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Introduction:

It started with a bottle of tequila and a dangerous dare. When Selene joked about wanting the "real deal" for her bachelorette party, she didn’t expect her fiancé, Steve, to call her bluff. But when his best man, Kenny, steps into their living room, the joke evaporates, replaced by a visceral new reality. Selene isn’t just a bride-to-be anymore; she’s a woman on a mission to become the "porn star" she promised Steve she would be. With her fiancé watching from the sidelines, every Friday night becomes a masterclass in devotion, pushing Selene’s boundaries until their quiet Atlanta life is a distant memory. The flight to Jamaica is only the beginning—because once the training is over, the real performance begins.

Themes & Tropes:

●  The Best Man’s Protocol:  Utilizing the inner circle for the ultimate marital upgrade.

●  The Watcher’s Perspective : A fiancé’s journey into the ecstasy of the sidelines.

●  Total Physical Devotion : The mastery of uninhibited performance.

●  Interracial Lifestyle Transition : A high-contrast exploration of mass and presence.

●  Wedding Night Surrender : When the marital rights are negotiable.

●  The Spaded Queen : When a wife advertises her status.


Chapter 1: The Joke

Selene had one leg thrown over Steve’s lap, the other dangling off the edge of their couch. His hand traced lazy circles on the bare skin of her knee, drifting higher every so often before she’d slap it back down with mock outrage. The half-empty tequila bottle sat on the coffee table, two tumblers sweating into cardboard coasters. The TV was off, city light leaking through the slats of the blinds and pooling yellow on the floor. The apartment had that late-night silence, all the neighbors asleep, as if the whole world was eavesdropping.

“You know my maid of honor is getting me a stripper,” Selene said, words lightly slurred, mouth smudged with the pink stain of her lipstick. She didn’t look at Steve; her eyes were fixed on the bottle, like she was waiting for the agave to speak back.

Steve squeezed her thigh, knuckles pale. “Yeah? I mean, only fair. Kenny’s probably getting me two.”

“I told her to skip the cheesy cop act. I want an actual black guy, not some frat bro in body paint. The real deal.” She turned to him, daring him to react.

Steve barked a short laugh, running his hand down the length of her calf. “You want her to find you, what, an NBA prospect?”

Selene sipped from her tumbler and eyed him over the rim. “Just saying. All those rumors from the girls, the size thing—I’m curious.”

“You know that’s racist, right?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Selene said, grinning. “But also maybe true?”

She hooked her toes under the waistband of his shorts, nudging him until he grunted. She was always like this after drinks: more forward, more bulletproof, a little mean. Steve liked it. He liked the teeth.

He let her toes find his cock through the mesh and didn’t move her away. “So you want a black guy at your bachelorette because you think he’ll have the biggest dick?”

Selene shrugged, shameless. “Why not? Isn’t that the point of strippers? You watch, you ogle, you get your story for Monday morning.” She paused, smirked. “Maybe cop a feel. If I’m allowed.”

Steve thought about the logic, the math of it. He’d known women who were prudish about these things, who wanted their men jealous and proprietary. Not Selene. She got off on his approval, fed on the dare. It made her easier to trust, and also—sometimes—harder to predict.

He pulled her closer, her heel digging into his hip. “I mean, if you’re going to sample the goods, don’t waste it on some random Chippendale. You could just ask Kenny.”

Selene blinked, then laughed so sharply she snorted. “Your best man? That’s who you’re offering me?”

“Why not?” Steve was grinning now, but not entirely joking. “You two already flirt like idiots. He probably has nothing better to do the night before the wedding.”

She reached over and clamped her hand around his cock through the shorts, squeezing until he inhaled. “You are drunk.”

“Not as drunk as you,” he shot back, voice thin from pressure.

She didn’t let go. “Would you actually want that?”

“I dunno,” Steve said, but he did know. He’d pictured it more than once, Kenny’s long, brown cock crowding Selene’s perfect mouth, the pair of them giving him shit about it the next morning over bagels. He’d always batted it away as a daydream, nothing more.

Selene’s nails pressed into him, gentle threat. “You want to see me fuck Kenny.”

He said nothing, watched the way the living room light silvered her hair and turned her bare leg to shadow.

Selene leaned in until their foreheads touched, her voice gone low. “You want to watch me get ruined by your best friend.”

The words hit like a thumb to the solar plexus. Steve felt himself get harder, his cock swelling under her grip. She felt it, too, and grinned.

“Jesus, babe,” he said, equal parts shame and hunger.

Selene’s hand moved slowly and deliberately, rubbing him through the cotton. “That’s it, isn’t it?”

He let the silence stretch, then nodded.

Selene’s tongue flicked at the corner of her mouth. “Would you want to join? Or just watch?”

She said it lightly, but he heard the real question underneath. Was this something he’d want to happen to her, or something he wanted to see? Did he want the control, or the loss of it?

Steve considered, weighing the two flavors of fantasy. “I think I’d want to watch. At least the first time.”

She relaxed her grip, but didn’t let go. “You’re full of surprises.”

“You’re the one who said you were curious.”

Selene’s cheeks glowed with tequila. “Curiosity is not the same as permission.”

“Okay.” Steve felt his hands go cold, but kept his tone even. “You want to?”

Selene considered, eyes narrowed in a way that meant she was actually thinking. “If I did, you’d have to promise to never get jealous. Not even after. Not even months later when you’re mad about something else and want ammo.”

“Never.”

“And you’d have to stay in the room. No slinking off to sulk.”

“I’d want to see everything,” Steve said, and knew it was true.

She broke into a wolfish grin. “Pervert.”

He pulled her into his lap; the tequila burning warm through both their veins. “You love it.”

Selene nipped at his chin, her fingers finally slipping under the waistband of his shorts and wrapping around his cock, bare skin on skin. “I do, but—” She bit him again, harder. “—you don’t get to back out if you chicken shit. Once you give the green light, you’re stuck with it.”

Steve sucked a breath between his teeth as her hand stroked him. “I want it. I want to see you, Selene. I want to see what you look like when you’re being a whore for me.”

She closed her eyes and shivered. “Say that again.”

He gripped her ass, pulled her snug against his cock. “I want to watch you taking black dick, performing–I want you to be my personal porn star.”

Selene giggled, but the sound came out shaky. “What if I get addicted to it? What if I like it too much?”

He pressed his mouth against her ear, letting the words land. “As long as you come back to me, and I can watch–you can do it as much as you want.”

She snorted, but didn’t argue. Her hand kept moving, slow and deliberate. “Kenny would shit his pants.”

“Maybe.” Steve imagined the look on Kenny’s face—confusion, then guilt, then a slow, dawning want. “I bet he’s thought about it, though. Your legs on his shoulders, banging you like a fucktoy.”

Selene slid her thumb over his tip, then let go and reached for the tequila. She splashed two more shots, handed him one. “To bad ideas,” she said.

Steve tapped his glass against hers. “To terrible decisions.”

They downed them, grinning over the burn.

Selene set the glass down and stretched like a cat, pulling her dress up to her hips. She wasn’t wearing panties. Steve glanced at the smooth, hairless flash of her, the way she spread her knees just enough to let him see.

“Are you serious?” she asked, voice soft now. “Would you actually want that?”

He nodded, throat thick. “Yeah. I would.”

She traced the head of his cock with one finger. “What if I said I’d do it?”

Steve swallowed, hard. “Then we’d do it. But only if you want to.”

She watched him, searching for the joke. When she didn’t find it, her smile softened. “Maybe I do.”

“Yeah?”

She pulled him closer, so their noses nearly touched. “Yeah.”

He kissed her, hard, their teeth clacking. Selene’s hand worked him with a new urgency. She shifted until she straddled him, then reached between them and guided his cock into her, slow and hot and wet. Steve let out a noise he didn’t know he could make.

“Fuck,” he said, barely audible.

Selene rode him slowly, her hands in his hair. “You want to talk more, or just fuck me?”

He bucked his hips in answer. They ground together, nothing between them but sweat and the shared engine of the idea.

The conversation played on a loop in Steve’s head, every word making him harder. Selene’s cunt squeezed him in pulses, her eyes locked on his the entire time. She didn’t look away, not once, even when she started to come. Even when she buried her face in his neck and moaned loud enough to make him worry about the neighbors.

After, they slumped back onto the couch, sticky and half-naked, the tequila bottle rolling under Selene’s heel. Steve stared at the ceiling, heart pounding.

Selene turned to him and whispered, “We’re actually going to do this, aren’t we?”

He nodded, unable to speak.

She giggled, but the sound was different now: not teasing, not performative. More like a secret between them.

Selene curled into his side and closed her eyes. “You’re a monster,” she said, but her voice was full of admiration.

Steve kissed her on the temple. “And you’re my porn star.”

The idea settled between them, no longer a joke. It felt dangerous. It felt perfect.

***

The next night, when Steve arrived home, Selene was waiting for him. She kissed him hard, the taste of tequila on her lips. He laughed, “You been drinking?”

She cocked her head slightly, “I was thinking.” She circled him, barefooted, as she stepped closer, he took a tentative step backwards towards the bedroom, ready to change.

She smiled, and continued, “I've been thinking about black cock–about Kenny’s black cock–about you watching me.”

Selene pressed her palm flat against Steve’s chest and backed him down the hallway, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. Their bedroom was dark but for the strip of hallway light knifing across the mattress, enough to catch the silhouette of her long legs and the tilt of her chin. She wasn’t smiling now. She looked like a problem about to be solved.

She shoved him onto the bed with more force than he expected. Steve bounced once, ribs catching the edge of the mattress. She peeled her dress off with one hand, tossing it onto the floor, and crawled over him in just her bra. Her knees pinned his thighs, hair falling over her face.

“You get off on this?” she asked. She didn’t wait for a reply, just pulled his shorts down until his cock slapped up against his belly. “You want to imagine me with him?”

Steve tried to keep his voice level. “Yeah.”

Selene’s hand curled around his shaft, jacking him with practiced efficiency. She watched his face for signs of weakness. “How would you want it? Describe it.”

He grabbed her hip, anchoring himself there. “You want me to say it?”

“I want to hear you say it,” Selene said. She flicked her thumb over the head, teasing out a pearl of pre-come. “All of it.”

Steve felt his face flush. He hadn’t said it out loud before, not in these terms. “I’d want to watch you on your knees. Taking all of him. I want to see if it fits.”

She bit her lower lip, squeezing him harder. “And if it does?”

“Then I want to watch you beg for more.” He surprised himself with how true it sounded. The images came easy, like a memory instead of a daydream: Selene kneeling, eyes huge, lips stretched around Kenny’s cock.

Selene rocked her hips, grinding her cunt against his thigh. “You think I’d do it?”

Steve rolled her onto her back, bracing himself over her. “I know you would.”

She hooked her ankles behind his knees, caging him. “Would you stop me?”

He reached over, pulled a condom from the bedside table, then ripped the pack, quickly sliding it over himself. He then lined himself up and slid in, slow but not gentle. “No,” he said, breathless. “I’d make you finish what you started.”

Selene moaned, the sound muffled by his shoulder. He fucked her in hard, even strokes, her legs locked tight around him. She clawed at his back, and the stinging pain only made him want to go faster.

They were silent for a while, just the slap of skin and Selene’s ragged breathing. She clawed his shoulder and dug her heels into his ass, like she was daring him to break her.

He pulled out, flipped her over, and entered her from behind. Selene’s hair spilled over the pillow, her ass arched in the glow from the hallway. He gripped her waist and slammed into her, each thrust landing with a wet, percussive slap.

She hissed, “Fuck, Steve—harder,” and he obeyed, letting the images play: Selene with Kenny, his best friend’s hands on her, her lips shiny and swollen.

He reached around and pressed his thumb to her clit. “Tell me what you’d do.”

She snorted, then actually tried to say it. “I’d let him fuck my throat. I’d—God—let him come all over my face if you wanted.”

Steve felt himself tip over the edge, the heat rising up his spine. “You’re fucking perfect,” he groaned, and slammed into her until she jerked and spasmed, coming hard. He followed, losing himself inside her with a short, hoarse shout.

They collapsed onto the sheets, sticky and still half dressed, hearts punching in their chests. Selene lay flat on her back, staring at the ceiling fan as if it might answer for her.

Steve wiped sweat from his brow and turned to her. “You good?”

She nodded, breathing through her nose, then turned on her side to look at him. “I actually want to do it,” she whispered, as if the walls might tell on her. “Like, really.”

He reached over, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Then we’ll figure it out. I want it too.”

Selene tucked her knees to her chest and smiled, not the wolfish grin from earlier but something real, something grateful. “You’re fucked up,” she said, voice soft.

Steve shrugged. “So are you.”

They lay there, silent except for the hum of the city outside and the fan overhead. Selene pressed her foot against his shin, grounding herself.

She said, “No kissing, though. That’s for us.”

“Deal,” Steve said, and he meant it.

He traced the line of her arm, down to her wrist, and squeezed. Selene smiled at the contact, then closed her eyes.

The thought of Kenny—the whole idea—loomed between them, bigger and closer than before. This time, it wasn’t just a drunk dare. It was something they’d both chosen, awake and wanting.

Steve pressed his lips to her shoulder and breathed her in: sweat, sex, shampoo. He felt full. He felt ready.


Chapter 2: The Setup

Steve had the apartment set up before Kenny even texted he was close. Tequila bottle center of the coffee table, center of attention. Three shot glasses, clean, rim down on a paper towel, salt shaker standing watch. Deck of cards cracked and shuffled, the backs blue and white. The lamps dialed to the lowest setting, just enough light to throw the couch into a golden puddle and leave the corners of the room in shadow.

Selene came out of the bedroom in jeans and an old black t-shirt, no makeup, hair loose and straight. She walked barefoot, rolling each step on the ball of her foot. She looked at the set-up and gave Steve a slow, open smile. No jewelry, no lipstick, no earrings — but her nails were painted that same slick pink from last night.

He watched her move, cataloguing the little tells: the way her shirt hem barely dusted the top of her jeans, the way she lifted her arms to stretch and her belly flashed pale. The way she dropped onto the couch and tucked one leg up under her, and how, for a fraction of a second, he saw bare skin where cotton should have been. She was going commando, and she knew he saw.

Steve tried not to say anything about it, but she grinned over her shoulder and waggled her toes at him. “You’re nervous,” she said.

“Not even a little,” Steve lied, picking up the bottle. He poured a finger of tequila into each glass and handed one to her.

“Light pour,” Selene said, inspecting the glass. “Not even waiting for your best man?”

“He can catch up,” Steve said, dropping into the armchair across from her. “You think he’s on time for anything?”

She shrugged. “He was always the last one to show up for pickup games.”

“He was also the last one standing after everyone else was dead,” Steve said, remembering. “Kenny plays slow.”

She sipped her tequila neat and made a face, but didn’t cough. She set the glass on the coaster, curled further into the couch, and watched Steve with an expression he’d never learned to read. Not quite a challenge, not quite an invitation.

“Did you tell him what this is?” she asked, quiet.

Steve shook his head. “Poker and drinks. That’s all.”

Selene’s eyes narrowed, then relaxed. “Think it’ll happen?”

“Dunno. I hope so, but let’s stay open.”

They heard the elevator clank two floors down. Selene drained the rest of her tequila in one go, wiped her mouth with the heel of her palm, and stood. “Be nice,” she said. “It’s his night, too.”

Steve let the words rattle around. He watched Selene’s ass as she went to the door, the jeans hugging every plane and line. He stayed seated and topped off the shot glasses.

The knock came: not a tap, but three loud thumps. Kenny’s voice came through the door, deep and easy. “Open up, don’t make me stand here looking like a creep.”

Selene opened the door, and Kenny stepped in. He wore a black button-up with the sleeves rolled, jeans, clean sneakers. His hair was buzzed tight, his smile wide and bright. He looked straight at Selene, then at Steve, then back at Selene.

“This is cozy,” Kenny said, stepping out of his shoes. “Like the world’s lamest speakeasy.”

Selene grinned, motioning him toward the couch. “We’re only missing the cards and the bad decisions.”

“Speak for yourself,” Steve said, holding up the deck. “You owe us two rounds for showing up late.”

Kenny dropped onto the far side of the couch, stretching his arms out along the back, eyes flicking over the set-up. “I see you brought the good stuff,” he said, nodding at the tequila. “We’re skipping straight to the blackout, huh?”

“No, we’re skipping to the game,” Selene said, her foot reaching out to nudge Kenny’s ankle. “You in?”

Kenny picked up the deck, split it one-handed, and riffled it back together. “Born ready.” He started dealing, quick and practiced. The cards thudded on the coffee table, the sound small but sharp.

The first hand was nothing, everyone folding with barely a pretense. The second went to Kenny, who bluffed Selene into folding a flush. Steve grinned, watching his friend’s face for tells, but Kenny’s features never moved.

“So, how are the wedding plans?” Kenny asked, voice mild. “You guys ready for the circus?”

Selene laughed, low and dry. “You’ll see. I’m counting on you to embarrass Steve at least once during your toast.”

“No,” Steve said. “He gets one joke, and then I’m cutting his mic.”

“I’ll just do it in sign language,” Kenny said, grinning. “Make everyone guess which story is true.”

They played, the hands running quick, nobody caring who won or lost. The tequila kept pace. Steve poured another round, feeling his stomach warm and loose.

After the third hand, Kenny leaned in, voice soft. “Not to be an asshole, but cards are boring without stakes. You two want to play for shots?”

Selene raised her eyebrow. “I’m already three deep, genius.”

“That’s because you fold every hand,” Steve said, dealing again. “At this rate, you’ll be passed out before midnight.”

Kenny smirked, not missing a beat. “Strip poker? Money? Didn’t know we were at a high school party.”

Selene didn’t blink. “Maybe we are.”

Steve watched the exchange. He saw the way Selene’s eyes held on Kenny, just half a second longer than normal. He saw how Kenny’s jaw flexed, then relaxed, how his hands moved when he shuffled — slow, deliberate.

“Shots, then,” Steve said, to cut the tension but also to stoke it. “Loser does one every time.”

Selene interjected, “Just small ones. You guys are bigger.”

Kenny nodded, like he’d already won. “Deal.” He turned to Selene, “How do you know who’s bigger?” He was always flirting, but this felt different.

Selene stretched, watching him. “Maybe I want to find out.”

Kenny met her eyes, then turned back to shuffling.

Steve set the rules: lowest hand takes a shot, no substitutions, no backing out. They ran through three more hands, and the bottle dropped an inch each time. Selene took hers with salt from the back of her hand, eyes closed, head thrown back, throat working as she swallowed. Steve noticed the pink flush crawling up her chest. After her second shot, her laugh dropped half an octave and clung there.

Kenny had a different tell. He leaned forward more as he drank, arms resting on the edge of the table, voice going slow and low. When he lost, he slammed the shot and banged the glass down with a tiny, satisfied sigh. Steve watched the way the muscles in Kenny’s forearms tensed and released, the dark of his skin against the pale grain of the coffee table.

On the sixth hand, Steve caught Selene looking at Kenny while she licked lime off the side of her hand. Not a glance, but a stare, full and direct. Kenny saw it and smiled, all teeth.

Steve felt a weird, electric pulse in his ribcage. He watched them watching each other, then looked away, feeling more like an audience than a participant.

They played on. The city noise came up through the windows: sirens, someone shouting from a block away, the background hum of traffic. Inside, it was just the clink of glass and the dry whisper of cards on wood.

Kenny told stories about college: the time he and Steve nearly got expelled for hacking the student wifi, the time they drove to Vegas on a dare and wound up sleeping in Steve’s car. He told a story about a girl who used to strip for their poker games, and Selene howled with laughter.

“That’s not even a real thing,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes. “You made that up.”

“Swear to God,” Kenny said, hand over heart. “Her name was Tiffany and she’d only take off one item per hour, like it was union rules.”

Steve laughed along, but he kept looking at Selene. At the way she leaned forward, elbows on knees, eyes glittering. At the way she sipped her tequila slowly, letting it linger on her tongue. At the way she never seemed to sit still, always shifting, always in motion.

After the next shot, Selene stood up to stretch, arms over her head, shirt riding up. She made a show of it, then dropped back onto the couch, this time even closer to Kenny.

Steve felt a little drunk, a little far away. He poured another round and set the bottle down with a hard clink.

“You guys are going to kill me,” Kenny said, voice gone scratchy.

“We haven’t even started,” Selene shot back.

She reached for the deck, took over shuffling. Her hands were fast and sure, nails tapping on the plastic-coated cards. She dealt, the cards moving quick and efficient, and for a second, Steve was sure she was dealing off the bottom.

“Poker face, babe,” Selene said, looking right at Steve. “You’re impossible to read.”

“I’m impossible to beat, is what you meant,” Steve said, flashing his hand.

“Keep telling yourself that,” Kenny said, peering at his cards.

The round went fast. Steve won, for once, and watched as both Selene and Kenny threw back their shots. Selene hissed at the burn, then licked her lips. Kenny just nodded, eyes going glassy for a second.

As the game went, the conversation got looser. Selene made a crack about Kenny’s dating life, which led to a story about a disastrous Tinder date that ended in a bar fight. Kenny took it in stride, laughing along.

“You’re a bad influence,” Selene said, shaking her head.

“I learned from the best,” Kenny shot back, tilting his glass at Steve.

Steve smiled, feeling the warmth spread through him. He liked watching them, liked the way the rhythm built between the three of them. Every so often, Selene’s bare foot would touch Steve’s leg under the table, light and fleeting. Sometimes, she’d rest it there, letting her heel dig into his shin. Once, when she laughed too hard, she smacked Kenny on the arm, and left her hand there a beat longer than needed.

Steve let the details pile up: the heat of the tequila, the soft hiss of Selene’s voice when she lost a hand, the way Kenny’s eyes tracked Selene when she stood or shifted on the couch. The current ran under the banter, steady and invisible, but always there.

On the next hand, Steve lost again. He took his shot, felt the tequila catch fire down his throat, and watched the other two from behind the rim of his glass.

Selene leaned toward Kenny, her hair falling over her face. She said something Steve didn’t catch. Kenny laughed, covering his mouth with his fist, and looked at Steve.

“She’s ruthless,” Kenny said, voice low.

Steve just nodded. He let the moment stretch, then reached for the deck.

Outside, the city lights pulsed and flickered through the blinds, painting stripes on the floor. Inside, the game kept going, every hand another round, every shot a new excuse to say what shouldn’t be said.

Steve looked at the nearly empty bottle, at the way Selene’s cheeks glowed and Kenny’s eyes had gone heavy-lidded and soft. He thought about what came next. About what he wanted. About the way Selene had looked at him last night, daring him to say yes.

He dealt the next hand, his fingers steady despite the booze. The cards fell into place.

He wondered what losing would feel like.

***

Kenny picked up the tequila bottle and tipped it into the three shot glasses, the stream clear and steady. “So,” he said, “we just about killed the bottle, what’s next?”

Steve caught Selene’s eye. She didn’t blink. She gave him that same unreadable smile and then rolled her head back, stretching the tendons in her neck. “You want to do strip poker?” she said.

Kenny shrugged. “Unless you want to do a drinking game with water, I say we go for it.”

A tiny pause. Steve felt the decision stack up in the space between heartbeats. He looked at Selene, then at the pile of cards, then at Kenny’s hands — the knuckles broad and dark against the white of the table.

Selene snorted. “Fine. Rules?”

Kenny sat up, resting his elbows on his knees. “Loser of each hand loses one item. No substitutions, no buyouts. First one naked loses, but we keep playing if you want.”

“Perfect,” Selene said. “Steve, you in?”

Steve nodded, mouth a little dry. “I’m in.”

Kenny grinned. “Gentleman’s game. Let’s go.”

He shuffled with tight, efficient movements, then dealt three hands. The cards moved quickly. Steve got a pair, folded when Kenny bet big. Selene stayed in to the end, and Kenny beat her with a straight.

Kenny looked at Selene, waiting.

She reached up and pulled out her hair tie, letting her black hair tumble over her shoulders. “One,” she said, holding up a finger. She flicked the tie onto the table.

Kenny lost the next round and peeled off his shoes, dropping them by the couch. He wore mismatched socks, one black, one blue. Steve lost the next and slid off his own socks, pressing his bare toes against the cold tile.

Selene watched, her lips parted, her hands folded in her lap.

The game got faster, each hand a little more reckless than the last. After two more rounds, Selene lost again. She looked down at herself, then lifted her t-shirt in a single motion and pulled it over her head, hair falling over her face. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

She tossed the shirt onto the couch cushion. Her small breasts were high and perfect, the nipples dark and hard in the cool air. Steve felt the hit in his chest and his cock at the same time.

He looked at her face. She stared straight at Kenny, chin up, eyes direct.

Kenny blinked and looked away, not out of shame but something like respect. He took a breath and poured another round.

Steve lost the next hand. He unbuttoned his shirt, shoulders tight, and let it slide to the floor. He was aware of how average his build was, nothing like the models on billboards or the gym guys at work. He wondered if Selene noticed, if she compared him to Kenny sitting two feet away.

Kenny lost again. He unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off. His torso was long and lean, chest marked with old scars from college basketball, arms cut and spare. The contrast between his skin and the couch fabric was sharp, almost luminous in the lamplight.

Selene didn’t stare, but Steve did. He couldn’t help it. Every detail felt doubled — the room brighter, the air thicker, the space between bodies narrower than before.

The next hand, Selene lost. She looked at Steve, then at Kenny. She stood up, unbuttoned her jeans, and slid them down her hips. She stepped out of them, standing there in nothing but bare feet, hair falling over her collarbones.

She sat back down, legs crossed, like nothing had changed.

Kenny breathed, “Holy shit.”

Selene laughed, “Never seen a naked girl before, Kenny?”

Kenny looked down at the cards, “Not as pretty.”

Steve tried to play it cool, but his hands shook a little when he picked up his cards. He glanced at Selene’s thighs, the way she tucked her ankles under herself, and felt the heat spike in his chest.

Kenny dealt the next round. He lost. He hesitated a half-second, then stood up and stripped off his jeans, folding them once and laying them on the table. He wore black boxer briefs, tented slightly.

Selene looked. Steve saw her look. She didn’t say a thing, just took her next hand.

They played two more hands in near silence. No jokes, just cards and the quiet breathing of three people in a shrinking room.

Kenny lost again, paused for a moment, looking at Steve, then Selene. He stood and pushed down his boxers, his cock springing free. Steve watched, and saw Kenny staring at Selene as he slowly sat, his cock sticking straight up. Selene’s eyes were locked on his long brown penis, dark and long with a pink tip. He was definitely longer than Steve, but not as thick.

As they played, Steve watched Selene glancing repeatedly at Kenny’s cock. When she caught Steve watching her, she gave him a sly smile.

On the last hand, Selene lost again. She stretched, slow and casual, then reached down and pulled her knees up to her chest. She uncrossed her ankles, let the position linger, then unfolded herself and sat with her back straight. She was completely naked.

Kenny looked at her, the smile gone from his face. His gaze was clinical, not leering. Steve couldn’t tell if he was more aroused or more stunned.

Selene met his gaze, then turned to Steve. She didn’t blush or flinch. She just waited, like she was daring anyone to speak first.

“Well? I’m out of clothes,” she finally offered, looking at Steve to determine the next move.


Chapter 3: The First Time

Steve met her eyes, and said simply, “Suck Kenny.”

No emotion, no inflection, just the words. The game stopped, the rest of the world erased. Selene stared at him, waiting for the joke, the punchline. But Steve just watched her, eyes flat and patient, like he was testing a hypothesis.

Kenny froze. His hand hovered over the table, fingers curled around nothing. His jaw flexed, a muscle jumping in his cheek, but he didn’t say anything.

Selene swallowed, tasting tequila and something metallic. She looked at Steve for some kind of reprieve, but all she saw was certainty. He nodded, slow, the barest tilt of his head.

The excitement burned in her, bright and cleansing. She’d imagined this, or something like it, a dozen times in the past week—usually alone in the shower, or after Steve had fucked her so hard she could barely stand. But now, with both of them watching, she felt exposed in a way that was almost holy.

She took a shaky breath. Then she slid off the couch and onto the floor, the hardwood cool under her knees.

The world shrank to the few feet of space between Kenny’s legs. She noticed the small things: the stubble on his shin, the faint band of tan above his ankle, the twitch in his thigh as she moved closer. She placed her hands on his knees, steadying herself.

Kenny looked at Steve, then at Selene, then back at Steve. “You sure?” he asked, voice half a whisper.

“Yeah,” Steve said, not breaking eye contact with Selene. “She wants to.”

Kenny leaned back, his hands gripping the edge of the couch. Selene could see how hard he was now, his cock pointing straight up from his groin, tip glistening. She hesitated, not out of fear but out of some residual sense of theater—like she was waiting for someone to call “cut,” or for the lights to come up.

But the lights stayed low, and nobody stopped her.

Selene stared. The rumors were right: long and slender, the skin lighter at the tip, a vein running the length of it like a line drawn in marker. She felt a pulse of wetness between her thighs and shivered.

She glanced up at Steve. He was sitting back now, arms crossed, watching. Not smiling, not laughing—just absorbing every second.

The room was so quiet that when she wrapped her hand around Kenny’s cock, she could hear his breath catch, sharp and ragged. She stroked him once, twice, feeling the heat and the weight and the way the head leaked clear fluid onto her palm.

Kenny exhaled, a low sound in his chest. “Fuck,” he said, almost apologetic.

She leaned in, hair falling around her face, and pressed the tip to her lips. It tasted like salt, like skin. She swirled her tongue around it, teasing herself as much as him. She felt the room tilt, felt the new gravity of the moment.

Selene closed her eyes and let the rest of the world disappear.

**

Selene kept her eyes closed for the first second, savoring the hush before everything went to hell. Kenny’s cock was hot against her lips, the skin so smooth and strange she almost laughed. She opened her mouth and took just the tip, letting her tongue circle the ridge, tasting salt and the rubber tang of precome. Her hand pumped slowly, thumb and fingers slick from the sheen leaking down the shaft.

Behind her, Steve scraped his chair across the hardwood, positioning himself for a better view. The air shifted. She flicked her gaze up and caught Kenny staring down at her, jaw slack, hands braced white-knuckled on the couch cushions. He looked both terrified and starved.

Selene didn’t know what kind of porn she was supposed to be right now, so she tried to make it look easy. She eased her lips lower, felt the head push past her teeth, and pulled back a little, the tension in her jaw easing as she sucked. Kenny made a sound—half sigh, half fuck—and let his knees fall apart, giving her room.

She bobbed her head once, twice, slow and deliberate. Then she glanced sideways and found Steve’s face in the lamp glow, his expression unreadable. He had his elbows on his knees, hands clasped tight, eyes locked to the place where her mouth met Kenny’s cock.

Selene couldn’t look away. She wanted to see what she looked like, reflected in Steve’s eyes. She took more of Kenny in, feeling the blunt force of it on her tongue, then eased back, using her hand to stroke the rest. She twisted her wrist at the base, just like Steve liked, and tried not to think about how long it had been since she’d blown anyone else.

Kenny’s cock was bigger than Steve’s—long enough that she couldn’t take all of it, but not so thick that it hurt. She liked the way it felt, the way the skin pulled tight as she sucked him, the way he twitched every time she licked the tip.

She built a rhythm: down, tongue flat, lips sealed; up, swirl the head, flick her tongue under the ridge. Every so often, she’d look at Steve. He didn’t move, didn’t smile, just watched.

Kenny started to get loud. Little noises at first—soft moans, sharp inhales—then a steady string of fuck, fuck, fuck as she went faster. His hands left the couch and hovered over her head, then settled lightly on her hair. He didn’t push, just held on.

Selene pressed her knees into the floor and deep-throated him, gagging once, the pressure making her eyes water. She let herself choke a little, then pulled back, saliva trailing from her lips to the tip of his cock. Kenny groaned, body jerking, and she grinned up at him before going back down, taking him deeper.

The whole thing got easier as she lost herself in it. She stopped caring about how she looked and just focused on the heat, the smell, the sounds Kenny made. Her own cunt throbbed, and she squeezed her thighs together, desperate to touch herself but not willing to break the scene.

She looked up at Steve again, needing something from him—a sign, a nod, anything. His eyes were wide, jaw set. She couldn’t tell if he was angry, aroused, or both. The uncertainty made her suck harder, bobbing her head faster, hand stroking in time.

Kenny started to fuck her mouth, hips rolling up off the couch. She let him. She liked the loss of control, liked being used, especially with Steve watching. She let Kenny thrust into her, gripped his thighs for leverage, and hollowed her cheeks on the outstroke.

“God, Selene,” Kenny moaned, and she felt his cock stiffen even more. The warning was obvious—he was about to come.

She glanced at Steve. He nodded, just once.

Selene kept going, sucking hard, imagining how she looked with a black cock fucking her lips, until Kenny gasped and came in her mouth. Hot, salty, a pulse of fluid on her tongue. She swallowed, coughed a little, sucked and swallowed until he was empty, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

Kenny slumped back, boneless, staring at the ceiling. Selene rocked back on her heels, wiped her mouth again, and looked at Steve.

He looked back, still silent, but now his eyes were soft, almost grateful.

Selene turned to Kenny, voice hoarse: “You should go.”

Kenny blinked, still dazed, then nodded. He tucked himself away and scrambled into his jeans, not bothering with the shirt. “Good game,” he mumbled, not looking at either of them, and let himself out. The door clicked shut.

The silence left behind felt almost sacred.


Chapter 4: Reclaiming

The second Kenny’s footsteps faded and the apartment door snapped shut, Steve pulled Selene up from the floor. He didn’t say a word, just took her by the wrist, his fingers digging into her skin, and dragged her up and across the carpet, past the mess of cards and tequila, down the hall toward the bedroom.

She stumbled after him, still naked, knees red and raw from the hardwood, a faint streak of cum drying at the corner of her mouth. She touched it, smearing the tacky spot with the edge of her thumb. Her jaw ached where Kenny had bottomed out, and every movement set the muscles burning. Steve’s hand squeezed her wrist, not gentle.

He pressed her flat against the hallway wall, pinned her there with his hips, and ran both hands over her body—shoulders, collarbones, the slope of her ribs, her hips, her thighs, like he was checking for injuries or hidden wires. When he got to her face, he tilted her chin up, thumb rough on her jaw, and looked into her eyes. He held her gaze, searching for the part of her that was still his.

Selene stared back, the heat of the moment still humming under her skin. She wanted him to do something violent, or stupid, or both.

He shoved her the rest of the way into the bedroom, flicked on the lamp with the back of his hand. The sheets were still rumpled from the night before. He stripped out of his boxers, cock already hard, and yanked a condom from the drawer. Tore the wrapper open with his teeth and rolled it on without breaking eye contact.

Selene perched on the edge of the bed, legs open, feet flat on the carpet. Her skin was flushed, knees marked with lines from the floor. The black streak of her hair hung over one eye, her mouth still slick, the taste of Kenny lingering.

Steve hooked his hands under her knees, pulled her forward so her ass nearly slipped off the mattress. He kissed her, biting her lower lip until she tasted blood, then licked it clean. She could taste the tequila from earlier, could taste herself and the salt-sour ghost of Kenny.

He pushed inside her without ceremony, buried himself to the root. The latex dragged hot and dry at first, then slicked over as he fucked her harder. He kept both hands on her hips, fingers white-knuckling her bones, forcing her to hold his rhythm. Every thrust made the bed frame slam against the drywall.

Selene let him do it. She leaned back, hands fisted in the sheets, head thrown back, mouth open. She didn’t make noise for his benefit—she just couldn’t help it. The soreness between her legs amplified every thrust, the burn of friction turning to an ache, then a pleasure so sharp it almost made her cry. She let it in, let him in, because it was the only thing that made sense.

Steve stared at her face the whole time. He watched her jaw flex, her throat work as she gasped, the spit stringing between her lips when she moaned. He looked down at her chest, the sweat starting to bead on her sternum, the small, perfect tits he’d memorized. Then he looked lower, to where his cock split her open, where the latex was already fogged with their heat. Her inner thighs were still marked from the floor; he could see the faint red handprints from where Kenny had steadied himself. The sight made him fuck her even harder.

The smell of sex was thick in the air—latex, sweat, tequila, the animal tang of her, and underneath it all, the faint, lingering scent of Kenny’s cologne and body. Steve bent forward, mouth to her neck, bit down until she yelped, then sucked at the spot, leaving a mark he knew would last until morning. He grunted into her shoulder, felt the edge of the orgasm sneak up and threaten to end him too soon.

Selene wrapped her legs around his waist, locked her ankles, and pulled him deeper. She clawed his back, felt the muscles tighten and twitch under her nails. Her cunt spasmed, her whole body shaking as she came, the aftershocks making her see stars. She grabbed his head, pulled his mouth to hers, and kissed him sloppy and deep, letting him taste everything—herself, the tequila, the faint salt of someone else.

He didn’t last a minute longer. Steve slammed into her, jerked, and came hard, the condom swelling inside her. He didn’t move, just stayed there, forehead pressed to her collarbone, both of them gasping and shivering. His sweat dripped onto her chest, and she let it run between her breasts.

The bed creaked under their weight, the springs complaining. Steve stayed braced over her, arms trembling. For a second, neither of them spoke.

Selene broke the silence, voice hoarse. “Jesus.”

Steve pulled out and flopped onto his back, one arm flung over his face. He said nothing, just breathed, the rise and fall of his chest visible in the dim light. The room stank of latex and old tequila and cum, the air humid and used.

She watched him, her vision blurry at the edges. She didn’t feel used; she felt full, claimed, alive in a way she hadn’t expected.

They lay there, not touching, letting their bodies cool.

Selene wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and tasted blood and salt and something bitter. She smiled to herself, eyes on the ceiling fan.

Steve peeled the condom off, knotted it, and tossed it toward the trash. He turned his head, looked at her through the crook of his arm.

She met his eyes and grinned, still breathing hard.

He smiled back, small and feral, like they’d both survived a car crash and were waiting for the adrenaline to fade.

Neither of them said anything more. They didn’t need to.

***

They stayed like that for a while, not touching, not even looking at each other, the only sound the ragged echo of their breathing. The lamp threw a dull gold across the bed, catching the lines of sweat drying on Selene’s stomach, the flush on Steve’s chest. The air tasted of latex and tequila, the afterburn of everything they’d just done.

Selene stretched, rolled onto her side, and propped her head on a bent arm. Her jaw was still sore, and she opened her mouth wide, testing the ache. It hurt, but she liked that it hurt. She watched Steve, who lay flat on his back, eyes on the ceiling, hands folded on his chest like he was trying to press his heart back into place.

“Was that what you wanted?” she asked.

Steve took a second to answer. “It was better,” he said, voice soft, no trace of a joke. “Fucking insane. I’ve never been that turned on in my life.”

Selene grinned, the smile stretching slow and easy. “Yeah?”

He turned his head, met her eyes. “Yeah. You’re fucking incredible.” His eyes flicked to her mouth, the smeared gloss, the red line where he’d bitten her.

Selene wiped her lips, saw a little blood, and shrugged. “Could’ve fooled me. I thought you were going to break me in half.”

Steve propped himself up on an elbow, got close enough to smell her, really smell her: the sweat, the alcohol, the musky hint of someone else still clinging to her hair. He touched her chin, thumb pressing at the line of her jaw. “Did you like it?”

Selene laughed, a raw, satisfied sound. “I loved it. Even when I was gagging. Especially when you watched.”

“I couldn’t look away,” he said. There was nothing performative about it; the words came out like confession.

She scooted closer, her bare leg hooking over his thigh. “You’re not freaked out?”

Steve snorted. “If I’m freaked out, it’s because I never thought I’d actually get to see it. You, like that.”

She kissed him, a quick, almost chaste press of lips. “You realize you’re dating a total pervert,” she said.

He grinned, teeth bared. “I always did. That’s why I wanted you.”

They lay side by side, staring up at the ceiling. Selene poked at the bruise starting to form on her hip, traced it with a finger. She wanted to keep talking, wanted to test the shape of the new reality between them.

“I want to do it again,” she said, just above a whisper.

Steve reached over, placed his hand on her hip, squeezing the flesh there. “Next Friday. Or sooner.”

She nodded, then hesitated. “Is it weird if I say I want to… get better at it?”

Steve’s hand tightened. “You want practice?”

She felt her cheeks warm. “I couldn’t get the last few inches. I want to, next time. I want to do it right.”

Steve’s breath went slow and deep. He rolled onto his side, propped his head on his palm, and looked at her, really looked. “You’re perfect already.”

Selene shook her head, grinning. “I want to be better. I want to be your personal porn star. I want you to be proud.”

He kissed her again, this time harder, the edge of his teeth dragging across her lip. “You are. You’re mine,” he said, words coming out almost a growl.

“Then set it up,” Selene said. “Give me a week. I’ll make you proud.”

He pressed his forehead to hers. “Deal.”

“Think Kenny is freaked?” Selene asked the ceiling.

“I dunno. Maybe. He’ll probably say,” Steve said, thinking about his friend’s face with his fiance bobbed on his cock.

“Was it wrong? To do that?” she persisted.

Steve barked a laugh. “You think Kenny is traumatized about a gorgeous woman sucking him off?”

“Maybe.”

“Trust me, he’s not traumatized. He might drive off the road while thinking about what happened, but he’s not traumatized.”

They curled together, her head on his shoulder, his arm wrapped tight around her ribs. The sheets were damp, tangled at their feet, but neither of them moved to fix it. Selene’s leg hooked over his, and she found comfort in the heat of his skin against hers.

The room was quiet now, the world outside muted behind heavy windows. The smell of tequila and sweat and old sex lingered, but it wasn’t unpleasant. It was real.

Steve traced little circles on her back, then let his hand rest there, fingers splayed wide. She closed her eyes, breathed him in, and felt safe.

“Next time, I want to watch you rub off at the same time,” Steve whispered.

She smirked, eyes still closed. “Deal.”

They drifted in and out of sleep, bodies pressed close, the apartment finally still.

For the first time in a long while, Selene felt excitement about something other than the wedding.

***

It wasn’t until noon that the text from Kenny arrived, “ Hey. ”

Steve smiled, knowing that Kenny must be spiraling now that he was sober.

“ Hey. How’s the head? ” Steve loved torturing Kenny.

“ It was great. Are we cool? ” Well, at least he got the joke.

“ Sure. She wanted it. I wanted to watch. We’re cool, ” Steve wanted to make sure he didn't mess things up with his best friend.

“ OK, just checking. I’ll let her know you gave five stars. ”

Kenny was silent. He was definitely having a tough time, Steve though.


Chapter 5: The Second Friday

The next Friday night came with the same routine, but none of the old normal.

Steve laid out the living room just like before: coffee table scrubbed clean, three shot glasses and the tequila bottle center stage, deck of cards in the same worn box. He turned the lamp to low, the light puddling on the scratched wood floor. He set a playlist to background volume, nothing memorable, just a soft pulse behind the city noise. Every step was deliberate. He wanted it to look casual, accidental, like muscle memory.

Selene stayed in the bedroom until she heard the elevator rumble and the familiar scrape of Kenny’s shoes in the hallway. She wore a pale tank top—tight, braless—and shorts so brief they made a mockery of the dress code. Her hair hung straight and loose down her back, wet at the ends from the shower. She spent extra time on her face in the mirror, then decided to leave it bare except for a line of mascara. She had considered red lipstick, but wanted Steve to see the maximum contrast when Kenny’s black dick was in her mouth. Her toenails matched the pink from last time, but she made a show of not looking at her feet when she walked.

Steve watched her from the kitchen. She made him nervous, but he loved the nerves. She looked like she was about to start a fight or strip on a dare, and he couldn’t tell which.

The knock came. Selene smirked at Steve, then flopped onto the couch, feet up, one arm stretched behind her head. She arranged herself with unconscious precision, the hem of her shorts slipping higher than it had any right to. Steve opened the door.

Kenny stood in the hallway with a six-pack and a canvas bag, like he was ready for a weekend in. He grinned at Steve and held up the bag. “I brought nachos and the good salsa.”

Steve stepped aside. “You know you’re the only one who eats during poker, right?”

Kenny shot him a look. “That’s because you two drink instead of dinner. I’m not an animal.” He kicked off his sneakers and scanned the room, eyes landing first on the tequila, then on the cards, then finally on Selene. His gaze held there an extra second.

“Nice shirt,” he said, and meant the tank top. “Didn’t get the memo about comfort wear?”

Selene shrugged, her hair sweeping over her collarbone. “Didn’t want to get tequila on my pajamas.”

Kenny dropped the six-pack to the fridge and sat opposite her, on the far end of the couch. “I think last time almost killed me,” he said, half to Steve, half to the bottle. He poured three shots, hands steady. “You ready to lose again?”

Steve joined them, sinking into the armchair. He kept his legs spread, body loose, but his face was already set in that slow-burn smile Selene recognized. “You talk big for someone who folded every hand after the fourth round,” he said.

Kenny looked at Selene as he said, “I won the important one.”

Selene took the shot glass Kenny slid her way and knocked it back without salt or lime. The tequila was cheap, harsh. It hit her empty stomach and radiated out, sharp and clean.

Kenny and Steve followed, and the routine went down like a script. Shuffle, deal, bet, fold. Selene could see it in Kenny’s shoulders: he’d come in thinking it was a normal night, but something about the way she stretched her toes on the coffee table, the way Steve didn’t try to moderate the pour, it started to rattle him. He lost the first hand and, true to rule, had to ditch his hoodie.

Selene won the second and watched, expression blank, as Kenny peeled off his t-shirt. The air was cold and his skin jumped to goosebumps. He had good shoulders, lean and carved with just enough muscle to be worth noticing.

“Nice guns,” Selene said, but her voice was flat, a deadpan delivery that made Kenny flush. He watched her as he tossed the shirt onto the couch cushion.

Third hand, Steve lost. He tugged his own t-shirt over his head, revealing a pale chest with just the faintest line of muscle and a faint scar near the collarbone. He shrugged at Selene, as if to say: it’s fair, we play by the rules.

Kenny dealt again, his hands moving faster now, eyes darting between Selene’s tank top and her bare arms. She lost. She stood up, hooked two thumbs into the hem of the shirt, and peeled it up in a slow, almost sensual motion. She wore nothing underneath. Her breasts were small, perfectly shaped, the nipples dark against her skin, the areola tight from the cold. She didn’t blush, didn’t look at anyone, just tossed the shirt aside and sat back down.

Steve watched her openly. Kenny watched, then tried to pretend he wasn’t.

She raised her glass. “Next?”

The hands blurred after that. More shots, more skin. Selene lost the shorts on the next round, and sat cross-legged in just her underwear—cotton, black, cut high on the hip. Kenny wore navy boxers with some logo at the waist. Steve’s were plain gray, nothing to see, but his cock made a distinct tent under the fabric. Selene caught him adjusting himself after her last strip and grinned, not saying a word.

It didn’t take long for all three of them to be down to their last layer. The air in the apartment thickened with the smell of sweat and the sting of spilled tequila. Selene watched Kenny watch her, and she liked the nerves it put in his jaw. She liked the way Steve never looked away, the way he telegraphed his want without shame.

She lost the next hand and, true to the game, stood and dropped her panties to her ankles. She stepped out of them and sat back down, legs apart just enough to show the smooth skin between. She did it like it was no big deal, like nudity was normal.

Kenny tried not to stare, but it was impossible. He went red, then made a joke about how the air-conditioning was set to “pervert.” Steve laughed, but it was thin, stretched tight.

After another shot, Selene lost again. She raised an eyebrow at Steve, who nodded. She stood, padded to the center of the living room, and waited. Steve said nothing. Kenny said nothing. The city outside was muted, the room so quiet that every shift of the couch cushion was loud.

Selene looked at Steve, and he made a small, tight gesture with his head—permission, or instruction. She turned to Kenny, walked to where he sat, and dropped to her knees on the hardwood. She placed her hands on his thighs, spread just a bit.

Kenny’s boxers were doing a terrible job hiding anything. He looked at Steve, then at Selene, then back to Steve, like he was waiting for a sign to stop. None came.

Selene glanced over her shoulder at Steve, her hair falling across her cheek. Steve sat perfectly still, his hand wrapped around the glass, knuckles white. His cock tented the thin gray fabric, impossible to ignore.

She looked back at Kenny, reached for the waistband, and slid the boxers down in one move. His cock sprang out, hard and already leaking, the dark head shiny in the lamplight. She took it in her hand, feeling the heat of him pulse against her palm.

The air in the room went completely still. Kenny sat frozen, breathing shallow, his arms locked at his sides. Selene looked at him, then at Steve, then back again. She licked her lips and lowered her mouth.

The scene hung, suspended, the only sound the dull hum of the fridge and the faint hiss of Kenny’s breathing. Steve didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to. The instructions were all in the eyes.

***

Selene took Kenny’s cock in both hands, one at the base, the other just below the head. She let it rest against her lower lip, tongue flicking out to test the taste—salty, sharp, the faint trace of soap from the shower. She could feel the pulse under her palm, the way the shaft flexed when she squeezed. She looked up at Kenny, then over at Steve, who hadn’t moved from the chair. His jaw was clenched, hands in fists on the armrest.

She opened her mouth, took the head inside, and sucked it in. No hesitation this time, no learning curve. She bobbed her head, slow at first, letting spit collect at the corners of her lips. Kenny breathed out hard, his hands hovering uncertainly at his thighs.

The angle was awkward, but Selene liked the stretch. She twisted her wrist at the base, working her mouth and hands in tandem. She started to build a rhythm—down, twist, up, flick her tongue under the tip. She knew what Steve liked. She knew what worked.

She upped the pace. Her dark hair fell over her face, a curtain that hid her expression from Kenny but not from Steve, who had the perfect view. She caught his gaze and held it, eyes huge, pupils wide. She let the cock slip from her lips with a pop, stroked it a few times, and then went back down, faster, deeper.

Kenny made a noise, soft and stunned. He pushed his hips forward, just enough to test her limits, but Selene didn’t flinch. She let him, let the head hit the back of her throat, gagged once, then forced herself to relax and go lower. The sound was wet, unmistakable. She drooled around the shaft, spit dripping down her chin and slicking his skin.

She came up for air, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and grinned. Her lips were swollen, glossy from the saliva. “Sorry,” she said, voice hoarse, “need a second.”

She spat into her palm, jerked him with both hands, then went right back to it, going even deeper this time. The head pressed hard at her throat, making her eyes water. She coughed around him, then forced herself to keep going, refusing to break eye contact with Steve.

Kenny’s thighs tensed. He gripped the edge of the couch, knuckles pale. “Jesus, Selene,” he managed, voice thin and high.

She smiled around the cock, then slid her lips all the way down, nose to his belly. She stayed there, breathing through her nose, letting the length of him fill her mouth and stretch her jaw. She felt the shudder run through his body, heard the desperate edge in his breathing.

She pulled off, gasping, and spat again, the saliva stringing from her lips to the tip. She glanced at Steve, who was sitting on the very edge of his chair, glass forgotten. He looked at her like he’d never seen her before—equal parts awe and hunger.

She stroked Kenny a few times, then licked up the shaft, swirling her tongue around the head. She tasted the precome, salty and sweet, then plunged him back into her mouth. This time, she didn’t stop. She gagged, eyes streaming, but took it to the hilt, throat working against the length of him.

Kenny couldn’t hold still. His hands finally came up, fingers threading into her hair. He didn’t push, just held on, like he might fall off the couch if he let go. He groaned, deep and helpless.

Selene redoubled her pace, bobbing faster, hands pumping in time. The noise in the room was pure porn: wet, raw, obscene. She wanted Steve to see every detail. She wanted him to know exactly what he was getting.

She pulled off again, wiped her chin, and looked back at Steve. She stuck out her tongue, showing off the string of saliva, then laughed. The sound was bright and wild, nothing like the fake moans she sometimes made during sex. She was proud, and she wanted him to know it.

She took a breath, then swallowed Kenny whole. He lost it. His hips jerked off the couch, hands clutching her scalp. He gasped, “I’m gonna—” and Selene stayed put, refusing to move, letting him fuck her mouth until he came. The cum hit the back of her throat, hot and bitter. She swallowed what she could, then let the rest drip out around the shaft.

Kenny collapsed against the couch, sweat shining on his chest. His hands slid from Selene’s hair, limp and spent. She wiped her mouth with the heel of her palm, then sat back on her heels, bare and radiant, and looked at Steve.

Steve was on his feet before Kenny could recover. He walked across the room, slow and deliberate, his hard-on impossible to miss. He didn’t say a word. He just watched as Selene caught her breath and grinned up at him, her face flushed, lips swollen, eyes bright with adrenaline.

Kenny groaned, still boneless on the couch. He fumbled for his boxers, not bothering to stand. He managed a laugh, shaky and disbelieving, then looked at Steve and shrugged, like: what the fuck did I just live through?

Selene turned to Kenny, voice gentle for once. “You okay?”

He nodded, still breathless. “I’m gonna need a minute.”

Selene laughed again, wiped her eyes with her fingers, and stood up, naked and unashamed. She looked at Steve. “Bedroom?” she asked.

Steve nodded, his face still set. He reached down, took her by the wrist, and pulled her toward the hallway. As they passed the couch, Selene leaned in and kissed Kenny on the cheek. “Good game,” she whispered, then let Steve tug her away.

Kenny sat there, pants around his knees, staring at the door as it swung shut behind them. He laughed, one short bark, then ran a hand over his face.

The bedroom door closed. The only sound left was the faint pulse of music and the slow tick of the fridge. The tequila bottle was still half full on the table, the shot glasses sweating rings into the wood.


Chapter 6: Deeper Practice

Selene’s laughter bounced off the closed door as Steve muscled her down the hall, bare feet scuffing the hardwood. He didn’t slow when he hit the bedroom—just spun her against the wall, palm spread across her chest, and pinned her there. The wall was cold, her skin hotter for the contrast.

He didn’t speak. He gripped her jaw, tipped her head up, and looked at the raw ring around her lips, the burst capillaries on her neck from gagging on Kenny’s cock. His other hand was already digging a condom from the nightstand. He ripped it open with his teeth, rolled it down his shaft, and let it snap. Selene hissed at the sound.

Her breath steamed the air between them, and Steve’s cock knocked hard against her thigh. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around him, and lined him up. Steve let go of her chin and braced both hands on her ass, then lifted her, one smooth motion, until her shoulders thumped the drywall.

He pushed in, burying himself in one thrust. Selene moaned, but the sound cracked and died in her throat. Her jaw popped on the effort. She flexed her hips, trying to pull him deeper, the ache from the wall and the soreness in her throat fusing into something that felt like vindication.

Steve growled, a sound he’d never made before, and started fucking her. Not tender, not controlled. Just hard, piston strokes, each one making the picture frames rattle on the far wall. Selene wrapped her legs around his waist and dug her nails into his shoulders.

She licked her lips, caught the taste of salt, tequila, and stale latex. “Don’t stop,” she rasped, voice ragged. “I need to get better at taking him. I want you to see me do it right.”

Steve’s hips stuttered, but he didn’t break stride. “Show me how bad you want it,” he said, gritting his teeth. His fingers dug deep into the meat of her hips, anchoring her to the wall. He kept his eyes on her face, watching every twitch, every contraction of her throat when she swallowed or gasped.

Selene rolled her head back, let the back of her skull thud the drywall. “He’s so fucking long, Steve. I want to take him all the way. No gagging.”

He spat on his palm, slicked his cock, and shoved in harder. The sound was obscene—skin, wall, the slap of her ass against his hips, the wet catch of breath every time she gasped.

“Fucking say it,” he demanded. “Say you want it.”

“I want it. I want him to fuck my mouth for you,” Selene said, voice more confident now. “I want you to see it–see his big, black cock in my mouth. I want you to know how much I love it–love you watching, love having his cock inside me. I want to be your porn star, babe. Your slut.”

The words snapped something in Steve. He drove into her, ramming her up the wall, the force of it bruising but perfect. He felt her shiver, felt her cunt clamp down, and he lost it—came hard, body locking up, forehead mashed to her collarbone.

He stayed there, both of them slick with sweat, heartbeat hammering through the silence. Selene didn’t let go of him. She hooked her ankles tighter, pressed her lips to his ear.

“We’re doing this every Friday,” she whispered. “You watch. I get better every time. I’ll fucking deep throat him, and then I’ll let you use me next.”

Steve kissed her, rough, biting her lip until she tasted copper. He backed off the wall, carried her to the bed, and dropped her there. The sheets were exposed, straightened but not made. He pulled the condom off, tied it, and tossed it. Then he flopped on the bed beside her, both of them half-collapsed, spent but not empty.

Selene crawled into his lap, straddling him. Her knees bracketed his hips, and she used his chest to balance. Steve saw the marks from the wall on her shoulder blades, saw the rawness at her mouth.

“There’s something about the way he looks,” Selene said, voice husky. “The contrast. His black skin on my face, in my mouth. It’s not just the size, babe. It’s the color. I love how it looks.”

Steve grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezed, then slid one up to palm her breast. He pinched her nipple, rolling it between thumb and finger.

“You look awesome with a black cock in you. You like being used, don’t you?” he said.

She grinned, eyes flashing. “Yeah. But only if you want it. Only if you’re watching.”

Steve reached up, ran a thumb over the bruise starting at her jaw. “I want to see you take it. All of it.”

Selene rocked her hips, grinding against his softening cock. “No kissing,” she said. “That’s for us. I suck him, I make you watch, but no kissing.”

“Deal,” Steve said. He paused, then “I think no kissing is good. I was getting a little jealous there.”

“Of Kenny?” she asked. Her face showed that she hadn’t really considered that “fun” might turn sour.

“You had his cock down your throat!” Steve explained, then softer, “Of course I’m a little jealous.” He looked at her face, then, “But I like watching you more–and I get you back afterwards, so it’s all good.”

“So you’re OK with this?”

Steve grinned. “I want to see you gag less. I want to see you swallow it. I love how your lips look, stretched around his black dick.””

Selene licked her lips again, tasted the ghost of Kenny’s come still drying at the edge of her mouth. “I’ll do it. Next time, I won’t flinch. I want him to squirt straight down my throat.”

She kissed Steve, slower now, letting the sweat cool between them. Her hands smoothed over his chest, fingers playing with the hair at the center.

Steve pressed his mouth to her ear, whispering, “Every Friday. Until you get it perfect.”

She smiled, wide and real, and let her body go limp on top of him.

They lay there, breathing each other in, until the heat faded and only the memory of it stayed.

Selene closed her eyes, her face mashed into Steve’s neck.

“No need to stop when I get perfect. I’m gonna make you proud,” she said, voice barely audible.

Steve wrapped his arms around her and squeezed. “You already do.”

The room went quiet. In the darkness, Selene’s pulse slowed, but her mind stayed alive. She thought of next Friday, and the Friday after, and every Friday until she could take every inch and never gag.

She drifted, and Steve did too, the both of them knowing exactly what came next.

***

Selene woke with her knees dug into the mattress, head heavy, tongue numb. She blinked at the slant of light from the hallway, then rolled to her side and coughed, spit pooling at the corner of her mouth. Steve’s thigh was under her cheek, and she pressed her nose into the warmth of his skin, breathing through the soreness in her jaw.

He was half asleep, one hand draped over her back, the other tracing lines on her shoulder. When she coughed again, he came fully awake, propped himself up, and brushed the hair from her face. He saw the streaks of black under her eyes, the clumps of mascara smeared by tears and spit, and the drying crust of Kenny’s come on her chin.

He thumbed away the mascara first, then used the edge of the sheet to clean her jaw. “You’re a mess,” he said, not unkind.

Selene bared her teeth, tongue still slick with morning-after bitterness. “You should see yourself.”

She pushed up, straddled Steve’s leg, and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Her fingers found his cock, limp but thick, and she traced the vein down its length with a sticky finger. She said, “You should text him about next Friday while I’m still hungry.”

Steve’s phone was on the nightstand, screen cracked and blinking. The digital clock said 6:14 AM. He rolled over, unlocked it, and watched Selene out of the corner of his eye. The blue light made her look spectral, eyes huge and unblinking, hair wild around her shoulders.

She knelt there, naked, and used both hands to stretch her jaw, practicing the motion of opening wide, hollowing her cheeks, then sliding her hand in and out like she was already rehearsing next week’s event. She grinned when she saw Steve watching.

“Research,” she said, voice raw.

He typed a message, left it unsent. “We should talk rules,” Steve said, not looking up.

Selene let her hands fall to her lap. “Go.”

He watched her, made sure she was really listening. “No overnights. No fucking—just the mouth. Always with me here. I think we both want more, but let’s keep it simple until we think about this”

She nodded, then smiled, “I think we’re both thinking about it all the time.”

Steve breathed out slowly, thumb hovering over the send icon. “Safe word?” in case you want to stop?

Selene thought about it, then grinned. “If I can’t talk, I’ll tap out.” She mimed tapping his thigh, twice, with her open palm.

Steve nodded. “Deal.”

She stretched her neck, flexed her jaw, then crawled up to lay beside him. Her lips were swollen, glossy with spit, but her smile was real.

She pressed her mouth to his collarbone, kissed a line up to his jaw, and said, “Better stock up on numbing spray. I’m not losing to a gag reflex.”

Steve snorted. “That a challenge?”

Selene answered by sliding under the covers, hand already working his cock back to life. She spit into her palm, stroked him slowly, then ducked her head and took the tip between her lips. She went down, slow at first, then deeper, tongue flattened, hands guiding him in. She gagged once, then steadied herself and took it farther, eyes watering, saliva pooling at the corner of her mouth.

When she came up for air, she wiped her chin, laughed, and said, “Progress.”

Steve put a hand on her head, stroked her hair. “You’re going to ruin me,” he said, but he sounded proud.

Selene licked her lips, then bent back to the task, this time not stopping until her nose touched his belly. She let the tears run, didn’t bother to wipe them away.

After a minute, she pulled off, mouth stretched into a feral smile, throat working to swallow. She looked at Steve, eyes bright, and said, “Next Friday. I’ll do it better. I think maybe less tequila.”

He nodded, hands loose at his sides, the phone forgotten on the sheets.

Selene curled up next to him, head on his chest. She was still sticky, still marked from the night, but the warmth of Steve’s skin made her feel clean.

They didn’t talk after that, not for a while. Selene closed her eyes and listened to his heart, the steady thump anchoring her. When sleep came, it was soft and complete.

The last thing she remembered was Steve’s hand stroking her hair, and the faint, electric thrill of knowing exactly what would happen next time.


Chapter 7: Throat Goat

Kenny buzzed up at exactly 7:01, right on schedule. Steve let him in without a word, then sat back in the armchair and stared at the far wall, pretending to care about the news ticker crawling across the bottom of the muted TV. The coffee table was set up the same as always—tequila in the middle, deck of cards split and ready to shuffle, two shot glasses and a coaster with the ugly orange logo from their college days. Kenny assumed it was business as usual: drinks, poker, trash talk until one or both of them decided to call it a night. He didn’t see Selene at first.

He dropped his backpack and jacket on the couch, flexed his hands, and gave Steve a nod. “You start without me, or is that just for show?”

Steve’s eyes flicked up, then back down to the tequila. “Just keeping it warm.”

Kenny took the chair opposite, reached for the deck, and started shuffling. The cards slapped together, sharp and even. The whole apartment was quiet, the kind of hush that comes right after a fight or right before a decision. Steve didn’t say anything else, so Kenny filled the air with the ordinary: “Work sucked. Ran into that project manager again, the one with the breath—man, I thought I’d die.”

Steve didn’t even try to fake a laugh.

Kenny was about to make another pass at small talk when the bedroom door opened and Selene stepped out. She wore a black lace bra, nothing underneath, and a matching thong so thin it was barely there at all. Her skin looked fluorescent against the dark mesh. Her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. She stood in the threshold, one hand braced against the jamb, legs long and bare and carved with muscle. The only sound was the shuffle of cards in Kenny’s hands, now gone limp and clumsy.

Selene smiled, a wide and perfect stretch. “We’re not playing cards tonight.”

Kenny put the deck down, slow, and watched her move into the room. She walked with a loose, easy stride, the bounce in her step more athlete than runway. She crossed to the coffee table and grabbed the tequila, didn’t bother with the glass, just tipped the bottle and swallowed. Kenny watched the muscles in her neck work as she drank. She wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist and locked eyes with him.

She said, “We’re playing Throat Goat.”

Steve made a choking noise, almost a laugh, but didn’t say anything. He watched from the chair, arms loose on the rests, one foot propped up on the opposite knee.

Kenny tried to play it cool, but his face was on fire. “You serious?”

Selene set the bottle down, then turned and knelt on the rug in front of him. She pressed her palms to his knees and spread them. Her nails were painted black, but the polish was chipped at the ends. The floor was cold under her knees, but she didn’t flinch. She looked up at him and said, “Why play with cards when we know how this ends?”

She hooked her thumbs into his sweatpants and pulled. Kenny’s cock was already half hard; by the time she had it out, it was fully awake, black and glossy and curving against his belly. The contrast was ridiculous—her pale hands wrapped around the base, the head almost purple in the lamplight. She gripped it with both hands, skin stretched tight, knuckles white.

Steve had a perfect view. He leaned forward a bit, hands gripping the chair arms, jaw locked.

Selene gave Kenny a lazy stroke, testing the weight. She looked at Steve and said, “How’s the angle?”

Steve’s mouth was tight. “Perfect,” he said, but his voice was gravel.

Selene turned her attention back to Kenny, then licked a slow circle around the head, tongue flat and wet. She closed her lips around it, sucked, and then took an inch inside. She went slow, lips tight, tongue pressed to the underside. Kenny’s cock jumped in her grip.

She started to build a rhythm: mouth down, pause, up, twist at the base with her hand. Her jaw worked, the line of her neck elegant and unbroken. Every time she sank lower, she made a soft humming noise, the vibration running up the shaft. Kenny made a noise in his chest, low and unsteady.

Selene liked the stretch, liked the ache in her cheeks. She pulled off with a slick pop, a string of spit running from her lips to the tip. She turned, met Steve’s eyes, and smiled. “What’s the verdict?”

Steve’s hands tightened on the armrests. “You can do better.”

She grinned. “Yes, sir.”

She went back down, this time taking more. The head pushed at the back of her throat. She gagged, just once, then steadied herself and tried again. Spit pooled at the corners of her mouth, ran down the shaft and over her fist. Kenny’s thighs trembled, and he let his hands hover, unsure if he was allowed to touch her.

Selene moaned around him, the sound obscene. She pulled off again, coughed, wiped her chin, then looked over her shoulder at Steve. “It’s fucking huge,” she said, voice thick.

Steve’s face didn’t move, but his cock was clearly visible through the thin cotton of his shorts.

Selene set her jaw and took Kenny back in, bobbing her head now, fucking him with her mouth. She let her spit run, and didn't try to look pretty. Her hands braced on his thighs, nails digging in. The room filled with wet, sucking sounds, the soft creak of Steve’s chair, the hitch in Kenny’s breath every time she swallowed him.

Kenny started to lose his cool. His hips twitched, involuntary, and he made a sharp exhale through his nose. His hands dropped to her hair, not pulling, just resting there.

Selene went deep, forced herself to take more, nose pressed to his belly, eyes streaming. She held there, throat clamping around the cock, then jerked back, gasping for air. She drooled on the rug, wiped it away with the back of her hand, and laughed, hoarse and wild.

She twisted her wrist, stroked Kenny slowly, then sucked him in again, deeper than before. This time she didn’t gag, just forced her throat to open and held him there.

Kenny moaned, loud, and tried to pull away, but she wouldn’t let him. She kept going until her eyes blurred, then pulled off, coughing, spit and pre-come streaking her chin. She smiled at Steve, eyes shining. “I can do it,” she said, and dove back in.

The air was thick with sweat, musk, the faint ghost of tequila. Every movement was amplified—the drag of skin, the wet slap of mouth on cock, the soft grunt from Steve every time Selene looked at him.

She repeated the cycle: down, deeper, gag, off. Down, deeper, no gag, hold. Each pass, she took a little more. Her jaw ached, her throat felt raw, but she didn’t stop.

On the sixth round, Kenny broke. His hands locked in her hair, fingers tangled at the base of her skull. He made a warning sound, but Selene ignored it. She took him all the way, lips mashed to the base, and held him there.

Kenny’s whole body shuddered. He came, hard, the shaft jerking in her mouth. Selene swallowed around it, once, twice, and didn’t pull off until he was done. When she did, her chin was a mess—cum, spit, streaks of black mascara from her watering eyes. She coughed, wiped her mouth, then looked up at Kenny, face steady.

She stood, smoothed the lace of her bra, and said, “Time to go.”

Kenny pulled up his pants, hands shaking, and didn’t say a word. He grabbed his jacket from the couch, looked at Steve, and tried for a nod. Steve didn’t respond. Kenny left, the door clicking shut behind him.

The second the latch caught, Steve was out of the chair.


Chapter 8: The Request

Selene sprawled on her back across the bed, a wedge of afternoon light cutting her body in half. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, arrhythmic bursts. Sweat collected in the valley of her sternum and in the hollow between her hip and thigh, each breath pulling the scent of latex and fuck deeper into the room. She blinked up at the ceiling, one hand fanned across her belly, the other dangling off the edge of the mattress.

Steve lay next to her, naked and still catching his breath. He watched her the way you’d watch a bomb after you’d cut the last wire: grateful, but wary of aftershocks. His eyes flicked to the line of her jaw, the bruise starting to show just under her ear where he’d held her down. She touched it absently, like a pianist testing a key for tone, then let her hand fall.

“Did I do good?” Selene asked, voice ragged. Her tongue ran across her lower lip, catching the torn skin at the corner.

Steve grinned, propped up on his elbow, still half-hard despite the ache in his balls. “Gold medal, babe. Best reclaiming sex so far.”

She smiled without turning her head. “What do you think Kenny thought?”

“I don’t think he knew his own name after you told him to leave.”

She snorted, then coughed. “I kind of want to do it again. But for real this time.”

Steve leaned in, lips brushing her shoulder. “Define ‘for real.’”

She stared at the wall, thinking. “I want to be a real Throat Goat,” she said, the words slow and deliberate, not a joke this time. “Like, no flinching. No mercy. I want you to see me take the whole thing. All the way. Let him fuck my face–use my throat like a cunt.”

Steve’s cock twitched, involuntary. “You almost did tonight.”

“Almost isn’t good enough.” She rolled her head to face him, eyes wet and bright but steady. “I want to own it. Like, actually own it. I want to make you proud. Like, really proud. Not just in a ‘my girlfriend is crazy’ way.”

Steve’s jaw flexed. He reached out, thumb tracing the line of her lip, then pressing in just enough to open her mouth. “I am proud. But yeah, I want to see you choke on him. It would be amazing to watch him fuck your face.”

Selene closed her lips around his thumb, sucking the pad, then let it go with a wet pop. She grinned, savage. “It feels so different than you,” she said, and didn’t mean it as an insult. “The length, the weight. The color. I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s not just the act—it’s how it looks.”

Steve’s fingers lingered at the edge of her mouth, hooked in the space between her teeth and cheek. “You like the contrast.”

She nodded, not embarrassed at all. “It’s fucking hot, Steve. I want to get good at it. Like, athlete-level good.”

He pressed his thumb deeper, and she took it, rolling her tongue around the nail, eyes never leaving his. “You want to practice, or just go for gold next time?”

“Both,” she said, biting down, just enough to make him hiss. “But I want it to be real. No safety net. If I gag, I gag. If I choke, that’s part of it.”

Steve pulled his thumb out, a string of spit connecting it to her lips. “You’re insane.”

She reached up, caught him by the wrist, and held it to her chest. “You like it,” she said. “You want to see how far I can take it. You want to see me face-fucked by a black dick.”

He nodded. “Yeah. I do. Not just a black man, our friend. I like you turned porn slut.”

They lay there, still sweating, the sheets twisted under them. Selene flexed her jaw, testing for soreness. She winced, then smiled.

“Next Friday?” she said, not a question.

“Next Friday,” Steve said, already thinking of logistics. “Same setup?”

“Yeah, I want to go all out. He comes straight here, no poker, no drinks. We get it done, and you watch. Every second.”

He watched her, reading her face for regret or nerves, but there was none. Just pure, high-voltage anticipation.

Selene looked at the clock on the nightstand. “Think he’ll say yes if we tell him up front?”

“He’ll say yes,” Steve said, certain.

She stretched, groaned, then laughed. “I should probably hydrate. And maybe Google some tips.”

Steve rolled onto his back, hands laced behind his head. “I’ll film it if you want.”

She let the words hang in the air, then grinned, sharp and bright. “Yeah. Do it. I want to see what I look like, maybe improve my form.”

They lay in silence for a minute, the city noise muffled by triple-paned glass. Selene watched the ceiling fan spin, shadows jumping on the plaster. The heat between her legs was fading, but the idea of next Friday left a different ache, deeper and more urgent.

She reached for her phone on the nightstand, opened her calendar app, and thumbed in the event. “Friday,” she said, showing him the screen.

Steve’s eyes lingered on her hand, her bitten nails, the streak of sweat drying on her chest. He was already hard again, the sheet tented just enough to be obvious.

Selene closed her eyes, satisfied. “You’re going to ruin me,” she said, but there was no fear in her voice.

Steve slid his hand between her thighs, found her still slick, and pressed his fingers in slow. “Not if you Kenny ruins you first,” he said.

She bit his shoulder, leaving a fresh mark. “We hadn’t agreed on that yet.”

Neither of them moved to clean up. The sun drifted lower, the sweat dried, and the only thing left was the promise of next time.  


Chapter 9: New Territory

Kenny arrived Friday, no pretense of chips and salsa, or even beer. He was wearing loose-fitting sweats, slightly tented in anticipation of another session with Selene. Steve let him in, and led the way to the living room. Kenny scanned–no tequila, no cards, but no clue what he should do.

Before he could say anything, the bedroom door opened, and Selene emerged, stark naked. Hair running loose down her neck and shoulders, nipples dark and hard on her perfect little breasts. Kenny could see her slit winking at him as walked into the living room as if it was normal to walk around naked like that.

Selene planted herself in the chair, knees wide, back arched, hair loose around her shoulders. She wasn’t waiting for applause or commentary. She looked at Kenny, caught his eyes, and said, “Get on your knees and eat me.” Nothing about it sounded like a suggestion.

Kenny paused mid-step, a half-dumb grin flickering before he checked Steve’s face for signals. Steve took a seat a few feet away, elbows on his thighs, hands loose between his knees. The tension on his face said he hadn’t expected the curtain to go up this fast, but he nodded, a slow, almost lazy assent.

Kenny dropped to his knees, hands finding Selene’s bare thighs. His palms were big, dark, the contrast sharp against her skin. He ran them up, parting her more, then lowered his head between her legs. He started tentative—testing, not sure what rules applied. He kissed the crease where thigh met hip, then licked a stripe up her slit. Selene rolled her hips forward, bracing her hands on the arms of the chair.

“Don’t tease,” she said, voice flat.

Kenny’s shoulders squared. He licked again, firmer, then buried his face against her. His tongue found her clit, at first just brushing it, then pressing, working in tight circles. Selene closed her eyes. Her breathing slowed, then hitched when Kenny slid two fingers inside her, palm up, working them with a careful rhythm.

The room filled with the sound—wet, regular, broken by Selene’s short, clipped gasps. Steve watched from the side, his cock already hard and straining the front of his jeans. He leaned back, spreading his legs, one hand tight on the armrest.

Kenny got more confident. He sucked Selene’s clit, tongue flicking, then pressed in deeper with his fingers. She bucked up into his face, biting her lip, both hands gripping the chair like she was riding out turbulence. She made a low sound, more growl than moan.

Steve couldn’t take his eyes off the action. He watched the way Kenny’s mouth moved, the way his fingers curled inside Selene, how her pale skin blushed pink at the edges. He tracked every change in her breath, every time she clenched or let go.

Selene came hard, legs locking around Kenny’s head, her whole body curling forward. She let out a sharp, punched-out cry, then ground his face deeper as the aftershocks ran through her. Kenny kept going—didn’t let up, didn’t move away, just kept working her with mouth and hand.

She sagged back into the chair, thighs still trembling. “Holy shit,” she muttered. She sounded more annoyed than grateful. She raked her nails across the top of Kenny’s head, then let her arms fall limp.

But Kenny didn’t stop. He twisted his hand, fingers scissoring, thumb pressed against the slick above her clit. He shifted his angle, digging deeper with his tongue while he fucked her with his fingers. The new pressure sent Selene’s hips up again, her whole body tense and rigid.

Steve shifted in his seat, exhaled through his nose. His cock throbbed, visible through the fabric, but he didn’t touch himself. He watched the point where Kenny’s dark hand vanished into Selene, watched her stomach clench, the way her nipples peaked.

Selene’s second orgasm hit harder. Her back arched so sharp she nearly slipped off the seat, a raw moan ripping from her throat. This time she grabbed the back of Kenny’s head with both hands, clutching him in place until the tremors faded.

When it was over, she pried his face up, still breathing hard. Her eyes locked on his, then flicked over to Steve.

“Stand up,” she said to Kenny. “I want you to fuck my face.”

Kenny did. His cock was out and fully hard before he even pulled his waistband down. Selene glanced at it, then up at him, daring him to hesitate.

He didn’t. He lined up in front of her, one hand on the base, and fed the head to her mouth. Selene tilted her chin, lips parted, and took it in, no hands. She swallowed an inch, then two, then the rest, her lips stretched and slick, saliva pooling at the corners.

Kenny didn’t play gently. He planted both hands in her hair and drove in, slow at first, then faster, his hips slapping the edge of the seat. Selene let her head fall back against the chair, neck exposed, throat working around the shaft as he bottomed out. Her hands gripped the chair arms but otherwise she let him use her.

The gag reflex hit quickly. Her eyes watered, but she didn’t pull away. Kenny fucked her face, picking up speed, the sound of it filthy—wet, raw, punctuated by the slap of skin, his balls against her wet chin. and the grunts in his chest. He looked down, watching himself disappear into her mouth, the dark of his shaft against the pink and white of her lips.

Steve watched every second. He watched the tears on Selene’s cheeks, the drool streaking her chin, the way her jaw flexed to keep up. He saw the moment she looked at him, eyes huge, and held his gaze while Kenny fucked her throat. He wanted to memorize the look.

Kenny started to lose control. His grip on her hair got rough, yanking her forward with each thrust. He held her down, balls tight to her chin, and Selene gagged, spit running down her neck. Steve shifted closer, one foot tapping the floor, tension building everywhere.

“Fuck, fuck, I’m gonna—” Kenny got the words out just as he slammed all the way in. He came hard, holding her face to his pelvis. Selene swallowed around it, her eyes never leaving Steve’s.

Kenny shuddered, then let go, stumbling back a half step. He wiped his mouth, face flushed, chest heaving. He looked at Steve, then at Selene, like he couldn’t believe what just happened.

Selene coughed once, then licked her lips clean. She didn’t smile, didn’t say a thing, just waited for Kenny to move.

He fumbled his pants up, grabbed his keys off the table, and left without a word.

Steve stood, already unzipping, and crossed the room to her.

***

Steve didn’t waste time. The second the door clicked shut behind Kenny, he bent and grabbed Selene’s ankles, lifting her legs and spreading them over the arms of the chair. She let him. Her thighs were damp, cunt swollen and flushed from what Kenny had just done. Her chest rose and fell, still catching up to the moment. She looked up at Steve, hair wild across her face, a streak of spit or cum drying on her chin. She didn’t bother to wipe it.

He fished a condom from his jeans, tore it open with his teeth, and rolled it on fast. His cock stood straight, thick and flushed, the head almost purple. He lined up, braced his hands on her hips, and slammed inside in one hard stroke. Selene’s head knocked back into the cushion, her mouth opening in a silent yell. She was wet from want, but the sudden stretch caught her by surprise.

He fucked her with no buildup, no talk, just raw velocity. The chair creaked under their weight. Steve gripped her hips so tight his knuckles whitened, then slid his hands up to her ribs, her breasts, his fingers leaving red marks everywhere they touched.

Selene clawed at his arms, then his back. She pulled him closer, wrapped one leg behind his ass, using the leverage to make him go deeper. Her cunt was still slick from before, but the fresh friction sent a new jolt through her.

The smell was insane—sex, sweat, latex, a sharp trace of Kenny’s cologne still lingering from where he’d been. The room was too hot, the lamp light low and hazy, but Selene felt every nerve ending like it was lit up.

She dug her nails into Steve’s shoulders. “Fuck me,” she said, and it didn’t sound like a request. He did, ramming into her, the slap of skin and the wet sound of her cunt filling the room.

Her voice went hoarse. “Harder,” she said, and Steve obeyed.

He watched her face the entire time—watched the tears still drying at the corner of her eye, the way her jaw clenched when he bottomed out. He saw her throat, pink and raw from before, and imagined what it would look like after more practice. The idea made him go even rougher.

Selene’s orgasm snuck up on her. One second she was clenching around him, riding out the aftershocks of the last one, and the next she was shaking, hips jerking so hard the chair nearly tipped. Steve didn’t slow, didn’t ask if she was okay. He fucked her through it, grunting when her cunt milked him, the condom tight and hot.

He lasted another minute, then came, face buried in her neck, hands gripping so hard he left bruises.

They stayed there, tangled, Steve still inside her, both of them breathing loud and ugly. The only other sound was the hum of the fridge and the dying whine of the chair springs.

After a while, Steve pulled out and rolled the condom off, tying it and tossing it at the trash. He slumped into the seat next to Selene, one hand on her knee, anchoring her to the world.

Selene wiped her mouth, then sucked a streak of spit off her thumb. “You know he’s going to want to fuck me next, right?” she said, voice scratchy but even.

Steve didn’t look away. “You want him to?”

Selene rolled her head, thinking. “I think I want to see if it fits. You want to see it, don’t you?”

Steve’s jaw flexed. “Yeah. I want to see you take him. All of him.”

Selene grinned, wide and wicked. “You want me to be your porn star, babe?” She held his gaze, then added slowly, “See me spread my legs and take a Big. Black. Dick?”

“Yeah,” he said, and he sounded more hungry than ever. “I want you to show me how good you can be.”

Selene bit her lip, dragging her teeth across the raw spot, then looked him dead in the eye. “Next Friday. I’ll do it. I’ll spread for that big black dick.” She quickly added, “Condoms. I’m still holding out for my first bare sex on our wedding night–just a few weeks more, Babe!”

Steve squeezed her knee, hard, and didn’t break her gaze.

The air between them stayed electric, the decision already made.


Chapter 10: All The Way

Selene sent Steve down to wait for Kenny, then she arranged the room. First, she moved the coffee table. She dragged it to the edge of the rug, flipped the armchair around so it faced the couch dead on, then put a stack of cocktail napkins under one leg to keep it from wobbling. The playlist she picked was low, a slow pulse of synth and drums, not enough to cover voices but just enough to mark the room as different from usual.

She wore the short plaid skirt because Steve had bought it for her to wear during ‘sexy play’ times. The white blouse was two buttons from decent and barely hid the black lace underneath. Her hair was tied high and tight, for the look, but she could already feel the pins pulling. She didn’t put on lipstick—just ChapStick, barely a trace of shine. She wanted every part of her to feel intentional, even if the men pretended not to notice.

She saw their shadows on the hallway wall before she heard the door click open. Steve first, with Kenny right behind him, both in jeans, t-shirts, a little too much deodorant. Steve gave her the raised eyebrow. Kenny just stared at the way the room had been rearranged, like it was a trap.

“Do you redecorate for every guest, or just special occasions?” Steve said, dropping his keys in the bowl.

“Only for VIPs,” Selene replied. She perched on the edge of the couch, knees together, then let them fall open two inches. The skirt rode up on its own; she didn’t have to help it.

Kenny set his bag by the door and slid into the armchair. He tried to slouch casually, but his eyes kept jumping from Selene to the tequila to Steve, then back to Selene. He looked like he was waiting for some signal about whether it was game night, or if he was lucky, another Throat Goat night.

Steve took the far end of the couch, sprawled out and owning the space. He poured three shots, handed one to each of them. He raised his glass and said, “To Throat Goat tryouts.”

Kenny coughed into his drink. Selene drank hers neat, tequila burning the roof of her mouth.

No one spoke for a minute. The music clicked over to the next track—slower, thicker. Selene let her head fall back and exhaled, then reached up and unpinned her hair. The dark sheet of it fell across her shoulders, caught on the static, and framed her face. She rolled her head to the side, locked eyes with Steve, and then with Kenny.

“Ground rules,” Selene said. Her voice was hoarse, on purpose. “No backing out, no safe word, but if I tap out, you stop.” She glanced at Kenny. “Cool?”

He nodded, mouth open, then closed it.

“Second rule: No one gets jealous after. No weirdness. We’re adults.” She let her gaze settle on Steve, who just stared.

“No way. I wanna see this.”

Selene stood up, slow. The skirt fell into place, but the motion did nothing to hide her. She walked to the music, rolling her hips a little too much for a normal stroll. She stopped in front of Kenny, close enough that he had to look up.

She bent forward, elbows on her knees, letting the blouse gape open. “You get to touch, if you want,” she said, and her breath blew tequila into his face. She straightened, turned to Steve, and did the same—bent, blouse falling open, cleavage just visible behind the black lace.

She stepped back, spun on her heel, and put a hand on the edge of the couch for balance. Then she started to dance, not with her arms or her shoulders, but just her hips, slow and grinding to the beat. Her skirt swung with every roll. She lifted her arms over her head and stretched, blouse rising enough to show a sliver of belly.

She heard Kenny exhale, and heard the scratch of Steve’s nails on his own knee.

She danced toward Steve, then pivoted and danced toward Kenny, letting the hem of the skirt fan out. The air in the room got heavy. She unbuttoned the next button, then the next, exposing the lace edge of the bra and the flat of her breastbone.

She did one slow lap around the coffee table, trailing her fingers along the lip of the bottle. The song reached its slow climax, then faded into something even slower.

Selene stopped in front of both men, arms at her sides. She looked from Steve to Kenny, then back again. “This club encourages touching the strippers,” she said, and popped the last button.

The white blouse fell open. The black lace glowed against her skin. Her pulse hammered at the base of her neck, visible if you looked for it.

She didn’t wait for applause. She just held their attention, and waited for the next move.

***

She started with Steve because she knew how it would play. She leaned in, skirt brushing his thigh, the split in her blouse wide enough that he could see the bra but not everything beneath. She let her hand drift down his chest, slow and casual, as she unbuttoned the last button at her stomach.

Steve’s hand moved instantly, flat and warm on her hip. She let him slide it up under the cotton, across her bare skin. He was greedy, not bashful—he traced her belly, the edge of her ribs, thumb catching the line of the lace where it met her skin. She shivered, but didn’t flinch.

“That’s it,” she murmured, and shifted to straddle one of his legs, pressing her knee hard against his thigh. He squeezed her waist, then reached up and cupped her breast. She liked the way he never pretended to be delicate. He ran his thumb across her nipple, and the lace went transparent in the heat from his palm. She arched into his hand, then pulled away.

She spun away, slow and dramatic, the white blouse sliding off her shoulders. She let it drop behind her on the rug, then danced a slow half-circle toward Kenny.

He watched her with his mouth open. She felt the pulse in her own chest at the way his gaze tracked her. When she got close, she paused, then planted herself right between his knees. Kenny’s hands hung useless at his sides for a second, then came up, palms spread. She moved closer, and he put his hands on her thighs—higher, then higher, until he was clutching the bare skin just under the hem.

She reached up and threaded his fingers under the skirt, guiding them until his hands were pressed against her ass. His touch was firmer than she expected, almost desperate. He squeezed, then ran his hands up and down, feeling the whole curve. He didn’t talk, just breathed shallow, eyes on the seam of the bra where it pressed against her skin.

Selene cupped her breasts through the bra and offered them to Kenny, inches from his face. He stared, then leaned in and nuzzled, his nose cold, his breath electric against her skin. He didn’t kiss, but he exhaled hard enough to make the nipples stand up. His hands wandered, stroking her stomach, her hips, the back of her thighs. It wasn’t gentle, but it wasn’t rough either; it felt like someone lost and trying to memorize a map by touch alone.

Behind her, Steve watched, and she could feel his attention like a hot wire running across her back. She saw the way his hands fisted on his knees, the way his eyes never blinked.

Selene twirled back to Steve, skirt flaring out, then settled between both men, hands on her hips. She unzipped the skirt, let it slide down her legs, and stepped out, planting her feet wide apart so the black lace of the panties was perfectly visible.

She paused, knowing exactly how she looked: nearly naked, hair wild, the black lace cut high at the hip. The air in the room went close and tight.

She glanced at Steve, then at Kenny. She reached into the cup of her bra and pulled out two condoms, held one out to each man. Her voice was flat and businesslike: “Pants off. Lap dance time.”

Steve didn’t hesitate. He stood, undid his jeans in three seconds, pushed them and his boxers to the floor. His cock sprang out, half-hard already, the head flushed and pink. He rolled on the condom one-handed, his gaze never leaving Selene’s body.

Kenny had more trouble. He tried to kick off his shoes, tripped, then laughed at himself and yanked his jeans and underwear down in one go. His cock was long and dark, hard and already leaking at the tip. He fumbled the condom but got it on, fingers shaking just a little.

Selene watched them both, arms folded under her breasts, her face deadpan except for the small, hungry smile.

She made them wait. She wanted them to remember this—the moment before, the second when anything was possible.

***

Selene let the anticipation stretch for two whole breaths, then reached behind her back and unclipped the bra. She let it dangle from her finger for a moment before tossing it aside. Her breasts were small and perfect, the nipples dusky and already peaked from the chill and the eyes on her. She watched the effect on both men: Steve sat up straighter, his cock now at full attention; Kenny’s hand drifted, unconsciously, to the base of his own, like he was checking if it was real.

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, wiggled them over her hips, then let them slide down her legs. She stepped out, spreading her feet wide, and stood there a moment, fully naked except for the elastic stripe of her hair tie around her wrist. She looked at Steve, held his gaze, then turned to Kenny.

She didn’t straddle him right away. She faced the room, then backed up until her ass was almost in his lap. She bent forward, hands on her knees, and gave him a view that was pure porn—her cunt shaved and wet, the curve of her ass perfect, every muscle in her legs flexed. She could feel the heat of his cock against her thigh, even with the condom, even without touching.

She backed, lowered towards his lap, but kept her feet planted flat on the floor. She faced away from him, giving Steve a full view, and reached down between her legs. She felt for Kenny, guided the tip to her opening, and held it there.

She lowered herself slowly. The head stretched her first, a sting that made her gasp, then she let herself sink another inch, then another. Kenny’s hands clamped to her hips, steadying her, but he didn’t pull. He held on, hard enough to leave marks, but let her do the work.

She was wet, but it was still a stretch—Kenny was longer than Steve, and the angle from behind made it a challenge. She braced her hands on Kenny’s knees and used them to control the descent. Every inch felt exquisite. She kept her jaw tight and her eyes on Steve. She wanted him to see the focus, the effort, the way she was built for this–she wanted him to watch every inch of Kenny’s black cock enter her.

Steve leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands balled into fists. His breathing was audible now.

When Selene finally got all the way down, she felt the last inch slam home, and it made her cry out—a single, sharp sound that echoed off the bare walls. Her thighs shook. She held there, impaled, and trembled. Kenny’s grip on her hips tightened, and for a second she thought she might fall apart. Instead, her whole body locked, her cunt clamped down hard, and she came instantly, the orgasm hitting with no warning and no buildup.

She moaned, louder than she meant to, and rocked forward on his lap, riding the wave. The feeling was different—brighter, sharper, less like pleasure and more like a switch thrown in her spine. She tried to catch her breath but couldn’t; she just bucked up and down, faster and faster, the slap of her ass on Kenny’s thighs a hard, percussive rhythm.

She set the pace, long strokes up and down, pushing herself almost off him each time and then slamming back down. She looked at Steve, wanted to see his reaction, but her eyes kept blurring with each fresh jolt. The world narrowed to just the heat and the stretch and the way every muscle in her body was working to keep her upright and moving.

Kenny started making noise. Not words, just a rumble in his chest that got louder each time she dropped down on him. He pulled her tight, then let go, then grabbed again, like he was losing control of his own hands. His legs spread wide, toes digging into the carpet. She felt him swelling, and knew it wouldn’t take long.

Steve was stroking himself, slow and deliberate, never breaking eye contact with her. She saw the tension in his jaw, the wild edge to his stare. He wanted her to finish Kenny, wanted to see it happen in front of him.

She picked up speed, grinding in circles, rolling her hips as she fucked herself on Kenny. The stretch was relentless, but she loved it. She was slick now, every movement easier, the friction sending sparks up her spine. She whispered low, for both men, “Come for me.”

Kenny’s breathing got ragged, then stopped altogether for a second. He made a guttural sound, hips jerking up off the chair, and came hard. She felt it, even through the condom—the pulse, the heat, the way his cock kicked inside her. She rode it out, bouncing on his lap until the shaking stopped.

When it was done, she stayed there, impaled, her breath coming in sharp little barks. Kenny’s hands slipped from her hips, limp and shaking.

She waited a long beat, then stood up, slow, letting Kenny slip out of her. She didn’t bother to look at him. She faced Steve, chest heaving, legs quaking, and grinned.

“Your turn,” she said, voice shredded.

She turned to Kenny, who was still slumped in the chair, and asked, “You like the show?” Her tone was flat, businesslike.

He nodded, eyes glazed, and managed a weak, “Yeah.”

Selene didn’t wait for more. She stepped across the space to Steve, every muscle in her body buzzing. She was slick, messy, and satisfied, but not done yet.

She looked down at Steve’s lap, then straddled him, her hands flat on his chest.

She said, “Make it count,” and meant it.

***

Selene lowered herself onto Steve with a long, shaky breath. He was shorter than Kenny, but thicker—she felt the stretch in a whole new place, the pressure more blunt than sharp. She rocked her hips, finding the rhythm, the angle, and watched Steve’s eyes go dark and huge.

She braced her hands on his shoulders, leaned in until her forehead touched his, and fucked him slow, grinding all the way down each time. Steve’s hands locked on her waist, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t say anything—just watched her face, every micro-expression, every bite of her lip, every time her lashes fluttered.

Kenny dressed in silence on the couch, tugging his jeans up over sticky thighs, then lacing his shoes with quick, efficient motions. He glanced over once, caught Selene’s eye, then looked away. She could feel his attention on her back, like a warm draft.

Steve started to thrust up into her, matching her motion, the chair creaking under the strain. Selene moaned, low and steady, then let it build as she moved faster. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself down onto him, the slap of skin raw and loud in the small room.

She came first. It snuck up on her, a sudden spike that started at the base of her spine and radiated out. Her nails dug into Steve’s shoulders, hard enough to break skin. She didn’t try to muffle it—she let the sound rip through her, loud and bright.

Steve lasted maybe three more strokes. His eyes squeezed shut, his whole body tensed, and he came with a guttural grunt, hands clamped so tight on her waist that she knew she’d have bruises.

For a minute, neither of them moved. Selene slumped forward, resting her forehead on Steve’s shoulder, breathing through her nose and feeling the sweat cool between them. His chest heaved under her, every muscle slack except his arms, which still anchored her in place.

Kenny stood by the door, backpack over his shoulder. He paused, hesitated like he might say something, then just gave a half-wave and let himself out.

The apartment was silent except for the rush of their breathing and the faint click of the hallway door.

Selene lifted her head, hair stuck damp to her temples. She looked at Steve and tried to find a joke, but all she could say was, “Holy shit.”

He grinned, all teeth. “You were fucking amazing.”

She shuddered, then grinned back. “I get why you like watching. I get it now.”

Steve slid his hands up to her back, tracing the sweat-damp line of her spine. “Was it what you wanted?”

She nodded, then bit her lip. “He hit places I’ve never felt before. Like, ever.” She blinked, then said, “Can we do it again next Friday?”

Steve laughed. “You can put on a show every night if you want.”

She kissed him, lazy and slow, letting her body melt into his. She stayed there, in his lap, until her heart stopped rattling and the afterglow faded into something softer.

When she finally stood, she didn’t bother to put her clothes back on. She just padded to the table, poured two shots of tequila, and brought one back for Steve.

They toasted in silence, the salt and burn of it anchoring them to the moment.

Selene sat cross-legged on the rug, watched the sweat dry on her own skin, and felt the last traces of ache bloom inside her.

She wanted to remember this—how it felt, how she looked, how Steve had watched her. She wanted it to last.

She lifted her glass. “To bad decisions,” she said.

Steve clinked his glass to hers. “To you,” he said, and drank.

She drank, too. And smiled, knowing exactly what they had started.


Chapter 11: Deep Fucking

Selene painted her lips with ChapStick, then blotted her mouth with the back of her hand. She checked herself in the black mirror of her phone screen. No makeup. No jewelry. No distractions. Her hair was wet from the shower, combed flat so it hung like a dark flag down her back. She wore a long white t-shirt—Steve’s—nothing underneath. She liked the way her nipples showed through–hard, ready.. She inhaled and let the cold air scrape the inside of her chest.

This was the new ritual: Friday night, tequila on the coffee table, two men waiting on the couch, the city hushing itself for the main event. She liked the routine. She liked knowing that both of them were there, waiting, nervous in their own way. She liked the way the anticipation crackled under her skin, made her nipples ache, made her hands a little less steady than usual.

She left the bedroom door open as she walked out–already feeling the wetness between her legs. Steve and Kenny were already planted on the couch, legs wide, jeans, t-shirts, strangely silent, focused on the hall. The bottle was half gone, three glasses sweating into the table. The TV was on, but nobody watched it.

Steve’s eyes found her first. He said nothing, but his face went hungry—tight at the jaw, open everywhere else. Kenny’s gaze took in the length of her, then jerked away, like he’d done something wrong. Selene grinned and let her bare feet smack the hardwood. She walked straight to the coffee table and bent over it, reaching for the bottle. The shirt barely covered her ass. She poured herself a shot, no salt, no lime, and tipped it back.

Kenny made a noise in his throat. Steve said, “Ready?”

“Always,” Selene replied. She licked her lip and set the glass down.

She dropped to her knees in front of the table, knees apart, then crawled the two steps to where Kenny sat. The air went dead quiet. She rested her hands on his knees, then braced herself between his legs. Kenny’s jeans tented obvious, the zipper pull an inch from her face.

He still wouldn’t look at her. Selene liked that about him—the way he acted like he didn’t deserve her, the way it made every touch feel like a risk. She pressed her palm to the fly of his jeans and dragged it down slowly. She popped the button, tugged open the zipper, then peeled his boxers down. Kenny’s cock spilled out, half-hard and glistening, dark against the tan of his thighs.

Selene didn’t hesitate. She spat into her palm, stroked him twice, then wrapped her lips around the head. She tasted sweat, soap, the now-familiar musk of him. She flicked her tongue under the ridge, remembering the exact way Steve liked it, and then went deeper.

She could already feel Steve’s eyes burning into her back. She liked to imagine what he saw: his fiancée on her knees, hair falling over her shoulder, sucking off his best friend like it was a paid gig. She wanted him to see the effort, wanted him to watch her jaw work and her throat open. She wanted him to remember it forever.

Kenny groaned, hands fisting on the cushion, but he didn’t touch her. She sucked harder, letting spit drip down her chin, twisting her fist at the base. She bobbed her head, slow at first, then faster, each stroke taking a little more. Kenny was big, longer than Steve, and she felt it every time she sank down, the stretch at the hinge of her jaw, the pressure in her throat.

She gagged once, then steadied herself and went again. She heard Steve exhale. She sucked, then let the cock pop out of her mouth, glistening and wet. She stroked it with her hand, spit shining in the lamplight. She looked up at Kenny, who finally met her eyes, and grinned.

“You can touch, you know,” she said, voice shredded. “I won’t bite.”

Kenny reached out, tentative, and put his hand on her hair. He didn’t push, just held it there, thumb stroking her scalp. Selene sucked him in again, going even deeper. She let her tongue flatten, let the head hit the back of her throat, then held it there, breathing through her nose.

She pulled off, spit dripping from her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand and turned to Steve.

“Your turn.”

Steve didn’t need to be told twice. He stood, unbuttoned his jeans, and let them drop. He was already hard, the head flushed and leaking. Selene looked at both cocks—one dark, one pale, both waiting for her—and felt a rush of something pure and electric.

She reached for Steve, took him in her mouth. He tasted different—saltier, more familiar. She worked him the same way, tongue around the tip, then down, then up, a rhythm she’d memorized. Steve put his hand on the back of her neck, more controlling than Kenny, and held her there as she sucked.

She pulled back, caught her breath, then gestured Kenny to come closer. He stepped out of his jeans and moved. She took both cocks in her hands. She stroked them side by side, comparing, enjoying the way they looked together. She leaned over and licked the head of Kenny’s cock, then did the same for Steve, trading off, letting her spit run down both shafts.

Steve said, “Show me.”

Selene looked up at him. “You want both at once?”

“Yeah.”

She didn’t even flinch. She pressed the heads together, lined them up, and opened her mouth wide. She took both cocks, side by side, into her mouth. She gagged at the stretch, but forced herself to go slow, jaw aching, lips split at the corners. She worked them both with her tongue, hands stroking the shafts, alternating pressure, never letting either one go slack.

Kenny made a noise, almost a whimper. Steve grunted, eyes on the place where her mouth stretched around both cocks. Selene let herself get lost in it—the feel of them, the taste, the heat. She sucked, then pulled off, spit dripping from her chin.

She licked her lips, wiped her mouth, then reached for the condoms on the coffee table. She ripped one open, rolled it onto Steve. She did the same for Kenny, hands steady, motions practiced.

Then she stood. The shirt hung loose off one shoulder, nipples dark against the cotton, legs bare and goosebumped. She gestured to the couch, “You two, sit.” They scrambled to comply–she was in control.

She climbed onto the couch, straddling Kenny, and lined his cock up with her cunt. She was already dripping, slick enough that the head slid in with almost no resistance. She met Steve’s eyes, then saw him look down, watching as she lowered herself, inch by inch, until Kenny was all the way inside.

It stretched her, more than she remembered. The angle was different, deeper. She could feel every vein, every twitch, the latex catching on the inside of her and making the sensation sharper, more raw. She ground her hips, riding him slow, letting herself open up.

She bounced on his lap, slow at first, then faster, bracing her hands on his chest. Kenny’s eyes rolled back, and he grabbed her hips, helping her up and down. Selene loved the control, loved the way she could make both men watch her, loved being the center of everything.

She kept riding, grinding her clit against Kenny’s pelvis, feeling the pressure build. She moaned, louder than before, and didn’t care how it sounded. She was close, but didn’t want it to end this way.

She slid off of Kenny, causing him to groan in frustration, then pushed him to the side as she lay back on the sofa. She spread her legs, showing off her pussy lips, wet and slightly parted, hungry for more.

Selene met Steve’s eyes, but her words were for Kenny, “Fuck me with that big black dick. I want it deep and hard, Kenny.” She was rewarded by seeing Steve’s eyes go wide, his breathing quicken, and his hand start stroking his cock.

***

Kenny wasn’t even out of breath. He knelt between her thighs, cock still hard and glistening through the condom. He lined himself up and shoved back in. The stretch was less now, but the sensation was more—raw, friction, every nerve in her cunt wide open from the first round.

As he bottomed out, he finally looked up into her face, allowing himself a smile. He said softly, “You feel like heaven.”

Selene replied, “So do you.” Her face took on a hungry, horny look as she told him, “Steve wants to watch. Don’t hold back, make me your little white slut, take me, use me. Best you can do, OK?”

Kenny’s face changed slightly–hungry, horny, determined. She felt him pull back, then drive his length into her again, causing her to yelp from the stretch. Kenny drove into her with a steady, piston pace. He pinned her hips with both hands, then leaned forward, fucking her with more force than before. Selene let her arms go loose over her head, palms against the cool vinyl of the sofa. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation override the rest of the world.

Steve hovered above her, standing, hand on his cock, watching every thrust. He didn’t touch her—not yet—but she could feel his presence, the way his eyes tracked the point of contact between her and Kenny.

Kenny picked up speed. The slap of skin against skin echoed in the apartment, louder than it should have been. He kept his eyes on her face, watching for something—pain, pleasure, permission to go even harder.

Steve crouched down, put his face next to Selene’s ear. “Let him fuck you, be our slut,” he said, voice low and sharp.

She moaned, letting her thighs fall even wider. “Harder,” she said, and Kenny obeyed. He braced his feet and hammered into her, the couch cushions creaking with every motion.

The first orgasm hit so fast she didn’t recognize it. It was all muscle, her core clamping down, her legs shaking. She screamed—didn’t care how loud—and dug her nails into the couch and Kenny, desperate to hold onto something.

Kenny never slowed. He grunted, sweat beading on his forehead, and slammed into her, full force. Selene came again, a slower, more rolling wave that started in her toes and worked its way up her spine. The second one wrung her out, made her legs go numb.

Steve gripped her shoulder, squeezing hard. He looked down at her, grinning, and said, “You’re fucking perfect.” He stroked her hair out of her eyes, then let his hand drift to her throat. He didn’t squeeze, just held her there, letting her know she was his.

Kenny bucked, once, twice, and then groaned through clenched teeth. Selene felt the hot pulse of his come fill the condom, felt him twitch and sag against her. He stayed inside, breathing hard, his hands still holding her hips.

He pulled out, slowly, and the latex made a slick, wet sound as he withdrew. He tied off the condom, wrapped it in a napkin, and tossed it into the trash by the TV.

He stood, staring at Selene’s naked, sweat-slicked body, as if trying to store the memory. He got dressed in silence—underwear, jeans, t-shirt—then found his shoes and slipped them on. He didn’t look at Selene as he left, just gave Steve a nod.

The door closed with a soft click.

Steve waited a full beat, then climbed onto the couch, straddling Selene’s waist. His cock hovered over her, wrapped in latex and angry.

He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her to the edge of the cushion. “My turn,” he said.

Selene just smiled, legs still spread, body still shaking. She was ready, more than ready, and she wanted Steve to see it.

She hooked her ankles behind his back and pulled him in.

***

Steve buried himself in her on the first thrust and stopped. The difference was shocking—she was looser, wetter, so open he felt like he could fit his whole hand inside. It should have made him hesitate. It did the opposite.

He gripped her by the hips and hammered her, no buildup, just force. Her body slid up the couch with every stroke, hair tangling behind her head, legs clutching at his ass. She didn’t moan—she laughed, a high, cracked sound that shot through his skull. He wanted to split her, to prove something, even if he didn’t know what.

He pounded her, driving deep, the couch squealing on the floor. Her breasts bounced with every impact, sweat streaking down her sternum, her face locked on his with something like adoration.

Selene found her words, but they came out chopped: “Fuck, Steve. You’re—shit. You’re gonna break me.”

He loved the way it sounded. He went harder.

She reached up, grabbed his hair, yanked his face down so their foreheads touched. “Thank you,” she said, out loud. “Thank you, Kenny, wherever you are.”

Steve barked a laugh. “You like being used?” he said, voice raw.

“Yeah. I fucking love it.” Her eyes flashed. “You want your porn star, babe? You got her.”

He slammed into her, felt his balls tighten, and finished with a groan. He held there, pulse after pulse, Selene holding him tight, both of them slick and shaking.

They didn’t let go right away. They just breathed together, chests heaving, sweat drying where their bodies pressed together.

He pulled out, sticky and spent, and flopped next to her on the couch. She rolled into him, cheek pressed to his chest, one arm flung across his belly. Her hand worked down to his softened cock, stripped off the condom, holding it up to examine the semen bloating the tip.

“I know these are uncomfortable,” she said softly. “But just a little while longer. No condoms after we’re married. I made myself a promise that the first man to cum inside me would be my husband.”

Steve groaned, “Oh, that will be so good! Feeling you bare, then filling you.”

Selene tied the condom, tossed it onto the coffee table. “I am so fucking ready, babe.”

Selene kissed his chest, slowly. “Are you proud of me? Proud of how I take that black cock?,” she whispered.

Steve nodded, eyes closed, and relived the memories.

Selene murmured, “You gotta take videos, babe. I want to see how I look.”


Chapter 12: The Wedding Approaches

The apartment looked like a wedding bomb had gone off: binders open to annotated tabs, printer paper curling at the corners, three half-drained coffee going cold on the side table. Selene wore a pale blue sundress, bare shoulders catching the afternoon sun, long hair knotted over one side. She held a seating chart in both hands, scanning for a name, lips moving as she counted.

Steve hunched at the head of the table, pen in one hand, an excel printout in the other. He circled numbers, then double-underlined a row labeled “AV Needs.” When he finished, he capped the pen with a sharp click and set it on the edge of the table. His phone buzzed, face-down.

The door rattled, then opened. Kenny stepped in, fresh from work—button-down sleeves rolled, forearms tan from the sun, folder under his arm. He set the folder on the table, directly beside Steve’s elbow, and dropped into the nearest chair.

“Your building hates parking,” he said. “I almost left the car running and dared someone to ticket me.”

Selene didn’t look up. “We could put you at the kids’ table,” she said. “You’d fit right in.”

Kenny grinned, then fanned out three color-printed floor plans. “They reconfigured the venue since last week. The east wing isn’t square. You’ll need two extra tables or you’ll fuck up the sightlines.”

Steve took the new plans, lined them up with his own, and started making fast notes. “How did you get these already?”

Kenny tapped his phone. “I asked. They like me better than you.”

Selene finished her scan, folded the chart, and slid it across the table to Steve. Her fingers brushed his wrist as she set it down. Steve’s hand didn’t move for a second. He looked at her arm, then the chart, then at Kenny.

“Do you want a drink?” she asked, already halfway to the kitchen.

“Water’s good,” Kenny called, then pulled the catering contract from his folder and opened it. “Final payment due Tuesday. That’s tomorrow.”

“Shit,” Steve said. He reached for his laptop, already powering it on. “We’re cutting it close.”

Selene returned with two waters and set one in front of Kenny. She didn’t sit. Instead, she rested a hip against the counter and read the contract upside down. “Who’s in charge of final counts?”

Kenny flipped to the highlighted section. “We have until the tomorrow. After that, any add-ons are double.”

Steve scanned the line. “We should lock the rehearsal dinner headcount. We’ve got a couple of stragglers for weeks, just need to commit.”

Selene picked up a pen from the counter, clicked it twice, then three times, before writing a note on her palm. “That’s your family, babe.”

Steve shrugged. “They’re worse than toddlers. Just tell the caterer twenty and make it up later.”

Kenny shook his head, but didn’t argue. He pointed to the next page. “Who’s got flowers? These prices are nuts.”

Selene smiled, sweet and empty. “Welcome to weddings.”

Kenny ran his finger down the florist’s estimate, then stopped at the total. “You realize you could feed a small country for this?”

Steve said, “If you know a guy with a van and hedge clippers, now’s the time.”

Selene bent over the table to retrieve the florist invoice. She leaned across Kenny, her hair falling forward, the line of her arm exposed. She reached, slowly, and let her bare skin brush his forearm before she straightened, not hurried. Steve watched the whole thing.

Kenny noticed, too. He kept his eyes on the invoice, but the edge of his mouth pulled up. “I could go for wildflowers,” he said. “More…natural.”

Selene handed the invoice to Steve. He took it, fingers brushing hers, but his eyes were fixed on Kenny.

“Wildflowers are a nightmare to arrange,” Selene said. “They droop. They make bugs.”

“That’s what makes them beautiful,” Kenny said.

Selene rolled her eyes but didn’t reply.

Steve cleared his throat. “Let’s get back on track.”

Kenny flicked through his notes. “Processional order? The officiant wants to walk it at least once beforehand.”

“Steve’s dad is giving me away,” Selene said, reciting from memory. “After that, it’s mom, then the flower girl, then Steve.”

“Flower girl’s seven,” Steve added. “She has a meltdown if she’s behind anyone. Put her first, then Selene.”

“Noted,” Kenny said, jotting in his pad. “Rings?”

Steve gestured at the little white box on the corner of the table. “We pick them up later this week.”

Kenny reached for the box, turned it over in his hand. “You nervous?”

Steve shrugged. “Should I be?”

Kenny shrugged back. “I dunno, do you want Selene as your problem forever?”

Selene laughed. “Somebody’s jealous.”

Kenny looked up, dead serious. “Maybe I am.”

Steve’s eyes narrowed, but he forced a smile. “Then you should have worked harder at college, man.”

Kenny’s gaze flicked to Selene, then back to Steve. “Yeah,” he said, soft, “maybe I should have.”

They ran through the remaining details—buttonhole color, shuttle schedules, emergency numbers, rain plan. The talk was all business, but the three of them orbited the table with an ease that felt too practiced for chance. Every pass of a document was a chance for a brush of fingers, every lean-in a chance to breathe in someone else’s air. Steve and Selene finished each other’s thoughts, but Kenny anticipated every gap, every pause, like he knew the moves before they did.

Selene went to the fridge to check the cake deposit slip and left the door open behind her. Kenny watched her walk away, eyes low, then caught Steve watching him and looked away fast.

Steve made a mark on the floor plan and said, “You’re good at this.”

Kenny looked up. “What, wedding planning?”

“Organizing shit. Herding cats.” Steve uncapped his pen, clicked it, then clicked it again.

Kenny shrugged. “I like to be useful.”

Selene returned, cake slip in hand, and smacked it down on the folder. “Last item: who’s picking up the tuxes?”

Kenny smiled at her. “I’ll do it. Wednesday, so we have a chance to fix problems.”

Selene held his gaze for a beat. “Thanks, Kenny.”

He nodded, then began to gather up his pages, stacking them into a single neat pile. He slipped them into his bag, then zipped it with a slow, deliberate sound.

“I’ll confirm the walkthrough time,” he said, standing. “Text if you need anything.”

Steve followed him to the door. Kenny paused in the threshold, then glanced back at Selene, who was bent over the table rechecking the floor plan.

Kenny said, “You’re a lucky man to have a girl like her.”

Steve held the door, let the silence grow, then said, “You’ve already had her.”

Kenny’s laugh was short and real. He shook his head. “Only because you wanted it.”

Steve didn’t reply. He watched Kenny leave, then closed the door and stood there, hand tight on the knob, the room humming with the weight of everything unspoken.

***

The rehearsal started late. The garden was all afternoon shadow and damp grass, the stone-paved aisle lined with folding tables instead of chairs. A woman with a clipboard marched up and down, yelling at the floral crew about the arch: “Not there. Center it. Center. Good, now higher.” Nobody paid her any mind.

Selene stood at the altar spot in a dress the color of lemon rind, the wrap cinched tight at her waist, legs bare to the knee. Her hair was braided loose for once, a thick black rope over her left shoulder. She held a stack of note cards and tapped them, bored, against her thigh.

Steve and Kenny stood at the far end of the aisle, jackets off, shirts untucked from the heat. Steve’s tie was gone, top button open. He watched Selene, pretending not to watch, while the officiant explained cue order.

Kenny leaned against the shade of an arbor, one foot up on the stone, hands buried in his pockets. He listened, but his attention drifted—to the shape of the garden, the flex of Selene’s calf when she shifted weight, the nervous girl in a flower print rehearsal dress practicing her own entrance at the edge of the clearing.

When the coordinator called for the processional, Selene scanned the seating grid—her mental map, now real—then tilted her head at Steve. “Your cue,” she mouthed, and pointed.

Steve squared up, then walked the aisle like a man headed for a disciplinary. Kenny followed, a few steps behind, shoulders loose, every motion practiced. They hit the altar mark together.

The officiant read from a script: “Will the bride please join us at the front?”

Selene didn’t walk. She glided. The wrap dress swung open with each step, and Steve felt the temperature in his chest spike. She took her place across from him, face blank, waiting for the next line.

“Do you, Steven, take Selene to be—“

“Stop there,” Selene said. Her voice was loud, decisive. She glanced at the coordinator, who made a show of jotting something on the clipboard.

Kenny stifled a laugh.

“Let’s get to the part with the rings,” Selene said. “We’re late and dinner’s in thirty minutes.”

The officiant cleared her throat and turned to Steve. “Repeat after me...”

Steve repeated, monotone. Selene repeated after her, but changed the order, swapping “comfort” and “honor,” then added, “and always return library books on time,” which got an actual laugh from Kenny.

They ran through the exchange, the handoff, the part where Selene was supposed to look adoringly into Steve’s eyes. She did, but there was a challenge there—a half-dare, just for him. She held his gaze a beat too long. Steve broke first, looked away, then looked right back, determined not to flinch this time.

The run-through finished. The officiant shook hands and hurried off to catch her Uber. The coordinator told everyone to be at dinner by six, then vanished into the parking lot.

People started to wander: the rehearsal girl, Selene’s old roommate, drifted off with the guy in the shirt three sizes too tight. Steve’s parents left to check into their hotel. In under ten minutes, it was just the three of them at the altar.

Selene rolled her cards into a tight cylinder, pointed it at Steve, and said, “Fix your collar.” She stepped into his space, smoothed his shirt with the flat of her hand, then ran her palm up to his chest and held it there. She didn’t look at Kenny, who stood back and gave them space, arms folded.

“Don’t get hammered at dinner,” she said, voice low.

Steve shrugged. “You know me.”

“Yeah,” she said, not smiling. “I also know you when you’re nervous.”

He didn’t reply.

She adjusted his collar again, slow, then left her hand on his chest. “If you drink too much tomorrow, Best Man has to take over,” she said, voice barely above the breeze.

Steve laughed, but there was no humor in it. “You want him to?”

Selene glanced up at him, and her mouth bent in a way he couldn’t read. “It wouldn’t be any fun unless you’re watching.”

Steve swallowed. His jaw went tight.

Selene patted his chest, left her palm there for a second. “I’m your porn star, not your slut. Don’t forget.”

She stepped back, eyes on him, then turned and strode toward the garden exit. Her hair swung behind her, a black flag in the late light. She didn’t wait for Steve, didn’t look over her shoulder.

Steve stood there, alone in front of the floral arch, the wrap of her hand still warm on his chest.


Chapter 13: The Wedding

The ceremony started late because nothing ever started on time with her. Steve’s father walked Selene up the stone steps in front of the white-draped arch, his shoes leaving a line of damp on the flagstone. The dress was cut on the bias—white silk, sleeveless, the shoulders edged in antique lace. Her hair was up, except for the few black strands that had already lost their pins and now feathered her jaw and neck. The air moved just enough to flick the sheer veil behind her, a cheap movie effect that the photographer probably pissed himself over.

Steve waited at the altar, sweating through his navy suit and the crisp, suffocating collar that Selene had picked out herself. He could see his own palms glistening where he gripped his hands together. His jaw hurt. He realized, too late, that he’d been clenching it since the music started. Kenny stood at his left, a step back, black suit almost shining in the afternoon light. The contrast with his skin was striking. Kenny’s hands folded in front of him, his expression the same as ever—neutral, polite, nothing at all. But his eyes didn’t leave Selene.

Selene walked the aisle with her usual athletic stride, toes pointed out, dress slicing forward with every step. The guests watched her, but Steve watched Kenny watching her, and then looked back at Selene, who caught his eye and didn’t look away until she was close enough to smell the sweat coming off him. Her lips didn’t move, but her mouth twitched like she wanted to make a joke.

The officiant mumbled through the opening lines. Nobody listened. Steve glanced once to the front row—his mother already dabbing at her eyes, Selene’s mother holding a handkerchief tight in her fist. The rest of the crowd was a blur of beige and navy and fake smiles.

Steve’s father gave her away, and Steve almost missed the handoff. Her hand was cool, her nails clear. She squeezed his fingers just hard enough to feel it, then released.

They turned to face each other. Her pupils were huge, almost swallowing the brown. She blinked, and Steve saw the barest tremor in her jaw—the same twitch she’d had the last three Friday nights, right before she took his cock out in front of Kenny.

The vows were written by Steve, who didn’t trust her not to ad-lib. He spoke first, his voice steady, reading off the card. She listened without blinking, her lips parted. Then it was her turn. She took the card from him, skimmed the words, and read with no sign of nerves until she hit the last line. The phrase “always make it interesting” was in her handwriting, not his. She looked up at Steve and held his stare, then added, “Every single day,” before returning to the script.

The officiant asked for the rings. Kenny produced them from his breast pocket, box open, lining them up side by side on his palm. He held them out, steady, until Steve took one. The metal was cold, smooth. Selene’s ring slipped on easily—she’d lost weight, the band a half size too loose. She jammed Steve’s on his finger with a little more force than necessary. The click of metal over the knuckle was louder than expected. She didn’t let go of his hand right away.

The officiant droned through the next part, then said the magic words.

Steve reached for the veil, lifted it. The fabric caught for a second on a bobby pin, and when it came loose, Selene laughed under her breath. He kissed her, and her lips were dry, but she pressed back, her hands up and gripping both sides of his lapel. She held him there, not moving, until he tasted salt from her tears or sweat, he couldn’t tell.

When she let go, her fingers left creases in his jacket.

They turned to face the crowd. Steve only saw a blur at first, then zeroed in on Kenny, who led the applause, his smile small but sharp. Selene didn’t look at anyone but Steve, her hand locked tight in his.

They walked down the aisle together, the sun hotter now, the sky so bright it hurt. At the end of the path, Steve heard Selene exhale for the first time since she entered.

She squeezed his hand, leaned in, and said, “Let’s get this over with.”

He squeezed back, just as hard, and followed her into the crowd.

***

The reception hall was all linen and glass, every table rimmed in white candles and cheap centerpieces, the kind that came in bulk from a warehouse in Jersey. The food was the same as every wedding—dry chicken, overcooked asparagus, potatoes mashed so fine they stuck to the plate. Steve drifted from table to table, the drinks coming faster than the conversation. He shook hands, smiled for photos, pretended to know the names of Selene’s distant cousins. Every third handshake came with a slap on the back and a joke about how lucky he was. As if he needed the reminder.

Selene worked the room with her usual efficiency, her smile locked in place, eyes bright enough that nobody noticed she never finished a single glass of champagne. She took photos with every table, knelt to hug the flower girl, clinked glasses when prompted. The dress shimmered under the lights, the lace at her shoulders already showing the first signs of wear—one thread pulled, another coming loose at the seam.

Kenny stayed in orbit, never too far from the bar or the DJ booth. He made the rounds like it was his own campaign, hugging every aunt, swapping jokes with the groomsmen, trading stories from college with anyone who’d listen. His laugh carried over the crowd. The suit still fit him better than the groom’s fit Steve.

Every so often, the three of them crossed paths—at the bar, in the corridor to the patio, at the dessert table where Selene loaded a plate with chocolate strawberries. Each collision felt deliberate, the choreography so tight it was hard to believe none of them planned it. Selene would meet Steve’s gaze, eyes half-lidded, then flick her glance to Kenny, who sometimes smiled, sometimes didn’t. Steve watched these moments the way you’d watch a relay race—waiting to see who’d drop the baton.

After the salad course, the lights dimmed, and someone tapped a fork to a water glass. The DJ made a half-assed announcement, then handed the mic to Kenny, who stepped onto the riser with the confidence of a man who’d memorized every word.

He started with the classics—how he’d known Steve since before they could drink, how Selene was the first girl Steve had ever really chased, how he’d spent most of college third-wheeling their movie nights. The crowd laughed at all the right moments. Selene rolled her eyes but smiled through it.

Kenny looked out over the room, then found Selene in the crowd and let the silence drag just a bit too long. “Steve is the luckiest man I know,” he said, and his voice was almost warm. “But what none of you see is how lucky he is to have found someone who always calls his bullshit, who makes him better, who refuses to let him coast.” He raised his glass. “To the best thing that ever happened to Steve, and maybe to me, too.”

Selene’s smile shifted, went smaller, more private. She held Kenny’s eyes for a second, then looked at Steve, as if passing him the message. Steve felt it land, hard, but he didn’t let it show.

Kenny finished the toast with something sentimental—about friendship, about trust—and the crowd roared. Steve lifted his glass, drank, and watched as Kenny climbed down from the stage and headed straight for the bar. Selene drifted his way, her hand already out, threading her fingers through his.

“Ready for the dance?” she asked, her voice lower now, meant only for him.

Steve nodded, and let her pull him toward the floor.

They started with a slow song. Selene pressed her body to his, one arm slung over his shoulder, the other flat on his chest, just above the heart. Steve’s hands settled at her waist, fingers splayed wide to take in as much of her as he could. They didn’t talk, just swayed, the world collapsing to the patch of parquet and the heat of her skin.

She tilted her head back, lips close to his ear. “Don’t get wasted,” she said.

Steve smirked. “I’m under strict orders.”

“Good.” She pressed closer, her hand rising to the nape of his neck. “I want you to remember tonight.”

He moved with her, breathing in the scent of her shampoo, the vanilla and salt of her. “It’s impossible to forget.”

Selene laughed, but it sounded sad. “You’d be surprised.”

The song shifted, and the DJ pumped up the tempo. Couples flooded the floor. Selene stayed close, letting the rhythm move her body against his, letting his hands wander just enough. Kenny appeared at the edge of the crowd, two drinks in hand, talking to one of the bridesmaids. His eyes never quite landed on them, but Steve knew he was tracking every motion.

Selene must have felt it, too. She slowed, turned her face to Steve’s, and kissed him—quick, but with a bite at the end. “You’re thinking about him,” she said, not a question.

“He’s hard to ignore,” Steve replied.

“He always was.” Selene stepped back, turning in a slow pivot, making sure he watched her. The dress clung to her hips, the hem catching on her heel, then slipping free. “Don’t worry,” she said. “Tonight’s about us.”

Steve wanted to believe it. He pulled her back in, wrapped his arms tighter, and tried to make the rest of the world go away.

The party blurred. Speeches, more drinks, a parade of small plates. Selene danced with every uncle, every random cousin, every friend who asked. She laughed a lot, but it never reached her eyes. Steve caught up with old roommates, signed a half-dozen Polaroids, then found Kenny out on the back patio, nursing a whiskey.

They stood side by side for a while, not talking. The music inside bled through the doors, the bassline shaking the glass.

“She looks happy,” Kenny said, finally.

“She is.”

Kenny swirled the ice in his glass. “You know, I always thought she’d break you.”

Steve looked at him, straight-on. “She makes me better.”

Kenny nodded, looked away. “Do you ever regret it?”

Steve laughed. “Every day. And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

Kenny’s mouth quirked, the old smile resurfacing. “Good answer.” He downed the last of the whiskey, then clapped Steve on the shoulder. “Don’t fuck it up.”

“I won’t.”

Kenny went back inside, leaving Steve in the echo of the music and the scent of cigarette smoke.

When Steve re-entered, Selene was waiting at the edge of the dance floor. She beckoned him with one finger, the line of her dress glowing in the light. He moved to her, let her pull him close.

She whispered, “Promise me you’ll always watch.”

He squeezed her waist. “I’ll never stop.”

She smiled, wider now, and spun away, drawing him into the crowd.

They danced until the DJ ran out of music and the lights came up harsh and final.

When it was over, Steve found himself alone at the edge of the room, champagne glass sweating in his hand, watching Selene work the last of the guests. Kenny stood by the exit, holding her wrap, his eyes on her until the very end.

Steve drank the rest of the champagne in one go. It was warm and flat, but he liked the taste. He closed his eyes, breathing in the last minutes of his old life.

When he opened them, Selene was waiting, her hand out, ready to lead him into whatever came next.

He took it, and followed.


Chapter 14: The Bridal Suite

Steve walked with her down the hotel hall, his hand still tight around Selene’s. They walked past a dozen shut doors, the gold of the carpeting swallowing the sound of their steps. At the end, she paused under the sconce and waited for him to dig out the keycard. Her dress bunched in his hand, the silk scratchy and humid. He fumbled the card, missed the reader once, then got it to flash green.

He scooped her up, bridal-style, even though she’d warned him she was too heavy. She wasn’t. The whole dress felt like a feather bed with a person hidden inside. The train dragged across the threshold, catching on the runner, until Selene kicked it free with one white heel. Steve twisted and shouldered the door shut behind them. The latch clicked, loud in the hush.

Inside: a king bed, lamps on both sides casting thick yellow across the cream walls. The white duvet was folded into a perfect triangle at the edge. The carpet was new, still stiff underfoot. On the dresser, a bouquet of lilies and something with tiny blue petals sat in a water glass. Two champagne flutes stood on the nightstand, the bottle still capped and sweating in an ice bucket.

Steve let Selene down slowly, arms locked around her ribs. She slid to the floor, the dress fanning around her. She teetered, then kicked off her heels, one then the other. They landed under the vanity like shot glasses at last call.

He bent to kiss her, but she put a hand on his chest, grinning. “Stay,” she said. “Don’t move.”

She crossed to the bed, one hand on the headboard for balance, and pointed to the old-wood chair at the foot. “Sit,” she said. “Right there.”

He dragged it out, scraping the carpet, and sat. His jacket was already open, tie loose around his neck. His hands rested on his knees. He felt like he was waiting for a test.

Selene bent at the waist and rolled the dress up, hands moving with surgeon care. She peeled it off, left it on the divan in a pool of silk and tulle. Underneath: a white bra, mesh and ribbons, nothing covered. The cups were cut so low her nipples showed through, dark against the see-through lace. The panties—also mesh—cut high at the thigh, nothing at all at the center. The waistband rode low, showing the flat of her stomach and the deep line of her hip. She turned to face him, eyes bright. Her hair had come loose, black waves slipping down over one shoulder.

She pointed at Steve, then the floor. “Stay,” she said again, and disappeared into the bathroom, the door closing softly behind her.

Steve heard the click of the lock, then silence. He waited, hands on his thighs, the jacket pinching his shoulders. The air conditioner kicked on, a faint hum layered under the sound of his breathing. He picked at a hangnail, then looked around: the bed, the flowers, the shadow of the chair legs on the carpet.

The champagne flutes stood untouched. The flowers—some generic hotel arrangement—smelled strong, almost like medicine. The duvet was pristine, except for a fold where someone had turned it down at the corner.

He shifted in the chair, thighs tight against the wood. He could hear Selene moving in the bathroom—water running, then shutting off, then the tiny click of what could have been lipstick or maybe just the cap on the toothpaste. He tried to slow his breathing, but every breath felt thick with the flower smell, the ozone of the air conditioning, the salt and sweat of his own skin.

He waited.

The door opened.

***

Selene stepped out first.

She wore the same mesh bra as before, but now he could see the cut—no cups at all, just a web of white framing her nipples, a shock of brown against the snow. Her hair was loose, black lines across her chest and shoulders. The panties were almost nothing, the crotch split wide, trimmed with little bows at the hips. It framed her bare skin, the white of the mesh making her look even paler. She walked out flat-footed, unhurried, and stood by the end of the bed, one hand on her hip.

Steve’s heart banged in his chest, too fast for the lazy pace of the room. He watched her, eyes darting over every inch, trying to memorize the new lines and edges. The scent of the flowers was thick now, a chemical haze in the air, but Selene’s smell cut through: vanilla, sweat, the mineral tang of her skin.

She hooked her thumb at the bathroom door. “Wait,” she said, and held the door open.

Kenny stepped out after her.

He was naked. Not even a wristwatch. His cock stood out, long and hard, pointing up at his stomach. The color of him was almost blue-black in the low light, the contrast with Selene so sharp it looked staged. Kenny’s eyes flicked at Steve, then dropped. He didn’t seem nervous, just awkward, like he was used to being the backup, not the main event.

Selene looked at Steve. “You want the show, right?”

Steve couldn’t move. His hands gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles white. He felt the heat flood his face, the tension in his neck and jaw. His cock strained against the fabric of his tux pants, so hard it almost hurt.

Selene walked over to him, slow. She leaned down, putting her hands on both armrests. Her nipples hovered inches from his face, dark and hard. Her hair swung forward, curtaining them in. She didn’t smile, just stared him dead in the eye.

“I found your browser history,” she said. Her breath was pure tequila and toothpaste. “I know what you wanted. Wives getting blacked on their wedding night. Every single link.” She didn’t blink. “You want that, babe? You want me to be your porn star?”

Steve’s mouth was dry. He tried to swallow, but couldn’t. He nodded, just barely.

Selene turned, still bent, and looked at Kenny. “Come here.”

Kenny crossed to the side of the chair. His cock pointed forward, bobbing with each step. Steve’s eyes locked to it, the size, the color, the way the head glistened in the light.

Selene straightened up and pressed her ass back against Kenny’s cock. She turned to face Steve, hands still on the chair, and let Kenny reach around and cup her breasts, fingers rough and sure. He tweaked her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, then bent and kissed her neck. She leaned into it, eyes never leaving Steve’s.

She said, “I can do this if you want. Only if you want. If you don’t, just say so, and I’ll kick him out. But if you say yes, I’ll let him be the first man inside me as your wife. And you’ll watch.”

Steve’s whole body locked. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t say a word. He wanted to touch her, to grab her, to fuck her himself, but he didn’t move. His cock pressed hard to his thigh, an ache that felt like punishment and reward at the same time.

Selene smiled, finally. “You’re not the only pervert here, babe.” She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, the mesh of her panties digging into his thighs. She kissed him, hard, tongue in his mouth, her hands cupping his face. She pulled away, panting, lips red and swollen.

“Last chance,” she whispered. “Tell me what you want.”

Kenny stood behind her, cock straining, leaking, hungry. Selene held Steve’s gaze, her eyes huge and wild.

Steve finally found his voice, low and rough. “I want you to do it. I want you to take him. But I want to see everything.”

Selene grinned, teeth sharp. “You will.” She nodded towards the bedside table, where a small digital video camera sat. “You can film our wedding night porn video, if you want.”

She slipped off his lap, turned, and moved towards Kenny.


Chapter 15: The Negotiation

Selene paused at the edge of the bed, hips cocked, arms folded under her breasts. The mesh of her panties—white, open at the slit—caught the lamplight and glowed against her skin. She looked at Kenny, then at Steve, then back again.

Kenny waited, hands loose at his sides. His cock pointed straight at her, slick at the tip, the color of it dark against his belly.

Selene didn’t move for a second. She just held their eyes, one after the other, like she was waiting for applause before the main act. When she spoke, her voice was quiet and hard-edged. “Ready?”

Steve nodded, silent. He felt his own heartbeat through his hands, a bright tightness in his throat. He didn’t trust himself to speak.

Selene climbed onto the bed, knees first. The white duvet bunched up under her, and she spread her thighs wide, sitting back on her heels. She leaned back on both arms and let her head tip to one side, a slow drag of hair over her bare chest. Her breasts and slit were on full display, open, waiting.

She looked at Kenny and said, “Take the bride. Black her. Steve wants to watch. That’s your wedding present to us.”

Kenny glanced at Steve, looking for anger, or permission, or something.

Steve was staring at Selene, the hunger on his face was obvious. He nodded slightly, jealous and excited to see his friend ruin his bride.

Kenny’s jaw clenched. He glanced at Steve, then back at Selene. He stepped to the foot of the bed, lined himself up with her, and paused. “Condom?” he said, and even his voice sounded different—rougher, maybe a little scared.

Selene shook her head, a little laugh in her breath. “Not anymore,” she said. “We’re married now.” She ran her hands up her own thighs, fingertips dragging over the open mesh, then spread her pussy lips with both hands. “I want him to watch you fuck me raw.” She glanced at Steve, then said, “You’ll be the first man inside me bare. Ever. I want him to see you cum inside me. First man to ever finish in his wife.”

Kenny’s face went slack for a second. He stood there, frozen, cock in hand, not knowing where to look.

Steve gripped the arms of the chair so hard it creaked. His cock throbbed, pressed up under the waistband of his pants.

Selene held her pose, legs open, every muscle in her body showing. She said, “I’m not on the pill.” The words were flat, matter-of-fact. “It’s probably a safe time. But I want you to do it anyway.”

Steve felt the word “probably” go off in his head like a fire alarm. He swallowed, voice thick. “Do it,” he said, eyes on Selene’s cunt, already wet and open. “Nut her. Ruin her.”

Kenny moved forward, hands on her knees. He lined himself up, the head of his cock glistening, then pressed it to her slit. Selene’s hips rocked forward, just a fraction, enough to make contact.

She hissed in the air, eyes locked on Steve’s. “You watching, babe?”

Steve nodded. “Yeah,” he said, barely a sound.

Kenny pushed in slowly. The head stretched her wide, the dark of it swallowed by the pale of her cunt. The mesh panties framed everything, white against brown against pink. Selene’s breath caught in her throat. She grabbed Kenny by the wrist, anchoring herself.

He slid in another inch. Selene’s jaw worked, her eyes shining. She looked at Steve and said, “Feels so fucking different. It’s not even close.”

Steve leaned forward, elbows braced on his knees, as if he could will himself closer.

Kenny bottomed out, the base of his cock pressing flush to Selene’s lips. He groaned, deep in his chest. Selene closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and let out a long, low sound.

Steve stared at the point where they joined—the way Kenny’s shaft bulged under the mesh, the way Selene’s whole body locked and trembled. He could see every twitch, every quiver.

Selene started to rock, rolling her hips up to meet every stroke. Kenny gripped her thighs, holding her wide. He pulled back, then shoved in again, slow at first. The sound was obscene—wet, skin, the slap of pelvis to pelvis.

She opened her eyes, looked right at Steve, and said, “You want to see it happen?”

He nodded, throat dry. “Yeah. Don’t stop.”

Kenny fucked her, picking up speed. Each thrust made Selene’s breasts bounce, her nipples hard and brown against the white mesh. Her hair stuck to her collarbone, sweat shining in the hollows of her skin. She never broke eye contact with Steve.

Kenny went faster. His hands slid up to her hips, holding her in place, driving into her with a rhythm that made the whole bed shift. Selene moaned, then laughed, then gasped, the sounds rolling together. Her hands moved from his wrist to her own breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples.

Steve was hypnotized. He watched every inch, every movement, the way Selene’s cunt clung to the shaft as it moved, the way her belly tensed with each thrust.

“Harder,” Selene said, voice shredded.

Kenny slammed into her, the slap of it loud in the room. He was sweating now, shoulders flexed, face locked in a look of pure focus. Selene’s hands gripped the duvet, pulling it tight. Her hips lifted off the bed, legs shaking.

She came once, then twice, the orgasms stacked on each other. She didn’t scream—she just shook, teeth bared, muscles locked. Kenny never slowed.

He started to lose control. His thrusts got erratic, faster, then slower, then faster again. Selene hooked her ankles behind his back, locking him in.

“Cum in me,” she said, looking right at Steve. “Breed me, Kenny.”

Steve’s voice was a whisper: “Fill her up.”

Kenny drove in, balls deep, and held. His face went slack, then tense, then slack again. He moaned, a sound Steve had never heard from him before. He shuddered, pumping into Selene, and then went still.

Selene’s hands slid to her belly, like she could feel it happening. She held there, breathing fast, sweat pooling at the line of her ribs.

When Kenny finally pulled out, the head of his cock was coated, white and slick. Selene stayed open, her pussy leaking, the mesh of the panties stained. She reached down, scooped a finger inside herself, and held it up for Steve to see.

She said, “That’s how you black a bride, babe.” She examined her slick finger, then looked at Steve, “Like the show? The first man to ever cum inside of me is black—on our wedding night.”

Steve didn’t move, didn’t speak. He just stared, hands still white-knuckled on the chair.

Selene scooted to the edge of the bed, legs spread, the mess on full display. She looked at Steve, eyes shining, and said, “Happy wedding night.”


Chapter 16: The Second Round

Selene felt Kenny move, the mattress rippling under his weight. When she looked over, Kenny had a slightly bemused look on his face as he watched her showing off for Steve. What surprised her most was that he was hard again, his cock jutting up and ready for more. She looked back at Steve and saw him staring, planted in the chair like he couldn’t move if he tried. His tie was gone, shirt unbuttoned and untucked, jaw bunched hard enough to show a vein up the side of his cheek.

She moved to her hands a knees near the foot of the bed, just feet from Steve, and said, “Looks like the Best Man is ready for more.” When Steve said nothing, she looked back at Kenny, who was already moving slowly towards her, “Come on Kenny, looks like you’re ready to fuck the bride again.” She arched her back and pushed her ass back, spreading her legs and presenting herself to him with an obscenity that made Steve’s cock jump again.

Behind her, Kenny rolled up onto his knees, cock stiff again, tip shining. He slid closer, big hands gentle on her waist. Selene didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. She leaned back into his chest, her ass pressing into his lap. Kenny grabbed her hips, pulled her back until the head of his cock was lined up with her. He let it rest there, not in, just pressed to the outside, her slit already open and glossy.

Selene looked at Steve, hair wild across her cheek. “Watch,” she said.

She held there, just a second, then arched her hips up and rocked back. Kenny slid inside in one slow, slick push. The angle forced a sharp sound out of her, half gasp, half growl. She planted both palms on the mattress, legs wide, and let him fuck her from behind, every inch visible to Steve from the foot of the bed.

The sound changed. It was no longer slow and muffled—it was hard, relentless, the slap of Kenny’s hips against her ass, the creak of the mattress, the sharp breath from Selene with every stroke. Her arms quivered, muscles jumping in her shoulders. The mesh at her waist twisted tighter, the lace snagging on Kenny’s knuckles as he grabbed her, held her, used her body for leverage.

Steve pushed his chair closer, maybe an inch. He palmed his cock through the boxers, but didn’t pull it out. He didn’t look away, not once. He watched Selene’s face—her eyes pinched shut at first, then open and wild, the mouth in a perfect O every time Kenny drove in.

Kenny didn’t talk, but his noises were deep, guttural. He fucked Selene like he’d never get another chance, pace never flagging, hands locked on her hips so tight she’d bruise. The sweat rolled down his chest, pooled at the cut of his abs, darkening the sheet under him.

Selene’s breath hitched. She braced one arm and reached down with the other, fingers finding her own clit, working it hard. Her orgasm hit fast and savage—her whole body bucked, and she yelled, not a moan but a raw, broken shout. She kept grinding back against Kenny even as she shook, refusing to give him a break.

Kenny held her down, pounded through the spasms, and didn’t slow until Selene clawed at his arm and made a sound like she was drowning. He eased up, but only a little. He leaned forward, let his chest brush the white strap of her ruined bra, and fucked her with shorter, harder thrusts, drilling into her.

Steve spoke for the first time since it started. His voice was hoarse, a near-growl: “Keep going. She wants it.”

Kenny did. He changed the angle, brought a hand up and fisted it in her hair, using it as a handle. Selene howled, then laughed, then went silent, her voice shot. The skin on her back flushed red, the sweat outlining every muscle. “So fucking deep!”

Steve’s cock throbbed in his hand. He finally took it out, stroking it in time with Kenny’s thrusts, matching the rhythm. The three of them formed a fucked-up triangle of motion and sound—bodies slick, air stinking of sex, every sound amplified in the quiet of the room.

Kenny picked up speed. The slap of skin grew sharper, wetter. Selene’s body shook, legs trying to close, but Kenny held them open, forcing himself deeper. Her second orgasm was slower, but stronger—she tried to twist away, but he held her there, fucking her through it until she went limp, face mashed into the pillow.

Kenny grunted, “I’m gonna—” but didn’t finish the sentence. He pulled out at the last second, yanked her hips high, and came across the pale of her ass and lower back. The dark ropes of cum streaked her skin, pooled at the line of her tailbone.

Selene collapsed, breathing in shallow, animal huffs.

***

Kenny wasn’t done. Even spent, his cock hung thick and heavy, ready to go again before the first sweat dried. He grabbed Selene by the ankles, folding her legs up and out, pushing her knees toward her chest. The move left her wide open, cunt stretched, the dark lips already raw and gaping. Selene didn’t flinch. She curled her arms around the backs of her thighs, holding herself apart for him.

Steve stood at the foot of the bed now, dress shirt open to his ribs, boxers low on his hips. His eyes locked on the sight in front of him—Selene’s bare pussy, dripping with Kenny’s last load, mesh panties twisted at one knee, her whole body pinked up from the force of it. Kenny lined up again, the head of his cock glistening, and drove in with a single, brutal thrust.

Selene’s head slammed back against the pillow, mouth open in a perfect, shocked O. The sound that came out was almost a sob, then a ragged laugh. She shook her head, dark hair sticking to her wet cheek. “Fucking hell,” she managed.

Kenny set a fast, relentless pace. The bed frame knocked the wall in time with every stroke. Selene’s body shook, tits bouncing, nipples dark against the white lace. Her breath caught with every impact, sometimes a gasp, sometimes a whimper. Her hands clutched at her own knees, fingers digging deep.

Steve’s jaw flexed as he watched. From this angle he could see everything—the stretch, the way Kenny’s cock speared in and out, the pale of Selene’s thighs against the deep brown of Kenny’s hands. The rhythm was obscene, so fast it blurred, so wet that every pull came with a sticky, sucking pop.

Selene came first this time. She screamed, arched, then lost all sound for a second. Her eyes rolled back, legs trembling. She clenched hard on Kenny’s cock, but he didn’t stop—he fucked her through the shaking, through the gasps and the way she tried to twist away, until she was flat on the bed, spent.

Kenny pulled out, lined up again, and shoved in. Steve watched the way it bottomed out—nothing left outside, the base pressing tight to her lips. Selene’s eyes fluttered open and locked on Steve’s. She held his gaze, breathless, her whole face wild and alive.

Steve stroked himself, cock slick with his own precome. He whispered, “Take it,” not even knowing if he said it out loud.

Kenny let go of Selene’s legs, grabbed her by the hips, and pulled her closer, hammering in for the last few strokes. His abs flexed, back muscles standing out under his skin. He made a noise—part growl, part grunt, nothing human about it—and came, hard, burying himself as deep as he could. The pulse was visible in his neck, in his arms.

Selene felt it. Her hands went to her own stomach, as if she could feel the heat filling her. Her mouth opened, no words, just a helpless, shattered sigh.

Kenny collapsed forward, bracing himself on his palms to keep from crushing her. His head dropped to her shoulder, breath fanning hot and rough across her ear. He held there, twitching, until he finally had to pull out.

When he did, the mess was instant. Thick streaks of cum oozed from Selene’s cunt, down the crack of her ass, pooling on the sheet. Her white mesh panties were ruined, the fabric bunched up and sticky, doing nothing to hide what had been done to her.

Kenny rolled to the side, threw an arm over his eyes, and went boneless.

Selene lay flat, legs open, her body a wreck—smeared, shaking, covered in sweat and streaks of white. Steve watched her, eyes drinking it in. He stroked himself, slow now, as if he was afraid to miss anything.

Selene finally turned her head, eyes clear and sharp. She found Steve, and smiled—slow, deliberate, a smile that said she knew exactly what she looked like. She didn’t say a word.


Chapter 17: The Reclaiming

Steve watched her from the foot of the bed, letting the moment slow until he could really see. Selene lay wrecked in the mess of hotel linens, her knees fallen wide, mesh panties open at the crotch, the waistband twisted around her thigh. Her chest rose and fell in quick, uneven pulls. One shoulder strap had snapped, the white mesh bodice rucked up and no longer covering her at all. Her hair fanned over the pillow, black against white. Between her legs, the wet had gone shiny and dark, Kenny’s cum streaked up the inside of her thigh and pooling at the edge of the open panel.

She didn’t cover up or close her legs or even move to wipe herself down. She just waited, eyes on Steve, lips parted, her whole body glowing with the work of what Kenny had just done.

Steve stripped off his shirt, then worked his pants down with one hand, the other still wrapped around his cock. He was harder than he’d ever been, the skin almost purple, the need so sharp it blurred everything else. His body felt too hot for the air in the room, sweat prickling under his arms, the backs of his knees. The scent in the suite was overpowering—raw sex, the bitter musk of Selene, the sweet and chemical lilies on the dresser mixing with the tang of sweat and skin. The lamp on the far side of the bed cast everything in a soft, bruised glow.

He climbed onto the bed and paused, letting his knees sink into the mattress, then braced himself above Selene. He ran one palm up the inside of her thigh, dragging his fingers through the mess at the seam. The cum was slick and hot, but not his. Selene watched him, her breath catching at the back of her throat. She didn’t blink.

Steve lined himself up, the head of his cock slipping in the wet. He pushed inside, expecting the usual resistance, the familiar clutch of her body around him, but there was none. She was wide open, dripping, every inch of her already claimed and ruined by what came before. He buried himself in one motion, all the way, his hips pressed hard to hers, and felt the shock of difference—looser, yes, but impossibly warm, slicker than he knew possible, lubricated by the cum of another man. The sensation made his vision go white at the edges for a second.

He held there, jaw locked, arms shaking with the effort not to come right away. He wanted to own this. To make it last. Selene’s hands came up to his sides, not gentle at all. She grabbed for purchase, her nails biting at his back.

He started to move, slow at first, long thrusts that pulled all the way out and then slammed back in. The sound was obscene—wet, slapping, the headboard tapping the wall in time. Selene let herself go limp, taking it, arms above her head, hands knotting in the sheet. She was beyond words, beyond noise. Her face was flushed all the way down to her chest, the skin blotched and raw. Each time Steve bottomed out, he could see the way her whole body tensed, then shivered.

He set a pace, grinding her into the mattress, watching the way his cock vanished into her, the contrast of their skin, the milky white of the mesh against the tan of her thigh and the mess streaked across it. He loved it—the proof, the evidence, the way it showed exactly what had been done to her. It was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

He dropped to his elbows, mouth at her ear, hair falling forward. He spoke, low. “You’re my wife now. You let him fill you before I could.”

Selene’s eyes rolled back, but she managed a smile. “You liked it,” she said, barely a whisper.

He drove in harder, answering with his body. “Say it,” he demanded.

She shuddered, voice thick. “I’m your porn star. Your wife. Your forever.”

The word wife did something to him—broke the last thread of control. He fucked her harder, faster, no finesse left, just animal need. Selene met every thrust, rolling her hips up, clamping her legs around him. Her nails scratched lines down his spine. She started to make noise again, not words, but not soft either. It was raw, open-throated, the kind of noise you make when your body doesn’t care who hears.

He felt her tighten around him, the muscles rippling. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide. She came hard, a full-body spasm that jerked her off the bed, thighs locked around his hips. She screamed, then bit down on the back of her hand, the sound still getting out.

Steve lost it. The orgasm tore through him, faster and harder than he expected, his body shaking with the force of it. He came in long, brutal pulses, hips rutting, her body milking him for everything. For a second he thought he might black out.

When it was over, he dropped all his weight onto her, face buried in the curve of her neck. He breathed her in, sweat and skin and the ghost of lilies, and let himself melt. Selene held him there, arms around his shoulders, her body loose and trembling.

He could hear the air vent, the slow tick of the lamp, and the quiet, shared breathing. He didn’t want to move. Ever.

Eventually, he rolled off, pulling Selene with him. She landed on his chest, head tucked under his jaw, her hair sticking to his skin. She was lighter now, her breathing deep and easy. They lay there, tangled, staring at the ceiling.

Neither of them spoke for a long time.

Across the room, the hotel door’s latch clicked. A shadow moved through the gap, Kenny’s outline passing in silence. He didn’t say goodbye, didn’t look back. The door shut with a soft thud, and the suite was theirs alone.

Selene shifted, rolling half on top of Steve, her hand smoothing down his stomach to the softening cock between his legs. She stroked it, slowly, then let her hand rest there, warm and content.

Steve closed his eyes and drifted, the weight of her enough to keep him anchored.

After a while, Selene said, “You okay?”

He nodded. “Oh my God, this can’t be real.”

She traced patterns on his chest with one finger, lazy, satisfied. “You get what you wanted?”

He thought about it. About the show, the proof, the way she let him see every second. He thought about the mess between her legs, the taste of Kenny on her skin, the look in her eyes when she said wife.

He nodded again. “Yeah. I did.”

Selene smiled, then kissed his chin, her lips sticky with sweat. “You’re going to have to top that for the honeymoon.”

He laughed, loud and bright, the sound bouncing off the walls.

They fell asleep that way, the lamp still on, the scent of lilies and sex hanging heavy in the room, the wreckage of their night all around them.

Outside, the city drifted into morning. Inside, they stayed locked together, bodies pressed close, nothing left to prove.


Chapter 18: The Morning After

Steve woke to the heat of her body and the swampy press of hotel sheets. The light was too bright for the hour, slicing through the blackout curtains and landing across the slope of Selene’s shoulder. Her back faced him, hair wild on the pillow, the dark against white a signal flag for everything that happened the night before.

The room stank of sweat and sex. The kind of thick, airless morning-after that sticks to your skin. He rolled his head on the pillow and checked the damage: sheets twisted under both of them, two pillows on the floor, a dark slick spot near the center where he must have collapsed in the night.

Selene’s body was a wreck. Her arms were above her head, wrists crossed like she’d been pinned and forgotten there. The mesh of the bridal lingerie was bunched at her waist, the open panel twisted sideways and showing the pink of her bare thigh. Her shoulder was streaked with old sweat, little red marks along her hip where someone—him?—had grabbed her too hard. There was a line of dried spit, or maybe come, at the corner of her mouth, and her lips looked fat, bruised.

He was hard already, the morning wood not even hiding its reason. He pressed himself up on an elbow and stared at her. For a second he just watched her back rise and fall, slow and even, like nothing in the world was wrong.

He reached out and drew two fingers down the length of her spine, slow. She twitched, but didn’t wake. He did it again, then leaned in and kissed her bare shoulder. The skin tasted salty, the after-flavor of latex and sweat.

Selene stirred, rolled halfway to face him, eyes gummy with sleep.

“Morning,” he said.

She blinked at him, then yawned, mouth wide enough to show the little bruise at the corner.

“Already?” she rasped. Her voice sounded like she’d gargled whiskey and a cheese grater.

Steve smiled. “It’s after nine. You missed breakfast, wife.”

She snorted, then propped herself up, hair falling over her face. “If you call me ‘wife’ one more time, I’ll have to hurt you.”

He leaned in and kissed her, mouth to mouth, then pulled back. “Worth it,” he said.

She gave him a lazy once-over. “You look like you slept in a dryer.”

He shrugged. “You should see yourself.”

Selene tried to sit up, but the sheets were wound tight around her hip. She peeled herself free, leaving the mesh in a twisted snarl at the waistband. Her breasts hung loose, small, one nipple still bright from where it had been bitten. She glanced down at the mess, the streaks across her stomach, the little knot of come at the inside of her knee.

She laughed. “Jesus, I look like a crime scene.”

He rolled closer, hand on her hip, then let it drift lower.

“That was…” he started, but couldn’t finish.

Selene twisted to face him, the dark curtain of her hair falling over her shoulder. “You liked it?”

He stared at her face, the open challenge there. “Best fucking wedding present anyone has ever gotten.”

She grinned, teeth showing. “You sure? You looked like you were having a religious experience half the time.”

He ran a finger along her hip, tracing the old bruises. “I kept thinking I’d wake up and you’d call me a pervert.”

“I might still do that. Keep you on your toes.”

He kissed her again, slower this time, letting the morning breath and the not-quite-clean of her mouth linger between them. Selene’s hands found his chest, then slid down to his abs. She let her palm rest just above his cock, the heat of it obvious even through the sheet.

Steve said, “You ever count how many times you came last night?”

Selene groaned. “Lost track after three.” She squinted at him. “Was I loud?”

“Yeah. But only at the end.” He looked at her, dead serious. “You looked so fucking hot. I thought I was going to pass out watching you get filled up.”

She laughed, then arched her back, stretching her arms over her head. “It was different,” she said. “I’m sore in places I didn’t know had nerves.”

He watched her body move, the way the mesh cut into her waist, the marks at her thighs, the glossy patch still visible between her legs. “Was it what you wanted?” he asked.

Selene rolled onto her back, arms spread, like she was trying to take up the whole bed. “It was perfect. Exactly what I wanted.” She turned her head, locking eyes with him. “You?”

Steve shrugged, but his cock pulsed under the covers. “You know I jerked off for years to that kind of porn. But seeing you actually take it, and knowing I could watch every second? It was fucking unreal.”

She grinned, then reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock, slow. “You mean watching me get blacked?”

He swallowed, then nodded. “Yeah. Like, the whole thing. The size, the stretch. The color. I could see it inside you.”

She stroked him, slow, the skin hot in her grip. “I liked the way you watched,” she said. “It made me want to go harder. Give you a real show.” She squeezed at the base, then let her thumb drift to the tip, spreading the pre-come that leaked already.

He watched her hand, the way her nails looked against his shaft. “You were a porn star,” he said.

Selene raised an eyebrow. “You gonna leave me a tip?”

He grinned. “Depends. You want cash or a five-star review?”

She started stroking him, the rhythm lazy but firm. “What did you think when I told Kenny to fuck me bare?”

He took a breath. “Didn’t expect it. But it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She stared at the ceiling. “I wasn’t even scared. Just wanted you to see everything. See what it looked like, how it felt.” She glanced at him, voice dropping. “You saw him finish in me, right?”

He nodded. “Multiple times His balls were definitely empty.”

She kissed his jaw, then his neck, then moved down, her hand never stopping. “You like seeing me bred?”

“Yeah,” he said, voice thin. “I love it.”

She laughed, low, then said, “I could feel it leaking out after. When you fucked me right after, it was like you were trying to replace it.”

He grabbed her by the hips, pulled her closer. “That’s exactly what I was doing.”

She let the sheet fall away, exposing his cock. She stroked him, letting her spit mix with the pre-come, working him up in smooth, even pulls. She looked at his face, reading every flicker.

“You want to do it again?” she said.

He rolled on top of her, pinning her wrists, and let his cock drag against the raw, open mess between her legs.

“Every day,” he said. “If you’ll let me.”

Selene grinned, showing teeth. “You’re a sick fuck.”

He kissed her, tasting the salt on her mouth. “Not for wanting sex with a gorgeous wife.”

She squeezed him at the base, then lined him up, pressing the head against her still-slippery cunt. “You want to watch it go in?” she said, voice wicked.

He did.

He slid inside, all the way, and watched the way she stretched for him, the mesh bunched at her hip, the wet gloss still coating her lips. She moaned, then wrapped her legs around him, locking him in place.

The morning was warm. The smell of sweat and sex got thicker, mixing with the faint chemical lilies from the dresser. Steve fucked her slow, savoring the friction, the way her whole body moved under him. Selene didn’t close her eyes, didn’t make a sound except for the hitch in her breath every time he bottomed out.

He lasted longer than he thought, maybe because of the night before, maybe because he wanted to memorize every second. When he finally came, he went hard, his body locking and twitching against hers.

They stayed together, skin stuck, breathing in time.

Selene stroked his back, slowly, then kissed his chest.

She said, “Next time, I pick the guy.”

He laughed, and didn’t disagree.

They lay there, the room a mess, the sheets even more so. The sun moved across the ceiling, inch by inch, until both of them drifted back toward sleep.

He kept his arm around her waist, and she never let go of his hand.

“Hey, uh,” Steve remembered every instant of the previous night, but one continued to crawl in his brain. “You said something about ‘maybe safe’ and Kenny pumped you full–a lot –last night…”

Selene put her finger across his lips, “Plan B. In my bag, don’t worry.” She kissed him softly as she said, “Kenny’s sweet, but I don’t think we want his kids.”

***

Steve woke again to the distant hiss of water and clatter of plastic bottles. He rolled over, alone in the tangled bed. The sheets were damp under his back, the comforter shoved halfway to the floor, but Selene’s side was cold already.

He listened to her move through the morning routine: the bathroom fan, the clatter of makeup on tile, the sharp pop of a travel-size deodorant cap. He tried to picture her in the hotel mirror, naked except for a toothbrush and her own bruises. He wondered if she could see the marks he’d left on her hips, the fingerprint bruises left by Kenny on her thighs, the bite at her nipple. He hoped so. He wanted her to see it all.

She was in there longer than he expected. The water ran, stopped, ran again. He thought about calling out, but stayed put. The room was too nice, too sterile for his mood—the king bed, the fresh lilies on the dresser, the fake marble in the bathroom. The air still smelled like old sweat and sex, but there was a new overlay of mouthwash and hotel soap.

After a while, the bathroom door swung open. Selene stood in the doorway, one hand on the knob, totally naked. Her skin was flushed from the hot water, hair still damp at the ends, curling in thick black ropes down her back.

She walked into the room like she owned it. She didn’t cover up, didn’t rush. The sunlight caught the line of her collarbone and the soft curve of her breasts. She kept her eyes on him, expression locked in a half-dare, half-smile.

Steve stared, letting his gaze drift from the cut of her shoulder to the flat of her belly, then stopped. Just above her left breast, three inches above the nipple, was a black tattoo he’d never seen before. A spade. Matte-black, maybe an inch and a half tall, the stem angled toward her heart. Inside the spade, the letter Q curled in a stylized script.

He sat up, the sheet falling to his waist. “What the fuck is that?”

Selene grinned, just a flash of teeth. She cupped her hands under her breasts, lifted them, and gave him a full view.

“Do you like it?” she said, voice bright.

He gawked. “Is it real?”

She crossed the room, stopped just out of reach. “It’s temporary. Henna, but good. They said it’ll last the whole honeymoon, if I don’t scrub too hard.”

He reached for her, but she stepped back, hands still framing her chest.

“Careful,” she said. “It’s not totally dry.”

He let his hand hover, an inch from her skin, then dropped it.

“You did this on purpose,” he said.

“Everything I do is on purpose,” she replied.

He stared at the spade, the crisp black against her pale skin. It looked perfect, like it had always been there. “What’s it for?”

She leaned in, hair falling forward. “Jamaica,” she said, voice low. “Ten days of sand, sun, and your brand-new porn star wife. You want to show me off? I thought I’d help.”

He shook his head, half-smiling. “You’re insane.”

Selene pointed across the room, to where her open toiletry bag sat on the luggage rack. “I packed condoms. Lube, too.” There were three strips of black-foil-wrapped Trojans on top, right next to two mini-bottles of sex lube. “Didn’t want you to worry about running out.”

He felt his cock twitch under the sheet. “You’re serious about this.”

She walked to the foot of the bed, one hand tracing the spade tattoo. “I’ve never been more serious. You want to see me take a stranger? Like, a real one? I want to do it with you there. I want to see your face when I get railed by someone you never met.”

Steve swallowed. He thought he’d be shocked. He wasn’t. He just wanted it—wanted her, wanted the proof.

She glanced over at the bedside table, at the new digital video recorder, “And this time, take videos, asshole. I want to see myself. How can I be a porn star if there aren’t videos.”

Selene sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping. She turned so the spade was right in his line of sight. “I looked it up,” she said. “It’s a real thing. Queen of Spades. White wives who get off on black cock. You want to be the King of Spades, babe?”

He laughed, raw. “I think I’ve been demoted to videographer.”

She smiled, slow. “You’ll get the best view.” She leaned forward, whispered wet into his ear, “Watch those black cocks entering me, stretching me, using me while I moan and orgasm for them.”

He grabbed her by the shoulder, careful to avoid the tattoo, and pulled her in. She straddled his lap, arms around his neck. He traced the spade with a fingertip, feeling the slight texture of ink. She shivered.

“You’re going to go out in public with that?” he said.

“Everywhere,” she said. “Even the pool.”

He tried to picture her on the beach, wet from the ocean, the black spade gleaming over her heart. It made his chest tight.

She kissed him, open-mouthed, grinding her cunt against his morning hard-on. He let his hands drift to her ass, pulling her closer.

“You know I’m going to have to fuck you in every hotel room we stay in,” he said.

“Deal,” she whispered. She reached between them, lined him up, and sank down, slow. She was wet already, and the slide was effortless. He gripped her hips, held her there, let himself feel every inch.

She rode him, the morning light catching the line of her ribs, the spade tattoo centered in his view. Her tits bounced with every thrust, the black spade tattoo bright as a target.

He grabbed her by the hair, pulled her mouth to his. She laughed into the kiss, then bit his lower lip, hard.

He let her set the pace. She rocked on his cock, slow at first, then faster. The sheet slipped away, leaving both of them exposed.

After a minute, she braced her hands on his chest, nails digging in, and bounced in earnest. The wet sound of it was loud in the room.

He watched the spade, watched the sweat form under it, the way her skin flushed around the ink.

He said, “You’re going to ruin me.”

She grinned, savage. “You asked for it.”

He slammed up into her, once, twice, then lost it. He came so hard he saw white, his hands locked on her hips. She held there, clenched, letting him finish.

She didn’t stop right away. She kept grinding, slow and steady, milking every last drop. Then she sagged forward, draped over his shoulder, her breath hot in his ear.

They stayed like that for a long time, the morning slipping by.

She finally rolled off, sprawled on the bed next to him. She traced the spade with her finger, then licked the sweat from her upper lip.

He looked at her, at the spade, and then at the mess they’d made.

She said, “You want breakfast?”

He nodded, breathless.

“Good,” she said. “After, we’re going to try out every position before lunch.”

He laughed, then looked at her, serious. “What if I can’t keep up?”

She kissed him, slowly, letting the words hang.

“We’ll save it for Jamaica,” she said, grinning.

He reached for her, both of them still sticky. The spade gleamed black against her skin.

He said, “I can’t wait for Jamaica.”

Selene just smiled, wide and wild.

“So what are you going to do when the first guy there tries to pick you up?” he asked.

She thought about it. “Depends,” she said. “Is he hotter than you?”

Steve grinned. “Nobody’s hotter than me.”

Selene rolled her eyes, then rolled on top of him.

He looked over at the travel bag, “That’s a lot of condoms.”

Selene eyes net his, sparkling. “There are a lot of black cocks in Jamaica.”

The rest of the morning was a blur of skin, sweat, and the black mark over her heart, a promise they both intended to keep.


Chapter 19: Departure

The apartment bedroom looked like a pop-up sex shop. The bed was gone under open suitcases, tangled swimsuits, strips of black mesh and pale lace, and the rest of their vacation wardrobe balled up into rough piles. Steve sat at the edge, elbows on his knees, watching Selene move around the disaster zone, her hands quick and sure as she sorted and packed.

The suitcases were new, a wedding present from Steve’s parents. They were a matching set: white, hard-shell, TSA locks already set and forgotten. Selene had the big one open and empty, lining the bottom with rolled dresses and two separate bags of shoes. She worked in a methodical rhythm—fold, stack, snap the elastic bands over the sides—like she was training for an Olympic event that only she cared about.

She wore a loose tank top and nothing under it, the Queen of Spades tattoo staring out from her breast when she bent to grab a handful of bikinis from the floor. Every time she reached, the thin strap of the top slid off her shoulder, and the dark spade hovered over her left breast, matte against her skin. Steve’s eyes caught on it every time.

She held up a white string bikini and eyed it. “Is this too bridal?”

Steve shook his head. “It’s barely a bikini. I don’t think it gets to be a color.”

Selene grinned, then folded it small and tucked it in. Next up was a black cover-up, sheer enough to see through in the weak apartment light. She ran it between her fingers, checked for snags, then placed it on top of the white bikini, like the order mattered.

She was down to the last handful of lingerie when Steve spoke. “How many condoms did you pack?”

“Enough to cover every beach party between here and Montego Bay,” she said, not looking up. She pressed the bottle of lube flat against a folded sundress, zipped the section shut, and patted it for effect. “Two lube bottles per bag, so we don’t exceed the TSA limits, a few packs of condoms in each for good measure, or in case a baggage handler wants to nail me. I’m a planner.”

Steve stretched, his knuckles popping. “Is that what you call this? Planning?”

Selene rolled her eyes, then bent to sort the last of the underwear. “It’s called being responsible. We’re grown-ups now, Steve.”

He watched her ass as she squatted, the cotton shorts barely covering anything, her thighs flexing every time she shifted. “You’re very mature,” he said.

She reached for a red lace bralette, held it up to the light, then tossed it in the case without folding. She turned and glared at him. “You want to help, or just stare at my tits all morning?”

He grinned. “I’m a multitasker.”

Selene moved to the nightstand and grabbed the pharmacy bag of supplies. Two boxes of condoms, a travel bottle of lube, and a small tube of pain relief gel, which she squinted at before tossing it into the outside pocket of the suitcase.

Steve watched her from the bed, the mattress creaking every time he shifted. He’d been hard since breakfast, and the way Selene moved made it worse. She didn’t walk, she prowled: toes pointed, calves flexed, the white of her tank top pulled tight across her chest. Every so often she’d look at him over her shoulder, just to make sure he was still watching.

He always was.

She unzipped her toiletry bag and began to load it with the morning’s makeup: mascara, ChapStick, the travel-sized sunblock she’d picked up at the last minute. Her hands were steady, even as she worked the tiny zippers and snapped shut the plastic case. The smell of her shampoo and Steve’s deodorant hung thick in the air, layered over the faint, clean scent of laundry and the sharp, chemical undertone of new plastic from the suitcases.

Steve stood, walked behind her, and pressed his body against her back. His cock nudged the crease just above her shorts. He rested his chin on her shoulder and watched her organize the toothbrushes.

Selene let him linger for a second. She finished with the bag, zipped it shut, and set it aside. She leaned back into him, tilting her head so the spade tattoo caught the light.

“You’re going to fuck up my packing,” she said, voice low.

“That’s the idea.”

She elbowed him off, not gentle, but not hard enough to hurt. “Not until we get there.”

He didn’t let go right away. He wrapped both arms around her waist, fingers laced across her stomach. “What if I can’t wait?”

Selene peeled his hands off and turned to face him, eyes level. “You’ll wait,” she said, “because the sooner you let me finish, the sooner you get to unwrap everything.” She stepped away, leaving him standing in the middle of the mess.

He watched her bend again, this time to grab a white thong from the floor. It was barely fabric—two strips of elastic, a small triangle of mesh at the front, the crotch cut wide open.

She held it up, stretched it between two fingers, and smirked at Steve. “You want to know when I’ll wear this?”

He felt his jaw tighten. “Yeah. When?”

She dropped it into the suitcase, slowly, then looked him dead in the eye. “I’ll know when I see the right co-star.”

Steve sat back down on the bed, hands gripping the edge of the mattress. He watched her finish packing, every motion deliberate, every toss of fabric a challenge. The last sound was the click of the compact mirror snapping shut, followed by the heavy whump of the suitcase closing.

Selene sat next to him, her thigh pressed to his.

“Anything else you want to bring?” she asked, voice softer now.

He looked at her, at the spade on her chest, the bare skin at her collar, the wicked smile.

He shook his head.

“Just you,” he said.

She leaned in and kissed him, not quick this time, but deep and slow, her tongue tracing the line of his lower lip. He tasted salt, the ghost of toothpaste, and something like the start of trouble.

She pulled away, stood, and lifted the suitcase off the bed. “Then let’s go ruin Jamaica,” she said, and walked out, leaving Steve alone with the rumpled sheets and the scent of her all over the room.

***

Steve loaded the suitcases into the trunk, slamming the hatch shut with more force than necessary. The white shells glared in the sun, fresh scuffs already darkening one corner. He wiped his palm on the back of his jeans and glanced up at the apartment building. Selene stood on the stoop, keys in hand, her bare legs shining in the first good light of spring. The fitted white travel dress hugged her hips, stopped just above the knee. She pulled the door closed, tested the handle, then turned to Steve.

She wore sunglasses, but he could see the grin—lips curved at the corners, just waiting for him to call her out. She walked to the passenger side, letting her steps go slow, the heel of each sandal clacking off the concrete. The Queen of Spades tattoo showed in the gap at her neckline, just a sliver, enough to make his chest go tight every time she moved.

Steve got behind the wheel. The car was already a sauna, the black dash sticky under his hand. Selene slid in beside him, the hem of her dress catching on the seat and riding high. She didn’t bother to pull it down. She buckled in, tossed her sunglasses on the dash, and turned to him.

“Ready for our honeymoon?” she said, mock-formal.

He nodded, not trusting his voice.

Selene adjusted the air vents, pointed both at her chest, and waited for the engine to catch up. Steve pulled out of the lot, letting the car roll down the ramp and out to the street.

They didn’t talk for the first block. Selene watched the traffic, her nails drumming on her thigh, the rhythm unhurried. She rolled down her window, then up again, playing with the airflow until it felt right. The breeze cut across her dress, fluttering the fabric and giving Steve flashes of bare skin at the side of her breast, the inside of her thigh. The tattoo vanished and reappeared as they drove.

At the first stoplight, she rested her hand on his knee. No words, no signal—just palm to denim, fingers spread and pressing. When the light turned, she didn’t let go. She rode with him through every gear, squeezing a little harder each time he accelerated.

By the time they hit the highway, Steve’s knuckles were white on the wheel. He kept his eyes straight ahead, but the tension rolled off him in waves. Selene leaned back, letting the seat catch the arch of her spine. She traced circles on his thigh, just above the knee, then let her hand drift up an inch, then another.

“Did you check us in online?” she asked, voice light.

“Yeah,” Steve said. “Gate C9. We just have to drop the bags.”

Selene nodded. “Good. I hate lines.”

She looked out the window, then at the dash. “You ever think about what it’ll actually be like? In Jamaica?”

Steve shrugged. “A lot of rum. Sunburns. You embarrassing me at the pool.”

She smiled, but kept her eyes on the road. “You know that’s not what I mean.”

He didn’t answer. She moved her hand higher, fingertips grazing the inside of his thigh. “You’ve been thinking about it since I showed you the tattoo, haven’t you?”

Steve exhaled, long and slow. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Selene watched his jaw, the way the muscle flexed when she touched him. “You want to know how many guys I think will try to fuck me on this trip?”

He gripped the wheel harder. “How many?”

She tilted her head. “Depends on how you play it. If you let me run, I’ll break the record.” She pinched his thigh, hard. “You want that?”

Steve kept his eyes on the traffic, but his cock ached, a steady pulse against the fly of his jeans. “I want to watch,” he said. “You know that.” He quickly followed, “And take you back, after.”

Selene leaned over, lips to his ear. “Then you better not blink.” After a pause, she added more forcefully, “And you better fucking film me.”

Steve chuckled, “Don’t you mean film you fucking ?”

“You know it, baby.”

They drove in silence for a few exits, the tension thickening. Selene kept her hand on his thigh, idly tapping, the edge of her nail tracing the seam.

The airport loomed, its parking garage a blocky cutout on the skyline. Steve took the ramp, found a spot on the third floor. He put the car in park, then sat for a second, hands still on the wheel.

Selene reached across, squeezed his wrist. “Nervous?”

He shook his head, but didn’t move.

She let her fingers linger, then let go. “It’s okay to be nervous,” she said. “That’s what makes it hot.” After a beat, she spoke lower, more serious, “I can't stop thinking about how wild it will be–spreading my legs for a man I just met, maybe 15 minutes earlier, and feeling his big black dick inside of me, you filming.” She released his hand, touched herself, “So fucking hot!”

He looked at her, really looked. The spade tattoo was almost invisible under the white of her dress, but he knew it was there. Waiting for its reveal.

They grabbed the bags, walked to the elevator. The suitcase wheels clicked in time over the seams in the concrete. Selene let Steve take the big one, but she balanced the smaller case herself, rolling it alongside.

Inside the terminal, the world went bright and loud. Overhead lights bleached the air, the white floors bouncing every step back at them. The line at the check-in desk was three rows deep. The smell of burnt coffee and old air conditioning mixed with perfume and sweat.

Selene walked a half step ahead, the suitcase trailing behind. Steve watched her legs, the bare skin flexing with every stride. When they hit a seam in the tile, the case jumped, making her hip jolt. The hem of the dress swung up, flashing thigh and a hint of cheek.

Other men noticed. Some just glanced, then looked away. Others stared, holding their gaze a split-second too long. Selene pretended not to see, but Steve caught every one. He felt the old, familiar rush—possessive, proud, a little scared.

At the kiosk, Selene leaned forward, typing in their confirmation number. The stretch of her body pulled the dress tight over her ass, the spade tattoo visible at her cleavage. She saw Steve looking and grinned, not bothering to hide it.

“You want me to do this part, or are you just going to stare?”

“Staring,” he said.

She printed the boarding passes, then palmed both. “You’re hopeless,” she said.

They dropped the bags, walked to security. Selene held her shoes in one hand, her dress riding even higher now. Steve watched the TSA agent as he scanned her ID, the way the man’s eyes flicked from photo to cleavage and back. Selene noticed, too. She gave the agent a bright, blank smile, then sashayed through the metal detector like it was a runway.

They made it to the gate with half an hour to spare. Selene bought a coffee and sat in the corner, her legs curled under her, dress hiked almost to her hips. She sipped, watching the other travelers—the couples, the families, the businessmen in wrinkled shirts. Every so often she’d glance at Steve and catch him looking. She’d give him a look: patient, amused, but with a knife edge under it. Like she was daring him to blink first.

He didn’t.

When the boarding call came, Selene drained the last of her coffee, tossed the cup, and walked to the gate. Steve followed, letting her lead.

At the jetway, she paused. She turned to face him, her hand already on his. She pulled him close and kissed him, open-mouthed, her tongue tracing the seam of his teeth. The taste of coffee, and something sweeter, lingered on his lips.

She broke the kiss, kept her face close.

“Ten days,” she said, voice low. “You and me and whoever I find.”

Steve stared at her, eyes bright. The world shrank to the jetway, the hum of the crowd, the smell of burnt coffee and her perfume.

He nodded, once.

Selene let go of his hand, turned, and walked down the ramp.

He followed, the heat in his chest sharper than ever.

The spade tattoo glowed under the white of her dress, a promise and a dare and a secret only he got to keep.

THE END
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 


Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent
Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.
Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.
Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her with friends. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.
But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.
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