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Chapter 1 - Sweethearts & Their Warm Home

Jake had always considered himself lucky. Lucky that he’d landed a stable, well-paying job as a design engineer at a respected firm, work that challenged his mind, not his body, and let him provide more than comfortably for him and his gorgeous wife. Their lifestyle wasn’t flashy, but they wanted for nothing, and Jake took a quiet pride in knowing Ava could focus on her passions at home without ever needing to worry about bills. But above all, he felt luckiest that Ava had chosen him. There were nights, even after years of being together, that he would roll over in bed, see her lying there, and feel a surge of disbelief that she was his.

They had met in college—both of them freshmen—one of those classic, movie-scene moments in the quad, though Ava had always been the sort of girl who drew looks despite her quiet nature. Her laugh was soft, but her beauty was impossible to ignore... a tangle of golden-brown hair, tight jeans hugging her hips, the kind of natural allure that made her stand out no matter how much she preferred the background.

Jake remembered how she kept to herself at parties, more comfortable in a cozy corner with a book or nursing a drink than in the middle of a crowd. She was an introvert at heart—thoughtful, observant, and a little mysterious—but the rare times she’d let her guard down, her wit and warmth would shine through. Jake had been so utterly captivated that he barely managed a hello. Ava had noticed, of course. She always noticed. Even now, she still caught him staring, just like that first day, and sometimes she’d tease him about it, lips quirking with a secret little smirk.

They’d been together ever since. College sweethearts, as Ava liked to say with a wink. But that wasn’t quite the whole story. Their connection was deeper—a wild, addictive thing that only seemed to burn hotter as the years went by. Jake had never stopped craving her. He doubted he ever could. She was the kind of woman you watched at a party and wondered if you’d ever be enough for her, the kind of woman men always remembered—who could turn you on just by the way she’d uncross her legs or give you a shy, sideways glance that made your mind go dirty places instantly.

Ava thrived at home, finding ways to turn ordinary days into something special. She was the reason their apartment always felt welcoming, why Jake actually looked forward to coming home after long hours at the office. She ran the place with her own blend of class and mischief, and Jake had always been happy to let her. But the truth was, for all her warmth, Ava was still a bombshell—a body made for sin and a mind just as wicked. And she never stopped reminding him.

Tonight was no different. Jake had barely made it through the door before Ava was on him, arms wrapping around his neck, her perfume—vanilla and something wild—already driving him crazy. She wore one of his old college shirts, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs, nothing else underneath but smooth, golden skin. "Rough day, baby?" she whispered, nipping at his earlobe, pressing her hips against him until he groaned.

He dropped his briefcase, hands finding her waist, sliding under the shirt to cup her ass. "Always better when you’re here," he muttered, voice rough, already half-lost to her. He could feel himself hardening, her touch electric, the day’s stress burning away beneath her hands. Ava smirked, sliding one hand down his chest, her nails scraping lightly, her other hand curling around the back of his head to pull him closer for a mouthful of a wet deep kiss.

Ava then took his hand and led him to the couch, her hips swaying slow and deliberate, every step a show meant just for him. The hem of his old shirt clung to her curves and rode up between each stride, flashing those bare, perfectly rounded ass cheeks, the kind of view that always made his mouth dry and his cock twitch with want. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes catching his, a little smirk pulling at her lips—she knew exactly what she was doing, and Jake would have followed her anywhere.

She nudged him down onto the cushions and climbed into his lap, spreading her thighs wide so he could feel the heat of her bare skin pressing into his slacks. Her body molded against him, supple and hungry, her arms winding around his neck as she pulled him once more into a deep, open-mouthed kiss. She tasted like sin and confidence. Jake’s hands went under the shirt at once, squeezing the flesh of her ass, fingers digging in as she rocked against him, rolling her hips until his cock was trapped, throbbing, under her. Her nails scraped lightly up his chest, flicking open one shirt button at a time, her lips barely leaving his. Every time they broke apart for breath, she pressed closer, her tits mashing into his chest—he could feel the weight and shape of them through the thin cotton, hard nipples brushing against him as she worked herself into a slow grind.

As soon as his shirt was off, Ava leaned in, dragging her tongue and lips along his throat, letting her breath tickle his skin before she nipped softly at his collarbone. She paused, lips parted against his flesh, then latched on with just enough pressure to leave a secret mark, possessive and just for her to see. She lingered there, tasting him, letting her tongue swirl and flick while her hand wandered down to trace the hard line of his stomach.

She dipped her head, kissing down his chest, slow and teasing, flicking her tongue over his nipple until he shuddered and clutched at her hips. She sucked, bit, then soothed the sting with a gentle lick—her eyes glancing up to catch the way his jaw clenched with a want for more. Only then, when he was writhing, did she begin her descent, leaving a trail of open-mouthed kisses down his body, her hair tumbling over his skin, her lips warm and teasing, her exhale a shiver against his skin.

She slid off his lap, never once breaking the contact of her lips on his skin, and dropped gracefully to her knees between his legs. Her hands found his belt, unhurried, her fingers brushing the outline of his cock through his slacks as she worked him open. The t-shirt now bunched high on her back, exposing the smooth line of her spine and the bare curve of her ass, her thighs parted wide as she knelt, looking up at him—every inch a picture of filthy, seductive intent, daring him to watch every second.

Jake watched, feverish, as she tugged his belt free, fingers quick and sure. She never looked away, never broke the silent, filthy promise in her eyes. There was nothing coy about her—not when she wanted him like this.

Ava started slow, letting her lips hover just above the tip of his cock, teasing him with soft, fluttering kisses, her breath warm and her eyes locked on his face. She licked a slow, wet circle around the head, drawing out a hiss from his lips, then dragged her tongue down his length with maddening patience. Each first touch, first swirl, was very intentional—her mouth opening, tongue flicking, the anticipation between every stroke nearly unbearable. Jake felt every nerve ending fire as she finally wrapped her lips around him, sucking gently at first, her cheeks hollowing as she drew him in deeper, inch by inch.

He was already throbbing, desperate, his hands lost in her hair. She stroked him with her fist, her tongue swirling and flicking just under the head, making him groan her name. But then, with a wicked little smirk, she let his cock slip from her lips, and slowly, never breaking eye contact, grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and peeled it off over her head. Her tits—full, firm, perfect—spilled out, the sight nearly knocking the air from his lungs.

She scooted closer, pressing her bare breasts around his cock, pushing them together until the head poked out the top—just enough, thank god, that his slightly-above-average length let her really play with him. She squeezed her tits tight and started to move, sliding him between the pillowy warmth, up and down, every stroke slick with spit and her heat. All the while, she kept licking and flicking the tip with her tongue, glancing up at him, smirking at the way his jaw went slack, how close he was already.

Jake's hips jerked, breath coming ragged, as Ava’s hands and mouth worked him with filthy, relentless talent. She let his cock glide between her breasts, tongue circling his head each time it popped free, letting a trail of spit glisten on her skin. He was right at the edge, clutching her shoulders, barely able to breathe. "Ava, fuck—"

She squeezed her tits tighter, gave one more filthy swirl of her tongue, and murmured, "You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you, baby?"

He could only nod, desperate, helpless, every muscle tight.

Ava kept up the slick, messy rhythm, her breasts pressed tight around his cock, her tongue flicking and swirling the swollen tip with every thrust. Her voice was pure sin, low and in control, whispering filthy encouragements: “That’s it, baby, let go for me. I want to feel you pulse, want every last drop all over my tits, my tongue… Cum for me. Right now.”

The words, the sight, her heat—he couldn’t hold back another second. Jake’s whole body locked up, his hips bucking helplessly between her tits as his orgasm ripped through him. He groaned her name, the sound raw and desperate, watching as Ava squeezed every spurt out, letting his cock throb and pulse between her soft skin. She didn’t flinch, just kept milking him, her tongue swirling and tasting every drop that spilled out, licking him clean with a glint of mischief in her eyes. When he finally sagged back, trembling, she lifted her tits, showing off the glistening mess she’d made, then leaned in and licked herself clean, never looking away from his stunned, blissed-out face.

Only when she was satisfied did Ava finally stand up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her lips curving into a smug, wicked grin. “You never could hold out, could you?”

Jake could only laugh, breathless and dazed, utterly devoted to her. “Never stood a chance.”

Later, as they curled together on the couch, Ava's head on Jake's chest, she slid her hand down between his legs and gave him a lazy squeeze, grinning when he shivered. He kissed her temple, then rolled her onto her back, tracing his fingers down her body—soft skin, curves made for worship. With a smile, he kissed down her stomach and settled between her thighs, the taste of her still lingering from earlier.

Jake was a natural when it came to eating pussy—Ava's favorite secret about him. He teased her with slow licks and gentle sucks, his tongue drawing circles around her clit until her hips rolled up, chasing more. He licked her like he was starved, hands holding her thighs wide, tongue dipping lower to drink her in. Every time she moaned, he groaned back, loving how her whole body trembled for him.

He pushed her closer and closer, relentless with his mouth, until Ava shattered for him, crying out so loud they were both sure the old neighbors heard. She tried to push his head away, body too sensitive to take any more, but Jake just grinned and gave her one last filthy kiss before crawling back up to hold her in his arms. the glow of the city lights painting Ava’s bare skin in gold, Jake felt that old surge of disbelief—the wonder that this woman was his, and that somehow, impossibly, he was enough for her.

But as he ran his fingers along her bare busty-lithe body, thinking about the dinner he’d just invited his boss to, he couldn’t shake the feeling that everything in their lives was about to change—maybe for the better, maybe forever.


Chapter 2 – Invitation and Preparation

It was late the next morning - an off day for him - when Jake finally brought up the dinner again. Sunlight crept in through the kitchen window as he poured coffee, the scent of fresh bread and butter filling the apartment. Ava sat on the counter, hair tied up, legs bare and tangled, watching him like he was the only man in the world. She looked peaceful, but beneath it all was that little current of nerves she couldn’t quite shake.

“So,” Jake started, leaning against the sink, “Mr. Carter said yes. Friday. You okay with that?”

Ava nodded, tracing the rim of her mug, “We’ve talked about this, remember? First impressions are everything.”

He smiled, remembering the first time he’d mentioned the idea, how she’d seemed intrigued, if a little shy, but never once hesitated. After all, this could be a great opportunity to get closer with the main boss… maybe even help when the next round of promotions came around. Ava was supportive, but he knew her well enough to catch the flicker of anxiety in her eyes. “We want him to see us at our best. He’s never had your cooking before.” Jake said.

She grinned, nervous but determined. “Then I’d better not burn the roast.”

Later that day, with the city buzzing outside, Ava ducked into a boutique she rarely visited, one of those classy places farther uptown where the price tags alone used to make her wince. They could afford it now, sure, but she never really had the urge to spend this much on a dress she’d only wear once or twice. Still, today was different; this was important, and she knew she needed to be at her absolute best. She could hear Mrs. Baker’s voice in her head, her strict old catholic schoolteacher who used to say, ‘First impressions are paramount, girls. Dress the part, always.’

She took her time, walking the aisles with quiet care, feeling more like an intruder than a regular customer in this kind of shop. Her heart raced as her fingertips drifted over silk and velvet, some of them so soft and expensive she almost worried about leaving a mark. Ava lingered over a few dresses that were outrageously scandalous, plunging necklines that would leave little to the imagination, backs that dipped so low there was hardly any fabric at all, slits that promised trouble with every step. For a moment she held one up, picturing the way Jake’s eyes might go wide, but embarrassment crept in almost as quickly as excitement, and she shook her head, smiling at her own nerves.

Eventually, she found a dark green dress, one that was soft, slinky, clinging to her curves in a way that felt both daring and tasteful, and probably the least scurrilous one in the store. It didn’t scream for attention, but it would make anyone with eyes take a second look. She slipped it off the hanger and carried it to the fitting room, feeling her stomach flutter. When she tried it on, the dress dipped low in the back, teasing just enough skin, and ended a few inches above her mid-thigh—showcasing her legs in a way that felt deliciously daring and just a touch wicked. She twirled once, watching the fabric move, a real smile breaking through. Underneath, she picked out a set of black lace panties—classy, delicate, and just revealing enough to feel wicked. A tiny secret she’d keep to herself… for now. She skipped the bra; the way the dress showed off her back meant there was no way to hide one, and honestly, she kind of liked the thought of being bare beneath the soft fabric.

That evening, Ava started early in the kitchen, carefully laying out each ingredient, going over her checklist twice, determined that not a single thing would go wrong. The apartment filled gradually with the warm, mouthwatering aromas of roasting garlic, searing beef, and herbs—comforting scents that calmed her nerves just enough to keep moving. She slipped on her apron, tied it tight at the waist, and pressed play on a playlist of old college favorites. Each familiar song was another layer of memory, blending the excitement of something new with the comfort of their past.

She caught herself glancing at the clock every few minutes, checking the oven temperature, wiping her hands on a dish towel even when they were already clean. Her hips swayed unconsciously to the music as she whisked a sauce, the hem of the summer dress she'd been wearing all day while preparing for dinner flirting with her thighs, and her thoughts wandered to what tonight might bring. She rehearsed the conversation in her head, hoping for easy laughter, for everything to fall into place.

When Jake came in, rolling up his sleeves, his eyes lingered on her. He leaned in, wrapping his arms around her from behind, burying his face in her neck. “You look sexy as hell in that apron,” he murmured, his lips brushing her skin. His voice was warm, steady, but she felt a thrum of energy in him—a tension that was more than just anticipation of a good meal.

Ava leaned back, letting her body melt into his, feeling the heat of his hands settle on her hips. For a moment, she just let herself be held, her nerves quieted by the weight of his arms and the solid press of his body against her. Then, as she grinded her ass into him, she felt the unmistakable bulge of his hardening cock beneath his pants—thick and warm, pressing into her belly. She smirked, her eyes glinting with mischief, and let one hand slide down between them, palming the length over his slacks and giving him a slow, teasing squeeze, then a couple of bold strokes. “You’re just excited because you finally get to show off,” she teased, her voice low, fingers tracing him deliberately before turning around to face him as her hands slipped back up to his chest, her eyes bright with a mix of mischief and nerves.

He kissed her, slow and deep, savoring the moment, then looked her dead in the eye. “I am excited. Not just for dinner. For… all of it.”

Ava felt her cheeks flush. The tension curled through her, a shiver of nerves mixed with anticipation—not for anything she could name, just the excitement of a new dynamic, a guest in their space, the hope she’d impress. She thought about Mr. Carter, her husbands boss: the bits Jake had told her—his sharp intelligence, his no-nonsense way of running things, the respect he commanded in the office. She’d even googled him once or twice, scrolling through photos—his rich, dark skin, that easy, self-assured smile, the tailored suits, the air of someone who made things happen. Knowing he’d soon be sitting at their table made her heart beat faster, a cocktail of nerves and curiosity. She smiled, heart pounding, and leaned into Jake for another kiss, hoping she looked as confident as she wanted to feel.

Outside, the city glowed and moved on, but inside their apartment, the air was charged with something unspoken—a night filled with possibility, but nothing set in stone.


Chapter 3 – The Boss Arrives

That night came with city lights twinkling beyond the windows, the air in Jake and Ava’s apartment charged with a nervous kind of excitement. Jake checked the clock again as he straightened the table, catching a glimpse of Ava in the hallway mirror. Her dark green dress hugged her in all the right places, dipping low in the back, skimming the tops of her thighs. Her legs were bare, smooth, and she looked so good he almost forgot to breathe for a second. But he could see the nerves in her eyes, too—a flicker of anticipation as she took a final steadying breath.

Jake cleared his throat, giving her a slow, obvious once-over. “So… that’s the dress, huh?”

Ava shot him a look—half innocent, half knowing—spinning on her bare heel just enough to make the hem flare slightly. “What, too much?”

Jake grinned, eyes dropping to her legs, then lingering on the dip of her back. “Too much? I’m thinking it’s not enough.”

She stepped closer, running her finger along his jaw. “Well, I did say I wanted to make an impression on your boss…”

He laughed, pulling her in by the hips, voice dropping. “I’ll be lucky if I make it through dinner without embarrassing myself. I swear, you wear that for anyone else, and I’ll have to find a way to distract the man.”

Ava winked, pressing her chest against him, nipples brushing his shirt through the thin fabric. “Relax. I’m not wearing this for him.” She leaned in, voice just a whisper. “But maybe I like knowing he’ll be looking.”

Jake groaned, letting his hands roam just a little lower. “You keep teasing like that, and I’ll have to answer the door in my boxers.”

The knock at the door landed heavy in the quiet. Ava smoothed her dress one last time, then reached for Jake’s hand and squeezed it, their fingers tight together for a heartbeat. They traded a look—half nerves, half excitement—a silent “let’s do this” before Jake moved toward the door. Ava mouthed, “We’ve got this,” just loud enough for only him to hear.

Malcolm Carter filled the doorway—a whole head taller than Jake, broad-shouldered, with rich, dark skin that made the crisp white of his shirt almost glow. His suit was navy and sharply tailored, but he wore it like it was just another comfortable layer, not armor. There was an easy, natural confidence to his stance, a warmth behind the steady, intelligent gaze that swept their little apartment as if taking the full measure of it—and them.

Jake felt a sudden, irrational hope that the place looked good enough, that the wine was decent, that he himself would measure up. Ava, standing just behind, felt her pulse pick up. She saw the way Malcolm’s eyes moved over her—appreciative but never crude—lingering for a breath on the dip of her curves and her long, shining legs, then back up to meet her eyes. Something warm and approving flickered there, making Ava’s pulse skip and her mouth go a little dry. She felt truly seen, in a way that was both flattering and just a bit dangerous. Something in his look made her feel both exposed and wanted, a little rush of excitement tightening in her belly.

For a half-second, none of them spoke. Then Malcolm’s smile broke the tension, wide and genuine. “Evening, Jake. Hope I’m not too early.”

“Not at all Boss,” Jake said, shaking his hand. “Come on in. Ava just finished setting the table.”

Malcolm stepped in, his presence filling the little foyer. “And you must be Ava,” he said, offering his hand. His eyes roamed her figure just for a second—appreciative, but respectful—then settled on her face. “Jake’s told me about your cooking. Smells incredible already.”

Ava’s handshake was soft but certain. “You’re very welcome. Please, make yourself at home.”

Jake caught the exchange and felt a jolt of possessive pride—along with a flicker of nerves, wondering if he’d made the right impression too. For all his bravado, he wanted this to go well, for both their sakes.

Drinks came first: red wine for Ava and Malcolm, whiskey for Jake. They gathered in the living room, music low in the background, and the first minutes passed in easy conversation—office stories, a little gentle teasing about Jake’s playlist, Malcolm asking Ava about the art on the walls. Everyone seemed to be performing at their best—Jake overcompensating a bit with friendly host energy, eager to steer the conversation and pour drinks; Ava sitting a touch straighter, her smile a little brighter than usual, careful not to fidget with her dress even when she felt his eyes on her; and Malcolm himself, relaxed but clearly tuned in, as if enjoying the chance to make a memorable first impression of his own. Malcolm's attention was natural, focused; he complimented her taste, praised Jake’s work ethic, but always kept the tone light and warm.

At dinner, the conversation turned lively—Ava’s roast got an approving hum from Malcolm, who took his time with every bite. They joked about Jake’s college cooking disasters, and Malcolm told a story about his own mother’s kitchen, making both of them laugh. It was easy, familiar, but the longer they sat together, the more Jake noticed the small things: the way Malcolm’s gaze lingered on Ava’s bare shoulders; the way Ava’s laughter came easier, brighter, the more she relaxed into the evening.

Ava felt that look—just a little too long, just a little too direct—like a shiver running down her back. Under the table, her thighs pressed together, warmth blooming low in her belly. She knew she looked good, but the way Malcolm watched her made her wonder what else he was thinking, and just how much she might like being noticed.

Drinks flowed, and the edges of conversation softened. Ava, emboldened by wine and the warmth in the room, leaned into the banter, sometimes letting her hand brush Malcolm’s arm as she passed a dish or refilled his glass. Once, Jake caught her biting her lip when Malcolm paid her a compliment about the meal, her eyes darting to her husband’s with a question—an unspoken thrill.

Jake’s cock gave a slow, steady throb in his pants every time Malcolm paid Ava a compliment. Watching her light up under someone else’s attention sent a dangerous kind of pride through him, mingling with the ache of wanting to see just how far his gorgeous wife could make another man fall.

After dinner, no one moved to clear the plates right away. Instead, the three of them migrated back to the living room, glasses refreshed. The mood shifted: the lights felt lower, the music slower, and everyone settled in close—Ava on one end of the couch, Malcolm on the other, Jake in the middle, their knees almost touching. The air buzzed with possibility, every movement charged with something new.

Malcolm relaxed back, his leg brushing Jake’s as he turned to Ava. His questions grew more personal—not crude, but bold enough to raise a flush on her cheeks. “How did you two meet? What was your first impression of Jake?”

Ava answered with a shy grin, describing their first wild night in college, her eyes flicking between her husband and the boss. Malcolm’s gaze stayed on her, attentive, but never crossed the line—though his compliments, about her smile, her laugh, even her choice of wine, left little doubt about his interest.

Jake was aware of every detail—the way Ava’s leg pressed against his, how close Malcolm sat, how their voices got softer as the night wore on. At one point, Malcolm reached out and rested a hand on Jake’s shoulder, his touch firm and companionable, and Jake felt a spark of something electric. Malcolm’s other hand lingered near Ava’s knee as he made a point, thumb tracing idle patterns against the fabric of her dress. Ava didn’t shy away—instead, she let herself lean in, smiling wider.

That small touch, so casual, sent a jolt up Ava’s thigh straight to the heat pulsing between her legs. She was keenly aware of how thin her dress was, how easy it would be for Malcolm’s hand to slip just a little higher if she let it. The thought left her breath short, her nipples tingling and visibly hard beneath the soft fabric—she hadn’t worn a bra, and all through dinner she’d felt them pressed tight and achingly sensitive, poking against the dress every time she shifted in her seat.

As the evening settled into a haze of warmth and laughter, Ava and Jake exchanged a lingering look—a silent conversation, nerves and excitement and a dangerous kind of hope. Neither said a word, but both felt the ground shifting beneath them, the space between all three charged with something that couldn’t be named yet, but felt inevitable.

Nobody made a move to end the night. Glasses were topped up again, and the city outside faded to nothing, leaving just the three of them on the couch, closer now than they’d ever been. And as the room quieted, the anticipation built—not rushed, not forced, but as real and thick as the air itself.


Chapter 4 – Drinks, Dares, and Desire

The plates had been cleared long ago, but the night was nowhere near done. Ava had topped up everyone’s glasses, Malcolm’s laugh had grown richer with every pour, his collar and cuffs loosened, and the city lights outside their windows blinked like a hundred silent witnesses. The living room was soft with shadows now, the only real glow coming from the city and the warm pulse of the balcony lanterns just beyond the sliding door. Jake’s head felt pleasantly loose, not drunk but just buzzed enough that he found himself grinning at nothing, watching the other two—his wife and his boss—sprawl deeper into their chairs as if they’d always belonged together.

Malcolm was the one who finally stood up, stretching his arms with that lazy, catlike confidence. “Balcony’s calling my name. Hope you two don’t mind?”

Ava’s eyes flashed with something a little reckless, a little -very little still- tipsy. “Only if you’re sharing.”

Jake knew exactly what she meant. Ava wasn’t a smoker, not really. But after a couple of drinks, she’d always been the type to bum a cigarette and make it look artful—blowing smoke into the night, her lips glossed and parted, eyes shining just a bit too brightly. Malcolm grinned, fished a slim pack from his jacket, and led the way. Jake followed, taking the opportunity to snag the wine and top up the glasses one more time.

Their balcony was big by city standards—enough room for a proper patio coffee table, chairs, even a couple of potted trees to provide green. The night air was a little cool, sharp enough to chase away the last of the kitchen’s heat. Malcolm slid open the glass door and stepped outside, holding it for Ava. She followed, dress clinging to her hips, bare legs flashing in the lantern light. Jake trailed last, closing the door behind them, wine bottle in hand.

Malcolm lit a cigarette, the flame briefly illuminating his strong features, then took a drag and offered it to Ava. She leaned in, their fingers brushing as she accepted. Jake couldn’t help noticing how intimate that small contact looked—how natural. Ava held the cigarette between her fingers with a kind of practiced elegance, took a slow, thoughtful draw, and exhaled into the night.

For a moment, Jake was just an observer. He watched the way Ava’s lips curled around the filter, the way Malcolm’s fingers lingered a half-second too long on hers. There was something casual in it, but something charged too—like they’d done this a hundred times before. Jake felt a strange heat, a prickly mix of curiosity, pride, and a low, animal jealousy that made him shift in his seat. He didn’t feel left out, exactly—it was more like he was seeing a private version of his wife, and he liked it.

Jake watched, silent, as Malcolm and Ava shared that single cigarette, passing it back and forth between puffs, their heads dipping together in quiet conspiracy. Smoke curled around them, soft and almost sensual, while Jake hovered at the edge, glass in hand, suddenly aware of just how much he was observing.

He took a sip, letting the wine burn pleasantly on his tongue, and listened as Malcolm broke the silence with a low, thoughtful question. “So, tell me… what’s the wildest thing you two have ever done together?”

Ava gave a short, surprised laugh, then glanced at Jake. Her eyes were shining, emboldened by the wine and the warmth of the night. “That’s a loaded question.”

Malcolm grinned. “I’ll settle for top three.”

Jake found himself laughing too, the easy challenge of it loosening his tongue. “You mean outside the bedroom, or…?”

Malcolm just raised his brows, smiling, letting the silence answer for him. Ava giggled, flicking ash off the edge of the balcony. “He means both, I think.”

Jake shrugged, feeling a flash of daring. “We did have that one trip to Mexico…”

Ava cut in, “That wasn’t wild, that was just us being drunk on the beach.”

Malcolm watched them, an amused gleam in his eye. “Sounds like my kind of vacation.”

Ava glanced sideways at Malcolm, then back at Jake. “Okay, but what about you, Malcolm? You ever done anything reckless? Or are you always this… composed?”

Malcolm took his time with the answer, passing the cigarette back to Ava. “Oh, I’ve had my moments. But I learned a long time ago the real fun is in the company you keep. Sometimes you just need the right people to bring it out.”

His gaze lingered on Ava a beat too long, his meaning clear but never crude. Jake felt a jolt of heat—a heady mix of pride, excitement, and something darker.

Ava turned to Jake, her lips quirking up. “What do you think, babe? Should we shock the boss with our secrets?”

Jake grinned, feeling the edge of competition. “Depends. How many glasses of wine do we have left?”

Malcolm laughed, low and warm. “Maybe we should make it interesting. A little game?”

Ava’s eyes widened, a playful dare in them. “Truth or dare? Isn’t that for teenagers?”

“Not if you do it right,” Malcolm replied, his voice soft but commanding. “We’re all adults here. No shame, no judgment.”

Jake looked to Ava, seeking her read. She bit her lip, then nodded. “I’m game.”

Malcolm leaned against the railing, looking very much in his element. “Alright. I’ll start easy. Ava—truth. What’s the sexiest thing you’ve ever wanted to try, but never told Jake?”

Ava’s eyes flickered, caught between embarrassment and excitement. She hesitated, then took another draw from the cigarette, exhaled slowly, and let her voice drop. She fiddled with the hem of her dress, the fabric bunched up around her thighs. Jake noticed the goosebumps on her skin, the sharp point of her nipples visible through the thin material—a silent confession of her own. The night air had nothing to do with it. Her toes curled against the tile in her three-inch heels, her cheeks flushed, and she looked at Jake like she wanted him to see all of it.

“I’ve always wanted to be watched. Like, really watched. Not just by you Jake, but… someone else.”

Jake’s heart hammered, his cock twitching in his slacks. He glanced at Malcolm, whose smile was equal parts surprise and approval.

Malcolm nodded, tone gentle but direct. “There’s something powerful in being seen, isn’t there?”

Ava nodded, her cheeks flushed, her gaze steady. “Yeah. There is.”

Jake reached over, taking her hand. The cigarette burned down between her fingers, nearly forgotten. “You’ve never told me that.”

Ava squeezed his hand, her thumb stroking his. “Didn’t know how.”

Malcolm watched them with interest but didn’t intrude, letting the intimacy hang. When he spoke, his voice was softer. “Jake, your turn. Truth: How do you feel, knowing other men notice your wife?”

Jake swallowed, feeling both exposed and proud. “Honestly? It turns me on. A lot. Maybe more than I should admit.”

Malcolm’s eyes gleamed. “Good man. Not many would say that.”

Ava leaned her head on Jake’s shoulder, her voice a whisper meant for both men. “I love that about you.”

There was a silence—comfortable, electric—before Malcolm set his glass down and looked between them. “You two are braver than most. It’s not easy to be this honest.”

Ava looked at Malcolm, eyes a little glassy from the wine, the glow of the city, the rush of confession. “Your turn. Truth: Do you want me?”

Jake stiffened, the question out before he could stop it. Malcolm didn’t flinch; he met Ava’s gaze head on. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t. You’re beautiful, Ava. Any man would want you. But I’d never disrespect what you two have. I admire it.”

The silence on the balcony was heavy, the air cut only by the faint sounds of traffic somewhere far below. Ava didn’t look at Jake at first—she just stared out over the city, cigarette burning low between her fingers, lips parted, her breath a little uneven. When she finally turned to him, her eyes lingered, a silent, nervous dare right there on her face. No words. Just that question.

Jake swallowed, feeling his own heart thumping, almost embarrassed by how badly he wanted her to know the answer. He gave the smallest nod. That was all she needed. She looked away, smiling, biting her lip, and reached under the table to squeeze his hand—hard, like she was anchoring herself.

Malcolm just watched, reading the room perfectly, his expression calm but his eyes bright. The vibe had changed. The night was wide open now, everything unsaid hanging right there in the air, all three of them teetering on the edge of something you couldn’t take back.

Malcolm took the cigarette from Ava for one final drag, then stubbed it out and reached for the wine—whatever little still left in the second bottle of the night— topping up their glasses. “To honesty,” he said, raising his glass. “And to nights like this.”

They clinked their glasses together, the city lights reflected in each crimson swirl.

As she sipped from her glass, Ava’s other hand lingered over Jake’s, her thumb tracing circles along his knuckles under the table. Across from them, Malcolm caught her eye and offered a silent, knowing nod—almost a thank you. For a second, it felt like anything was possible, as if all three were holding their breath, waiting to see who would move first.

For a moment, it felt as if the world had narrowed to this balcony, this trio, this breathless anticipation of what might come next.

Jake squeezed Ava’s thigh under the table, feeling the pulse of her desire answer his. She smiled at him, lips parted, eyes shining—and for once, all the secrets between them felt like promises.


Chapter 5 – The First Step

Malcolm set his empty glass down, his eyes lingering on Ava for a long, heated beat. The air on the balcony felt charged now—electric, as if every secret thought they’d each harbored was suddenly in play. No one was pretending anymore. The next move wasn’t just a question of permission; it was about trust and want and years of unwhispered fantasies all coming to a point.

Jake could feel his pulse everywhere—in his throat, in his cock, in the way his hand trembled on Ava’s smooth and heated thigh. He was nervous, yes, but not the kind of nerves that made you pull away. The kind that made you aware of how badly you wanted this, how much you’d wondered what it would feel like to really see her like this, to not just watch but to help, to offer her up and be part of every second.

He squeezed Ava’s thigh, not for just grounding him or her, but letting her know he was right there—every bit as desperate and eager as she was. She looked at him, wide-eyed, lips parted, searching his face for even a flicker of doubt. He gave her a tiny nod, a crooked smile, a whisper just for her: “It’s okay. I want this, too.”

Malcolm caught that look—a real, active go-ahead, not just permission but encouragement. He paused for just a breath, giving Jake one last, silent out. His expression was open, a flicker of respect behind the hunger. “If you want me to stop,” he said quietly, looking first at Jake, then at Ava, “say so now.”

A split second later, Jake shook his head, his mouth dry but his voice steady, the words scraping out raw. “We want this.”

Ava exhaled, shaky, but her eyes were bright. She looked between the two men, her cheeks flushed, the wine and the adrenaline leaving her a little floaty. "I want this too."

Malcolm stepped closer, every inch closing the gap intentionally, almost in slow-motion. He didn’t reach for her all at once—he stopped, close enough for Ava to feel his breath, for Jake to see the tension in her almost-bare shoulders, the way her eyes flickered down to Malcolm’s mouth.

Ava swayed just slightly, caught somewhere between nerves and need. Malcolm’s hand hovered at her waist, waiting for any sign she might pull back. When she didn’t, he dipped his head and kissed her—barely a brush at first, just the softness of lips, giving her every chance to change her mind. Ava trembled, a tiny gasp escaping her, and then her lips parted for him, mouth open and hungry. She didn’t hesitate long—her tongue flicked out, tasting him, and her whole body leaned into the kiss like she’d been waiting years for it.

Jake watched, mesmerized. There was a flash of jealousy, sure, but mostly something darker and hotter—watching the way his beautiful wife’s ruby lips molded to his bosses thick dark lips, how the kiss started slow but got greedy fast. Jake couldn’t help himself; he moved in close, pressing his palm to the small of Ava’s bare back, feeling the heat of her skin through the backless green dress, the barest tremble under his touch. He let his hand drift lower, fingers splaying over her tought ass over the tight fabric of her dress , kneading her softly, half for his own reassurance, half to maybe show Malcolm exactly who she belonged to and who was offering her up.

Malcolm’s hands moved to Ava’s waist, fingers strong but gentle, and he kissed her again, deeper now. Jake watched, feeling a spark of jealousy but mostly wild pride—his wife was gorgeous and wanted, and she was letting herself be seen. His own arousal throbbed, impossible to hide.

Ava’s hands came up to Malcolm’s chest, her fingers splayed, unsure at first but growing bolder as she lost herself in the kiss. Jake stroked her hair, murmuring in her ear, "You’re beautiful. God, you look so fucking beautiful right now."

Ava’s eyes flicked to Jake, searching, her nerves warring with need. “Will you help me?” she asked softly, her voice barely audible.

Jake nodded, lips brushing her temple. "Always."

He reached behind her, his hands trembling a little, and found the straps of her dress on her now relaxed shoulders. Slowly, carefully, he drew it down, baring her entire back - or what little of it that wasn’t still exposed before - to the cool night air. The straps slid from her shoulders and the dress slipped to her waist. Malcolm’s hands replaced Jake’s, steadying her, and together they eased the dress down until it pooled at her feet, leaving Ava in nothing but her tiny black panties, the ones she’d picked out just for tonight.

Malcolm let out a low breath as he took her in properly for the first time, his gaze dragging over her bare back, the curve of her hips, the way the thin fabric clung to her ass before falling away. “Jesus,” he murmured, not trying to hide it. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.”

His hands came back to her slowly, deliberately, like he was savoring the moment. He started at her waist, thumbs pressing in just enough to make her gasp, then slid his palms over the smooth flare of her hips, around to her stomach, feeling the soft rise and fall of her breathing. He lingered there, exploring inch by inch, not rushing—letting his fingers learn her.

When his hands finally moved up, he cupped her breasts fully, warm and heavy in his palms. He rolled them gently, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they tightened, dark and sensitive. Ava sucked in a sharp breath, her body arching instinctively into his touch. “That okay?” Malcolm asked quietly, his voice rough now.

“Yes,” she whispered, almost embarrassed by how needy it sounded.

Jake pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then slowly down the line of her spine, his hands smoothing over her arms, grounding her. “You look incredible, baby,” he murmured against her skin. “Let him touch you. I’ve got you. I’m right here.”

Malcolm lowered his mouth, trailing kisses from the hollow of Ava’s throat down to the soft swell of her breasts. He nuzzled one with his lips, his big hands cupping her, then drew her nipple into his mouth, rolling his tongue over it until it peaked hard in his mouth. His other hand squeezed and kneaded her other tit, thumb flicking her nipple, alternating between slow circles and gentle pinches. He switched, kissing and sucking at her chest, then latching onto her other breast, savoring every gasp and shiver that ran through Ava’s body. "God, you taste sweet," Malcolm muttered between kisses, his breath hot and hungry against her skin. Ava whimpered, her hands fluttering to his hair and then gripping Jake’s wrist for support, her body arching helplessly into the attention, lost between the two of them.

Ava was trembling now, her nerves raw but her arousal undeniable. She looked at Malcolm, then at Jake, and let out a shaky laugh. “My first time with a black man… my first time in a long long time with anyone but you, Jake.”

Malcolm smiled softly. “Firsts are meant to be savored.”

He kissed her again, hungrier this time, his hands sliding up once again to cup her breasts. Jake watched, eyes dark, his hand stroking Ava’s hair, offering quiet encouragement. Malcolm’s thumbs brushed her nipples again, teasing them to even more stiffer peaks, and Ava arched more into his touch, as much as she can while biting her lip to keep from moaning too loudly and letting their old neighbours know what’s happening. She usually didn’t care about it, but a lot of things about tonight made her feel like a mischievous brat not wanting to get caught.

Malcolm knelt in front of her, his hands gliding down the backs of her thighs, thumbs digging into the softness just above her knees. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and paused, looking up—seeking her permission, a silent check-in. Ava nodded, breathless, her face flushed and her legs shaking as Malcolm peeled her panties down her legs, taking his time to watch every inch of bare skin revealed. The panties caught briefly on her heels and he eased them off, letting them fall, his eyes never leaving the slick, freshly shaved, wanting space between her thighs.

He pressed a kiss to her hipbone, his stubble rasping just enough to make her gasp, and then moved lower, dragging his tongue along the sensitive crease where her thigh met her body. Ava’s breath hitched, and she tried to bite back a moan, but it still slipped out—half-muffled, needy, desperate. When Malcolm finally found her with his mouth, his tongue was hot and demanding, swirling over her clit and then down, tasting her. Ava’s knees nearly buckled at the first flick of his tongue, a sharp, whimpering cry escaping her. She clapped a hand over her mouth, but the sound still broke through, and her free hand scrambled for Jake’s. Jake squeezed her fingers, hard, grounding her, his eyes wide and hungry, glued to the sight of Malcolm’s mouth working his wife’s pussy.

Malcolm took his time, teasing her mercilessly—slow, wet laps, a quick flick, then a gentle suck, pulling her swollen clit between his lips. Every time Ava tried to quiet herself, another moan slipped out, sharper, wetter, impossible to hide. She fought to keep her voice low, terrified the neighbors might hear, but every time Malcolm sucked harder or licked deeper, her hips jerked up and a desperate, choked whine escaped her. Her head fell back, hair spilling over Jake’s arm, her breathing gone ragged. She clung to Jake’s hand, squeezing it so tight her knuckles whitened, wordless please painted on her face. Jake bent down, kissed her softly at first, then deeper, muffling her moans with his mouth, pouring all his encouragement and love into her. "That’s it, baby," he whispered against her lips, "let yourself feel it. You’re so fucking gorgeous. Let him make you scream." Malcolm stood, his erection obvious, straining hard against the front of his slacks. He paused, meeting Jake’s eyes for a beat—a silent, primal challenge and a promise all at once—before turning his attention back to Ava. When he finally unbuckled his belt and let his pants and boxers drop, his cock sprang free, thick and long, the dark shaft curving up heavy against his thigh.

Ava’s breath caught. She couldn’t look away. She’d fantasized about this, of course—what it would be like, what he’d look like, what it would feel like—but nothing had prepared her for seeing it this close, the first time in her life she was face-to-face with a black cock, and it was nothing like she’d ever had before. Her pulse pounded in her ears. Her eyes raked over every inch of him: the dark, velvety skin, the fat crown slick and glistening, the veins running along the shaft. It looked almost impossibly big and so delicious that her lips parted without thinking, a low whimper caught in her throat.

Her hands shook as she reached for him, fingers wrapping around the base, feeling the heat and the weight of it, her thumb sliding over the soft skin. Malcolm let out a rumbling groan, just the sound of her touch sending a jolt through him. Jake didn’t say a word—he couldn’t. For a second he just stared, dumbfounded, his mind blank with shock and a sharp flicker of humiliation. He’d always known he wasn’t small, never had reason to feel less than enough for Ava, but seeing Malcolm’s cock up close, thick and heavy in her hand, he couldn’t help but compare. There was no contest. He was average, maybe a little better than most, but this was something else entirely—something animal, something forbidden. His own cock twitched, equal parts awe and jealousy, a helpless, honest reaction he couldn’t hide. Jake swallowed hard and let himself watch, the humiliation twining with pride and lust until he couldn’t tell them apart.

Ava’s mouth watered. She dropped to her knees, inching closer, her breath hitching as she brought her lips to the head, letting her tongue circle the thick crown before taking just the tip in her mouth. She moaned around him, tasting the salt and musk, savoring the way he filled her lips and stretched her jaw. She looked up at Malcolm for approval, her eyes wide and eager. Malcolm’s hand cupped the back of her head, strong but never forcing her, just a gentle guidance. Jake leaned right beside her, stroking her hair, whispering encouragement in her ear as she explored, marveling at the size and the way her body thrilled at finally taking him. “That’s it, baby. Look how good you look on your knees.”

Ava opened her mouth, taking Malcolm deeper, feeling her jaw stretch. She worked slowly, getting used to the size, her lips stretched tight around him. She bobbed her head, building confidence, saliva slicking his length as she took more with each pass. Malcolm groaned, his hand tightening in her hair, but he never forced her—letting her set the pace.

Jake couldn’t resist—he leaned in more, kissing her shoulder, whispering how proud he was, how sexy she looked. Malcolm’s hand guided Ava, but Jake’s voice kept her steady. The two men watched each other over her—one owning, one giving, both completely focused on her pleasure.

When Ava finally pulled off, lips wet and chin gleaming, Malcolm’s hand slid under her jaw, tilting her up to meet his eyes—there was something predatory, but almost grateful, in his stare. “You suck cock like you were born for it, sweetheart. I wanna taste you more now... You've gotta wife who tastes like nector Jake.” His voice was husky, the words vibrating right through her and in extension through Jake. The older black gentleman didn’t wait for her to gather herself. He just guided her back, lowering her onto the cushions with a firm hand at her waist, spreading her thighs with a slow, rough insistence that made her head spin.

He dropped once again between her legs and dove in, his mouth hot and greedy on her wet, aching pussy. The first drag of his tongue made Ava’s hips jerk. She tried to hold it in—a high, strangled whimper—but her thighs trembled and the sound burst out anyway. She clapped a hand over her mouth, desperate to muffle her cries, but Malcolm was relentless, licking her from bottom to top, flattening his tongue, then curling it tight around her clit and sucking so hard her vision blurred.

"Mmm, fuck—right there—" she tried to whisper, voice breaking with every pass of his tongue. Malcolm pushed her knees wider, tilting her hips up, lapping at her until she could barely breathe. Her whole body was shaking, every muscle drawn tight, desperate for release but afraid of just how loud she might get. Jake knelt close, hand tangled in her hair, stroking her cheek, but even he was silent now, just staring at the filthy, gorgeous mess she was becoming under another man’s mouth.

Ava bit down on her fist, but the moans kept coming—needy, broken things. Every time Malcolm flicked his tongue faster, she lost a little more control, her back arching, toes curling, her thighs quivering around his head. He didn’t stop, didn’t slow down, just feasted on her until she shattered, coming with a wild, helpless cry she couldn’t hide. Her whole body spasmed, her hips lifting off the cushions, grinding into his face. Malcolm kept licking, teasing every last aftershock from her until she was left panting and boneless.

Only then did he rise, licking his lips with a slow, satisfied grin. He pressed a filthy kiss to her thigh, then moved up her body, nipping at her breasts, savoring the taste. Jake’s hand stayed on her, gentle and awed. For a long, perfect moment, Ava just lay there, ruined, every muscle humming, her heart pounding wild and loose as the city outside faded into nothing.

For the first time, only she had cum, both men left hard and wanting. Ava let out a shaky laugh, body still twitching, her thighs sticky and sore. She could barely catch her breath, legs still spread, both men staring down at her with hunger and pride. She was messy, spent, her pussy glistening and still quivering—and for once, she didn’t care about anything but the heat still thrumming between her legs and the raw, greedy way they looked at her. She’d never felt this fucked, this wanted, this high before. And she wanted more.


Chapter 6 – Her First BBC

Ava never thought she’d feel this exposed—not even in her wildest, filthiest fantasies. The city was just a blur of lights beyond the rails, but here, on the balcony floor, she was raw and open, skin flushed and still trembling from the aftershocks of Malcolm’s mouth. Her thighs were sticky, her hair a tangled mess, and both men were looking at her like she was something rare—something they couldn’t get enough of.

She’d never felt more wanted, more desperate, more alive.

Malcolm was still on his knees between her legs, one big hand sliding up her thigh, slow and hungry. His cock still stood out, hard and heavy, dark against his skin, shining with need. Jake knelt at her side, eyes wide, lips parted, chest rising and falling with shallow, awed breaths. He looked as stunned as she felt.

Malcolm leaned in, his voice low, rumbling through her bones. “You ready for more, gorgeous?”

Ava’s pulse skipped. She could barely speak, her voice nothing but a breath. “Please.”

Jake’s hand slid along her cheek, his thumb tracing her jaw. He leaned in, kissing her—soft at first, then deeper, pouring everything into her that words couldn’t. She tasted herself on his lips and shivered, her whole body tuned to the heat and hunger between all three of them.

Ava broke the kiss, breathless and flushed, and glanced around the darkened living room. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she whispered, almost giggling with nerves. “If I cum again out here, the whole building’s going to know what a filthy slut I am.”

Jake laughed, wild and high, and Malcolm smirked, grabbing Ava’s hips and guiding her to her feet. She was unsteady, almost dizzy, still slick and shaking as they hurried down the hallway. She led the way, tugging Jake by the hand, then pulling Malcolm behind her by his cock, all three of them a naked tangle, leaving a trail of heat through the apartment.

In the bedroom, the moonlight made everything soft and silver. Ava crawled onto their marriage bed, arching her back, giving the men a view she knew they’d never forget. Malcolm stood at the foot, stroking himself, Jake hovering close and half-dressed, breathing heavy.

Ava looked over her shoulder and grinned. “Why are you the only one still wearing pants, baby?” She wiggled her ass, voice teasing. “Come on, strip down for me. I want to feel you both skin to skin.”

Jake’s face burned but he obeyed, shucking off his jeans and boxers, his cock already hard and leaking. Malcolm joined Ava on the bed, kneeling behind her, one big hand smoothing down her spine, the other stroking his cock as he waited.

Ava looked over her shoulder, then twisted around and pulled Malcolm in for a quick, messy kiss—her mouth hot and urgent on his. Her hand slid down, wrapping around his shaft. She gave the head a few teasing strokes, then bent forward and took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling, her lips stretching around the thick crown. She couldn’t take him all, not yet, but she sucked greedily, moaning as Malcolm groaned above her, his hand tangled in her hair.

"Fuck, Ava. You’ll have plenty of chances to practice that later," Malcolm said, voice ragged but teasing. "Right now I need to feel that pussy, baby."

Ava looked up, her lips swollen, spit glistening on his cock, and grinned, breathless. "Then take me. I want all of you inside me. At least let my pussy have it all."

Jake heard the words— her  words—spill out in that filthy, hungry voice, and his mind went totally blank. For a second he forgot to breathe. It was one thing to imagine her with another man, but hearing her beg, watching her offer herself so shamelessly right in front of him, hit him somewhere deep and raw. His cock twitched, painfully hard, but underneath the heat was a dizzy, helpless pride. This was Ava—his Ava—wanting, owning, opening herself up in a way she’d never done before, and she wanted him to see it all.

Malcolm shifted, bracing himself above her, she was on her hands and nees as the head of his throbbing cock pressed against her thigh. He was big—bigger than anyone she’d ever had—and for a split second, a jolt of nerves shot through her. She looked up at Jake, searching his face, wanting reassurance.

Jake’s eyes met hers, soft and proud and burning. He nodded, and Ava’s fear melted away, replaced by a desperate, greedy need. She reached between her own legs, guiding Malcolm to her entrance, feeling the heat of him, the slick wetness on her own skin. Her fingers brushed the fat crown, and she gasped at the stretch, the promise of what was coming.

Malcolm paused, his hand cupping her hip, his voice a growl. “If it’s too much, you tell me to stop. I mean it.”

Ava nodded, her breath shaky. “I want it. I meant it when I said I want all of you inside me.”

Malcolm pressed forward, torturously slow, giving her every thick inch like a promise. Ava felt her whole body tense, then melt, her back arching, toes curling, fingers grabbing for the sheets and for Jake’s arm. The first push nearly undid her—a sharp, burning stretch, and she had to force herself to breathe, to relax, to take it all in. She whimpered, shaking, as Malcolm rolled his hips, working deeper, pausing every few seconds to stroke her thigh, squeeze her ass, and press open-mouthed kisses down her back and along her side. He dragged his teeth along her skin, nipped at her shoulder, and growled in her ear, “That’s it, baby. Take all of me. I want to watch you swallow this cock.”

Her fingers snaked back, clawing at Malcolm’s hip, her nails digging in. She could feel the thick length splitting her wide, and her free hand crept down to where their bodies joined, feeling the way her pussy was stretched taut around him, slick and swollen, throbbing. Every inch he fed her made her gasp. Every slow withdrawal, every deep thrust, lit up a new patch of nerves. Malcolm didn’t just use his cock—his hands never stopped moving, kneading her ass, grabbing her waist, reaching to cup her tits and pinch her nipples until she was mewling. His mouth followed, biting, licking, sucking at her shoulders, her neck, the curve of her back, and even down to her waist, leaving marks she’d wear like badges.

Jake, kneeling beside them on the bed, could only stroke himself, slow and desperate, jaw slack as he watched his wife take another man. His own cock throbbed in his fist, slick with pre-cum, but he held back, wanting to see every detail. The sight of Malcolm’s body covering Ava’s, the deep, relentless way he fucked her, the needy, greedy noises she made—it all pushed Jake to the edge of sanity, and still he couldn’t look away.

Jake bent down, kissing her neck, whispering her name, his words rough with pride and awe. “You’re fucking incredible, baby. God, you’re perfect. You look so beautiful taking him.”

Ava turned her head and caught Jake’s lips, kissing him hard, tasting the hunger, the pride, the need. She moaned into his mouth as Malcolm rocked deeper, pulling back and then pressing in again, a slow, punishing stroke that made her shudder from head to toe.

Malcolm found his rhythm, fucking her with steady, deep thrusts, never rushing, letting her feel every inch. Each push made Ava’s body sing—her nipples grazed Jake’s chest, her legs wrapped around Malcolm’s chiseled thighs, her hands clutching anything she could find. The city lights glinted off sweat-slicked skin, every breath a gasp, every sound a plea. Jake’s hands stroked her hair, her cheek, her breasts, her back, kissing her between every moan, his own cock straining against her thigh, desperate for more.

Ava let herself go, riding every thrust, her moans echoing off the bedroom walls as Malcolm drove her closer and closer to the edge. But before she could tumble over, Malcolm slowed, pulling out just enough to make her whine, and flipped her onto her back with a rough, eager growl. He hovered over her, cock slick and glistening, and pressed her knees wide apart, holding her open for Jake to see every filthy detail. "Want to see you come apart like this," he muttered, lining up again, the fat head pushing back inside. He started taking her in missionary.

Ava wrapped her arms around his neck, fingers digging into his back as he filled her again, even deeper this way. Malcolm’s mouth found her tits—sucking, biting, rolling her nipples between his lips until she was panting, arching up, begging for more. He whispered in her ear, filthy promises and rough praise: "You love how I split you open, don’t you? You want your husband to see how greedy your pussy is for this black cock."

She could barely answer, just gasping, nails raking down his shoulders, legs trembling as he fucked her harder. Jake slid in close, eyes wild, and Malcolm reached out, grabbing Jake’s hand and pressing it to Ava’s clit. "Help her," Malcolm grunted. "I want to feel her squeeze my cock."

Jake stroked her, thumb circling in time with Malcolm’s thrusts, and Ava nearly screamed, the pleasure peaking so high she almost sobbed. She looked up—one man between her thighs, the other worshipping every inch of her—and felt the whole world collapse to this bed, this moment, this filthy, perfect surrender.

“You’re so fucking good for us, baby,” Jake panted, voice cracking with awe.

Malcolm paused, panting, sweat beading along his jaw. Then he gave her a wicked smile and, in one smooth motion, pulled out and hauled her up with both hands, manhandling her onto his lap. Ava scrambled, laughing through her moans, straddling him, her legs spread wide across his thighs. His cock bounced against her pussy, and she gripped the thick shaft, lining him up herself, sinking down onto him inch by inch, her mouth open in a silent scream. “Ride me,” Malcolm growled, his hands gripping her ass, guiding her up and down. “Show your husband how desperate you are for it.”

Ava obeyed, rolling her hips, grinding her clit against his pelvis as she rode him hard. Sweat dripped down her spine, Malcolm’s hands everywhere—slapping, grabbing, squeezing her tits, holding her open for Jake to watch as his cock disappeared inside her again and again. Jake knelt close, stroking himself with frantic need, his free hand tangled in Ava’s hair as she bounced in Malcolm’s lap.

“God, look at you. You love it, don’t you?” Malcolm whispered, his mouth hungry at her neck. “You’re cock-drunk, baby. Take every inch.”

Ava gasped, breath catching, head thrown back as she fucked herself on his cock, her fingers clawing at his chest. She locked eyes with Jake, seeing awe and animal lust on his face—he was right there, touching her, kissing her, his mouth crushed to hers as she moaned and sobbed into his lips. Malcolm grabbed her hips, driving her down, harder, deeper. “You going to cum more for me? Want to feel you milk this cock, pretty girl.”

The words sent Ava over the edge once again, for the thrid time this night—her body clenched tight, her pussy gripping Malcolm in hot, greedy spasms. She screamed, nails digging into his back, hips jerking as her orgasm tore through her. Malcolm fucked her through every aftershock, then suddenly pulled her close, his mouth at her ear.

“Good girl. You’re going to remember this every time you touch yourself, aren’t you?” Malcolm taunted, loud enough for both of them to hear. As he said it, Jake couldn’t help himself—he leaned in, kissing the sweat from Ava’s bare shoulder, his tongue tracing her neck down to her collarbone. She shivered, the sensation lighting her nerves back up, and felt the heat of Jake’s cock pressed against her thigh, hard as ever, throbbing with every filthy word Malcolm said. It made her moan again, her whole body quivering and open between them, desperate for anything they’d give her.

Ava then nodded, mindless, breathless, wrung out and still grinding for more.

Malcolm grunted, his grip bruising now. “You ready for my cum, baby?”

“Yes—fuck, yes, please, I want to feel it. I want to feel all of you inside me.”

Malcolm surged up, burying himself as deep as he could, holding Ava pinned to his lap as his cock throbbed and jerked inside her. He let out a roar, hips bucking, and Ava felt the hot rush of his cum spilling deep inside her, hotter and wetter than she remembered from anyone else. It gushed and pulsed, filling her up, some leaking out and running down her thighs, soaking Malcolm’s balls, dripping onto the sheets beneath them.

She shook all over once again—her body spasming, muscles weak—barely able to catch her breath, the sensation overwhelming. It had been so long since anyone other than Jake had finished inside her, and the filthy, forbidden heat of it was like nothing she’d ever felt before. She could feel every throb of Malcolm’s cock, the weight and stretch and slick mess inside her, a primal claim she’d never truly known until now. For a wild second she wondered if Jake could see it leaking out of her, see how marked and messy she was right now.

She collapsed against Malcolm’s chest, shuddering, boneless, owned. Malcolm’s hands soothed her back, Jake pressing soft, reverent kisses to her shoulder and hair, his own cock hard and urgent against her skin, still aching to cum. They were all tangled together, breathless and spent, the air thick with sex and sweat and something new—something that would linger, long after the night was over.

Chapter 7 – The After

It was the kind of night that leaves the air heavy, thick with sex and the raw ache of what you’ve just done. Sometime past three, Malcolm finally rose from the bed, pulling his shirt on slow, his dark skin gleaming with sweat in the early blue of the city’s dawn. Ava sprawled naked in the sheets, still a mess between her thighs, hair wild, cheeks flushed and lips swollen from being kissed and bitten and made to scream until her throat was hoarse. Jake lay at her side, still hard but oddly content, heart hammering as he watched Malcolm gather his jacket and tuck a stray note of cash into the bedside clock, just for show—a little joke about “room service” that had them all grinning like kids caught out after curfew. Jake still hadn’t even come yet—a fact that, for the first time in forever, didn’t seem to matter at all. He was too full of awe, too wrung out by what he’d seen, the usual ache replaced by a deeper satisfaction he couldn’t quite name.

Malcolm paused at the foot of the bed, looking down at them with a softness that Jake never would’ve expected at the start of the night. “You two are something else,” he said, voice low, the edges of command worn down to something almost fond. “If you ever want to do this again, you set the rules. My door’s open.”

Ava rolled onto her stomach, bare ass peeking out from under the sheets. “Don’t tempt me, Malcolm. I might take you up on that and not let you leave next time.”

Malcolm’s laughter rumbled deep. He leaned down, pressed a kiss to her hair, then squeezed Jake’s shoulder in passing—solid, approving, never a hint of shame in the touch. “You’re lucky, man. But I think she knows it.”

Jake managed a weak smile. “I do. Trust me, I do.”

Malcolm let himself out, his footsteps echoing down the hallway. The apartment felt huge in the silence that followed, all that heat and chaos suddenly replaced by the delicate, trembling calm of something big and irreversible finally happening. Ava sighed, turning onto her back, stretching her arms above her head, utterly unconcerned about the mess between her thighs, the faint marks on her hips, the hickeys blooming on her breasts. She looked like she’d been worshipped and fucked senseless—and loved every second.

Jake slid a hand up her thigh, fingers gentle now, tracing over her skin as if to memorize the shape of her. “Are you okay?” he whispered, searching her face for any flicker of regret.

Ava’s answering smile was soft and so bright he could hardly meet it. “I’ve never been more okay,” she whispered back. “You?”

He let out a shaky breath, honest for once. “Still in awe. I mean, I watched you come apart for him—watched you get taken in a way I couldn’t even imagine. And all I feel is…”

She reached up, cupping his cheek. “Loved?”

Jake nodded, eyes wet. “Yeah. That. And so fucking proud.”

Ava laughed, the sound throaty and raw. Her hand slid under the sheets, fingers wrapping gently around Jake’s soft cock, giving it a playful squeeze. “And turned on?”

Jake’s cock stirred between them, thickening against her thigh. “You have no idea.”

She stretched, lazy and self-satisfied, then leaned in, voice dropping and fingers still around his cock. “You know, he said it’s up to us. We could do this again. Set our own rules. Make it ours.”

Jake swallowed, arousal and awe warring in his chest. “What would our rules be?”

Ava’s eyes glinted, sly and loving. “I think the first rule is—no holding back. Not with each other, not with him. And the second… we always end up back together. Like this.”

He kissed her, slow and deep, tasting her and him and Malcolm all at once, the three of them mingled in sweat and salt and heat. They lay there a long moment, hands tangled, hearts thundering, until Jake’s nerves and need overran whatever was left of his control. “Come shower with me,” he whispered, voice rough. “Let me finally have you to myself.”

Ava grinned, already halfway to the bathroom, leaving the sheets a ruined, sticky heap. Jake followed, still half-hard, every nerve in his body keyed up from everything he’d seen. The water was hot, almost scalding, but they didn’t care—Ava pressed him against the tile, her body slick and slippery, hair sticking to her cheeks, soap and sweat mingling with the scent of sex.

Jake dropped to his knees, lips and tongue hungry, licking Malcolm’s cum from her swollen, used pussy, groaning as the taste of her—of them—sent him nearly over the edge. “You’re such a filthy girl,” he growled, voice hoarse. “You let him fill you up, made me watch you get bred like a slut.”

Ava moaned, threading her fingers through his hair. “It made you harder than I’ve ever seen. You loved every second.”

He nodded, tongue working, sucking her clit until she sobbed and shook. He stood, pinning her against the glass, cock heavy against her belly. “I need to fuck you now, Ava. I need to feel you squeeze me with all you've got baby.”

She grinned, shameless and greedy, wrapping her legs around his waist. “Then fuck me, babe. Fill me up on top of all that mess. I want you to reclaim me. Make me yours again.”

He slid into her, desperate and unrestrained, the heat of her, the slick of another man’s cum, the raw, animal need crashing through every thought. Ava moaned, clawing at his back, her voice filthy and sweet. “You love this, don’t you? Love knowing I’m your wife and your slut. Love fucking me after he’s ruined me.”

Jake groaned, thrusting hard, losing himself in the slap of skin on skin, the way her body clamped down on him, milking every last inch. It didn’t take long—he was already so close, everything in him wired tight, and when Ava looked at him, eyes wide and wild, it was too much. He buried his face in her neck, teeth grazing her shoulder, and came with a rough, helpless cry, his cock pulsing as he filled her already overflowing pussy, mixing his cum with Malcolm’s, claiming her in the most primal way.

They collapsed in the shower, breathless and shaking, the water washing away sweat but not a drop of shame. Jake expected regret, maybe even guilt, but what flooded through him instead was a deeper, hungrier love—a twisted, beautiful pride that this woman was his, always his, no matter what. Ava kissed him, all tongue and teeth, and laughed, giddy and sated.

They dried off together, stealing little kisses, hands roaming like they were discovering each other for the first time. Jake carried her back to bed, tucking fresh sheets around her, crawling in after, spooning her from behind. Ava sighed, utterly spent, the mess between her thighs proof of the night neither of them would ever forget.

“Still mine?” Jake whispered, his arm heavy around her waist.

Ava smiled, half-asleep. “Always. More than ever.”

Morning crept in, slow and golden, and for the first time in a long time, they both slept—wrapped in each other, sated, and wide open to whatever came next.


Epilogue – New Beginnings

The city had a different shine to it now—like the skyline had shifted a notch, or maybe it was just Ava’s walk as she left for her morning run, hips swaying with the quiet confidence of a woman who knew she was wanted in every way. Jake watched her from the window, coffee cooling in his hand, still replaying flashes of the night that changed everything. There was a glow to her lately—a hint of cockiness, but also the kind of radiance that comes from being truly seen, truly fucked, and completely adored.

It had only been an a couple of weeks since that night with Malcolm, but their whole rhythm felt changed. Ava would catch Jake’s gaze across the kitchen or in the shower, smirk like she knew exactly what he was thinking, and some nights she’d show him the proof: the texts, the little messages Malcolm sent just to remind her of how good she’d looked sprawled out and begging for more. Jake never felt left out; if anything, it turned him on even more. Ava would hand him her phone with a wicked glint in her eye, and he’d read whatever filthy dare or inside joke Malcolm had sent, the three of them circling this new, dangerous closeness that felt nothing like cheating, and everything like coming home.

At work, things shifted too. Malcolm seemed to have a new energy around Jake—calling him into his office more, asking his opinion, looping him into meetings that were way above his old pay grade. Some of the other guys in the department started noticing, trading looks or cracking jokes about how Jake must’ve “cracked the code” with the big boss. But Jake just shrugged it off and kept his head down, the secret confidence rolling under his skin, knowing exactly how close he’d gotten to Malcolm in every sense.

Ava blossomed. She moved through the world like it was hers—more daring with her outfits, more unfiltered in her laughter, and bolder in the bedroom than ever before. She still sent Jake photos during the day, sometimes in nothing but Malcolm’s and His favorite lingerie, sometimes just a look that said: tonight, you’re going to remember who puts me through the mattress. Even their arguments felt different now—more honest, less brittle. They fucked like they had nothing left to hide, every touch a promise, every kiss a confession.

On the nights when Malcolm texted something especially filthy—suggesting another dinner, or just sending a photo of his hand on his cock with a note that said, "Thinking of my favorite wife of my best employee"—Ava would crawl into Jake’s lap, ride him slow, whisper every detail into his ear until he came shaking, helpless, so grateful he’d never have to imagine any of it. He’d already seen it all—and he knew there was more to come.

Most mornings, they woke tangled together, spent but hungry, greedy for more. Sometimes Ava would read a message aloud from Malcolm and ask, "What do you think, babe? Should we invite him over next Friday? Think I could actually give him my ass next time?" She’d giggle, a little breathless, her fingers circling Jake’s cock under the sheets. "He’s so fucking big, I honestly don’t know if I can take him back there. I mean… you saw how I could barely handle him in my pussy."

Jake’s cock would throb in her fist, the image already wrecking him. "You want him to be the first?" he’d whisper, hungry and jealous and desperate all at once.

Ava would nod, eyes shining, dirty as sin. "You’d watch me, wouldn’t you? Hold me down if I needed it? I want to feel you both—want to know what it’s like to be totally used."

Jake, stupid with lust, would just groan and say, "Only if you promise to tell me how it feels—every single inch. And let me taste you after."

They’d end up fucking before breakfast, the filthy promise hanging between them, making them both wild for the next time.

Whatever lines they’d crossed, whatever fears they’d had, it all felt like new ground—scary, yes, but better than any safety they’d ever known. Ava was his, but also her own. Jake was hers, but freer than he’d ever been. And Malcolm? He was waiting in the wings, just a text away, ready to play by their rules.

It wasn’t perfect. But it was real. And it was theirs. And for the first time, neither of them wanted to change a thing.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Before the livestreams. Before the tips and the tokens. Before Jessica moaned into the camera, there was Vivienne. 

She wasn’t always a legend. 

Once, she was just a wife. 
With a nervous husband. 
And a camera rolling. 


But one scene changed everything. 

Now, in this raw, filthy prequel to The OnlyFans Cuckold Tapes , step back into the golden era of VHS smut and motel rooms-turned-stages. Watch as Vivienne transforms—from devoted spouse to the hottest name in underground hotwife cinema. And Eli? He wrote her lines. Held the scripts. And watched every inch of her get claimed. 

This is the story of how it all began. 
Of the woman who taught the world how to moan. 
And the husband who learned to watch. 

Sloppy seconds. Clean-ups. Scripted stretchings. Emotional humiliation. All consensual. All legendary. 
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