That’s what you get when you’re fucking someone who knows how to pull it out of you.”

He grinned, flushed and proud. Still glowing from it.

“Did I do okay?”

“You did more than okay,” I said. “You made me scream. You made me cum so hard I saw stars. And you filled me like you were trying to breed me.”

His cock twitched inside me.

“You’ve got a gift, Adam. A thick, delicious, dangerous gift.”

He groaned and dropped his head back to the couch, grinning. “God, that’s so hot to hear.”

I slowly rolled my hips once, letting him feel my slick walls still pulsing around him.

“But this wasn’t the lesson,” I whispered.

He blinked. “It wasn’t?”

I shook my head. “This was me taking what I needed. This was instinct. And it was amazing.”

He looked dazed.

I leaned in close, brushing my lips to his ear.

“Next time... we start the lessons. If you’re ready.”

He nodded, dazed and breathless.

I kissed him again—slow, deep, lingering—and then finally eased myself off his lap.

His cum dripped down my inner thigh. I let him watch it.

And I didn’t clean it up.

Not yet.
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"Meet my husband"

[image: ]


The bar was dim, humming with the easy din of conversation and low bass. Kevin and I had slipped into a high-top near the back, nursing our second round. The lights were soft enough to feel intimate, and the crowd just thick enough to disappear into.

I was laughing at something he'd said—one of his dry, perfectly timed jabs—when I looked up... and locked eyes with him.

Frank.

He was at the other end of the room, standing by the bar with a beer in hand, talking to someone, but the second he spotted me, his whole posture shifted. His face lit up with something between excitement and relief—and then it dimmed just as quickly when his eyes slid sideways and landed on Kevin beside me.

His brow creased. He mouthed one word across the room: husband?

I gave a tiny nod.

Frank blinked and looked away. He sipped his drink like it might steady him, suddenly fidgeting with the edge of his jacket.

Kevin followed my line of sight, casually curious.

"Who's that?"

I kept my voice light. "That's Frank. From the party."

Kevin's eyes stayed on him for a moment. Then he smirked.

"He looks like he just saw a ghost."

I grinned. "He looks like he thought he'd never see me again."

Kevin set his glass down and stood up without another word.

I blinked. "Kev—?"

But he was already making his way through the crowd, slipping easily between clusters of people like he belonged in any room he entered.

Frank saw him coming too late.

He straightened, a flash of uncertainty in his eyes as Kevin stopped in front of him. I couldn't hear their words from where I sat, but I watched every second—Frank's polite smile, the nervous glance past Kevin's shoulder toward me, Kevin's calm expression, nodding once... then twice.

Then Frank looked stunned.

Surprised.

Kevin clapped a hand on his shoulder, said something else that made Frank laugh a little—awkward and cautious, but real. Then Kevin gestured back toward our table.

Frank hesitated.

Then followed.

When they returned, Kevin slid back into his seat like nothing had happened and gestured for Frank to take the chair across from me.

Julie. Frank. Kevin. One small table. One very big question unspoken.

Frank looked from Kevin to me and back again.

Kevin leaned back with his glass in hand and smiled.

"As I told you, she told me everything," he said. "You're more than welcome here."

Frank exhaled like he'd been holding his breath since the party.

"I... I wasn't sure," he said. "If this was okay."

He was sitting across from me, but his body leaned slightly to the side, angled toward Kevin like he wasn't quite sure where to direct his attention. I could see it—how his shoulders were tight, his fingers hovering over the rim of his glass. Nervous energy rolled off him in waves.

Kevin, meanwhile, was the picture of ease. Elbow propped, fingers loose around his glass, watching Frank with a patient, amused expression.

"So," Kevin said after a sip, "you know my wife... or do you really?"

Frank's eyes flicked to me.

"Not really," I answered for him, with a little smile. "He went home before we got properly introduced."

Frank gave a breathy laugh. "Yeah. I... didn't think I'd ever see you again."

His eyes held mine. For a long, slow moment.

Then he looked back at Kevin.

"I didn't know she was married."

"You do now," Kevin said. "And you're still here."

Frank gave a quiet nod.

Kevin tilted his head. "That's a good sign."

I reached for my drink. "So what's new, Frank?"

He relaxed a little with that. Familiar ground. He told us about his week. His work. How he'd stopped by this bar on a whim with some friends but ended up alone when they bailed. I watched him thaw as the conversation rolled on, watched the way his smile returned in pieces. His voice grew more confident. His posture loosened.

And the way he looked at me: still cautious, but growing bolder.

I let my knee brush his under the table. He froze for a beat. Then smiled.

Kevin saw it. Of course he did. He just leaned back, sipping from his glass like a man watching something interesting unfold.

"Julie's got a thing for bold men," he said.

Frank blinked.

"She likes when someone knows what they want. When they don't apologize for looking."

Frank's eyes drifted back to mine. Slowly. He didn't look away this time.

"You've been staring at my chest since you sat down," I said, soft enough that it was intimate, not scolding.

He flushed. "I'm..."

"Don't apologize."

He went still.

I reached forward and touched his wrist.

"You've seen it before," I said, voice warm. "You know how good it feels. You can look all you want."

Kevin smirked. "We don't do jealousy. We do honesty."

Frank let out a breath. "This is... not what I expected tonight."

I let my fingers linger just a little longer on his wrist before I pulled them back. His pupils were blown wide. His breath had quickened. My own pulse was starting to rise with the heat between us.

Kevin glanced at the dance floor. The bass thumped low, steady and intimate. The dance floor wasn't crowded, but there were enough bodies swaying under the dim colored lights to make it feel like a space where things could happen unnoticed. Or noticed, if you wanted.

"It's warming up out there," Kevin said, casually. "Might be time to let you two get reacquainted."

I slid off the booth first, letting my hand rest on Frank's thigh for a beat longer than necessary as I stood. Then I turned and looked at him over my shoulder.

"Come dance with me."

He hesitated for only a second before standing.

I didn't take his hand. I wanted him to follow. And he did—two steps behind as I led him into the shifting glow and shadows, the low throb of the music pulsing like a second heartbeat between us.

We found an opening in the crowd. I turned to face him.

His hands hovered near my hips, uncertain.

I stepped into him.

Pressed my body to his slowly, deliberately, until my chest was brushing his and my thighs slid along his.

His breath hitched.

My hands found his shoulders first, then slid down his arms.

"Relax," I said, close to his ear. "We've already been closer than this."

He let out a breath and placed his hands at my waist.

We moved slowly. I let the music guide me, hips swaying against him in a rhythm that made the contact feel more intimate than any kiss. His hands tightened slightly, pulling me closer.

He was already hard.

I tilted my face up to his.

"Getting bold," I murmured.

He didn't speak. Just smiled, breathless.

I let my hands trail up his chest and wrapped them around the back of his neck. We kept dancing, bodies tight together, shifting with the beat. His leg slid between mine, and I let my hips roll against it, pressing in closer.

His breath grew heavier.

"You're thinking about the party, aren't you?" I whispered.

He nodded.

"You're remembering what I let you do."

"God, Julie," he said softly.

I pulled his head down until our lips were just a breath apart.

"I can still feel it," I said. "The way you grabbed me. The way you moaned when you came."

His hands slid lower, cupping my hips, dragging me against the ridge of his cock. I gasped softly against his mouth.

"And right now," I whispered, "you're hard at a bar. Dancing with a married woman."

He groaned. I grinned.

Across the room, I could see Kevin still in the booth, watching us with a half-smile, his drink in hand, one brow slightly raised.

I locked eyes with him. Dared him silently.

Then I turned my head and kissed Frank. Deep. Open. Slow. Letting the bar dissolve around us.

Frank responded like a man who hadn't kissed me in a hundred years—urgent, greedy, his tongue sliding against mine, hands now firmly on my ass.

When we finally broke the kiss, I leaned my lips to his ear.

"You're coming with me," I said. "Now."

I took his hand this time.

And led him straight to the back of the bar.

The hallway behind the bar was quiet, lit by a single buzzing fixture and painted in shadows. Music still pulsed from the main room, but here, everything felt suspended. Like we had stepped out of time.

I pushed the bathroom door open and glanced over my shoulder.

Frank hesitated. Just for a moment.

Then he stepped in.

The lock clicked behind him. The sound echoed in the tiled room. He stood there against the door, eyes wide, breath already ragged, his chest rising and falling like he'd just run a mile.

I walked to the sink and faced the mirror, fixing a strand of hair. I didn't look at him.

"Have you been thinking about this since the party?" I asked.

He didn't answer.

I met his eyes in the reflection.

"I have."

He moved behind me without a word, hands hovering near my waist, not yet touching. I could see the restraint in his face. The want.

I turned.

And pressed him against the door.

His eyes widened. His breath hitched again.

I kissed him—hard, fast, wet. Tongue sliding against his, my hands already on his belt. He moaned into my mouth as I unfastened it, yanked the zipper down, and reached inside.

He was hard. So fucking hard. I wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft and squeezed just enough to make him shudder.

"You came so fast last time," I whispered. "You're going to last longer tonight."

He nodded, dazed.

I dropped to my knees.

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, glistening at the tip. Still obscene in size. Still breathtaking. I looked up at him, met his eyes as I slowly licked from base to tip, swirling my tongue around the head before pulling him into my mouth.

He groaned. Loud. Raw.

I closed my lips around him and sank down, taking as much as I could. My jaw stretched. My throat opened. My hands gripped his thighs for leverage.

He hit the back of my throat, and I moaned around him.

"Fuck, Julie," he gasped. "God, your mouth..."

I bobbed slowly, then faster. His hips jerked forward, once—instinctive, uncontrolled.

I pulled back and slapped his thigh. "Don't move unless I say."

He gritted his teeth and nodded.

I took him in again, deeper this time. My nose pressed to his skin. My spit coating his shaft. He moaned again—head tipped back against the door, one hand pressed to the wall like he might fall without it.

I sucked harder.

Wetter.

Filthier.

He looked down at me with glassy eyes and whispered, "I dreamed about this. Every night. Your lips... your tits bouncing. Your pussy. I came thinking about you so many times."

I moaned in response and felt him twitch against my tongue.

"No," I said, pulling off and stroking him with a slick hand. "Not yet. You're going to cum inside me tonight."

His eyes went wide. "Here?"

I smiled.

"Right here."

I stood slowly, my hand still wrapped around his thick, dripping cock.

"You want to bend me over and feel this married pussy take every inch of that fat cock?"

"Yes," he breathed. "God, yes."

I turned my back to him and walked toward the sink.

Bent over it.

I kept my heels on, legs spread just enough, ass pushed out, my back arched like I'd done this a thousand times. I didn't look at him. I let him look at me.

"You're going to fuck me right here, Frank," I said. "Hard. Fast. Like you've been dying for it since the party."

He moved behind me, his hands trembling as he ran them over the curve of my ass, then dipped between my thighs.

He growled softly. I felt the head of his cock slide between my folds, thick and hot, teasing my entrance.

"Don't tease," I warned. "Get in me."

He pushed forward.

Slow. Careful.

The head popped in and I gasped.

"More," I demanded. "I want all of it."

He drove in—inch by inch—filling me, stretching me, making me groan as the burn gave way to overwhelming pressure and pleasure.

I gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles white.

"Fuck," I moaned. "You're just as fat as I remembered."

His hands locked onto my hips.

He pulled back, then slammed into me.

I cried out—loud and guttural. My reflection in the mirror showed flushed skin, wild eyes, tits bouncing with each thrust.

He started to fuck me properly. Fast. Deep. No hesitation now.

The slap of skin echoed off the tile.

"Oh, fuck, Julie," he groaned. "You're gripping me so tight."

I moaned. 

"You're splitting me open."

He fucked harder. Rougher. His hips slammed into my ass, my thighs shaking as he pounded me.

I looked up and caught my own reflection—mouth open, hair a mess, my tits bouncing wildly, eyes full of filthy pleasure.

"I'm taking your cock like a whore," I moaned. 

He groaned louder.

I pressed back against him.

"Breed me," I hissed. "Fill this married pussy and walk back out like nothing happened."

He slammed into me once, twice—then grabbed my hair and pulled, angling me just right, and kept going.

The sink creaked. My moans turned to screams.

"Yes. Yes. Harder."

"You feel like heaven," he groaned. "Like you were made for me."

"I'm made for fucking," I growled. "Now don't you dare pull out."

"I'm gonna cum," he gasped. "Julie, I—"

"Give it to me."

He shoved deep one last time and came hard—grunting, pulsing, spilling inside me in thick waves.

I moaned as I felt it—every twitch, every spurt. My pussy clenched around him, milking him, soaking him, owning him.

We stayed like that—pressed together, breathless, wrecked.

Then I looked up, caught his gaze in the mirror, and smiled.

"Good boy."

We cleaned up fast, but not perfectly. My lipstick was smudged. My hair tousled. His shirt stuck to his chest in damp places where our bodies had collided. I adjusted my bra, slipped my panties back into place—still soaked—and fixed my blouse just enough to not look like I'd been fucked over a sink.

We stepped back into the hallway. Frank walked behind me, still dazed, still half-hard, still glowing with disbelief.

The music washed over us again as we returned to the bar.

Kevin was right where we left him. Seated, calm, one arm draped over the back of the booth, a half-drained glass of whiskey in his hand. He looked up when he saw us and gave me a slow, knowing smile.

His eyes drifted to Frank.

Took in the flushed face.

The unsteady gait.

The slight shake in his hands.

Kevin smirked. "You two take your time?"

Frank didn't answer. He couldn't.

I slid into the booth beside Kevin, kissed his cheek, and whispered, "He's good."

Kevin raised his eyebrows in amusement and turned to Frank.

"Well then," he said, lifting his glass. "Cheers to that."

Frank stood awkwardly at the edge of the table.

I reached for his hand and tugged him back down beside me.

"Stay a minute."

Kevin leaned in, voice lower now.

"You free the rest of the night?"

Frank blinked. "I... yeah."

Kevin gave a small nod.

"Good. Because Julie's not done with you."

Frank looked between us. His lips parted slightly.

"I don't... what do you mean?"

Kevin drained the last of his drink and set the glass down with a soft clink.

"You're coming home with us."

Frank's eyes widened.

"I am?"

Kevin grinned. "Unless you've got something better to do."

I leaned over and kissed Frank slowly. A soft, deep kiss. One that promised more heat, more noise, more everything.

When I pulled away, I whispered, "Let's go."

Frank just nodded.
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Kevin slid into the front seat of the cab like it was just any other night.

Frank and I took the back.

The second the door clicked shut behind me, I felt the shift. That buzzing, skin-tight tension, like a current running through the narrow space. Kevin gave the driver our address in that relaxed, polite tone he always used in public. Like nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

It was everything but ordinary.

I turned toward Frank as the car pulled away from the curb. The lights of the city washed over his face—blue, then orange, then fading into shadow. I reached over and rested my hand on his thigh. Firm. Deliberate.

He inhaled sharply.

The driver glanced up in the mirror, eyes flicking between the backseat and the front, clearly trying to figure out the arrangement.

I leaned closer to Frank.

"You never went limp, did you?" I whispered.

He shok his head, breath shallow.

"And I haven't stopped thinking about what your cock feels like inside me."

He groaned softly. "Julie..."

"Touch me," I said.

He hesitated. Only for a second.

Then his hand slid up my thigh, under my dress, his fingers brushing over the edge of my panties.

I gasped.

The cab driver's eyes snapped up to the mirror again. His brow furrowed.

I couldn't help but smirk.

I shifted in my seat, turned fully toward Frank, and kissed him. Open-mouthed, slow, tongue sliding against his while his fingers pressed over the damp center of my panties.

The cab driver cleared his throat.

Frank pulled back, flushed and breathing hard.

The driver glanced back again.

"So, uh... you two... married?"

Kevin answered from the front without missing a beat. "I am."

A beat of silence.

Then the driver asked, "To... her?"

Kevin chuckled.

"Yes."

The driver stared at the road ahead like he'd just entered a fever dream.

In the back, Frank's fingers slid my panties to the side and dipped in—just once. I bit down on his shoulder to stifle the moan.

"I'm going to ride you in front of him," I whispered, licking his ear. "And you're going to say the filthiest things about how he lets me."

Frank whispered, "Putain..." under his breath.

The cab driver didn't say another word for the rest of the ride.

The front door closed with a soft click behind us.

Inside, the house was dim and quiet. Kevin tossed his keys into the dish by the door and moved to the kitchen without a word, already reaching for the bottle of bourbon we usually saved for nights like this.

Frank stood awkwardly in the entryway, jacket still on, lips a little swollen from the cab ride. His hands fidgeted at his sides.

"Drink?" Kevin asked, already pouring.

"Yeah. Sure," Frank replied, voice dry.

I touched Frank's chest lightly and guided him toward the couch while Kevin poured two fingers of bourbon into three glasses. Frank sat, still unsure of the shape of the room. Of the rules.

That was my job.

I straddled his lap without asking and took the glass Kevin handed me, pressing it to Frank's lips for his first sip.

"You're not nervous," I said softly.

He nodded. "A little."

"You shouldn't be. You're not doing anything wrong."

Frank's eyes flicked toward Kevin, who leaned back against the kitchen counter, sipping his drink and watching us like he'd seen it all before.

"Kevin knows exactly what's about to happen," I said. "And so do I."

Frank swallowed.

I leaned in, close enough that my lips brushed his ear.

"But just in case you're confused, let me make it simple."

My fingers slid into his hair. His hands found my waist.

"I'm going to fuck you tonight, Frank. Every way I want to. Every way you remember. But with Kevin watching. Because that turns him on more than anything in the world."

Frank shivered.

I smiled.

"And while you're inside me, I want you to talk to him."

His eyes widened. "What?"

"Talk to him," I repeated. "Tell him what you're doing to his wife. Call him a cuck. A weak man. Make him hear it."

"I... why?"

I looked into his eyes and whispered, "Because it makes him hard."

Frank blinked.

I kissed his neck. "He wants to be humiliated. He wants to hear what a good little wife I am... spreading my legs for someone younger. Stronger. Better."

"Putain," Frank breathed, the word dragged low from his throat.

Kevin raised his glass from across the room.

Frank looked at him, really looked, and something clicked in his face.

Hunger.

Permission.

I slid off his lap and stood, holding my drink.

"Let's go to the bedroom."

Kevin smiled, set his glass down, and followed.

He already knew where he'd be sitting.

And what he was about to see.

The bedroom was dimly lit, warm, with the golden light from the hallway spilling just enough across the bed to make shadows dance.

I stood in the doorway and glanced back: Frank behind me, Kevin just a few steps further back, calm as ever. Slowly and gracefully, I stepped into the room and turned to face them.

"This is where it happens," I said. "Where you watch, Kevin. And where you, Frank, finally get to do everything you imagined."

Kevin nodded and crossed to the corner where his favourite armchair sat, angled perfectly to face the bed. He sat back, crossed his legs, and set his drink on the table beside him.

I pulled Frank into the room by the front of his shirt, lips brushing his jaw as I murmured, "He's not going to say a word, but I promise he won't miss a second."

Frank exhaled sharply.

I stepped back and reached for the hem of my dress.

Pulled it up slowly.

Let it rise over my hips, my ribs, my chest.

I didn't rush.

I peeled it off and let it fall in a soft heap to the floor.

Underneath, I wore nothing but a matching black thong and a sheer lace bra—delicate enough to be pointless, designed only to be seen.

Frank stared, breath shallow.

Kevin shifted in his chair.

I unclasped the bra and let it slip from my arms, exposing my breasts fully in the amber light.

Frank's mouth parted. "Putain..."

I stepped forward and hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my thong. Slid it down inch by inch until it dropped to the floor. I stood naked in front of him, every inch of me glowing, owning the space.

Then I reached for his belt.

Frank's breath hitched. I pulled his pants down, kissed his abdomen, then his hip, then stood again.

I pushed him back onto the bed.

Then I climbed on top.

His cock pressed hot and hard against my entrance, and I didn't wait.

I reached down, angled him just right, and sank onto him—slow, wet, deep.

We both groaned.

Behind us, in the chair, Kevin watched.

I locked eyes with him.

"Do you see what I do for you?" I whispered.

Kevin nodded, slowly. Calm, but flushed.

Frank moaned. "Oh, fuck..."

I rode him slowly, letting my hips rise and fall, letting my tits bounce for Kevin, letting the sound of our skin fill the room.

Frank's eyes were wide.

Kevin's eyes never left me.

"You like this?" I asked, turning to Kevin.

He nodded again, quietly. "She's all yours, Frank. For now."

Frank groaned again, French slipping out of him like breath—raw and reverent.

I leaned forward, grinding down harder, and whispered, "Don't hold back. He's watching because he wants you to ruin me."

I looked at Kevin.

"Tell him."

Kevin met my eyes and smiled.

"Ruin her."

I locked eyes with him as I rode Frank.

Not fast. Not messy.

Just slow.

Wet.

I leaned back on Frank's thighs, letting my hands trail up my own torso, cupping my breasts, squeezing them—offering them to the room. My nipples were tight and sensitive from earlier. I grazed them with my nails, watched Kevin watching me.

"Is this what you wanted to see?" I asked softly.

Kevin blinked once. His fingers twitched.

Frank let out a groan beneath me.

"You love this," I said, still to Kevin. "Don't you? Seeing me stretched open by someone else."

Kevin still didn't speak. But his hand dropped to his crotch.

I smiled.

Frank's hands were on my hips again now, more confident, guiding me as I moved.

"She's perfect," he murmured, voice low.

"She's mine," Kevin replied, voice quiet but firm.

Frank's hands tightened. I felt him grow harder inside me.

"Not tonight," Frank said.

The words hung in the air.

Kevin didn't argue.

I kept moving. Letting Frank's cock fill me again and again. Letting my body perform—tits bouncing, sweat building, every moan carefully measured.

Kevin unzipped.

His hand slid inside.

I smiled wider.

Frank saw it too.

"Does he always just sit and watch like that?" he asked.

"He loves it," I whispered. "He needs it."

Frank sat up slightly beneath me, hands sliding up to my breasts, cupping them, then squeezing them rougher now.

"Look at your husband," he said, louder. "Jacking off while I fuck you."

Kevin's grip tightened.

I moaned.

Frank leaned in and sucked one of my nipples deep into his mouth.

I cried out.

Kevin's hand was moving now, slow strokes, firm.

Frank looked past me—directly at him.

"You're pathetic," he said.

Kevin's breath caught.

Frank kissed my breast again. "You can't do this to her, can you?"

Kevin didn't answer.

"She needs a real man inside her."

His hips snapped upward, and I moaned loudly.

"She needs a young cock. A thick one. Not whatever you give her."

I threw my head back.

Kevin's rhythm sped up.

"Don't stop," I gasped. "Talk to him more."

Frank grinned against my breast.

“Je vais te la voler, Kevin,” he growled. “Tu la regardes pendant que je la baise mieux que toi jamais.”

I gasped as his hips thrust harder. Deeper.

I looked at Kevin.

His hand was still in his lap. Stroking now. Controlled. Focused. But his jaw was tight. His eyes darker.

I could tell he was close.

But he wouldn't cum yet.

He was saving it.

Feeding on this.

Frank looked over my shoulder at him again.

"She moans for me," he said. "She rides me like I own her. While you stroke yourself like the little husband you are."

Kevin exhaled slowly.

Still holding back.

Good.

I leaned forward, kissed Frank hard, and whispered, "Keep going. I want to see how far you can push him."

Frank growled and his cock felt thicker now—like it had swelled from power. From being allowed. From knowing Kevin was watching and touching himself while I rode another man.

I was still in control, but Frank was gaining confidence. His hands gripped my waist tighter, hips thrusting upward with more force. I kept my rhythm deliberate—tight and bouncing, designed for both of them.

"You feel that, Kevin?" Frank said, breathless, voice edged with rising cockiness. "That sound she makes every time I slam into her?"

The slap of our bodies echoed.

"She's dripping down my cock."

"Oui," he growled. "Elle adore ça. Elle en redemande."

I let my head fall back and moaned, loud and raw, giving them both everything.

Frank grabbed my hips and slammed up into me again.

"You just watch, don't you?" he said. "You just sit there and stroke your little cock while a real man fucks her properly."

Kevin didn't flinch, but his breath hitched. His rhythm picked up.

"Say it," I told Frank. "Say what you're doing to me."

"I'm fucking your wife, Kevin," Frank growled. “Je baise ta femme devant toi.”

I locked eyes with Kevin.

"You like that?" I said. "Hearing it from his mouth while I ride his thick cock?"

Kevin's hand worked harder. Faster.

"He can't stop me," Frank spat. "He can't take her back. Not when she moans like this for me."

He thrust again.

I cried out. "Yes—yes!"

Frank slapped my ass, once. The sound cracked through the room.

"She's not yours tonight. She's mine."

“Putain, je vais la remplir...”

I rode harder. Deeper.

"Cum for us," I gasped to Kevin. "Do it now."

Kevin groaned.... deep, from the chest. His whole body tensed.

His eyes locked on mine as his hand jerked twice more, then froze.

He came hard, spurting across his hand and stomach, silent but shaking. His jaw clenched. His eyes burned.

I moaned and ground down harder on Frank's cock as Kevin trembled, ruined in the chair across from us.

I smiled through it.

"Good boy."

Kevin sat for a long moment, catching his breath. Then he stood, cleaned himself quickly, and buttoned his shirt.

He met my eyes with a look of calm satisfaction.

Then, he walked out.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Frank flipped me onto my back like something primal had snapped.

As soon as Kevin left the room, Frank changed.

He flipped me onto my back with a grunt, hands everywhere—strong, commanding. His cock slapped wet and heavy against my thigh before he lined it up again and pushed inside. Hard. Deep.

I gasped.

There was no patience left. No performance. No more holding back for the audience. It was just him and me now—and he was ready to own me.

His hands pressed my thighs open as he drove into me like he was claiming land.

"C'est ça," he growled. "You feel that? That's what a real man gives you."

I moaned, back arching.

"I'll fuck you until he's nothing but a memory," he hissed.

He leaned over me, hips grinding deep, cock stretching me with every thrust. His face was close to mine, breath hot.

"You think he could ever fuck you like this?" he spat. "Your little cuck husband? Watching while I stretch you open?"

I moaned louder.

"He watches while I make you mine."

His hands caught my wrists, pinning them hard into the mattress above my head.

"You're mine now," he said, voice guttural. "I own this pussy. Not him."

His cock slammed into me again—harder. He shifted his hips to hit deeper, rougher. I cried out, body jerking with the force.

"You're fucking soaked," he growled. "You're dripping for the man who isn't your husband."

"Yes!" I gasped. "Yes, Frank—just like that!"

"I'll fill you so deep you'll forget his name."

He kissed me—rough, tongue plunging into my mouth like he wanted to fuck that too. His teeth scraped my lip. I tasted blood. I wanted more.

"You hear yourself?" he said, voice fierce. "You're moaning like a whore. My whore. Not his."

He pounded harder. My body rocked under him. Sweat beaded between our bodies, the scent of sex thick in the room.

"You married a cuck," Frank hissed. "A weak little man who jerks off while I ruin you. You think he could ever handle this pussy?"

He grabbed my hips and yanked me down harder on his cock.

"I'm going to leave you ruined," he whispered. "Loose. Marked. So stretched out he won't even recognize you."

My body started to tremble. The words. The rhythm. The way he believed it—it pushed me to the edge.

"I'm going to own you every time he fails," Frank growled. "Every time he watches, you'll remember it's me who fucks you right."

He kissed me again, smothering my moan with his mouth.

And then he pulled back.

But only to flip me over like I weighed nothing.

My cheek hit the sheets. My ass rose into the air, instinctive, needy. Before I could draw another breath, he grabbed my hips and shoved his cock back inside me—deeper now, fuller, the angle brutal.

I gasped, back arching, mouth falling open.

He let out a long, low groan behind me.

“Tu sens si bon,” he breathed. “Tellement serrée... tellement à moi.”

His hand came down hard on my ass—smack—the sting making me jolt and clench around him.

"Say it," he growled, voice animal. "Say whose pussy this is."

"Yours," I moaned. "Frank... fuck! It's yours!"

Another thrust. Rough. Deeper. A second slap.

"Louder."

"It's yours!" I cried. "This pussy's yours!"

He yanked my hair back, forcing my spine to arch, my throat to stretch.

"You think your little husband can fuck you like this?" he hissed.

"No!"

"You think he can make you scream?"

"No—never!"

"Then scream for me."

He slammed into me so hard I saw stars.

And I screamed.

"Frank! Oh, fuck—Frank! Your cock feels so good! So thick—so fucking thick!"

My nails clawed the sheets. My legs shook.

"I want all of it," I sobbed. "Every inch—own me, use me!"

He bent over me, voice a growl at my ear.

"He hears you," he whispered. "Through the wall. He's listening to you beg for my cock."

I whimpered. "Let him hear it. Let him hear what it sounds like when I'm fucked right."

Another thrust—hard. My body jolted forward on the bed.

"I'm going to breed you," he snarled. "You'll be full of my cum while he kisses your mouth goodnight."

"Yes—yes—please!"

"You're my little slut now. You love it. Say it."

"I'm your slut!" I screamed. "Your cock-hungry whore!"

He grabbed my waist tighter, pounded into me so hard the bedframe shook.

"You married a cuck," he spat. "And now he's listening to you scream for a real man."

And I did.

I screamed for Frank.

Over and over.

I screamed like a woman who had forgotten her vows, her husband, her name.

And I meant every word.

Frank collapsed beside me, breath wild, skin slick, but his cock was still hard. Still demanding. I looked over at him, dazed, flushed, my thighs trembling and slick with everything we'd done.

"Still hungry?" I asked.

He didn't speak.

Just grabbed me, flipped me over, and pulled me up over him.

His mouth was already on my pussy before I could breathe.

I cried out, hands bracing on the headboard as his tongue worked me in rough, hungry strokes. His hands gripped my ass hard, spreading me open, dragging me down onto his face.

I moaned, rocked against him.

And then I saw his cock—glistening, thick, pulsing just inches away.

I leaned forward, wrapped my lips around it, and took him into my mouth.

He groaned into me.

I moaned around him.

The 69 wasn't soft. It wasn't slow. It was pure need.

I sucked him like I wanted to drain him dry. My tongue circled his tip, then plunged deeper, throat stretching around that thick shaft as my fingers massaged the base.

He growled into my cunt—growled like an animal.

His tongue slipped inside me. Licked deeper. Faster. He moaned like a man starving for it, burying his face between my legs, sucking my clit like it belonged to him.

"Fuck—Frank—don't stop," I gasped between strokes.

I rode his mouth shamelessly, grinding against his face while my lips slid up and down his cock, my spit coating him.

He thrust gently into my mouth—testing, teasing.

I welcomed it.

My body was on fire. My legs trembling. My orgasm rising again like a wave I couldn't outrun.

And still he licked. Still he devoured. Still he claimed.

“Je t’ai dit que tu étais à moi,” he groaned into me. “Et je vais te le montrer encore...”

He grabbed my hips, pulled me harder against his face—and I came.

Hard.

My scream was muffled by his cock in my mouth as my body shook above him.

I collapsed forward, shuddering, every muscle gone.

But Frank wasn't finished.

He pushed me off gently. Rolled me beneath him.

And drove back into me with a growl.

His hands gripped my thighs, his forehead pressed to mine, his breath ragged and shaking. Every stroke slammed deep, his body heavy and desperate, my nails dug into his back as the bed rocked beneath us.

He groaned something low and broken in French—too slurred to catch—and I felt it: the twitch, the sudden jerk of his hips, the stretch as he came inside me again.

Hot. Full. Endless.

I gasped as he filled me.

Every pulse deep inside sent a wave of aftershocks through my spine. I wrapped my legs tighter around him. Held him there.

"Fuck," he breathed.

We didn't speak for a long time.

His body slowly relaxed on top of mine, both of us sticky with sweat, with cum, with everything we'd poured into the space between us.

Eventually, he pulled out. I winced—overused, swollen, gloriously wrecked.

He collapsed beside me.

We didn't even bother with the sheets.

My legs were still trembling.

His hand found mine.

And just like that, exhaustion caught up with us. Not the kind that just closes your eyes—but the kind that quiets your thoughts, softens the air, leaves only silence and skin.

I drifted.

My breath slowed.

My mind slipped between memory and pleasure and sleep.

And then... I felt it.

The bed shifting gently.

A hand—familiar—brushing hair from my forehead.

Warm lips pressed to my cheek.

Kevin.

He didn't say anything at first.

Just slid in behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist, his bare chest against my back, his hand over my belly.

He was calm. Whole. Loving.

And then he kissed my neck softly.

"I love you," he whispered.

I smiled in the dark, eyes still closed.

He kissed me again, breath against my ear.

"I love you more than you can ever imagine."

I reached back for his hand. Twined my fingers with his.

And let sleep take me.
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I was dreaming of being fucked.

Not clearly—just the sensation. A man behind me, cock thick and slow, pressing into me while his hand gripped my hip and his breath coasted over my shoulder. I was naked. My body sore and open. The rhythm deep. Unhurried. Delicious.

In the dream, I was moaning. Softly. My nipples tight. My mouth parted. I reached back for him, trying to pull him deeper, but every time I did, he'd pause—just enough to make me ache.

I murmured something. I don't even know what.

Then I shifted.

And the dream didn't fade.

My thighs were sticky. My skin warm. I could feel the sheets under me. The heat of a body behind me. And something else...

Fingers.

Moving inside me.

My eyes blinked open.

It was dark. Quiet.

Kevin's arm was draped across my waist. His breath was soft, steady. Deep in sleep.

But I wasn't dreaming.

The fingers were real.

I gasped—but not loud. My thighs tensed.

I tilted my head just enough to look over my shoulder.

Frank.

Awake. Lying beside me. His hand between my legs from behind

He met my eyes.

And smiled.

"Hi," he whispered, like it was the middle of the day and nothing was wrong.

"Frank... what are you..." I started, but his finger curled inside me.

I shuddered.

"Don't wake him," Frank murmured, leaning closer.

His fingers moved slower now. Deeper. Purposeful.

"You were moaning in your sleep," he whispered. "I couldn't help it. I thought you were begging for more."

I swallowed hard, lips parting as the pleasure stole my breath.

"I... I thought I was dreaming."

"You were," he said. "And now you're not."

He shifted, dragging his fingers through my slick folds, coating them.

"Still soaked," he whispered. "Still open."

I turned my face toward him, trying not to move too much under Kevin's weight.

Frank's eyes flicked to Kevin.

Then back to me.

"This makes it hotter," he said. "That he's right there. That you're going to let me fuck you again with him inches away."

I couldn't speak.

Frank reached for my hand, pulled it under the blanket, and placed it on his cock.

It throbbed against my palm. Already thick, already aching.

"You want it?" he breathed.

"Yes," I whispered.

"Then turn towards me. Slow. Quiet. Let me in again."

I shifted slowly, letting my body turn toward Frank, careful not to disturb Kevin's arm still draped over my waist.

Frank pulled the blanket higher, draping it loosely over us like it might protect us from the reality of what we were doing.

It didn't.

I was already wide open for him—wet, aching, and bare under the sheets. And now I was facing him, forehead to forehead, one of his hands cradling my thigh, guiding it over his hip.

His cock pressed against me, warm and swollen. We were close enough that I could feel every twitch of him against my slick skin.

"Ready?" he whispered.

I nodded. Breathless.

He reached down and angled himself.

And then—slowly, so slowly—he pushed forward.

I gasped into his mouth as the thick head parted me, slipping in inch by inch.

The stretch was just as intense as earlier. Maybe more. My body remembered him. Welcomed him. But still fought to take his size.

"Fuck," I whispered.

He kissed me. Gentle. Deep.

Then pushed again.

I bit my lip to hold in the moan as he filled me. Completely. All the way to the base.

We both froze.

Just breathing.

His cock pulsed inside me. My cunt clenched tight around him.

He whispered, "You're so fucking wet."

I could only nod. Every inch of me was trembling—half from the sensation, half from the danger.

Kevin's breath was still slow. Still asleep.

But we were fucking. Inches away.

Frank pulled back just slightly, then pushed back in. Slow. Deep. Measured.

I gasped again.

"This is insane," I whispered.

"This is perfect," he replied. "You're his wife. His woman. And right now, your cunt is mine again."

He thrust again—still slow, still careful—but the pressure was building.

"You feel that?" he said, teeth grazing my ear. "You feel that thick cock deep in you while your husband sleeps beside us?"

I moaned, barely holding back.

"You're the filthiest woman I've ever touched," he whispered. "And I fucking love it."

I kissed him to stay quiet.

And then rocked my hips, inviting more.

Frank's hands were firm on my hips now, guiding me gently as he moved in and out of me beneath the blanket. We were still lying on our sides, hidden, tangled, careful—but it wasn't enough.

I needed more.

I slipped a hand between us, pressing against his chest.

"Lie back," I whispered.

His brow raised, a breathless smirk pulling at his lips, but he obeyed—rolling slowly onto his back, letting his cock slide from me with a wet pull.

I slowly put Kevin's arm back over his chest. Then I straddled Frank, careful and quiet, the covers still draped over us like a cocoon. My knees sank into the mattress. My hands planted on his chest. His cock stood hard between us, shining in the dim light.

"Julie..." he whispered. "Fuck..."

I reached down, took him in my hand, and positioned him.

Then, with a slow exhale, I sank back down.

The stretch was exquisite.

I couldn't help the moan that escaped—but I smothered it quickly in the crook of my arm as I settled all the way down on him.

Frank's head fell back. His hands gripped my thighs like he needed something to hold on to.

And I began to ride him.

Slow. Deep. Careful.

But steady.

The blanket slipped from my shoulders, exposing my back to the cool air. My breasts hung heavy as I rolled my hips, biting back whimpers.

I looked to my left.

Kevin.

Still asleep.

His chest rose and fell slowly. One hand tucked under the pillow. One resting beside him on the bed.

He was peaceful.

Unaware.

And I was bouncing gently on Frank's thick cock right next to him.

The thrill of it made my body burn hotter.

"Look at him," Frank whispered. "Still dreaming. No idea you're fucking someone else again."

"Shut up," I whispered, trying not to giggle.

"You love it," he breathed. "You love riding cock next to your husband like a good little cheating wife."

I leaned forward, one hand on Frank's chest, the other gripping his shoulder.

"I'm a slut," I whispered into his neck.

"Say it again."

"I'm a slut."

"Who's slut?"

"Yours," I gasped.

He grabbed my hips tighter, pulling me down harder.

"You ride like you've forgotten he's even there."

I looked over again.

Kevin stirred slightly—just enough to make me freeze.

Then settled again.

Still asleep.

I was already trembling.

My body slick with sweat, my skin flushed, my pussy soaking his cock with every downward stroke. But it was Frank—his grip, his words, the evil in his voice—that was breaking me apart.

I rode him slower now, grinding deep, grinding wet—but he wasn't content to lie back and let me take control. His hands clamped down hard on my hips, pulling me down as he fucked up into me with sharp, ruthless thrusts.

"Don't slow down now," he whispered, voice a dangerous rasp. "You're not done. Not even close."

I bit my lip hard, trying not to cry out as his cock hit deep and rough.

"You feel that?" he growled. "That's your husband's bed you're creaming all over."

I whimpered.

"That's his pillow under your knees. His blanket around us. And his pathetic little body still sleeping right next to us."

His words slammed into me almost as hard as his hips.

"Frank—please," I whispered, barely able to speak.

"Please what?" he sneered. "Please don't tell him what a slut you are?"

He thrust again. I gasped.

"Please don't tell him you're letting me fuck you raw again while he lies there like a fucking idiot?"

"Stop," I gasped. "You're—"

"Tell me you love it," he hissed. "Tell me you love sneaking cock behind his back."

I tried to stay quiet, but my body betrayed me—rocking harder now, grinding into every thrust, chasing it.

"You think he could ever fuck you like this?" he whispered. "He's too soft. Too slow. He watches like a good little boy while I use what he can't handle."

He pulled my hair, just enough to make me gasp.

"You want to cum on another man's cock again, right under his nose?"

"Yes," I moaned.

He grinned. "God, you're filthy."

He sat up suddenly, wrapping an arm around my waist and dragging me closer. His other hand slid to my throat, fingers wrapping gently, firmly—just enough to hold me still as he began to fuck up into me faster.

The sound of our bodies filled the room. Slick. Wet. Urgent.

"You don't even care if he wakes up, do you?" Frank spat. "You want him to see how good I wreck you."

My eyes rolled back as his cock hit deep again.

"Frank—fuck—I'm gonna—"

"Do it," he growled. "Cum for the man who's not your husband. Again."

I came with my whole body—back arched, muscles shaking, mouth open in a silent scream. I bit into his shoulder just to keep from crying out.

And still he fucked me.

Through the aftershocks.

Through the trembling.

Through the high.

He held me up, panting into my neck, cock still buried inside me, twitching.

But we both froze when we heard it.

A shift.

The softest inhale beside us.

Everything stopped.

Frank's cock was still deep inside me. My body was still shaking from the orgasm. But my breath caught—my whole chest froze—as I turned my head slowly toward the other side of the bed.

Kevin stirred.

His eyes fluttered open.

He blinked once. Then again.

Then he saw us.

Me—straddling Frank, covered in sweat, flushed and trembling.

Frank—gripping my hips, his cock still buried deep, a sheen of exertion on his skin, his eyes wide.

And Kevin... just watched.

For a moment, no one moved.

Then he exhaled slowly.

And smiled.

My mouth parted.

"Hi," I whispered.

Kevin shifted onto his side, adjusting the blanket around his hips. His eyes didn't leave me. They didn't need to.

"I knew it," he said softly. "You couldn't stay still."

Frank chuckled breathlessly beneath me. "She begged for it."

Kevin's hand slid down over the blanket, slowly pulling it back, exposing the hardness waiting underneath.

He was already hard.

Already aching.

"You've been fucking her long?" he asked casually.

Frank kissed my shoulder. "Long enough to make her cum twice."

Kevin nodded, as if that was expected.

"Are you close?" he asked him.

Frank grinned. "Getting there."

Kevin's hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly.

I watched.

The scene felt surreal—like a dream.

Kevin watching me be fucked. Again. Inches away. Eyes dark, calm, full of want.

I moaned and started moving my hips again, slowly grinding down on Frank's cock.

"I didn't want to wake you," I said to Kevin.

"You didn't," he murmured. "But I'm glad I'm awake now."

Frank's hands slid over my waist, helping me move again.

Kevin's eyes stayed locked on mine as I rode Frank in silence.

"Is this what you needed?" Kevin asked me.

I nodded. "So much."

His hand moved faster.

"You look perfect like that. Used. Open."

I leaned forward, still fucking Frank, and reached across the bed—my hand curling around Kevin's wrist, then his cock.

"You're hard for me?"

"I always am when you're being a filthy wife," he whispered.

I kissed him.

Soft. Deep. Open-mouthed.

And Frank moaned as he thrust up into me harder now.

I gasped into Kevin's mouth, then kissed him again.

Under me, Frank growled.

"She's mine right now," he hissed.

Kevin smiled against my lips.

"I know."

"Say it."

Kevin broke the kiss and met my eyes again.

"She's yours, Frank. Ruin her."

Frank pulled my hips down hard—and I came again, still kissing my husband.

Frank's grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into my skin as he started to fuck up into me again—harder now, faster, chasing his own edge with no more need for quiet.

Kevin was still lying beside us, watching every thrust, every bounce of my tits, every tremble of my thighs.

I leaned across the space between them and kissed Kevin again—wet, open, messy—while Frank pounded me from below.

Each thrust made me moan into Kevin's mouth.

Each slap of skin against skin echoed through the room.

"Fuck," Kevin whispered, his breath hot against my cheek. "You look so perfect like this."

I whimpered into the kiss.

"Getting filled while you kiss your husband," Frank growled. "You love it."

"I do," I gasped, pulling back just long enough to moan loud as Frank slammed up into me again.

"She's dripping," he spat. "So fucking wet. She's made for this."

Kevin reached up and cupped my breast, thumb brushing my nipple, watching my face as Frank thrust again and again beneath me.

"You're going to cum again, aren't you?" he whispered.

I nodded frantically.

Frank's cock hit that deep, aching spot, and I bucked forward, crying out.

Kevin caught my mouth with his, swallowing the sound as I shattered again—clenching around Frank, legs shaking, body wracked with wave after wave of orgasm.

"I've got you," Kevin whispered, his hand on my cheek.

"She's milking me," Frank groaned. "Fuck—I'm gonna—"

"Not yet," I panted, still gasping against Kevin's lips.

Frank growled beneath me. "Then keep riding me."

Frank's rhythm was brutal now—his grip like iron on my hips, his cock slamming into me with punishing force. My thighs burned from holding on. My body was slick, spent, and still begging for more.

I was crying out with every stroke, lips parted against Kevin's cheek, and he just held me there—arms around me, breathing me in like I was his... even as I was being fucked by someone else.

"You love this, don't you?" Frank snarled at me. "Being stretched open on another cock while your husband watches."

I couldn't answer. I could barely breathe.

He grabbed one of my breasts and squeezed hard.

"Say it," he growled. "Say you fucking love this."

"I love it," I gasped. "God, I love it."

Frank thrust deeper.

"You love my cock."

"Yes."

"Say it like you mean it."

I hesitated.

Kevin was watching—his hand still wrapped around himself, stroking slow, his eyes locked on mine.

Frank slapped my tit, hard.

"Say it."

"I love your cock!" I cried, loud and raw.

"Say it's better."

I shook my head.

Another slap.

"Say it."

My body jerked. My voice broke.

"It's better," I moaned. "It's better than his. Your cock is better!"

Kevin's eyes darkened. His grip tightened.

Frank groaned under me, hips jerking faster.

"She's saying it with you right there, Kev. While I'm fucking her deeper than you ever have."

"Frank—fuck—" I whimpered.

"Tell him who owns your pussy."

I met Kevin's gaze as Frank pounded up into me.

"You do," I moaned. "You own my pussy. It's yours."

Frank grunted.

And then he slammed into me—once, twice—deep and punishing.

And came.

I felt it flood me, thick and hot, spilling into every inch.

Frank gasped, shaking, still gripping me like he needed to root his cock in place.

"I just claimed your wife," he hissed. "And she begged for it."

Kevin's hand never stopped moving.

I collapsed forward, breathless, still pulsing around Frank's cock, full of everything he just gave me.

And I didn't feel guilty.

Not for a second.

I couldn't move.

Frank's cock was still inside me, twitching in the last spasms of his orgasm, his arms limp around my hips. I was trembling—used, full, soaked between my thighs.

Kevin was still beside me, stroking himself slowly, eyes fixed on the mess I had become.

Then he let go of his cock and reached for me instead.

His hands were warm. Familiar. Anchoring.

He guided me gently off of Frank, who groaned and let his softening cock slide free with a wet sound that made me clench instinctively. I whimpered, the stretch leaving me aching and hollow.

Kevin caught me as I fell into him.

He pulled the blanket over us, wrapping me in his arms.

I didn't say a word.

Neither did he.

He didn't ask me to explain. He didn't need to. He'd seen it all. Heard everything. Even the words I knew cut deep.

But he still held me.

His hand smoothed the hair from my damp forehead. His lips brushed my temple. He pulled me in close, letting my legs tangle with his, his warmth against the stickiness between my thighs.

I finally opened my mouth.

"I—"

"Shhh," he whispered.

His hand traced lazy circles across my back.

And then he kissed my cheek—slow, soft, no heat.

Just love.

"I love you," he murmured.

I swallowed hard.

"I love you more than you can ever imagine."

I closed my eyes, breathing in the scent of him—salt, skin, something grounding.

And just like that, I slipped under.

Full. Claimed. Held.

And more his than I had ever been.

The sun through the blinds was too bright for how little sleep we'd had.

I pulled on one of Kevin's shirts and nothing else. My thighs still ached. I could feel the weight of Frank's cum with every step, still tucked inside me like a souvenir from the night.

The scent of coffee drifted in from the kitchen. I heard dishes. Kevin was already making breakfast—whistling softly to himself.

I turned back to the hallway.

Frank was standing near the guest room door, fully dressed now, shoes in hand, face unreadable.

"Hey," I said softly.

He looked up.

I crossed to him, bare legs brushing against denim. "Last night..." I started, then paused.

He raised an eyebrow.

"You were incredible."

He smirked. "You didn't seem disappointed."

"I wasn't." I stepped closer. "I meant every moan. Every scream. Every time I said 'yes.'"

His smirk deepened.

"But when I said your cock was better? When I told you that you owned me?" I tilted my head. "That was part of the game."

He blinked.

"No one," I said, slowly, "no one competes with Kevin."

Frank's smile faltered, just for a second.

"You're the difference," I said. "Exactly what I need. What he gives me permission to need. You're perfect in the role I want you in. You're strong. Filthy. Rough. You fuck like you were born to ruin wives."

He looked me over. "But not yours?"

"Not all of me," I whispered. "Never all of me."

His tongue touched the inside of his cheek.

"You still want me to call you a whore while I'm inside you?"

I smiled. "Absolutely."

I leaned in. Kissed him softly.

Then pulled back and glanced toward the kitchen.

"Now," I said, brushing invisible lint from his chest, "go in there."

He raised a brow.

"Say thank you," I said.

"For?"

"For sharing his wife."

Frank stared at me.

Then laughed quietly. "You're unbelievable."

"Not unbelievable," I said. "Just very loved. And very well-fucked."

He gave me one last look—half amused, half amazed—then turned, walked into the kitchen, and did exactly what I told him to.
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The front door clicked softly behind Frank, and the house was quiet again.

I wrapped my hands around my coffee mug, still warm. Kevin had brewed the first pot while I’d been in the shower, and he’d done it just the way I liked—too strong, slightly sweet, dark as sin.

I was wearing only one of his shirts. Nothing underneath. My thighs still sticky from the night before. My pussy aching in the best way.

Kevin stood by the sink, barefoot, arms folded, his expression unreadable except for the slight upturn of his lips.

He looked at me for a long second.

Then: “So.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“That whole cuckold humiliation thing,” he said, lips twitching. “Where did that come from?”

I smirked over my coffee. “What, it didn’t sound like something you’d like?”

“We’ve never talked about it,” he said, stepping closer. “And then there you are—on top of Frank, moaning that he owns your pussy while I’m sitting there watching and jerking off.”

“And did you stop me?”

He smiled. “I didn’t want to.”

“I figured,” I said softly, “if you liked giving me away, you might also like hearing it.”

He didn’t respond right away. Just looked at me. Then he stepped close enough to run a finger gently down my arm.

“I did,” he said.

“Thought so.”

He kissed my temple. “We should stop pretending we don’t want more.”

I tilted my head. “More?”

“More fantasies,” he said. “More truth. No filters.”

I nodded. “Okay. You first.”

Kevin leaned against the counter, watching me like he was studying something sacred and dangerous.

“I want to see you have sex in public.”

I blinked. “Flirting?”

“No,” he said. “Fucking. Real sex. Somewhere people might see. Somewhere they will see.”

I swallowed.

“Like that old man outside the gym,” he added. “You remember him?”

I smiled slowly. “The one who stood there and watched?”

Kevin nodded. “That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever heard.”

I felt my body react instantly. A throb low in my stomach. A heat curling in my chest.

“I want to see you bent over a table in a bar bathroom,” he said, voice lower. “With the music pounding and strangers walking past the door. Or on your knees in the woods while hikers pass.”

“While you watch?” I asked, breath catching.

“Always.”

I set my coffee down. “Your turn to ask.”

He didn’t hesitate. “What do you want?”

“I want an old man.”

Kevin blinked. “How old?”

“Old-old,” I said. “Not just silver fox. I want bald. Wrinkled. The kind of man who’d never imagine a woman like me would even look at him.”

Kevin’s eyebrows rose.

I grinned. “I want to seduce someone completely unexpected. See the shock in their eyes when I get on my knees.”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “Filthy.”

I raised my brows. “Jealous?”

“Turned on,” he said. “A lot.”

I took a breath. “And?”

His smile faded into something darker. Hungrier.

“I want to see you surrounded,” he said. “More than one man. Not a line, not a gangbang in some porn cliché—yours. Chosen. Three, maybe four. All of them touching you at once. All of them wanting in.”

I clenched.

“Pushing you to your limit,” he continued. “One in your mouth while another fucks you. Then another takes your ass while you ride the first one again. And I want to be right there the whole time—watching you take all of them.”

“Would you touch yourself?”

“I’d come without needing to,” he said.

I reached across the counter, took his hand, and brought it to my cheek.

“Then we’ll make it happen.”

His thumb brushed my lips.

“We’re really doing this, aren’t we?”

I nodded.

“Wide open now,” I whispered. “No secrets.”

His voice dropped.

“Then let’s see just how far we can go.”

I got to the gym late. As usual.

The lights had dimmed into their after-hours glow, and the floor was nearly empty—just one guy by the rowers and someone stretching near the mirrored wall. I walked in without much fanfare, tossing my bag into the usual locker and pulling my hoodie over my head.

Leggings. Sports bra. No plan. No makeup. Just sweat, motion, and the kind of mood that needed movement.

And then I saw him.

Tyrese.

Leaning against the squat rack, towel around his neck, grinning like he’d already won something.

He didn’t say anything at first. Just lifted his chin in that quiet, cocky way he did when he saw me.

“Look who decided to show up,” he said as I passed him.

I smirked. “Gotta keep you on your toes.”

We didn’t need a warm-up.

We barely needed a word.

Forty minutes later, we were back in the showers. No schedule. No hesitation. Just wet tile, slippery skin, and the sharp, rhythmic slap of bodies meeting again.

It was fast. It was hard. It was exactly what it had to be.

When he pulled out and let the water rush over both of us, he laughed—deep, chesty, full of satisfaction.

“Damn,” he said. “You are way too much woman for one man.”

I leaned back against the wall, grinning. “You’re just figuring that out now?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think I’m ever going to.”

Still flushed, still pulsing, I looked at him and said, “Want to know something filthy?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Always.”

I dried a little water from my chest and said it casually—too casually.

“I’ve been thinking about a gangbang.”

He froze.

Then gave that slow, low chuckle. “You’re trouble.”

“Just a fantasy,” I said, wrapping the towel around myself. “Relax.”

He reached for his towel too, but didn’t look away. “That could be arranged.”

I rolled my eyes, already walking. “Sure it could.”

He didn’t laugh.

I gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, light and easy, then turned toward the exit.

Didn’t even look back.

Because I figured he was joking.

I really thought he was joking.

I had just opened my car door when I heard footsteps and the soft jingle of a leash behind me.

I turned.

And there he was.

The old man from that night outside the gym—walking the same little dog, wearing the same light jacket and easy smile. He stopped a few feet from me, his dog sitting obediently at his heel, tail wagging like it knew something.

“Well, now,” he said, tilting his head. “Didn’t expect to get this lucky again.”

I smiled. “Evening stroll?”

“Every night,” he said, patting the dog’s head. “He insists. Spoiled rotten. Name’s Benny.”

“I’m Julie.”

“Walter,” he said, offering a polite nod. “And Benny, of course.”

I crouched and scratched the dog’s ears. “He’s sweet.”

“He’s nosy,” Walter said. “But he has excellent taste in places to stop.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean the other night.”

He gave a sheepish grin. “Let’s just say you gave an old man something very special to think about.”

I leaned against the car, letting my gym top dip just a little. “You enjoyed the view?”

“I did,” he said, not pretending otherwise.

I looked at him—really looked. His skin was weathered, lined in a way that spoke of laughter and years, not weakness. His eyes were sharp. Curious. Hungry in a way that made me throb, just slightly.

“I have a thing,” I said casually, “for older men who aren’t afraid to look.”

He cleared his throat, caught off guard—but not uncomfortable. “Is that right?”

“And,” I added, “who know how to keep a secret.”

Walter laughed, warm and low. “My lips are sealed.”

“No promises,” I teased.

We stood like that for a moment. Just quiet enough to be charged. His gaze was still on me, open and appreciative, but not crass.

I pulled out a scrap of receipt paper from my gym bag and found a pen.

“I’m not offering anything tonight,” I said, scribbling quickly, “but if you ever want to talk—about dogs or... other things.”

I held it out.

He took it like I’d handed him something rare.

“Thank you,” he said softly. “I mean that.”

“Text me,” I said, sliding into the seat, letting my leg stay bare a moment longer than necessary. “Or don’t.”

“I will,” he said, eyes bright.

I winked and pulled the door closed, leaving him and Benny under the soft glow of the streetlamp.

And when I looked in the mirror as I backed out, he was still standing there—smiling.

A few days passed before I saw him again.

Same gym, same time. I was just stepping out into the dusk, post-workout glow still clinging to my skin, when I spotted him near the sidewalk—Walter, walking Benny again. He waved when he saw me, a familiar twinkle in his eyes.

“Twice in one week,” he said as I walked up.

“Careful,” I smiled. “I’ll start thinking you’re stalking me.”

He chuckled. “Just lucky, I suppose.”

We fell into step for a moment. Benny sniffed around a patch of hedges, tail wagging lazily.

“You always walk him alone?” I asked.

He nodded. “My wife doesn’t move around like she used to. Bad hip. But she likes when I get out of the house.” His voice softened. “She’s got her books, her knitting, and more patience than I deserve.”

I glanced at him. “And the rest of the time?”

“We’ve got two grown boys,” he said. “Grandkids, too. I’m officially retired, but I swear they keep me busier now than when I was working.”

I smiled. “You seem like the kind who still makes time for mischief.”

He gave me a sidelong look. “Only when properly invited.”

The street was quiet. My car waited just ahead.

“Where do you live?” I asked, casually.

He pointed a few blocks down. “Not far.”

“Want a ride?”

He hesitated, just long enough for me to add, “You can even bring Benny.”

Walter grinned. “If you’re sure.”

I opened the back door and let Benny hop in. Walter climbed into the passenger seat, buckling in with a quick glance over at me.

“You’re full of surprises, Julie.”

“You haven’t seen half of them.”

The ride was short but quiet—the kind of silence that isn’t awkward, just charged. As we pulled into his driveway, I eased the gear into park but didn’t move to get out.

Walter turned to me.

And something passed between us.

I reached out and placed my hand on his. “You still thinking about the other night?”

He swallowed. “Every day.”

I leaned closer, lips near his ear. “Would you like to see more?”

He looked at me, eyes hungry.

“Right here?”

I nodded.

He didn’t touch me—yet.

But his eyes asked permission with every inch they traced.

I pulled my hoodie zipper down, slowly. Just enough to bare the edge of my sports bra. Then I slid the strap off my shoulder, guiding his hand to rest against the swell of my breast, letting him feel me through the fabric.

His hand trembled. But it stayed.

I leaned in, close enough for him to smell me. “Next time,” I whispered, “if you’re good—I’ll show you what else my mouth can do.”

His fingers flexed.

I kissed his cheek and sat back, smiling.

“Go on,” I said softly. “You’ve got a dog waiting.”

He blinked like he’d just come out of a trance, opened the door, and stepped out. Benny followed obediently.

Walter turned back, flushed and grinning.

“I’ll be good,” he said.

I laughed and pulled out of the driveway, heart pounding with possibility.

I was bent over the arm of the couch, breathing hard, knees shaking.

Kevin had just finished inside me—still gripping my hips, chest pressed to my back, breath hot in my ear. The voice he’d used all night—rough, aged, shameless—still echoed in my head.

“You dirty little thing,” he’d growled while thrusting into me. “Letting an old man take you in public like this. Letting him ruin you...”

It had made me wild. I’d come gripping the armrest, gasping into the cushions while Kevin came right after, groaning into the curve of my neck.

Now we lay tangled in the throw blanket, our skin still slick, catching our breath. The room was warm with afterglow. My body hummed.

Kevin reached across, brushing damp hair from my cheek. “Was that how you imagined it?”

I turned my face to him and smiled. “Almost. You’re too hot to play an old man.”

He smirked. “Should I bring a cane next time?”

“If you can still fuck like that with it? Please do.”

We both laughed, lazy and sated.

And then I hesitated.

He noticed. “What is it?”

I traced a finger over his chest. “I’ve been thinking about Walter.”

Kevin didn’t flinch. He waited.

“He’s older. Sweet. Almost shy. But there’s something about the way he looks at me. It’s not like the others. It’s... reverent.”

“You want him?”

“I think I do,” I said. “But not here. Not planned. Not in our space.”

He nodded slowly. “So let it happen naturally.”

“You’d be okay with that?”

Kevin leaned in and kissed my temple. “I want you to have the moments that feel right. If it happens, it happens. Just tell me everything after.”

My smile spread slowly.

No schedule. No rules.

Just permission.

I didn’t know when I’d see Walter again. But if I did—and if the world tilted just right—I’d give him the moment he didn’t even know he’d been waiting for.

And Kevin would be the first to know.
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It had been a regular session—at least on the surface. Sweat clung to my skin, my heart was pounding from the last set, and Tyrese's eyes were all over me. He wasn't even trying to hide it anymore. The gym was thinning out, just a few scattered regulars left on the treadmills and weight racks.

He came up behind me during my stretches, his voice low and close.

"Looking strong tonight."

I glanced over my shoulder. "Feeling strong."

He chuckled, then lowered his voice even more. "Feeling bold?"

I turned to face him fully. "What's that supposed to mean?"

Tyrese didn't answer right away. He scanned the room, then nodded toward the hallway that led to the private training corner. "Come here a second."

Curious, pulse quickening, I followed him down the corridor and into a side alcove between the cardio room and the back lockers. No one else was there. Just the low thrum of bass through the walls and the distant clink of weights.

He leaned one arm against the wall and looked down at me.

"I've been thinking about something you said," he murmured.

I raised an eyebrow. "You'll have to narrow it down."

"That night. After we fucked in the shower. You said something about a fantasy."

It took a second.

And then I remembered.

"I've always wondered what it would be like to take more than one man at a time."

My breath caught slightly, but I didn't look away. "So?"

"So," he said, "I wasn't sure you were serious."

"And?"

"I hope you are," he said quietly. "I've got three friends—tight with me. All Black. All experienced. We've done this kind of thing before. Group stuff. Same girl. Not just random. Controlled. Hot."

He leaned a little closer, his voice a touch more gravel.

"They've always dreamed of doing it with a woman like you. Older. Confident. White. Filthy."

My thighs clenched at the word.

"I told them about you," he said. "They're interested. But I had to ask first. Was it just a fantasy? Or something you'd really want?"

I stared up at him, speechless for half a second.

He was serious.

And the thought of four hungry, hard men surrounding me—of Kevin watching as they took me—hit me like lightning in my chest.

"I..." I swallowed. "I don't know."

Tyrese smiled. "Think about it. Don't say no yet. But if you want it—we'll make it unforgettable."

Then he reached out and tugged the waistband of my leggings just slightly, fingertips brushing over the curve of my ass.

"You'd look insane between all of us," he whispered. "Like you were made for it."

He let the waistband snap back, then walked off like nothing had happened.

And I stood there, heart racing, soaking through my panties, already needing to tell Kevin everything.

I couldn't get Tyrese's voice out of my head the whole drive home.

Three of his friends. All experienced. All hungry. All wanting me.

By the time I walked through the front door, I was soaked again—and not from the gym.

Kevin was in the kitchen, prepping something on the stove. When I stepped in and dropped my bag, he glanced back and saw my face.

He knew.

He set the spoon down. "You're flushed."

"I ran into Tyrese."

Kevin didn't speak. He just waited, steady and open.

"In the gym hallway," I said. "He asked me if I was serious."

"About?"

I leaned on the counter, watching his eyes. “The gangbang fantasy.”

His brow lifted just slightly. "He brought it up?"

I nodded. "He said he has three friends. Guys he trusts. They've done it before. They're into it. He said they've always wanted someone like me."

Kevin set the heat to low and came over to me, drying his hands.

"And what did you say?"

"I didn't say yes," I said quickly. "But... I didn't say no."

He reached out, brushing a damp strand of hair off my cheek. "You're shaking."

"I'm soaked," I whispered. "I've been wet since he said it."

Kevin exhaled. "Tell me how it would go."

"They'd come here," I said. "Tyrese. Three of his friends. They'd take me. Use me. All of them. You'd watch."

Kevin's jaw tightened. "Would they hurt you?"

"No," I said. "He said they'd done it before. It would be controlled. Wild—but safe."

He cupped my jaw. "And you'd want that?"

"I don't know," I breathed. "It terrifies me. But it turns me on so much I can't think straight."

"Say it."

"I want four black cocks," I whispered. "I want to be their white whore for a night."

Kevin groaned, pulled me tight, kissed me hard.

Then he picked me up, carried me to the bedroom, and laid me down like he couldn't wait another second.

He didn't take his time.

He ate me with hunger. Fucked me hard. Called me a filthy, slutty wife who needed to be gang-used.

And I came twice just from the idea.

—-
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The doorbell rang just past nine.

Kevin was already in the living room. He wore jeans, a dark T-shirt, and a glass of wine in hand. Calm. Focused. Watching the door like it was the edge of something new.

I was in a silk robe, nothing underneath.

I walked barefoot across the floor and opened the door.

Tyrese stood there, flanked by three young men I'd never seen before—but instantly understood.

All of them were tall. Fit. Their skin ranged from deep caramel to rich obsidian. One had tattoos running down his arms; another wore a gold chain and a smirk like he'd already been inside me. They were dressed casual, confident: hoodies, sneakers, quiet hunger in their eyes.

They looked me over.

And I felt like a present about to be unwrapped.

"You must be the friends," I said with a smile.

Tyrese grinned. "Boys, this is Julie."

They each said their names. Darius. Malik. Trey.

I repeated them aloud, slowly, letting each one linger on my tongue.

Kevin stepped forward and shook their hands.

"Drink?" he asked.

They nodded. I poured four glasses of wine and handed them out while Kevin leaned against the far wall—watching. Quiet. A presence.

They all sat around the living room, but their eyes never left me.

"You know why you're here," I said, sauntering to the centre of the room. "You're not here to date me. Or seduce me."

They were silent.

"You're here because I asked for this. You're here because I want you. All of you."

Trey shifted in his seat. Malik cleared his throat. Darius stared directly at my breasts.

"But there are rules," I said. "I'm in charge. You do nothing unless I want it. If I say stop, you stop."

They all nodded.

"And Kevin?" I turned to look at him. "My husband is here to watch. Because he loves seeing me taken. Hard."

I untied the knot at my waist and let the robe fall.

It hit the floor and pooled at my feet.

I was naked. Entirely.

My nipples were already tight, and I felt the flush creep up my chest as four sets of eyes swept over me in complete, stunned silence.

No one spoke.

Darius licked his lips.

Trey let out a low, reverent "Goddamn."

Tyrese's jaw flexed.

And Malik—still closest—reached out slowly, like he wasn't sure I was real.

"You... You're incredible," he whispered.

I smiled and stepped forward just slightly, letting the light catch every curve. Hips soft, breasts full, thighs parted just enough.

"I want to be touched," I said.

That was all it took.

Malik's hands were first—warm and broad, sliding over my hips, up my waist, then cupping both breasts like he was weighing a gift. He brushed his thumbs across my nipples, and I moaned softly in response.

Darius came next, stepping behind me and tracing his fingers down my spine, then gripping the swell of my ass with both hands. "White girls don't look like this," he muttered. "You're built for fucking."

I tilted my head back against him, letting his mouth find my neck while Malik continued playing with my tits.

Trey and Tyrese stepped in too—hands, mouths, fingers. I was surrounded. Stroked. Kissed. Every inch of me touched, squeezed, worshipped.

Trey knelt and pressed his lips to the inside of my thigh. "She smells like heaven," he said. "Can I—?"

"Touch me," I whispered. "Everywhere."

They did.

They took turns kneading, tasting, teasing. My breasts passed from mouth to mouth, lips pulling gently, tongues swirling over my nipples. My ass was slapped, stroked, grabbed. My thighs were parted wider. Fingers grazed my slit, slick and ready.

I glanced toward Kevin.

He was sitting in the chair, unmoving, his eyes locked on mine. His cock strained against his jeans, but he hadn't touched himself.

Yet.

"Tell them what I am," I said.

His voice was quiet. Rough.

"She's my wife. And she's your white whore tonight."

A moan escaped me. I leaned my head back, one hand gripping Trey's hair while Malik dipped between my thighs, running a thick finger along my slit.

They were ready.

And so was I.

Trey's cock was already thick and glistening in his hand.

"I've been dreaming of that mouth," he muttered, stepping before me.

I dropped to my knees without a word.

His tip brushed my lips, and I licked it once—slowly—just to watch him twitch. Then I opened my mouth wide and took him in, inch by thick inch, until his cock hit the back of my throat and I moaned around him.

"Fuck, she's perfect," he groaned. "Warm. Wet. Tight."

Malik was behind me in seconds. He knelt, his hands gripping my hips, pulling me back. He didn't ask. He didn't have to. He pressed his cock against my soaked pussy and pushed in with one deep, powerful stroke.

I cried out around Trey's shaft.

My body was already stretched, already trembling.

Malik filled me with thick, measured thrusts, each one grinding against the spot that made my knees shake. He growled, one hand coming down hard on my ass, the sound echoing through the room.

"Her pussy's so tight," he snarled. "She needs this."

Trey rocked gently in and out of my mouth, watching me suck him while my body jolted from the pounding behind.

I looked toward Kevin.

He hadn't moved, but his hand was now in his lap, slowly stroking himself over his jeans.

"She's your wife?" Malik grunted. "Then you better get used to watching her get fucked."

Kevin's voice was calm, almost proud. "I am. She was made for it."

Darius moved closer, his cock thick and heavy in his hand. "She's gonna take all of us, huh?"

I pulled off Trey's shaft just long enough to gasp, "Yes. All of you. Fill me. Use me."

Then I took Trey back in, sucking harder, moaning around his cock as Malik slammed into me from behind, hands tight on my waist.

The pressure built fast.

My moans got louder. The room spun. I was surrounded, used, worshipped—and I was so close to coming I couldn't breathe.

Malik slammed in hard, one final thrust, and growled deep as he came inside me—hot, heavy spurts coating my walls.

I came with him.

My body clenched, mouth stretched wide, eyes rolling back as I shook between them.

Trey pulled out just in time to spray my face and chest with thick, hot ropes of cum.

I gasped, dripping, pulsing, ruined.

And still two more waited their turn.

I was on my knees—cum streaked across my breasts, thighs trembling, breath ragged.

Malik stepped back, panting, sweat slick across his chest. Trey wiped the last drops from his cock, smirking down at me like he still couldn't believe what he'd just done.

And then Tyrese stepped forward.

His cock was hard. Thick. Dark. Beautiful. I knew what it could do.

"You ready for more?" he asked.

I nodded, voice hoarse. "Yes."

Darius moved behind me this time—bigger than Malik, broader, cock already in hand. He knelt behind me and slid his cock through my folds, smearing me with slick, then pushed in hard.

I screamed.

"Fuck," Darius growled. "She's squeezing me. Like she doesn't want to let go."

And then Tyrese stepped in front of me, gripped my jaw, and fed me his cock.

I moaned immediately.

He was deeper. Rougher. His hand held the back of my head as I sucked, eyes watering as I took him all the way. His rhythm was relentless—controlled but forceful. I gasped around him, spit dripping from my lips to my chest.

Darius was fucking me hard now, his balls slapping my clit with every thrust. One hand grabbed my hair, the other smacked my ass again and again until it stung.

"Take it, slut," he grunted. "Take it like a white bitch who begged for this."

Tyrese moaned above me. "You see this, Kevin? Your wife gagging on black cock while she gets split open?"

I moaned around him, loving every filthy second.

Kevin's voice came from the corner—low, ragged.

"She was born for this."

Darius leaned over me, breath hot on my back. "We're gonna break her tonight."

"You better try," I gasped, pulling off Tyrese for a moment. "I want it all."

Tyrese grabbed my face and stuffed himself back in.

Darius slammed harder.

I was stuffed at both ends—used, stretched, drenched—and when I came again, it was violent. Shaking. Screaming around Tyrese's cock as my pussy clenched tight around Darius.

My limbs felt loose, trembling, soaked in heat and sweat and seed.

But I wasn't done.

They wouldn't let me be.

Tyrese pulled out of my mouth slowly, dragging a string of spit and moan from my lips. Darius gave one last hard thrust behind me, groaned, and filled me. Hot, thick pulses flooded my pussy again, and I whimpered at the stretch of it—how full I felt, how ruined.

And then Trey was in front of me again, stroking himself back to hardness. Malik had recovered too—already thick again, already hungry.

"Let's move her," Tyrese said. "I want to see her."

Before I could react, Malik slid his arms under me and lifted me up like I weighed nothing. I gasped, instinctively wrapping my arms around his neck, my legs hanging loose.

Tyrese nodded toward the centre of the living room rug. "There."

They laid me down—back flat, legs spread—and all four circled me again. My body was covered in their prints. My breasts glistened with spit and cum. My thighs were streaked with their lust.

And I had never felt more alive.

Tyrese dropped to his knees between my legs.

"You're going to take me now," he said. "While she sucks you," he added, nodding to Trey.

Trey grinned and stepped closer.

I reached up, grabbed his cock with both hands, and pulled him down into my mouth.

Tyrese lined himself up and thrust in with no warning.

I screamed around Trey's cock.

Tyrese was thick, harder than before, his hips slamming into mine with relentless rhythm. My back arched, breasts bouncing with every thrust. My throat stretched around Trey. I gagged once—then relaxed into it, letting it all flood through me.

Malik and Darius stood over me, stroking themselves, watching their friends take me.

"You see this, Kev?" Malik said, his voice a low rumble. "This is what your wife really needed."

"She's ours now," Darius added. "Look how her pussy swallows Tyrese. Like she was made for us."

I whimpered, body straining, spit running down my cheek as I sucked harder, throat deep around Trey's cock. Tyrese slapped my ass, ground deeper.

I came again—convulsing, choking, overwhelmed.

—-
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I lay on the rug, sweat-soaked and glistening, legs spread wide, chest rising and falling like I'd just run a marathon.

But there was no rest.

Not tonight.

Tyrese pulled out slowly, groaning as he smeared the mix of our juices across my thighs. He wasn't finished—but he stepped aside.

"Let them have you," he said.

Trey dropped to his knees between my legs, eyes wide like a man stepping into a dream. He lined up his cock—already hard again—and slid into me slowly.

I gasped.

His pace was gentler at first. Worshipful. Like he wanted to memorize the inside of me. But it didn't last. My moans made him bolder. My heat made him rougher.

He gripped my ankles, pressed them back until my knees were almost against my chest, and began to fuck me deep and fast.

"You feel that?" he groaned. "That's your husband's slut being bred."

I moaned loudly, head rolling to the side.

Kevin was watching.

Still in his chair. Still stroking slowly.

"You okay, baby?" he asked softly.

I looked at him with a dazed, blissful smile. "I'm flying."

Trey didn't last long. With a groan, he sank deep and came inside me, balls tight against my pussy, fingers digging into my thighs.

He pulled out with a wet sound and rolled away.

Darius was next.

He grabbed me by the hips, flipped me effortlessly onto my stomach, and mounted me from behind like I was his prize.

He leaned over, mouth at my ear.

"You think I'm gonna be gentle, white slut?"

I growled. "Not if you want another chance."

That was all he needed.

He slammed into me with a snarl, his weight pinning me to the floor, cock driving into me so hard I could barely breathe. My breasts rubbed against the rug, my moans muffled in the carpet.

Behind me, he grunted and fucked and filled me again—flooding my already-dripping cunt with more cum, more heat, more filth.

And then Malik—massive, dark, quiet—knelt beside me, turned me onto my back again, and slid into my pussy like I was made for him.

"I've never seen anyone take this much," he whispered.

"You haven't seen everything," I whispered back.

And I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deeper.

Malik was deep inside me, pounding into me. His thrusts were steady, punishing, and he hadn't even broken his rhythm when Tyrese leaned in and whispered in my ear.

"You want more?"

I moaned, unable to speak.

Malik growled over me. "You're taking it like a whore."

But I wanted different now.

I needed more than just taking.

I wanted to control it.

"Malik—stop," I gasped, pushing myself up. "Lie down. On your back."

He hesitated, panting. "You sure?"

I looked him straight in the eye. "Now."

He pulled out with a groan, thick and glistening. I immediately missed the stretch—but I was already rising, my legs trembling. I straddled him as he reclined, cock standing tall between us.

I reached down, guided him in, and sank onto him with a long, shaking breath.

“Ohhh fuuuck,” Malik hissed. “Jesus.”

I moaned, rocking my hips in slow, deep circles.

I was in control again.

Kevin watched from the chair, transfixed. His hand was still on his cock, stroking slowly, his face caught somewhere between pride and awe.

Tyrese moved behind me.

"You still hungry?" he asked, voice low, dark.

I leaned forward slightly, hands on Malik's chest.

"Take my ass," I whispered. "Fill me."

Tyrese spit, slicked himself, and nudged the head of his cock against my ass. I exhaled, focusing, relaxing, grinding down on Malik at the same time.

The stretch came hard.

Then deep.

Then complete.

I screamed—but I didn't stop.

I was full. So full.

Malik groaned beneath me, hips bucking. "Holy fuck..."

"She's locked around both of us," Tyrese growled, gripping my hips. "Like a goddamn glove."

They moved in tandem. One drove in as the other pulled back. I was suspended between them—bounced, stretched, used.

And it was divine.

Darius and Trey stood close, watching, stroking themselves. I reached for them both, my hands barely steady, but eager. I gripped their thick shafts, pumped them with the same rhythm that my body took from behind and below.

Four men.

Two inside.

Two in my hands.

My body wasn't just theirs—I was theirs.

"Fuck your wife is dirty," Darius moaned. "This is what white bitches are made for."

"Four of us," Trey groaned. "And she's still asking for more."

Kevin stepped closer now, his hand working faster. "Give it to her. All of it."

Malik groaned. "I'm gonna... shit, I'm gonna come..."

I rode him harder. Tyrese slammed deeper.

My orgasm hit like a grenade.

My whole body convulsed, walls clenching around them both as I cried out, hoarse and wild.

Malik shouted, spilling deep inside me.

Tyrese followed instantly, slamming forward and filling my ass with thick heat.

I clung to Darius' and Trey's cocks, whimpering with each movement—and they both came seconds later, spraying hot ropes across my chest, shoulders, and face.

I collapsed forward on Malik's chest, breathing hard, every nerve singing.

I had never felt more taken. Never felt more alive.

We were sprawled across the living room like the aftermath of a storm.

Malik lay beneath me, chest heaving, his hands gently stroking my thighs where they still trembled. Tyrese had rolled onto his back beside us, eyes closed, glistening with sweat. Trey and Darius stood nearby, slowly pulling their clothes back on, still dazed and dripping.

I was the centre of it all—limp, wrecked, dripping with cum from every hole. My skin was smeared in it. My hair was tangled with sweat. My pussy ached, my ass throbbed, and I couldn't stop smiling.

Kevin stepped forward. He'd finally tucked himself away, jeans hanging low on his hips. His expression was warm—proud. The way he looked at me made me feel like royalty in ruin.

"Boys," I whispered, voice hoarse but strong.

They all turned to look.

"You got what you came for. And you did good." I reached up and brushed a lock of hair off my sticky forehead. "But understand this—this happens on my terms."

They didn't speak. They just watched.

"If you want a repeat," I said, "you'll follow my rules. No possessiveness. No expectations. You come when I say. You fuck how I tell you. And you leave when I'm done."

Trey swallowed hard and nodded.

Darius grinned. "Yes, ma'am."

Malik exhaled like he'd just passed a final exam.

And Tyrese... Tyrese looked at me with something close to awe.

Kevin handed me a towel and helped me off the floor. His touch was soft. Gentle. Reverent.

As I wrapped it around myself, I turned back to the four men.

"You'll hear from me," I said.

And then I walked past them—slowly, hips swaying, Kevin's hand on the small of my back.
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	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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