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Chapter 1

The air in Craig’s office felt unusually tense, like it was holding its breath. Late afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, striping the wall behind him in uneven lines. He hadn’t offered me a chair, but I sat anyway—legs planted, hands gripping the edge of the seat harder than I meant to. Craig stood behind his desk, arms crossed, lips tight, like he was still debating whether to go through with this.

"I don't understand you, John," he started, voice low but sharp. "You're a brilliant engineer with a future most guys your age would kill for. You know the powers-that-be want me up at Corporate. Hell, just last week I put your name forward to take over here when I go."

He paused, like he expected a thank-you. I didn’t give him one.

"But…"

"But what, Craig?" I said, trying to sound calm, even though my jaw was tightening with every word.

He shifted, glancing at the door like he suddenly regretted not closing it.

"It's none of my business," he muttered. "But damn it, it is my business."

"Then stop dancing around it and say what you came to say."

"Look, John, I like you. I really do." His voice softened for a beat, almost like he was talking to a younger brother. "You're smart, dependable. People respect you."

"Craig."

"I'm serious. This isn't about how you do your job. You've got natural leadership. Hell, you're probably the best guy we’ve got. No question."

I stared at him, waiting. My silence seemed to make him more uncomfortable.

"So what is it then?" I asked. "What's the issue?"

He finally looked at me, really looked at me, and I could see the hesitation in his eyes harden into something else—judgment, maybe, or just old-fashioned discomfort.

"You know damned well what it is. It's your private life."

"My private life?" I repeated. "What exactly does that have to do with running this division?"

He sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose like he wished someone else were having this conversation instead.

"Look... over the years, I’ve heard things. Whispers, rumors—stuff about you and Michelle. What you two are into. What you... allow."

The past weekend had been a major pain in the ass—no, scratch that. It was a full-blown disaster. And now, right on cue, it was being shoved in my face. One minute I was on the fast track, ready to leapfrog over colleagues with fifteen years on me, and the next I was sitting under the fluorescent buzz of Craig’s office, wondering if I’d even have a desk tomorrow. I could practically hear my resume screaming to be updated.

It’s not like I’d ever gone out of my way to hide anything. I’d just kept things quiet, discreet—plausible deniability and all that. I figured if people didn’t ask, I wouldn’t have to lie. But now? With my career hanging by a thread and the rumors no longer whispers but headlines, subtlety seemed pointless.

My dad always told me: If someone corners you, don’t back up. Push forward. Hit first, take control, and they’ll never know how shaken you really are. That mindset had gotten me through engineering school, two promotions, and more than a few close calls. Backing down wasn’t in my playbook.

"They aren't rumors," I said flatly, locking eyes with Craig and watching with a flicker of satisfaction as the pudgy bastard nearly choked. He’d actually been a decent boss over the years—fair, mostly supportive—but in that moment, all I saw was another man trying to hold something over me.

"You mean..."

"Look... how should I put this?" I said, leaning forward just enough to make him flinch. "My wife? She's a slut. A real one. The kind that gets wet just thinking about another man's cock. She loves it—craves it. Sucking it, riding it, being used by it. That’s who she is. You got a problem with that?"

Craig blinked like he’d been slapped. His mouth opened, closed, then opened again, words fumbling over each other.

"Well, I—I mean... Jesus, John. That’s exactly what I’m talking about!" His face was flushed now, voice rising with a mix of disbelief and panic. "How can you just let her carry on like that? How can you stand there and admit you’re... passing her around like some party favor? If Corporate gets wind of this—hell, if anyone gets wind of this—how do you think it’s going to look? For God’s sake, man, she’s your wife."

"Exactly," I said, my voice like steel. "She’s my wife. My slut wife. And unless the company handbook has a chapter on approved bedroom behavior, what we do outside of work is none of Corporate’s goddamn business."

Craig exhaled sharply, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. "Since I put your name forward to take over this division, that’s when! I’ve looked the other way on a lot of things because, frankly, you’re the sharpest guy I’ve got. But now? I can’t back you, not with this mess hanging over everything. And if I don’t recommend you, I have to tell them why."

"Why do you have to explain anything?" I asked, my voice cool but cutting. "Why do I have to explain anything? It’s my private life."

"No, not anymore, John. Your private life is now very much public knowledge. As long as it was just rumors, I could ignore the sordid stories, but... damn it, John!" Craig grabbed a printout from his desk and slapped it down like it physically offended him. "It's all over the office! Do you have any idea how fast this crap travels?"

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t need to. I already knew.

"Jesus, man, a senior manager walks into the wrong hotel room after the party—wrong door didn’t close properly or something—and what does he find? You, in a chair, watching your wife on her knees, blowing two guys at once. Two complete strangers, apparently off Tinder? That’s not a rumor anymore, John. That’s a goddamn incident."

He ran a hand through his thinning hair, clearly rattled. "And to make it worse? The girl he was escorting back to her room saw it too. You think she kept her mouth shut? Now half the company knows."

"Craig," I said, steady but cold, "I wasn’t breaking any laws. Michelle does what she wants. I don’t control her. And I sure as hell didn’t know some manager was going to stumble in and treat it like a crime scene."

"You think that makes it better?" he barked. "You’re sitting there watching while your wife’s got two dicks in her mouth and you don’t see a problem? That’s not something people just forget, John!"

"There isn’t a problem," I said, keeping my voice low. "We’re adults. Consenting adults. It was a private moment. The door didn’t latch—that’s the only reason anyone saw anything."

"And now the company has a PR disaster on its hands." Craig’s voice dropped, his frustration bleeding into something closer to panic. "You think that Corporate will just overlook this?"

"Well," I muttered, letting out a sigh as I leaned back in the chair, "if they have a problem, then… well, yeah. Crap. There’s gonna be a problem."

"That’s an understatement," Craig snapped, pacing behind his desk like he couldn’t stand still. "I ought to fire you right now. And if I had anyone even remotely capable of replacing you, I probably would’ve already done it." He dragged a hand across his mouth, thinking hard. "Damn... just—shit. Look, maybe we can figure something out."

"What?" I said, dryly. "Would it help if I brought her over to give you a blowjob?"

"Don't get fucking smart with me!" he barked, the mask of civility finally cracking. Then he dropped into his chair, his voice lowering. "I'm not your enemy here, John. I’m trying to understand. Help me understand how the hell you let this happen. If I can wrap my head around it, maybe I can sell some kind of explanation upstairs."

"That’s easy," I said, looking him dead in the eye. "I love my wife."

He blinked at that, like he thought he’d misheard me. "You love your wife? You’re seriously going with that line? You love her, so you let her suck off strangers every weekend? What am I supposed to do with that?"

"I don’t let her do anything, Craig. It’s not like I’m pimping her out." I paused, exhaled. "She has needs. Needs I can’t satisfy on my own. That doesn’t mean I don’t love her."

"So she’s a nymphomaniac now?"

I gave a short laugh, not because it was funny, but because it was easier than arguing. "I guess you could call her that, sure. But it’s not like she’s some wild, unthinking sex robot. She just… has a hunger. Constant. Deep. And yeah, sometimes she needs more than I can give. It’s not about being out of control—it’s just who she is. She’s a needy little slut, and she owns it."

Craig stared at me, mouth tight, clearly unsure whether to be disgusted or fascinated. "Even if I tried to understand that… it still doesn’t explain you. Your part in this. How the hell did you end up... here?"

I looked down for a second, jaw clenched. Then I looked back up. If he wanted a confession, he was gonna get one.

"It started before I ever met her."

"You mean she’s always been…"

"A slut?" I said, with a wry smile. "Yeah. I think so. She was built this way."

Craig didn’t speak, just nodded slowly, almost like he was bracing himself. "Go on, John. I’m listening."

could tell by the gleam in his eye that he was listening. Craig had always been a bit of an old-school flirt—less the randy jokester type and more the kind who lingered a little too long on a compliment or dropped double entendres over brandy at the club. He fancied himself a connoisseur of fine wine, old jazz, and whispered scandals. We weren’t exactly close. Outside of the occasional round of golf or a drink at his country club, our interactions were strictly professional—except for the rare times he invited Michelle and me to dinner with him and his wife, Erica.

But now? With my career hanging in the balance, there wasn’t much point in holding back. I had nothing to lose, so I gave it to him straight.

"Michelle was the first person I met when I moved here," I began. "I remember it clear as day—it was a Sunday afternoon. I’d just finished my Master’s in Mechanical Engineering from State U, and I was due to start at T.Y.E. Engineering first thing Monday morning. I’d packed everything I owned—three new suits, a box of old clothes, my stereo, my shaving kit… and my immaculate ’67 Camaro SS."

I smiled at the memory, then let it play out like a scene in my head.

"I walked into the lobby of the Marriott and there she was. Staring back at me with the most incredible blue eyes I’d ever seen. She smiled—that warm, bright smile I still can’t get enough of. I just stood there, stunned. Couldn’t speak. Her long, silky dark brown hair fell just enough to cover one eye, and even in that plain green coat uniform, she was pure sex appeal. Then, in that cheerful voice of hers, she said, ‘Good afternoon, Sir! Welcome to Marriott. May I be of assistance to you?’"

"Uh, yeah," I stammered, still a little dazed by her smile. "I need a room."

"Of course, sir," she said with that same bright tone—but there was something behind her eyes now. Amusement, maybe. Or interest. Her fingers danced over the keyboard with practiced ease. "Smoking or non-smoking?"

"Non-smoking," I replied quickly, watching the way her lips curved when she spoke.

"Two doubles or a king?" she asked, not quite meeting my eyes this time. Her voice softened just slightly on the word king.

"Uh… king, if you have one," I said, trying not to sound like a nervous teenager.

She tapped a few more keys, then looked up at me through her lashes. "Hmm. Yes, we’ve got one available. Downstairs, facing the pool. Very quiet."

"That’ll be fine," I said, feeling the collar of my shirt suddenly a little too tight.

"Will you be putting that on a credit card?" she asked, fingers still resting lightly on the keyboard, nails neatly painted a pale pink.

"Uh, no..." I cleared my throat. "The room’s being covered by T.Y.E. Engineering Industries."

"Ah," she said, her smile deepening, just for a second. "A company man. Got it."

She glanced at the computer screen, then back at me with that same beguiling smile—warm, but with something a little more playful behind it. "Are you John Stevens?"

"Yes," I said, a little embarrassed. "I guess I should’ve mentioned that at the start."

"Nice to meet you, Mr. Stevens." Her voice had a soft, almost teasing lilt to it. "I’m Michelle. If there’s anything you need during your stay—anything at all—please don’t hesitate to ask."

I just nodded, still caught in the gravity of her eyes, completely unaware of what I was standing in the middle of.

What I didn’t know then—but sure as hell know now—is that if I’d looked her in the eye and said, Yeah, Michelle, how about giving me a blowjob?... she probably would’ve smiled, walked around the desk, and personally escorted me to my room to take care of it.

I lingered at the counter longer than necessary, unable to tear my eyes away from her. She was petite, but every curve on her seemed designed to draw attention. Five-foot-six, maybe a hundred thirty pounds, but it was how she carried herself—confident, casual, completely at ease in her skin. Her figure was arresting: full, high 34C breasts, the soft swell of her hips framed perfectly by that tailored green uniform, and an ass that had me shifting uncomfortably in my jeans.

She handed me my keycard with a practiced smile, her fingers brushing mine ever so slightly. Her perfume—light, floral, with a hint of something warmer underneath—hit me just as she began speaking. I didn’t register a word, only the gentle cadence of her voice, musical and unhurried.

"Are you alright, Mr. Stevens?" she asked, head tilted slightly, the corner of her mouth curving in amusement.

I blinked, realizing I'd just been staring. "Uh, yeah... sure."

Her eyes dropped briefly to my arm. "Say, I like your tattoo," she said, with a spark of curiosity. "Well... enjoy your stay."

Dazed, I turned and wandered back to my car, grateful she'd had the foresight to write the room number on the check-in folder that was now somehow in my hand.

The room itself was nothing special—clean, functional, bathed in soft beige and bland corporate art. The roar of the AC unit masked the highway outside, the low hum oddly comforting. I unpacked absently, my mind still back at the front desk.

In front of the mirror above the vanity, I flexed my arm and studied the stylized raven inked across my upper bicep. I’d gotten it junior year—a moment of impulsive defiance that had come to mean something deeper over time. My dad had lost his shit when he first saw it. But when I explained how it seemed to shift my luck—how I’d gone from getting laid once every couple weeks to having options most guys only fantasized about—he’d laughed, called it “bullshit,” and then two months later showed up with a Celtic knot on his shoulder.

"So you like my tattoo, huh?" I murmured, staring at the mirror, picturing her face again. "Well... I think I like you too."

It was the middle of the afternoon, around three-thirty, and I had time to kill. Stripping down completely, I sprawled out across the cool, crisp covers of the king-sized bed. The sheer space of it felt indulgent after weeks of cramped travel. I stretched luxuriously, grinning up at the ceiling. "Man, this is great," I murmured. "I’ve gotta get me one of these."

I found the remote and, after a few clumsy taps, figured out the HotelView system. I landed on a title called Backwoods Nymphos—a raw, no-frills flick featuring a brunette on her knees in a muddy clearing, surrounded by a half-circle of guys stroking their cocks with one goal in mind. No plot. No build-up. Just a bukkake party in full swing—dozens of grunting men unloading on her face, tits, hair, even her open mouth as she moaned for more.

It was filthy. Shameless. Exactly what I needed.

I let my hand move as the scene played out—her face already dripping, tongue stretched out, begging for the next load. I was close. Too close. My breathing turned shallow, body tensing, right at that point where turning back wasn’t an option.

And then the door clicked open.

I barely had time to register the sound before she stepped in.

"I'm sorry to disturb you, Mr. Stevens—" Michelle’s voice was light, almost casual. Her eyes landed on me mid-stroke—my body tight, cock pulsing in my hand, seconds away from exploding.

But it was too late.

I let out a low, helpless groan as I came—hot, thick streams landing across my stomach and chest while she just stood there and watched. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t look away. My hand faltered, trying half-heartedly to cover myself, but the damage was done. My face burned as the last few spurts dribbled out, my cock still twitching.

Michelle didn’t retreat. She didn’t blush or pretend to be embarrassed. She took two slow steps into the room, her pager buzzing softly against her hip.

"You left your driver’s license at the front desk," she said, voice perfectly calm.

She set the card down on the small table near the door, then gave me one last glance. Her eyes flicked down to my still-exposed cock, and a small, amused smile tugged at the corner of her lips. Then, without a word, she turned and left.

The door clicked shut behind her.

I let out the breath I’d been holding. "Oh, fuck me," I muttered, flopping back against the pillows. My skin was still flushed, streaked with cum, my heart thudding with post-orgasm shame.

She saw everything.

I stumbled to my feet, grabbing tissues off the nightstand to clean myself up. I couldn’t believe it. In all the years I’d jerked off—in the woods, the barn, the shower—no one had ever caught me. And now? The hottest woman I’d met in months had walked in just as I was losing it... and barely blinked.

“Crap,” I muttered.

Still rattled, I tugged on my old travel-worn boxers and turned back to the TV. Backwoods Nymphos was still going strong—the girl now completely glazed, kneeling in a puddle of cum, grinning with her mouth wide open for more.

The phone rang.

"Mr. Stevens? This is Michelle at the front desk," she said, her voice low and smooth—just a little husky, like she knew exactly what she was doing.

"Uh, hi," I stammered, sitting up straighter. "Yeah, um… thanks again for, uh, bringing up my license."

"Of course," she said. There was a pause—just long enough to make me wonder what was coming next. "And please, accept my apologies for… walking in at the wrong moment."

"That’s alright. Really. No apology necessary," I said quickly, trying to sound casual. "I was just… about to get dressed. I’m sorry you had to see that."

"You didn’t embarrass me," she said, her tone playful now, almost amused. "If anything, I think I might’ve embarrassed you."

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. She wasn’t wrong.

"You’re very handsome, if I may say so."

I blinked, completely thrown off. "Uh… thank you."

"Just between you and me," she added, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "most girls? We don’t mind seeing a naked guy every now and then. Especially when he’s... put together like you."

I laughed nervously, tugging the sheet higher across my lap. "Well, uh... good to know."

"Seriously though," she said, her tone softening just a touch, "I do want to apologize for the intrusion. I should’ve knocked first and waited."

"I appreciate that. And... thanks again for the license. I didn’t even realize I’d left it."

"You’re welcome, handsome," she said with a little smile in her voice. "Have a nice afternoon. Byyyyye."

Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.

As I set the receiver down, I muttered under my breath, "Holy shit. Did she just come on to me? That wasn’t my imagination, right?" I could still hear the playful lilt in her voice, those last words echoing in my head: most girls like to see a naked hunk… My heart was pounding again. "Oh, baby… I think that can be arranged. And God knows I want to see you, Michelle—naked, up close, and personal. Very close. Very personal."

I sat there for a moment, my mind racing, running through possibilities. Then I made a decision.

Fifteen minutes later, I was clean—freshly showered, shaved, teeth brushed. I’d pulled on clean boxers, a decent pair of jeans, and the only wrinkle-free shirt I could find in my duffel bag. Not exactly a suit and tie, but a definite upgrade from lying in bed jerking off to a cum-soaked porno.

I made my way to the lobby, trying to play it cool even as my pulse quickened with every step.

Michelle was behind the counter, checking in a guest. I kept my distance, drifting toward the rack of brochures by the entrance—whale-watching tours, glass-bottom boat rides, all the usual tourist-trap fluff. I half-read a flyer about local caves while keeping her in my peripheral vision.

As the guest collected his room key and turned away, I straightened and walked toward the desk.

Michelle’s back was to me.

I took a breath and approached.

"Um… Michelle? Excuse me—"

She turned with that same bright smile, her voice light and sweet, laced with something just a bit mischievous. "Oh, hi, Mr. Stevens!"

"John," I said quickly. "Call me John."

She tilted her head slightly, lips curving. "I'm sorry. That’s technically against hotel policy."

"What?" I blinked. "Seriously?"

She lowered her gaze just enough to look up at me through her lashes. The effect was disarming as hell. "I can’t call you by your first name. It might be considered... too forward."

"Forward or not, my name's still John."

She bit her lip playfully. "Alright then. How about Mr. John?" Her grin was full of trouble.

She was definitely toying with me, and for a second, I stumbled.

"Uh… I was just wondering…" I scratched the back of my neck, suddenly hyper-aware of every word. "If you knew a good place to eat. I’ve been on the road for days and, honestly, I haven’t had anything that qualifies as an actual meal."

Michelle’s expression didn’t change, but something in her tone did—warmer, more direct. "Well, I get off at six. And I could use a meal too."

That stopped me in my tracks. Bold. No hesitation.

"Six?" I repeated. "Yeah—sure."

"Sure what?" she asked softly, eyes locked on mine now.

"I can wait until six. Maybe… maybe you’d like to join me?"

Her smile softened into something quieter, almost shy—except I didn’t believe it for a second. "I’d love to," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

At that moment, another weary traveler walked into the lobby, and Michelle turned her attention to the older gentleman and his lady companion. I took the hint and made my way back to my room, counting down the minutes until six o’clock. The anticipation was maddening.

I’d barely sat on the edge of the bed when the room phone rang.

"Mr. John?" came that now-familiar, soft, feminine voice.

"Michelle?"

"Meet me at Marina Grill on Seaside," she said smoothly.

"Marina Grill. Where’s that?"

"Head north to the third light—that’ll be Seaside. Turn left. It’s about half a mile down on your right."

"Got it. I’ll be there at six."

"I might be a little late."

"I’ll wait."

There was the slightest pause, then she said, "Okay. Byyyyyye."

Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.


Chapter 2

I found Marina Grill without much trouble and chose a table near the entrance, angled so she’d see me the moment she walked in. I wanted her first glance to land on me, ready, relaxed, trying not to look as eager as I felt.

She walked in at six fifteen, still in her front desk uniform, hair slightly tousled, cheeks faintly flushed from the afternoon heat. I checked the time again and smiled. If that was her version of running late, she was already a cut above the women I was used to dating.

I stood as she approached, pulled out her chair, and turned on just enough charm to let her know I was paying attention.

We ordered drinks, and I gave her the short version of my story—new in town, fresh start, shiny new position at T.Y.E.

"An engineer?" she said, her lips curving. "Wow. I bet you're smart."

"Graduated Magna Cum Laude," I replied with a touch of smugness, slipping the line in just casually enough to sound humble—hopefully.

She didn’t miss a beat. "Nice. I'm working on my B.A. over at Coastal Western. Full time at the hotel, classes crammed into whatever cracks I can find. At this rate, it'll take me another three years."

I raised an eyebrow, impressed despite myself. "That's... damn. That sounds brutal."

She shrugged with a bright, unbothered smile. "You do what you gotta do."

I nodded, feeling a flicker of guilt. I’d had it easy—no job through undergrad, fully funded in grad school. My dad covered everything. The only things I ever had to juggle were my course load and an active sex life.

"What are you majoring in?" I asked.

"Hotel management."

"Ah, so that explains the front desk."

"I’m actually an assistant manager, thank you very much," she said with mock indignation, tossing her hair back theatrically.

"Assistant manager already? Impressive. So what’s the big dream? Running your own hotel chain?"

She tilted her head slightly, lips quirking as she studied me. "No, actually," she said slowly, voice dipped in mischief. "I plan to open an upscale brothel."

There was a pause—long enough for me to question whether I’d heard her right—then she winked, grinning as she took a sip of her drink.

I laughed, shaking my head. "Okay, I walked right into that one."

"You did," she said, eyes twinkling. "But I like a man who can take it with a smile. Most guys get flustered when a woman talks like that."

"I'm not most guys."

"Mmm," she said, drawing the sound out with deliberate curiosity. "No... I don’t think you are."

We flirted through the appetizers, the banter between us growing easier, warmer—charged with something unspoken but impossible to ignore. When the waiter came, she confidently ordered the lobster and a bottle of wine, barely glancing at the menu.

I kept my cool, even though the price tag made my stomach twitch. The whole meal probably cost more than my first week’s groceries. But right now, none of that mattered. The only thing I cared about was the pull between us—the heat rising steadily like pressure behind a sealed valve.

Midway through the wine, she leaned forward just a little, resting her chin on her hand.

"So…" she said slowly, eyes locking onto mine with that familiar glint of mischief. "Is that how you usually spend your afternoons, Mr. John?"

I blinked. "Sorry—what do you mean?"

Her lips curved. She took a slow sip of her wine, then set the glass down with deliberate care.

"You know," she said lightly, tilting her head, "naked on the bed, watching porn, making a mess of yourself…"

My face flushed with heat. "Oh. That."

She grinned, clearly enjoying my discomfort. "I mean, don’t get me wrong—it was very flattering."

I opened my mouth, then closed it again, not sure whether to laugh or crawl under the table.

"Relax," she said, nudging my foot under the table with hers. "You looked... focused. I didn’t want to interrupt you."

I shook my head, trying to suppress a groan. "God. I thought I was going to die from embarrassment."

"You hid it well." Her eyes sparkled. "But I’ll admit… it was hard to look away."

I swallowed hard, my jeans now impossibly tight.

We danced around it for a few more minutes—her gently turning the screws, me trying to hold it together—until the moment finally came.

"Would you like to go to my place?" she asked, her voice low, her expression unreadable.

I didn’t hesitate. I flagged the waiter and asked for the check.

She raised an eyebrow and smirked. "I’m not finished yet."

"Oh—sorry," I said quickly, flushing again.

She lifted a small bite of lobster to her lips, eyes never leaving mine. I watched, helpless, as she slowly closed her mouth around it, chewing with sensual precision. She licked a trace of butter from her lower lip, then went back for another bite, taking her time—each motion deliberate, maddening.

By the time she set her fork down, I was ready to beg.

She smiled sweetly. "Okay. Now we can go."

I followed her a few blocks to her apartment—an upper-level corner unit in a quiet, tree-lined neighborhood. It was a two-bedroom, cozy but stylish, every piece of furniture chosen with intention. Clean. Warm. Feminine without being frilly. The kind of place that made you feel like she'd been living here long enough to know exactly what she wanted.

I barely had time to take it all in when she turned to face me, eyes gleaming. Her hands were already on my shirt.

"I like a beautiful man," she said, voice low and silky, the pads of her fingers brushing lightly over the buttons as she began to undo them one by one.

Her confidence caught me off guard—there was no hesitation, no need to ask permission. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she was enjoying every second of it. I opened my mouth to say something, anything, but all that came out was, "I like you too."

Lame. Really lame.

Before I knew it, my shirt was hanging open, and she was sliding it off my shoulders with practiced ease. My jeans and boxers followed in a rush, pooling around my knees. I looked down, startled by how fast she’d stripped me—my cock only half-hard, hanging there awkwardly as I stood in the middle of her living room, completely exposed.

Then she stepped back.

She didn’t reach for me. Didn’t kiss me. Just stood there, eyes raking over my body in open, unashamed inspection. I could feel her gaze moving—down my chest, over my stomach, and finally, lingering right where I knew it would.

I felt a pulse in my groin, that first slow tightening, the rush of heat that signaled the inevitable. My cock twitched, thickening as her eyes stayed fixed on it, and I had to resist the urge to cover myself. Instead, I stood there and let her look.

"You're a good-looking man, Mr. John," she said matter-of-factly, like she was reading a line from a report. "You work out. I can tell."

I nodded, throat dry.

Her eyes dropped lower again, and her smile curled. "Nice dick."

That did something to me. It wasn’t huge—six and a half inches—but I’d always been proud of it. Proportionate. Thick. Better than average, even if I wasn’t some porn star. Hearing her say it out loud, like a simple truth, sent another wave of blood rushing downward.

Then she looked up again, playful now. “Tell me… do you always masturbate alone, or do you ever like a little help?”

I let out a slow breath, feeling the last of my hesitation melt away.

"You can help me all you want, baby."

Without hesitation, Michelle sank to her knees in front of me, her fingers wrapping around the base of my cock with a slow, deliberate grip that sent a tremor straight through my spine.

"I’ll be glad to," she murmured, her voice low and thick with intent.

I gasped as her lips brushed the tip—just a soft, teasing kiss to the head, already slick with arousal. Her warm breath ghosted over me as she whispered, "Mmm… you’re thick. I love thick."

And then she opened her mouth and took me in.

Not all at once—but deep. Deeper than I was used to. There was no awkward bobbing, no nervous fumbling. Just smooth, practiced control. Her lips stretched around my shaft as she slid down, her tongue swirling beneath me, and I felt myself harden fully in her mouth, that last inch swelling against the wet heat of her throat.

My breath caught in my chest. "Jesus..."

I looked down, watching her. Her eyes were closed at first, focused, her dark hair falling forward slightly as she began to move—slow, steady strokes, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. She wasn’t just sucking me off; she was devouring me. Confident. Unapologetic. Like she knew exactly what I needed before I did.

Then her eyes flicked up, meeting mine as she pulled back just enough to let her tongue drag along the underside of my cock. Her lips curled into the faintest smile as she flicked the sensitive ridge just below the head, then sank back down with a wet hum that made my knees nearly buckle.

"Fuck..." I groaned, barely able to keep still.

And then I saw it—her free hand sliding down the front of her pants, slipping beneath the waistband without hesitation. Her breathing deepened through her nose as her fingers began to move between her legs, all while her lips stayed locked around my cock.

I stared, stunned.

No girl had ever done that before. Not like this. Not while sucking me. Not like it was the most natural thing in the world—like pleasing me got her off.

Watching her suck my cock while fingering herself was something primal. Surreal. The sound of her mouth working over me, wet and hungry, combined with the subtle movements of her wrist beneath her pants, sent a fresh wave of heat rolling through me. Every time her throat flexed around me, I felt it deep in my gut.

"God damn, Michelle..." I whispered, completely lost in the moment.

She moaned softly in response—around my cock—and the vibration of it nearly undid me.

There was no going back now.

Despite having blown a heavy load earlier that afternoon, I didn’t last long. Not with the way she worked me—with a rhythm that shifted between deep, throat-stretching plunges and slow, teasing flicks of her studded tongue across the head of my cock. It was relentless. Intoxicating.

I found myself pressed back against the wall, standing on the balls of my feet, legs trembling and bowed like I was trying to keep upright through a small earthquake. Every nerve in my body was firing, and the heat at the base of my spine was building fast. I tried to hold on, biting down, sucking in shallow breaths, trying not to lose it too soon—but Michelle made that impossible. She was in control. Every flick of her tongue, every subtle shift of suction and speed was designed to push me closer, and closer, until I had nothing left to hold onto.

I grunted as the orgasm overtook me—sudden, raw, powerful.

I felt my cock swell, a deep contraction hitting my core, and just as it happened, she eased her mouth up until only the head rested on her tongue, waiting—ready—for what came next.

The first shot of cum hit her mouth hard, and she didn’t flinch. She welcomed it.

I pulsed again. And again. My cock throbbed as I emptied into her, and she never pulled away. Her lips stayed sealed around me, her tongue gently cradling the underside of the head, letting me fill her with everything I had left.

Most of the girls I’d been with in college were either hesitant or flat-out refused to let me finish in their mouth. Some tolerated it. A few claimed to like it. But Michelle?

Michelle savored it.

There was no doubt. No hesitation. She didn’t just let me cum in her mouth—she wanted it. Needed it. And even as the last weak spurts dribbled out, she stayed with me, softly sucking, nursing every last drop from me like she could drink it down forever.

By the time she finally pulled off, I was completely spent. My cock limp, my knees shaky, my chest still heaving.

She looked up at me, swallowed with a satisfied hum, and gave me the faintest, wicked smile.

Yeah. She really liked it.

Letting my softening cock slip from between her lips, Michelle rose gracefully to her feet and leaned in, pressing her mouth to mine with a lingering kiss that tasted unmistakably of me—warm, slick, and unabashed.

"Mmmmmm," she purred, her voice low and sultry. "You taste delicious, Mr. John."

Before I could wrap my arms around her, she spun effortlessly out of reach with a soft laugh, light on her feet like a dancer teasing a partner who’d lost the rhythm. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she stepped back, letting her gaze travel slowly down my body and back up again.

"Why don’t you take your pants off," she said with a crooked smile, "and stay awhile? Maybe we can have a little fun."

Maybe? Fuckin’ hell, there was no “maybe” about it. I kicked at the jeans and boxers still tangled around my ankles, eager to be rid of them.

In my haste, my foot caught the denim just wrong, and I lost my balance. I landed flat on my ass with a graceless thud, sprawled at her feet like an overeager teenager.

Michelle’s laugh bubbled up, rich and delighted. She didn’t mock—she enjoyed it. Watching me flustered, naked, scrambling to impress her. And somehow, that only made her more alluring.

"Here, let me help you," Michelle laughed, grabbing the legs of my jeans and giving them a firm tug. They slipped off easily, leaving me naked except for my sandals.

She looked down at me, grinning. "That’s better. I like my men naked and available."

I glanced at my feet, suddenly feeling ridiculous. "Yeah, well... not sure sandals really complete the look."

"I don’t know," she teased, tilting her head. "There’s something kind of charming about it. But still..." Her eyes drifted over me again with open appreciation.

"I like my women naked too," I said, reaching down to unbuckle one of the sandals.

"Is that so?" she replied smoothly. "And what kind of girl do you think I am, John? I mean, we just met. You barely know me."

"You know me well enough," I said, kicking off the second sandal, trying to match her cool, but feeling a little exposed under her gaze.

She laughed lightly, unfazed. "Not really. I just know I like what I see... and I really like how you taste."

That made my cock twitch, even soft.

"Then you’re gonna love the way I slide this cock right into your wet little cunt—"

That’s as far as I got.

She cut me off with a look—sharp, warning, but still wearing that faint, maddening smile. The kind of smile that said she liked pushing limits… but only when she was the one setting them.

"Watch your mouth, Mr. John," she said sweetly, her voice like honey with a razor edge. "Keep talking like that, and you’ll be back in that hotel room jerking off alone."

I froze. The blood was still pounding in my cock, but my ego took a cold splash of water.

She didn’t seem angry—just in control. Calm. Certain. Like she knew exactly how far she’d let me go, and that I’d thank her for the line she drew.

Then, just as smoothly, she turned away, running a single finger across my chest before stepping back toward the kitchen.

"Now," she said without looking at me, "why don’t you just relax. Would you like a glass of wine?"

"I want more than that," I said, quieter now, my voice husky.

She looked over her shoulder, gave me that smile again—slow, knowing, dangerous.

"Then stay awhile."

And just like that, she was gone, leaving me naked, throbbing, and waiting.

I wasn’t entirely sure what was happening, but I wasn’t about to make the rookie mistake of walking out on a situation this promising. Whatever game Michelle was playing, I was all in.

She returned from the kitchen with two glasses of chilled white wine, handed me one, and curled up casually on the couch. She was still fully dressed—tight skirt, buttoned blouse, hair slightly tousled from earlier—and there I was, completely nude, wineglass in hand like this was the most normal thing in the world.

And somehow, it didn’t feel as awkward as it should’ve.

She patted the cushion beside her, eyes playful. “Come on. Don’t be shy.”

I joined her, the leather cool against my skin. My cock had finally softened a bit, but I could still feel the pulse of tension lingering beneath the surface.

"You've got quite a body," she said, eyeing me unabashedly as she took a slow sip. "And I love the tattoo. Very sexy.”

"Thanks," I said, giving a small shrug, unsure how to respond to that much direct praise without sounding like a tool.

“Such a delicious hunk,” she went on, her fingers lightly grazing my bicep. “You must work out every day.”

"Not every day, but yeah—I like to stay in shape. Got one body, might as well take care of it.”

She squeezed my arm, nodding in approval. “So how much can you lift?”

“Depends. I can bench around two-eighty.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You’re kidding.”

“Nope. Okay, maybe that’s rounding up a little,” I admitted with a grin. “But I hit two-seventy-five pretty regularly.”

She let out a low whistle. “Impressive.”

I looked over at her, fully dressed and totally at ease, sipping wine like she hadn’t just sucked me dry a few minutes ago. There was something about it—her calmness, her confidence—that made the moment feel more intimate, not less. She was in no rush. And I was starting to understand: this was how she liked it. Slowly, deliberately. On her terms.

And strangely, I liked it too.

She took another slow sip of wine, then shot me a little smile over the rim of her glass. "I’ve got a tattoo too. Want to see it?"

My curiosity perked up immediately. I hadn’t seen any ink on her earlier. "Sure, baby. Show me."

To my surprise, she didn’t start unbuttoning her blouse or lifting her skirt. Instead, she kicked off one shoe with a lazy flick of her foot and raised her left leg, resting it across my lap. She pointed to the inside of her ankle, where a small, sleek porpoise arched just above the bone.

I grinned. "You know, I read somewhere that a porpoise tattoo is a secret phallic symbol. If you see it on a woman it means the girl really likes cock."

She raised an eyebrow at me. "Who told you that?"

I shrugged. "Some article. Trashy magazine maybe. Still... it stuck with me."

She laughed, swirling the wine in her glass. "Nobody should be taking sex tips from grocery store checkout shelves."

"But... does it?" I asked, voice low, eyes on hers.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she set her wineglass down and slowly leaned in, her lips brushing against the side of my cock—now fully alert to the attention. A soft kiss, warm and deliberate.

Then she looked up at me, eyes locked on mine. "To be honest?" she murmured. "This girl loves a nice cock."

My breath caught. "Yeah?"

She kissed me again, just below the head, her voice a whisper against my skin. "And you, Mr. John... have a very nice one."

I swallowed hard, my voice barely making it out. "Really?"

Her eyes danced. "Really."

She didn’t rush. Her lips moved slowly, deliberately—kissing, licking, softly exploring the skin just above my thighs, the crease where my pelvis met my groin, even tracing around the base of my cock with maddening precision. She hadn’t even taken me in her mouth again, but the sensation of her breath, her lips, her teasing—combined with the way she talked so openly, so shamelessly about how much she loved cock—was doing something to me I hadn’t expected.

To my surprise, I felt myself stirring again.

Already.

My cock, barely softened from the last orgasm, was slowly thickening, twitching with fresh blood as she nuzzled the sensitive skin just below it. I looked down, watching it swell inch by inch with growing disbelief.

That never happened to me. Not this fast. Not twice in such a short time.

It had to be her—Michelle. The way she owned the moment. The confidence with which she said what she wanted. How natural it all felt, like she was just… built for this.

She glanced up at me, lips curving as she sat back upright. Her hand gave my cock a lazy, appreciative stroke, watching it rise again with barely any effort on her part.

"Well, look at you," she murmured, clearly pleased. "Already coming back to life?"

She reached for her wine and took a slow sip, her eyes still locked on mine.

"I like that. Makes things... easier for me. I tend to need a lot of attention."

She let that hang in the air for a beat, then licked a trace of wine from her bottom lip.

"Glad to see you can keep up."

My cock twitched in her hand.

She let go with a smirk and leaned back into the couch, stretching lazily like a cat in the sun. "I have another tattoo, you know."

"You do?" I asked, still catching my breath. "Where?"

"On my back," she said softly, watching my eyes for the reaction. "Would you like to see it?"

I grinned, voice low. "Damn right I want to see it."

She gave a soft, wicked laugh and began unbuttoning her blouse. Slowly. One… two… Her fingers moved with a sensual rhythm, as though she was undressing not for me, but for the delicious pleasure of being watched.

Two buttons in, she paused and looked at me with mock innocence. "Can you help me?"

God, yes.

"No problem, baby. No problem at all," I said, voice low and eager.

My fingers moved confidently, unfastening the remaining buttons of her blouse. With each one, more skin was revealed—smooth, warm, and framed by a delicate white lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. I slid the blouse off her shoulders and she let it fall, her arms gliding free before the fabric landed softly on the floor.

She stood, turning her back to me, and tilted her head just enough to glance over her shoulder. That’s when I saw it—inked just above the waistband of her skirt, a small, vivid butterfly spreading its wings across the small of her back.

"Well?" she asked. "Do you like it?"

"Damned right I like it," I said, my eyes tracing every curve.

She looked at me fully now, a sly smile playing on her lips. "What do you think it means?"

I grinned. "That you like to fuck?"

She turned on her heel and raised one brow, her expression instantly shifting from flirtation to mock offense. "Is that really all you think about? Are you always this vulgar, Mr. John?"

Caught off guard, I blinked. "With a woman I’m about to fuck? Yeah… usually."

Her lips parted in a scandalized gasp, though her tone was still more amused than angry. "Who said anything about fucking? My God, you’re forward."

She took a step closer, close enough for me to feel the warmth coming off her skin, but she didn’t touch me. She let her voice drop, soft and sharp at once. "Now you mind your manners. Just because I let you stand around here naked doesn’t mean I don’t expect to be treated with a little respect."

"Please forgive me," I said, matching her tone. "If I got the wrong impression—"

"I just expect to be treated nicely," she interrupted, her voice quieter now, more serious. "Now, and afterwards. If I get the sense you’re not the kind of man who can handle that? Then there won’t be an afterwards."

I held up my hands, surrendering to her rhythm. "Yes, ma’am. Anything for a lady."

She let that hang for a moment, then her smile returned, slower this time. "Good answer."

She turned again, presenting her back to me. "Then help me with the clasp to this bra."

"Yes, ma’am," I repeated, unable to stop myself from grinning as I reached up and unhooked it with a flick of my fingers.

The tension of the band gave way, and the white lace joined the blouse on the floor.

Her bare back gleamed under the soft light, and I had the sudden sense that I wasn’t just undressing her—I was being invited into something far more intimate than I’d expected.

And she still hadn’t even turned around.

She glanced over her shoulder, those incredible blue eyes locking onto mine, full of mischief and challenge. Then she turned slowly, her lips forming a soft, exaggerated pout—but the look was anything but innocent.

Her breasts came into view, and I nearly forgot to breathe.

They were stunning—high and firm on her petite frame, standing proudly without the faintest hint of sag. Perfectly proportioned, impossibly inviting. But what made my cock surge back to full attention in an instant was what adorned them: small gold rings glinting from her nipples, the polished metal standing out stark against the rich, dark brown of her areolas.

"Do you like them?" she asked with a teasing grin, cupping her breasts and gently lifting them, rolling her thumbs across the jewelry with casual confidence.

"Holy fuck," I whispered, staring. "You’re… you’re so beautiful."

She laughed lightly, eyes gleaming. "Oh, you’re just saying that. Guys always lose their minds when they see my tits."

"No," I said, stepping closer. "Yeah, I like big tits… I mean, who doesn’t?"

I paused, looking at her—really looking at her.

"But yours..." I exhaled. "Jesus, Michelle. They’re perfect."

She tilted her head, pretending to be unconvinced. "Now you’re just lying to get laid."

I reached down and gave my cock a single, deliberate stroke—now fully hard again, twitching in the air between us. "Does this look like I’m lying?"

She giggled, her voice dipping into a sultry purr. "Mmm… did I do that?" Her tone was syrupy sweet, her grin anything but innocent. "Well then… maybe you are telling the truth."

She turned her back to me again, hips swaying just a little more than before.

Over her shoulder, she gave me a coy look. "Help me with my skirt?"

"My pleasure," I said, stepping forward, hands already at her waist.

I found the zipper, slid it down slowly, and unhooked the clasp with careful precision. The skirt loosened, and the anticipation grew.

The green skirt slid down her hips and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it with that same quiet confidence, not even looking down, not checking to see how I was reacting. She already knew.

No panties. Just smooth, golden skin, and her pussy—bare, already wet, and right at eye level.

She turned to face me, legs parted just enough to make her intention clear. Her hands settled loosely on her hips, her chin slightly raised, like she was presenting herself for inspection.

Then her eyes locked onto mine, and she smiled.

“Knees.”

There was no room for hesitation. I dropped immediately, kneeling before her on the hardwood floor, the heat of her body pulling me closer like gravity.

She stepped forward, her thighs brushing my shoulders, and brought one hand to the back of my head. Not forcing me—just claiming me. A subtle pressure, enough to remind me what I was there for.

“Lick me,” she said softly, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Nice and slow. Take your time. Make it count.”

I leaned in and kissed the soft skin of her inner thigh first, letting my lips trail upward, feeling her warmth radiate into me. Her scent filled my nose—sweet and musky, thick with arousal—and my pulse kicked up as I finally brought my mouth to her sex.

I started slow.

A gentle swipe of the tongue between her folds, then another. She was already soaked, her slickness coating my lips with the first few strokes. I kissed her pussy like it was holy, letting my tongue circle her opening, then flick upward, grazing her clit with barely-there pressure.

Above me, she inhaled sharply.

“Mmm… that’s good,” she murmured. “Right there. Just like that.”

I kept at it—soft, slow, steady. Tasting her. Learning her. My hands slid around the backs of her thighs, holding her steady as I buried my face deeper. Every movement of my tongue made her hips shift, subtly at first, but with growing urgency.

I flicked my tongue against her clit, light and teasing, then drew a slow, flat lick up the entire length of her pussy. Her hand tightened in my hair.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Fuck… I love how your mouth feels.”

I looked up for a moment—just to watch her.

Her eyes were closed, her head tipped back, lips parted, breathing shallow. Her nipples strained against the lace of her bra, the gold rings catching the dim light. She looked divine. Powerful. Untouchable.

And I wanted nothing more than to be used by her.

I pressed in deeper, tongue circling her clit with more pressure now, lips sealing around it to suck gently. Her thighs twitched. Her hips began to roll forward into my mouth. I matched her rhythm, letting her grind against my face while I licked and sucked and tasted her, not caring how wet my chin had become, how slick her pussy made my mouth. I couldn’t get enough.

She was getting wetter—much wetter. More than any girl I’d ever been with. My lips were practically dripping, and her taste was everywhere—on my face, my tongue, my breath. Every movement of her body said the same thing: don’t stop.

And I didn’t.

I flattened my tongue and licked in long, slow strokes, then alternated with quick flicks right on her clit. I kissed it. Sucked it. Let my tongue dance around it like I was worshipping it.

Because I was.

I felt precum dripping from the tip of my cock, untouched, heavy and hard between my thighs. I was throbbing, aching, leaking from the sheer intensity of serving her. I hadn’t touched myself once—and I didn’t want to. This was better. Being on my knees. Being used.

Her breathing quickened.

“You’re so good at this,” she moaned. “God… just like that… fuck…”

Her hand gripped tighter in my hair, guiding me, holding me, making sure I didn’t move too far away from that perfect spot.

“You like this, don’t you?” she said, her voice shaking. “Licking me like a good little plaything.”

I moaned into her pussy, and she laughed—low, breathy, aroused as hell.

“Oh, you do like it,” she whispered. “I could keep you like this. Keep you on your knees, mouth on my cunt… just for me.”

That strange feeling returned—jealousy mixed with arousal, burning in my chest. Other men had probably done this for her. But not like this. Not with this devotion. I had to be better. I had to make her cum harder than anyone else ever had.

I doubled down. Licking faster, firmer, one hand now spreading her open while the other gripped her thigh to steady her as she began to tremble.

Her clit was swollen now—fully out, throbbing under my tongue. She was moaning freely, hips jerking, thighs shaking.

And then she screamed.

“OH FUCK… FUCK YES… DON’T STOP—DON’T YOU FUCKING STOP—”

She came like a storm. Loud, shaking, her whole body convulsing against my face. Her hands grabbed the back of my head with both fists, holding me there, grinding her pussy against my mouth as she shouted through the orgasm, riding every wave of it.

“FUCK YES! OH MY GOD! YES—RIGHT THERE—FUCK, DON’T MOVE, DON’T MOVE—”

I stayed. Tongue moving, lips locked to her clit, letting her fuck my face as she came and came and came—noisy, wild, glorious. Her cries filled the room, echoing off the walls, shameless and raw.

Finally—finally—her grip loosened, and she let out a breath that was more of a laugh, half-wrecked and fully satisfied.

She looked down at me, cheeks flushed, lips parted, chest heaving.

Her voice was soft, hoarse.

“I swear to God… if you ever stop doing that... I’ll never forgive you.”

I was breathless. She was still trembling, her thighs slick with the aftermath of her orgasm, her chest rising and falling in slow, heavy waves. She looked flushed and radiant—completely undone, and yet somehow still fully in control.

I stayed there on my knees for a moment longer, just watching her. Worshipping her.

But my cock… fuck.

It throbbed with an ache I couldn’t ignore. Harder than I could ever remember being. I could feel the wetness of my own arousal, slick and dripping from the head, a string of precum already trailing halfway down my shaft. I’d never leaked like this before. Not even close.

I stood slowly, aching all over—jaw sore, legs stiff from kneeling—but the moment I rose and pressed my body against hers, all I could feel was heat.

My cock brushed her stomach, and she gasped softly at the contact.

I leaned in and began kissing the side of her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, my lips brushing just beneath her ear as my hands slid up to cup her breasts. They were still heaving slightly, still flushed from the orgasm, the gold rings cool against my palms as I gently squeezed and lifted them.

Her nipples were like pebbles—hard, eager, needy. I rolled them between my fingers, feeling the tight pull of the piercings and the soft, responsive twitch of her body with every pass.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured into her neck. “Fucking perfect.”

She let out a slow, shivery breath, tilting her head to give me better access as I kissed down her throat. One of her hands came up to touch my chest, nails dragging lightly through the fine hairs there.

I pressed closer, rocking my hips forward so that the slick head of my cock smeared precum against her skin. I was leaking steadily now, dripping down her stomach in slow trails that caught the light. It was obscene. I’d never been this turned on without even being touched.

It would’ve been so easy—so fucking easy—to just lift her up onto the couch or lay her down and guide myself inside. She was wet. She was open. She was still pulsing from the orgasm I’d just given her.

But I didn’t.

I held myself back, biting down the animal instinct in favor of something deeper. I wanted her to want it too.

So I kissed her breasts instead, slowly, reverently, drawing one nipple into my mouth, tugging on the ring with my tongue. She moaned, low in her throat, her fingers now tangled in my hair again.

After a few minutes, I kissed my way up to her lips, expecting to be pulled in, consumed again.

Instead, she pulled back.

I blinked, confused, then more confused as she stepped toward the couch and sat down. I followed, aching, desperate, and gently climbed on top of her, positioning myself between her thighs.

She let me get that far.

But just as I was about to press forward, she clamped her legs together, tight, crossing her ankles behind me to stop me in my tracks.

“No…” she whispered. “No, not yet.”

I froze.

"What the fuck?" I said before I could stop myself. The frustration burned in my voice.

“Please,” she said, softer this time. “Don’t.”

"Why not?" I asked, breathless, confused, cock still rock-hard and twitching against her inner thigh.

She looked up at me, eyes wide but not scared. Just… vulnerable, for the first time.

"I… I don’t really know you," she said quietly. “I don’t know anything about you.”

The words hit me like a cold splash of water. Not in a way that turned me off, but in a way that reminded me—this wasn’t a pornographic fantasy. This was real. She was real.

I tried to steady myself, my heart still pounding.

“What is there to know?” I asked, more gently now. “You know I want you. You felt what we just did.”

She nodded. "Yeah. I know. And I liked it. But that doesn’t mean I let just anyone inside me."

There was a pause, heavy and intimate.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked suddenly.

Relief washed through me. "Yeah—yeah, I think I do."

I scrambled off the couch and darted to where my jeans had been discarded earlier. I dug through the pockets, pulling out my wallet.

But when I opened it… nothing.

No condom.

My stomach sank.

I rifled through the other pocket, the floor, the cushions—nothing.

Michelle watched me from the couch, calm, still naked, her thighs pressed together, her eyes half-lidded.

“Well,” she said, her voice dry but amused, “looks like your cock’s just going to have to keep leaking for now.”

I gave her a sheepish look, still panting, still achingly hard, precum glistening across my tip.

And Michelle? She just smiled.

Like she loved this.

Like watching me want her this badly was its own kind of satisfaction.

Suddenly, as I stood there—naked, hard, and painfully dripping—I froze.

It hit me.

Fuck. That condom. The one I always keep in my wallet. It was gone.

And I knew exactly why.

A week ago. The night I left home. I’d used it.

With Megan.

I ran a hand through my hair, groaning as the memory flashed through my mind. Megan, my neighbor. A forty-year-old divorced redhead with thick hips, soft curves, and tits that defied gravity and logic. She wasn’t glamorous, not some pornstar fantasy—just an ordinary woman. Ginger hair always tied up, freckles across her chest, a slightly raspy laugh and a voice like she'd smoked too long.

And, as I’d discovered a couple times this year… a really good fuck.

We weren’t anything. No strings, no flirting. Just a couple of late-night drinks on the patio, shared loneliness, and mutual need. She liked it hard. Messy. Real. And I’d been more than happy to oblige.

I cursed under my breath, the full memory sinking in now—how I’d tossed the wrapper in her bathroom trash can, thinking I’d replace it the next day and then, of course, completely forgetting.

“You idiot,” I muttered. “You fucking idiot.”

I could picture it now, too clearly—two fresh condoms, sitting unused in my shaving kit… back at the motel. Useless to me now.

“Damn it. Damn it. Damn it!” I growled, pacing in place like a caged animal, cock still hard, still leaking, still craving the body on the couch behind me.

Michelle raised an eyebrow, still lounging, still bare. “You okay over there?” she asked lightly, like she already knew the answer and was enjoying watching me squirm.

I turned, flushed with frustration and regret.

“I used the last one last week,” I admitted. “Should’ve restocked. Didn’t. Like an idiot.”

Michelle’s smile was slow, amused. She didn’t seem angry. If anything, she looked like she was trying not to laugh.

“Oh,” she said, voice honey-smooth. “So you’re saying… your cock got this hard… this wet… and now there’s nowhere for it to go?”

I groaned again.

She licked her lips. “Shame.”

Then she shifted slightly on the couch, opening her thighs just enough to tease me—but not enough to invite me in.

Michelle didn’t get up from the couch. She just stayed there, stretched out, totally at ease, her skin still glowing from her earlier orgasm. She looked at me with amusement—like watching a man pace with a throbbing hard-on was some kind of entertainment.

Maybe it was.

I stood there, fully naked, cock hard and slick with precum, still pulsing from the promise of what almost happened. My balls ached. My breath was uneven. Every part of me screamed to be inside her.

Instead, she lifted her wine glass and took a lazy sip, then tilted her head at me.

“Well,” she said, voice light and teasing, “it’s a real tragedy. That poor, neglected cock of yours. All dressed up and nowhere to go.”

I gave her a look. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

She smiled. “Immensely.”

I took a step toward her, but she raised a finger.

“No condom, no entry,” she said sweetly. “That’s house policy.”

“Jesus,” I muttered, raking a hand through my hair.

She chuckled and set the wine glass down. “You want to cum that badly?”

“Are you kidding? I’ve never needed it more.”

“Then you’ve got two options,” she said, standing. “Go back to your motel and jerk off in frustration…”

She stepped toward me, bare and glistening, her nipples still stiff, eyes locked on mine.

“Or,” she said, brushing her fingers lightly down my chest, “you can be a good boy… lie down… and earn the privilege of me even thinking about what to do with that poor, leaking cock.”

I didn’t hesitate.

She guided me back, slowly, until the backs of my knees hit the couch. I let her push me down onto my back, and as I settled in, she stood over me—straddling my chest, one knee on either side, her glistening pussy just inches above my face.

My cock throbbed in helpless anticipation.

“I want another orgasm,” she said, her voice suddenly lower, breathier. “And I want your mouth to give it to me.”

I nodded, already straining to lift my head, already trying to reach for her.

“Hands behind your back,” she added.

I obeyed.

She lowered herself slowly, letting me feel the heat of her just above my lips, hovering there, teasing, making me wait.

Then—finally—she sank down onto my face.

I moaned against her, my tongue slipping between her folds, immediately tasting her—hot and wet and aching for more. Her thighs framed my vision, the curve of her hips, the sight of her breasts above me, bouncing slightly with every shift of her weight.

Her scent was dizzying.

Her clit, already swollen and exposed from before, pressed against my tongue as I licked and sucked, taking my time at first, trying to learn her again. I flicked gently, circled slowly, flattened my tongue and let her grind against it.

She sighed. Then gasped. Then moaned deep in her chest.

“That’s it,” she said. “Right there. You really are good at this…”

Her hands went to my chest, bracing herself, her nails digging in just slightly. Her body undulated above me, her thighs clenching around my head as she rode my mouth, chasing the wave again.

I could feel my cock twitching with every moan she let out, more precum leaking across my stomach. I wanted to touch myself, but I didn’t dare. My hands stayed locked behind my back like she said.

And she used me.

She ground herself down onto my face, taking what she wanted. Her breath hitched faster, louder, her hips jerking as I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it with firm, relentless strokes.

“Yes… fuck yes… just like that… don’t stop… don’t you dare stop—”

She came with a long, rising cry, loud and wild again, her thighs tightening, her hands pressing down hard against my chest. She rocked through it, shivering above me, grinding her pussy into my mouth like she never wanted it to end.

Finally—finally—she slowed.

She exhaled a breathless laugh, still straddling me, still flushed and trembling.

Then she shifted.

Turned.

One knee came down beside my head. The other swung over me, and suddenly she was facing away—kneeling in a perfect 69 above me.

Her face lowered toward my cock.

She reached down, wrapped her hand around the shaft slick with precum, and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke.

“Now,” she murmured, her voice purring between her thighs above me, “maybe I’ll see what all this fuss is about.”

Michelle’s body shifted above me, her thighs framing my face as she turned, slow and catlike, until she was straddling my chest in reverse. The sight of her pussy so close, still glistening from the attention I’d just given her, sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

But then—then—I felt it.

Her hand on my cock.

Still rock-hard, still leaking, still throbbing from the aching need she’d denied just minutes ago.

She curled her fingers around the base and gave a slow, teasing stroke, pulling the slickness of my precum up toward the head.

“Mmm,” she purred above me. “You’re so wet. I haven’t even touched you, and look at this mess.”

I tried to say something—anything—but the moment her lips brushed over the tip of my cock, my brain short-circuited.

She started soft. A single, deliberate lick across the crown, gathering the precum with her tongue, letting it pool in her mouth as if tasting it like wine.

Then she opened wider… and took me in.

Warm. Wet. Tight.

Her mouth sealed around the head, then slid lower, inch by inch, her tongue swirling as she worked me deeper. The sensation was exquisite—wet heat wrapped around my cock, pressure and motion combining into a kind of pleasure I could barely process.

I moaned into her pussy, unable to help myself.

Michelle moaned too—right around my cock, the vibration of her throat traveling straight up my shaft. She didn’t gag. She didn’t flinch. She just… took me.

Her lips moved with slow, measured confidence. Her mouth was a perfect sheath—tight, wet, alive. Every time she descended, she sucked just a little harder, and every time she rose, she dragged her tongue along the underside of my shaft with maddening precision.

Then she went deeper.

I felt the head of my cock press against the back of her throat. She paused. Breathed through her nose. Relaxed.

And then—unbelievably—she swallowed me.

I groaned aloud, hips twitching, as the head of my cock slipped past that tight ring and into her throat. Her muscles contracted around me, hugging me inside her, pulling me in.

No girl had ever done this.

Not like this.

Michelle’s throat worked in slow, controlled pulses, milking me as she held me deep, letting me feel every inch of her. I felt her nose press against my pelvis, her chin grazing my balls, her breath coming hot and steady through her nose as she swallowed around me like I was meant to be there.

And still she didn’t pull away.

She started to bob, just slightly—her mouth sliding up and down the bottom third of my cock while keeping the rest buried inside her throat. Her tongue kept moving, somehow, flicking along the underside with every stroke.

I was unraveling.

All the while, her pussy was inches above my face, her folds still glistening, parted and inviting. I forced myself to focus, licking up between them, tongue tracing the length of her slit, circling her clit, dipping down to taste her all over again. Her flavor was stronger now, more intense, and her hips responded to every lick, grinding down onto my mouth as her throat worked my cock like she’d been born to do it.

Her pace shifted again—faster now. More suction. Her cheeks hollowed as she pulled back with a wet pop, only to take me in again with a hunger that made my head spin.

My thighs tensed. My balls tightened. I could feel the orgasm coming, fast and unstoppable.

“Michelle,” I groaned into her, the sound muffled by her pussy. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

She moaned around me. That deep, throaty sound again. Vibrating straight through me.

And then I came.

It hit me like a wave crashing against rock—hot, hard, intense. My back arched. My body seized. I pulsed in her mouth again and again, my cock thick and twitching as I spilled into her, wave after wave of cum filling her throat.

She didn’t move.

She stayed right there—lips locked around the base, swallowing every drop as I emptied myself into her. Her throat contracted rhythmically, smoothly, as if this was routine, as if she loved this.

And God, I believed she did.

I was still licking her, still tasting her, but my whole body was going limp, spent and shaken from the force of the release. My cock finally softened, and only then did she slowly pull off, letting the head slip from her lips with a quiet, satisfied hum.

She turned around again, climbing off me with the grace of a woman who’d just claimed a prize.

She lay next to me on the bed, completely naked, completely at ease, her skin glowing, her hair tousled, and her breathing steady.

I lay there beside her, chest rising and falling, completely drained. My mouth still slick with her taste. My thighs still trembling.

And then I noticed something that made me blink.

She hadn’t gotten up.

She hadn’t grabbed a towel. Hadn’t bolted to the bathroom. She hadn’t even wiped her mouth.

Michelle was just lying there, naked and glowing, her lips still slightly parted, her cheeks still flushed. She’d swallowed everything. And now she was just… content.

Comfortable.

Like that was nothing.

Like I was the one who needed to catch up.

We lay there for a while, neither of us in a rush to break the silence. Our bodies were still bare, still flushed, still sticky with the evidence of what had just happened. I kept stealing glances at her—at the soft rise and fall of her chest, at the way she idly played with the curve of her nipple, at the faint, satisfied smile tugging at the corner of her lips.

She looked completely at ease. Like none of this was strange or unexpected. Like having a man on his knees between her thighs, then swallowing his cum twice in the same night, was just part of her rhythm.

We talked—softly, lazily. She asked about the new job. I told her how strange it felt being in a new city. She told me about classes, about trying to juggle school and work, and about the weird characters who came through the hotel every week.

I didn’t want to leave.

But eventually, she glanced at the clock on her nightstand and sighed.

“I hate to kick you out,” she said, stretching with a soft groan, “but I’ve got the early shift tomorrow.”

I blinked. “What time?”

“Start at seven. Means I’ve gotta be up by five-thirty.” She rolled onto her side, propping her head up on her hand, watching me with that same amused glint. “So unless you’re planning to sleep on the floor…”

I sat up, smiling despite the ache in my legs and the lingering throb in my cock. “Right. Yeah. I should get going.”

I stood and started gathering my clothes. As I dressed, I tried to make it sound casual, even though my heart was hammering in my chest.

“So… can I see you again?”

She pulled the sheet up to her chest, reclining like a goddess in the low lamp light. “Next week,” she said. “Monday to Thursday—I work the midday shift. Noon to ten.”

“That’s good, right? Evenings free?”

Her smile deepened. “Evenings very free.”

I grinned, then immediately cursed myself. Fucking idiot. The condom. It still gnawed at me—the idea of how close I’d come to having all of her wrapped around me… and how I’d screwed it up over something so stupid.

But then I looked at her again—those soft, full lips, still glistening faintly from the blowjob she’d just given me—and remembered the feeling of her throat swallowing around me. Twice.

Both times. No hesitation. No fuss. No shame.

I’d never experienced anything like that.

As I stepped toward the door, she called out softly, “Bring condoms next time.”

I turned back, and she winked.

“Goodnight, Mr. John.”

“Goodnight, Michelle.”

I left her apartment still half-dressed, my shirt untucked, my body aching, my head spinning.

And I couldn’t stop smiling.


Chapter 3

"You mean to tell me… she went down on you that quick?" Craig asked, blinking like he’d misheard. He shifted in his chair, adjusting his position in that way middle-aged men do when they're trying to stay professional but can’t quite keep their body from reacting.

"Twice," I said. "That first night. Once before dinner, and again after. She didn’t even hesitate."

Craig let out a low whistle, leaning back with an expression that hovered somewhere between awe and disbelief. "Twice. Jesus."

I nodded, trying not to sound smug. “Yeah. All night. Like I said—she loves sucking cock. It’s not just something she tolerates. It turns her on. Genuinely. She gets off on it.”

Craig blinked again, the weight of that admission hanging heavy in the air between us.

“She doesn’t even need the guy to be hard,” I continued, almost out of habit now, like I was trying to justify the whole thing by explaining it thoroughly. “She actually likes starting soft. Says she enjoys feeling it grow in her mouth. Makes her feel powerful. Like she's responsible for it.”

I could see Craig visibly processing that. I went on.

“She told me once that she likes fat cocks the best. Not necessarily the longest ones, but thick. Stretch-her-lips kind of thick. Something that fills her mouth and makes her jaw ache. She lives for that kind of challenge.”

“Jesus Christ…” Craig muttered, half under his breath.

I leaned in a little, lowering my voice just slightly.

“And she’s got this little game she plays—calls it her ‘Sixty Second Cum Challenge.’ She’ll drop to her knees and see if she can make a guy blow his load in under a minute. Not for them—for her. She treats it like a personal achievement.”

Craig stared at me, stunned. “You're… you’re telling me this woman is your wife now?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s Michelle.”

“She’s… that’s…” He rubbed his hand over his face. “You sure she wasn’t in porn at some point?”

“Nope,” I said. “She just loves cock. Always has. Told me once she got off more giving head in her twenties than from actual sex. Something about being in control. Having a guy completely helpless, shaking, blowing his load down her throat… That’s what gets her going.”

Craig shifted again, clearly flustered now. “I mean… damn. You’re sitting here telling me your wife is out there—what?—lining guys up for blowjobs like she’s training for a competition?”

“Only with my permission,” I said, shrugging. “And yeah, she doesn’t really need them. She just wants it. Constantly. And honestly? She’s good at it. Scary good.”

Craig looked at me, mouth half open, like he wasn’t sure whether to shake my hand or throw me out of the building.

Then I cleared my throat, trying to bring the conversation back to something resembling normal.

“Anyway,” I said, “after that night at her place, I went back to the motel. I was riding high, obviously. Couldn’t stop thinking about her. I did the usual—shit, shower, shave. Everything was going smooth until I had to tie my damn tie.”

Craig raised an eyebrow, like he needed the shift in tone to breathe.

“I must’ve tied it five times,” I muttered. “Each one worse than the last. I finally ended up with this lopsided, chunky knot, the tail barely halfway down my chest. Looked like a rookie’s first job interview. I just stared at myself in the mirror and said, ‘Fuck it. This’ll have to do.’”

The reception area for the Southwest Divisional office of T.Y.E. Engineering Industries was more like the lobby of a five-star hotel than a corporate headquarters. High ceilings. Gleaming marble floors. Floor-to-ceiling windows with soft natural light streaming through sheer drapes. Sculptures were tastefully spaced throughout the room, and Persian rugs added just enough warmth to soften the industrial edges.

But none of that mattered when I saw her.

Seated behind the massive, curved reception desk was a woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a music video—or a very high-budget porno. She was blonde. Blonde. Not beachy or subtle, but blinding, platinum, bombshell blonde, with a halo of big, bouncy curls that framed her face like she’d just stepped out of a wind machine.

Her tits were enormous—clearly fake, perfectly round, unnaturally perky—and barely restrained by the plunging neckline of her slinky black dress. Her skin was smooth, tanned, and suspiciously flawless. Her lips were full and glossy, obviously enhanced, shaped into a pouty smile that stretched wide when she saw me approach.

The scent of her perfume hit me before she spoke—sweet and aggressive, the kind of fragrance that lingered in the air and practically screamed for attention.

“Hi there!” she chirped, her voice high, sugary, and borderline cartoonish. “I’m Deana!”

She gave me a blinding smile—veneers so white they practically sparkled—and tilted her head in a way that made her earrings swing and her cleavage deepen. Her green eyes were bright, framed by dramatic lashes and smoky makeup applied with precision that suggested hours of prep.

“I’m John Stevens,” I said, trying to focus on her eyes and not the twin distractions threatening to spill from her dress. “I’m here to see Mr. Craig Brandon.”

“Ohhh yes, we’ve been expecting you,” she purred, her tongue just brushing her top lip as she said it. “Can I get you some coffee, sweetie?”

“Uh, sure,” I managed. The coffee at the motel had tasted like burnt dirt, and I was already jonesing for a fix.

“What do you take in it?” she asked, rising to her feet.

“Black.”

“Strong and simple,” she said with a wink. “I like that.”

When she stood, I got the full picture. Her dress hugged every exaggerated curve of her body like it had been painted on. There was a high slit running up her right thigh, revealing a flash of toned leg with every step. Her heels were tall, glossy, and impossibly thin. And her walk—Jesus. It wasn’t a walk. It was a show. Her hips swayed like a metronome, ass cheeks bouncing with every click of her stilettos across the marble floor.

She knew exactly what she was doing—and loved every second of it.

I let out a low whistle under my breath, more to myself than anything, and found a spot on one of the sleek leather sofas. A minute later, she returned, walking straight toward me with a careful, almost theatrical stride. This time, her tits led the way, bouncing slightly with every step, the deep V of her neckline threatening to give way entirely.

She didn’t spill a single drop.

“Here you go,” she said, leaning forward just enough to give me an absolutely unmissable view straight down her dress. Her tits were completely unsupported—just two massive, perfectly round mounds that shifted with gravity, nipples barely concealed behind the thin stretch of fabric.

She lingered. Definitely lingered. Her smile stretched a little wider as she noticed where my eyes were, then shot me a quick, dirty little wink before straightening up.

“Enjoy,” she said, spinning on one impossibly high heel as she sashayed back behind the desk.

I took a long sip of coffee—good coffee, really good—and tried to collect myself.

She picked up the phone, whispered something into the receiver, then looked up at me with that same mischievous smile.

“Mr. Brandon will see you now.”

I stood as Deana strutted back around the expansive reception desk, hips swinging like they had their own rhythm section. She gave me a look—part appraisal, part amusement—and beckoned with a manicured finger.

“Come on, handsome,” she purred. “Time to meet the boss.”

I followed her toward the double doors, unable to help but let my eyes drift down her back to where that dress hugged her like a second skin. Just before we reached the door, she spun on her heel and gave me a pouty frown.

“Oh no, that won’t do,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry register as her fingers reached for my tie. “We can’t have you looking all lopsided on your first day.”

Before I could protest, she was undoing the knot I’d spent way too long fussing with that morning.

“Here, let me help you,” she cooed.

Deana stepped behind me, close. Too close. Her enormous tits pressed firmly into my back as she reached around, her fingers tugging and adjusting with slow, practiced movements. I could smell her perfume again—sweet, expensive, and heavy, like cotton candy and sex—and I felt the ring on her hand brush my chest as she worked. It sparkled so aggressively it had to be fake, a glittering boulder that caught the light with every flick of her wrist.

Her tits didn’t give at all—two unnaturally firm spheres of silicon that flattened slightly against me, but not much. I could feel her breath near my ear as she whispered, “Mmm. Much better. You clean up real nice.”

Then she smoothed the knot down the center of my chest and gave the fabric a lingering little tug before stepping back and giving me one last, slow once-over.

“Knock ’em dead, Mr. Stevens,” she said with a wicked smile and a playful swat to my chest.

When I entered Craig’s office, it took a second to reset my brain. He was middle-aged, silver hair combed back, the kind of guy who looked like he belonged in a cigar club or running a country club racket on the side. He stood to shake my hand with a firm grip and a wide grin.

“John Stevens,” he said. “I’ve heard good things.”

He gestured toward the chairs and we sat. His eyes drifted momentarily to the glass wall of his office, where Deana was visible at the desk, pretending to be busy.

“That girl’s something else, huh?” he said, smirking. “I swear, I only get real work done around here when she’s not walking past in that damn dress.”

I chuckled. “Yeah… she definitely makes an impression.”

“Silicon from head to toe,” he added under his breath with a wink. “But still—can’t say she’s not easy on the eyes.”

The conversation was mostly casual—Craig was gregarious, sharp, and clearly enjoyed playing the part of the laid-back executive with just enough bad boy charm to keep you guessing. After some talk about the company, the division, and his expectations, he sent me off to HR with a smile and a pat on the back.

There, I was buried in paperwork, handed three separate corporate credit cards, and told that I was entitled to a company car with my position.

“I’ve already got one,” I said, still scribbling a signature. “’67 Camaro. Fully rebuilt. Cherry red.”

The HR guy raised an eyebrow. “Nice. But for corporate business, we usually prefer something a little more… subtle.”

“Yeah,” I muttered, not hiding my disappointment.

“You can pick out something at the Chevy or Ford dealer,” he said, flipping through a binder. “A four-door sedan. Full-size. We’ve got guidelines, but there’s room to customize. Crown Vics, Impalas, Tauruses—whatever fits.”

I must’ve made a face, because he paused and glanced up.

“Unless,” he said slowly, “you want the BMW.”

That got my attention.

He tapped the page. “Upper manager left a couple weeks ago. Put some miles on it, but the numbers balance out—trade-in’s less than the cost of a new Crown Vic. Financially, it’s a wash. I’d need Mr. Brandon’s okay, but if he signs off on it, it’s yours.”

I tried to play it cool. “Yeah… sure. That would be fine.”

Inside, I was practically vibrating.

A BMW? On the company’s dime?

Do I look like an idiot?

After wrapping up my first dance with the always-cheerful folks in HR, I was finally escorted to my office—a bright corner space with clean lines and enough room to feel like someone actually respected your title. Waiting inside was Chloe, my newly assigned secretary. She was a knockout—early thirties, red hair pulled into a tight ponytail, toned arms peeking out of her fitted blouse, and legs that looked like they ran laps before breakfast. Definitely a gym bunny.

“Welcome aboard,” she said, flashing a polite smile. “I’ll be keeping you organized—if you need paperclips, staples, or someone to glare at people for being late to your meetings, I’m your girl.”

She walked me through the essentials—how to use the phone system, where to find office supplies, and which drawer had the good pens. I nodded along, barely hearing half of it, my mind still a few hours behind, stuck on Michelle’s mouth and Deana’s cleavage.

The rest of the morning passed in a blur of handshakes and forced smiles. I met my coworkers, learned which coffee machine was cursed, and spent an absurd amount of time sharpening pencils just to avoid real conversation.

At lunch, Craig invited me to join him and Edward Benjamin, my new Project Manager. Edward was cool, polished, early fifties with a sharp mind and a calm, measured way of speaking. It was obvious he commanded respect—but not with bravado. He didn’t need it.

Much to my delight, Deana was invited along too.

Now, I know I’ve said it before, but goddamn—Deana is a sight. Walking into the executive lunch club, she turned every single head in the room. The dress she wore clung to her curves like it was spray-painted on. Her tits were high, proud, and bouncing with every step. Her makeup flawless. Her hair a cascading blonde halo. She wasn’t subtle, but she didn’t need to be. Deana knew exactly what she was doing—and so did Craig.

He walked in beside her like he was presenting his prize filly, grinning from ear to ear as she soaked up the attention with a slutty little laugh that made people turn their heads just to hear it again.

During lunch, Craig told me the BMW was mine if I wanted it.

“You’ll get more ass in that car than in your Camaro,” he said with a wink.

I smiled but didn’t argue. I liked my Camaro, but even I had to admit, the badge on that BMW had a different kind of pull.

After ordering drinks, Craig turned his attention fully to Deana, bantering with her shamelessly while Edward leaned in and began briefing me on the project I’d be assigned to. I half-listened, nodding and asking questions where appropriate, but every now and then my eyes would drift to Deana as she laughed and leaned toward Craig, giving him a perfect view of her tits and a mouthful of lip-glossed grins.

On the drive back, Craig sat beside me in the company car, unusually relaxed.

“Once Edward finishes briefing you,” he said, casually adjusting his cuffs, “take the afternoon off. Go look around for a place to live. Get settled. You’re going to be here a while.”

I nodded, still digesting everything—from the office to the project to Deana’s perfume lingering in the air.

So far, the job was turning out to be a hell of a lot more than I’d expected.


Chapter 4

My first day at work had gone better than expected. Honestly, the biggest dilemma I had was deciding which car to drive home—my beloved Camaro, or the sleek, dark green BMW that now bore my name on the paperwork. After finding the Beemer in the parking garage, I couldn’t resist.

I parked the Camaro in a corner spot like it was going into storage, then slid into the 530i and started the engine. The purr alone made me smirk. I had to admit—BMW builds a hell of a machine. Responsive, tight, fast. The moment I hit the freeway, I felt the difference. It was like switching from a bar brawl to a fencing match—same aggression, but elegant, smooth, controlled.

Not that I was giving up on the Camaro. That car was still my first love. A snarling, hard-edged beast that got me laid more times than I cared to count. The Beemer was a refined thoroughbred, sure—but the Camaro? That was a fucking Velociraptor. Old-school muscle with zero finesse and way too much attitude.

Still, I couldn’t wait to show off the new ride.

Back at the motel, I made a beeline for the front desk. Michelle was there, mid-conversation with the manager. The moment she saw me, she slipped into work mode with a completely unnecessary air of formality.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Vinter,” she said with a mock-serious tone and a sly smile hiding in the corner of her mouth.

“Hi,” I replied. “Come outside and see what I got.”

She raised an eyebrow, but followed without hesitation. Out in the parking lot, I gave her a grand little wave toward the BMW, like I was unveiling a prize on a game show.

“Oh wow!” she said, eyes lighting up. “They gave you that?”

“Yep. Pretty sweet, huh?”

“Mr. Vinter,” she said, drawing it out like a news anchor, “I can officially confirm—you weren’t full of shit last night. You are an important man.”

She paused, letting her eyes linger on me in the suit.

“By the way… the whole look? It works. Very executive-y.”

“Thanks,” I said, a little too pleased. Especially considering all I could think about was how, just hours ago, those lips were wrapped around my cock. Twice. No hesitation. No cleanup.

And now she was back in her professional zone, playing it cool—like the night before had just been a casual warm-up for her week.

We headed back into the lobby together. She casually reported to the manager that there was some trash in the parking lot. He grunted something unintelligible and disappeared into the office without looking up.

I hung around at the desk, trying not to look too obvious about it, but Michelle gave me a sideways glance and tilted her head.

“You can’t just stand here and loiter in the lobby,” she said, her tone scolding but playful.

“Why not?”

“Because I have a job, silly.”

“So?”

“So, I can’t exactly be caught flirting with guests on company time.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Who’s flirting?”

She gave me a look.

“Fine,” I said. “What if I just… hang out nearby? Keep you company? Not say anything?”

“That’s not much better,” she laughed. “Go take a swim, or watch one of your weird pornos.”

“I was hoping for something else.”

“Let me guess,” she said, leaning closer with a wicked grin. “You wanted a little encore performance.”

I smirked. “Would you blame me?”

Her smile flickered, then returned full-force. “I told you. I do have to work.”

“Okay, okay… so when do you get off?”

“Ten.”

“Ten?” I groaned.

“I told you that,” she said, mock-annoyed. “Monday through Thursday. Noon to ten.”

“Right. I was just hoping maybe you got promoted to something less… clothed.”

She stifled a laugh, biting her lip. “Keep talking like that and I’m gonna add tease to your permanent record.”

I leaned across the counter slightly. “So what’s a guy supposed to do until ten?”

She looked around, then lowered her voice. “Things usually slow down after eight. You can come back then. I’ll be alone for a bit—until Leon, the night manager, rolls in. We can… talk.”

“Talk, huh?”

“Yes. Professionally.”

I grinned. “Of course. I’m very professional.”

She shot me a look, then added under her breath, “And don’t call me babe in here.”

“Why not, babe?”

“Because it’s not very professional,” she said, trying—and failing—not to laugh.

After a quick shower and a change of clothes, I spent the afternoon driving around, checking out apartments that all looked the same—beige carpet, off-white walls, and the faint scent of sadness. By six, I’d given up and grabbed a solo dinner at a little Mexican place. Not bad, but not memorable.

By seven, I was back at the motel.

Michelle was behind the desk, helping check in a small line of tired travelers. Another girl—short, mousy, probably college-aged—was working alongside her. I gave Michelle a small nod as I passed, and she returned it with a flicker of a smile, barely perceptible but felt all the same.

I killed time with a quick swim in the nearly empty pool, letting the water cool the tension in my shoulders—and between my legs.

By eight o’clock sharp, I was back in the lobby.

The other girl—Julie, I heard her name was—had gathered her things and was already heading out. “Goodnight. See you tomorrow.”

“Good luck on your exam, Julie,” Michelle said sweetly, her tone all professionalism.

“Thanks.”

The lobby fell quiet. Still. Empty, except for the low hum of the vending machine and the soft shuffle of paper from behind the desk.

Then Michelle looked up at me, and with a subtle tilt of her head, nodded toward the door behind the counter.

I stepped around, past the edge of the desk, and followed her through the small side door. We entered the manager’s office—dimly lit, tidy, unremarkable. A coat rack. A few filing cabinets. One desk. One chair. One lockable door.

She reached up and flicked a switch near the doorframe. The lights stayed the same, but I noticed a small red bulb near the ceiling blink on.

Security camera override? Soundproofing? I didn’t ask.

She turned back to me, her eyes gleaming in the low light.

Then, without a word, she stood on her toes and kissed me—soft, slow, her lips warm and purposeful. Her hands went immediately to my belt, working it open with practiced ease, her breath catching ever so slightly as she pulled the tab of my zipper down.

By the time I realized what was happening, she had my pants pooled around my knees and was tugging my underwear down with a quiet urgency.

I wasn’t hard. Not yet. Not fully. But I was getting there.

Michelle dropped to her knees like it was a sacred ritual. No hesitation. No glancing over her shoulder. Just confidence.

She took me in her hand—soft, heavy, warm—and brought her lips to the base of my shaft. I felt her tongue slide out, slowly licking along the underside, then back down again. She wasn’t rushing. She was building something.

The heat of her mouth. The slickness of her tongue. The soft hum of her breath as she licked gently, deliberately, coaxing me to life.

And I was coming to life. I could feel myself swelling in her grip, my cock twitching in her palm as blood filled it, the soft turning to firm. Her eyes stayed locked on me as she worked—lips parting, tongue swirling, her movements unhurried and maddeningly effective.

I glanced down at her, her blonde-brown hair falling slightly across her cheek, her mouth now wrapped gently around my half-hard cock.

And the thought hit me—What kind of woman does this?

At work. In the office. Just feet away from the front desk, the main entrance, the public.

What kind of woman takes a man she’s known for two days into a manager’s office, kneels between his legs, and sucks his cock like it’s her fucking job?

The answer came immediately—Michelle.

Because Michelle was different.

And just like that, any lingering thought was swept away by the sudden, slick heat of her mouth taking me in deeper.

My cock hardened completely between her lips, thick and pulsing. She began to bob slowly now, sucking with just enough pressure to make my knees weak. I braced one hand on the desk behind me and let my head tip back slightly as her mouth worked up and down my shaft, pausing every so often to swirl her tongue under the head, then drag it back down to my balls.

Her hand stayed wrapped around the base, stroking in sync with her mouth, her pace increasing slightly, the soft wet sounds of her lips echoing in the quiet room.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “You’re unreal.”

Michelle didn’t answer.

She didn’t need to.

And just when I was starting to fall into the rhythm, lose myself in the rising tide of pleasure—

DING.

A chime rang faintly through the wall.

Michelle paused. Took one last slow stroke with her mouth, then gently—regretfully—let me slip from her lips.

She stood smoothly, wiping the corners of her mouth with the pad of her thumb like it was no big deal.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, voice smooth and even, like she hadn’t just been deepthroating me behind the front desk.

Then she disappeared into the lobby, leaving me pants-down, cock throbbing, and completely at her mercy.

Again.

It felt like she was gone forever.

In reality, it was maybe five minutes. But standing half-naked in a manager’s office with my cock slowly deflating from the high she’d just taken me to… yeah, time moved differently.

I tried to stay hard—stroking slowly, letting my thoughts wander back to her lips, the warmth of her mouth, the confident swirl of her tongue—but it wasn’t the same without her there.

By the time the door finally creaked open, I was still standing there with my pants bunched around my knees, one hand loosely around my softening cock.

Michelle slipped back in, calm as ever, with that same smirk tugging at her lips.

“Customer,” she said simply, then closed the door behind her with a quiet click. She looked down at me, at the limpness in my hand, and raised an eyebrow.

“Aw,” she cooed. “Did he get lonely without me?”

“I was doing my best,” I muttered, letting go and gesturing helplessly.

She stepped in closer, her hips swaying just enough to tease. “Mmm. Looks like he needs a little encouragement.”

Then she dropped to her knees again, smooth and practiced, placing one hand gently on my thigh.

“I think this calls for the kiss of life,” she said, grinning up at me.

Before I could laugh, her lips were already brushing the head of my cock, soft and lingering. A single kiss, tender and warm. Then another, a little lower. Then another.

She kissed slowly down the shaft, her lips parted, her breath warm against my skin.

“Come on,” she whispered, licking lightly along the underside, “wake up…”

I twitched in her hand, and she giggled.

“There he is.”

Her kisses became deeper, open-mouthed now, trailing up and down the full length of my cock. She cradled my balls in one hand, her other slowly stroking as she worked her mouth in slow, deliberate passes—wet lips, soft tongue, heat and friction all in perfect balance.

“You like my kisses, don’t you?” she purred between licks. “He sure does.”

I let out a groan, hips twitching as I felt myself swelling again, blood rushing back in full force under the attention of her mouth. Her tongue flicked the sensitive spot just under the crown, then traced the ridge, circling the head with slow, wet swirls.

“Fuck, Michelle,” I breathed. “That tongue…”

She hummed a low sound of satisfaction and leaned in farther, her mouth enveloping me, sucking me in slowly until I was buried back in her throat, full and hard once more.

And just as I started to let go, to lose myself in the rhythm of her lips and tongue—

DING!

The soft chime rang out again from the lobby.

Michelle froze with my cock still in her mouth, her eyes flicking up toward mine with an almost exaggerated sigh.

Then she pulled back slowly, giving one final kiss to the tip before standing up.

“Hold that thought,” she said with a wicked grin, smoothing her dress like nothing at all had happened. “We’re not done.”

And just like that, she disappeared through the door again, leaving me standing there once more—pants around my knees, cock painfully hard, and completely at her mercy.

She was only gone a minute.

When the door eased open again, she stepped in with a sly grin, her heels clicking softly on the floor. “Guest needed change for the Coke machine,” she said with a shrug, like it was the most mundane thing in the world.

Then she stopped, leaned against the door, and let her eyes sweep down over me—still standing there half-dressed, painfully hard, and waiting like a dog for a treat.

“I have to say…” she mused, tapping a finger against her lips. “I do like you just the way you are. But you know what would be even better?”

She tilted her head.

“Why don’t you take off those pants and stay a while?”

There was no hesitation in her voice. No teasing uncertainty. It was a suggestion—but it was also very much a command.

“Sounds like a plan,” I said, my voice rough with need.

I stepped out of the rest of my clothes—kicking off the sandals, sliding down the pants and boxers—and stood before her fully naked, my cock still standing tall from her previous attention. She stepped in close, reached for the hem of my t-shirt, and gave it a tug.

“Arms up,” she said.

I obeyed.

She pulled it over my head in one smooth motion and let it fall somewhere behind me on the floor. Her fingers grazed my chest as she stepped back, admiring me with a little tilt of her head and a satisfied smirk.

“Mmm,” she purred. “Much better. I like my men completely naked. Naked and available.”

I grinned. “I like you naked too.”

She laughed. “Love to, but I’ve got a job to do, remember?”

As if on cue—DING!

The chime echoed from the lobby again.

Michelle rolled her eyes with a dramatic sigh. “See? That’s my life. One cock in the office, one soda machine in the lobby.”

She turned toward the door, then glanced back over her shoulder with a smirk.

“Don’t go anywhere. I mean it.”

And with that, she disappeared again, leaving me stripped bare in the quiet room—naked, hard, and waiting… again.

But somehow, I didn’t mind.

Not when it was her making the rules.

I wasn't going anywhere. A few minutes later, she returned.

She slipped back in like nothing had happened, closing the office door behind her with a quiet click.

“Sorry,” she said, brushing a stray hair from her cheek.

“That’s okay,” I breathed, still standing there, fully naked, my cock swaying with the pulsing tension of anticipation.

She walked toward me slowly, a mischievous smile playing at her lips. “Now, where were we?”

“You…” I said, my voice rough, “were about to suck my cock.”

She grinned. “Oh, right. That does sound like a good idea.”

Without another word, she dropped to her knees—graceful, confident, completely in control—and wrapped one warm, soft hand around the base of my cock. She gave it one long, slow stroke, then leaned forward and opened her mouth wide.

This time, there was no slow build. No teasing.

She took me.

All at once, her lips slid down my length until I felt her throat flex around the head. Her nose pressed against my stomach. She didn’t gag. She didn’t pause. She just held me there, deep in her throat, like she was made for it.

My legs nearly buckled.

She began to move—slowly at first, letting my cock glide in and out of her throat in a smooth rhythm. Her lips were tight, her suction perfect, and her tongue curled just right beneath the shaft as she bobbed her head with practiced ease.

I looked down, and the sight of her there—on her knees, throat-stuffed, eyes closed in focused pleasure—sent a full-body shiver through me.

She wasn’t just letting this happen. She was using me.

Using my cock like it belonged to her. Like she was hungry for it.

Her hands found my hips and held me steady as she picked up the pace. Her mouth made slick, obscene sounds as she worked, spit and heat coating my shaft while she face-fucked herself on me with total abandon.

It was messy. Wet. Intense.

I could feel every inch of her throat gripping me, milking me. My cock slid effortlessly between her lips, and I was powerless—completely in her control, balanced on the edge of release.

I groaned, low and guttural. “Michelle… fuck…”

My balls tightened. That slow, unmistakable boil of orgasm began to rise in my gut.

And just as I felt the swell—just as my hips tensed and my breath caught—

DING!

The sound echoed sharply from the lobby.

Michelle immediately pulled off with a wet pop, a thread of spit connecting her lips to the tip of my cock.

Her mouth glistened, her eyes sparkled with wicked delight, and she gave me one last stroke before rising smoothly to her feet.

“Hold that thought,” she whispered, voice breathy but composed.

Then she was gone again—vanishing through the door like a magician’s final flourish—leaving me standing there, naked, leaking, aching, right on the edge of release.

And utterly helpless.

Two minutes passed. Maybe three.

It felt like hours.

Then the door opened again—and she stepped inside like nothing had happened.

She worked the head of my cock with her mouth, just the tip—kissing, sucking, circling it with that studded tongue like it was the center of her universe. The rest of me throbbed in anticipation, aching for more, but she knew exactly what she was doing.

Looking up at me, her lips wrapped wetly around the crown, she murmured, “I love your cock. So thick. So needy.”

I groaned, hips twitching.

I expected her to swallow me whole again, but instead she kept her focus right where she was—polishing my head with slow, tantalizing strokes of her tongue, flicking it right under the ridge, the sweet spot that made my knees threaten to buckle.

My whole body tensed as she dropped one hand to my balls, gently massaging them in her palm, her mouth never leaving the sensitive tip of my cock. Every swirl of her tongue sent a shock through my spine. I was already close again, already pulsing.

But just when I started to tip too far, she pulled back with a smirk, letting her hand take over.

She stood, rising to her full height in front of me, still fully clothed—flushed, confident, glowing with satisfaction.

“You look like you’re gonna explode,” she teased, her hand wrapping firmly around my shaft. “We should do something about that…”

Her fist started to move—slow and wet, twisting slightly with every upward stroke. She leaned in and nipped at my lower lip, then her fingers went to the buttons of her shirt.

One by one, she slipped them open, exposing smooth skin and the lace edge of her bra beneath. Then she reached behind her and undid the clasp in a single practiced motion.

Her shirt slipped off her shoulders and fell to the floor, followed by her bra.

Her tits were gorgeous—round, proud, perfectly framed by the gentle arch of her collarbones. Her nipples were flushed, hard and aching to be touched.

She moved closer, close enough that my cock brushed the softness of her stomach with every stroke of her hand. Then she gently guided my head forward.

“Here,” she whispered. “Suck.”

I latched on to one of her nipples eagerly, groaning into her breast as she pumped my cock in her hand. Her skin was warm and smooth, her scent filling my head, and the taste of her skin on my tongue sent another wave of arousal flooding through me.

I sucked, slowly, hungrily, my mouth matching the rhythm of her hand.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

The friction of her palm, the slickness of precum coating my shaft, the sensation of her nipple stiffening between my lips—it was too much.

I was right there again.

My cock twitched in her grip, and I felt my balls tighten. I sucked harder, desperate to hold on for just a few more seconds.

And then—

DING!

The chime.

I groaned against her breast, every muscle in my body tensing.

Michelle sighed dramatically. “God damn that bell.”

She leaned back, kissed me softly on the cheek, and whispered, “Don’t you dare cum while I’m gone.”

Then she turned, buttoning up her shirt with the casual calm of someone who hadn’t just brought a man to the edge of orgasm four times in one night.

The door clicked shut behind her, and I was left panting, cock still pulsing in the open air, slick with her spit and my own precum.

She was driving me insane.

And she knew it.

This time, she was gone a while.

Long enough for the haze in my brain to clear, for the ache in my cock to dull slightly, and for the reality of what the hell I was doing—naked in a motel office, leaking and desperate— to briefly catch up with me. I sat in the manager’s chair, my legs weak, heart still thumping. My cock had softened a bit. Not fully, but enough to feel like the moment might have passed.

By the time the door finally opened, I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or furious.

Michelle stepped in with a breezy “Sorry,” like she’d just stepped away to answer a text.

“I thought you said it was quiet after eight,” I grumbled.

“Usually it is,” she replied with a dramatic roll of her eyes. “But tonight’s been crazy. Must be something in the air.”

Then she saw me, slouched and half-soft in the chair. Her expression melted into a look of mock sympathy.

“Aww, look at you,” she cooed. “All limp and lonely. Poor baby.” She licked her lips. “Here. Let mommy help.”

I didn’t even have time to reply.

She dropped to her knees in front of me like she was born there, and with one smooth motion, swallowed my cock whole. Her mouth was still hot and slick, her tongue immediately swirling around me with practiced ease. In seconds, I was growing again, thickening, her throat flexing as she bobbed steadily up and down my shaft.

It didn’t take long. After everything she'd already put me through, I was primed. My thighs tensed, the muscles in my stomach pulling tight.

And just as the pressure hit that breaking point—

DING.

Again.

“Fuck!” I groaned, half-rising from the chair as she pulled off with a wet gasp and another maddening smile.

She didn’t even look rushed anymore. Just pleased with herself.

And so it went—for another full hour. Back and forth. Just as I’d get close, that damned chime would ring, and she'd vanish, always with a smirk and a whisper like, “Not yet…” or “Be patient, sweetheart.”

By the time she came back around nine-thirty, I was shaking with need. My cock was angry-red and slick with spit and precum. My balls felt like they’d been filled with molten lead.

She shut the door slowly. Locked it this time.

Then turned to face me.

“No more interruptions,” she said, licking her lips. “Now be a good boy and let me finish you.”

She knelt again, wrapping her hand around my shaft and giving it a slow, loving stroke. “Mmm. You’ve been such a patient little plaything.”

Then she leaned forward and took me all the way in one long, beautiful motion.

Her mouth was relentless. Wet. Hot. Her lips moved with purpose now—this wasn’t teasing anymore. This was her taking my orgasm, like she owned it. Her eyes locked on mine as she sucked me to the hilt, her throat squeezing with every downward stroke, then pulling back to flick the tip with her tongue.

She could feel I was ready.

And just as I started to lose control, she smiled around my cock.

That look. That smug little glint that told me she knew exactly what she’d done to me. How long she’d kept me on edge. How badly I needed this. And how much she was enjoying every second of it.

That was it.

“*Oh fuck—*Michelle!”

My vision went white. My thighs locked up. My hips bucked once—twice—before I exploded in her mouth.

“Ahhhhhh! Ahhhhhhh! Oh fuck!” I cried out, gasping, body spasming as my cock erupted.

She didn’t flinch.

She swallowed every drop.

Lips sealed tight, throat pulsing, taking all of it like it was nothing.

When I finally collapsed back into the chair, twitching and breathless, she slowly pulled off me with a soft pop and wiped the corner of her mouth with a fingertip.

“Mmm,” she purred, licking her lips. “You taste so fucking good.”

Then she gave my spent cock a playful slap. “That was so much fun.”

I could barely form words. “God… damn…”

But her demeanor shifted in an instant. She stood, all business now, rebuttoning her shirt like flipping a switch.

“Alright, big boy,” she said briskly, checking the time. “You’ve gotta get dressed and get out of here. Leon’s gonna be here in a few minutes.”

I stared up at her, dazed. “Huh?”

She grabbed my pants from the floor and tossed them at me. “C’mon! Clothes on. Up, up. Chop-chop.”

I somehow forced myself upright, wobbling as I shoved one leg through my boxers.

She looked amused. “You came so hard I thought I was gonna have to carry you out.”

As I fastened my belt, she leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek.

“Meet me at my place. Ten fifteen. Don’t be late. And for God’s sake—bring condoms this time.”

“Yeah… ten fifteen. Condoms. Got it.” I looked around, dazed. “What time is it?”

“Almost a quarter to ten. Now go!” she said, giving my ass a playful smack.

I stumbled toward the door, still trembling slightly, still tasting her on my lips, still wondering how the hell I got so lucky—and what the hell I was in for next.

Because something told me… this was only the beginning.

I was almost out the lobby doors when a tall Black man stepped inside, dressed in a pressed shirt and slacks, carrying the air of someone who’d done this routine a hundred times.

“Evening, Michelle,” he said with a smooth nod.

“Evening, Leon,” she replied, not missing a beat.

I glanced back just long enough to catch her slipping easily behind the desk, calm and collected, like she hadn’t just spent the last hour milking me dry in the manager’s office. It was surreal—how she could flip the switch so fast. From cock-sucking seductress to model employee in seconds flat.

Back in my room, I collapsed face-up on the bed, fully clothed, limbs loose like they’d been disconnected.

“Holy fuck,” I muttered to the ceiling, eyes wide, heart still thumping. “What a girl.”

I didn’t remember dozing off, but I must have. The world went dim for a little while, until the sharp ring of the room phone jolted me awake.

I reached for the receiver, groggy. “Hello?”

No one replied. Just the quiet hum of the line.

And then I smiled.

Michelle. She’d set a wake-up call. That was her way—playful, indirect, but always in control.

I hung up and groaned. “Damn.” I wasn’t even sure I could get it up again. My balls still ached in the best possible way. But the memory of her voice—“Meet me at ten fifteen. Bring condoms.”—was enough to stir something.

I got up, stretched, and rooted through my shaving kit until I found them—two foil-wrapped condoms, tucked in beside a half-empty bottle of cologne and a dull razor.

By ten fifteen, I was standing outside her apartment door. Fresh shirt. Clean breath. Condoms in my back pocket.

I waited.

And waited.

Ten twenty-five. Ten thirty. Ten forty.

My excitement was slowly giving way to annoyance. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. Checked my phone. Looked down the street.

“Fuck it,” I muttered under my breath, turning back toward the BMW.

And just as I opened the car door, headlights swung into the lot.

A familiar little coupe glided into her space, and Michelle stepped out like nothing was amiss—wearing a short skirt, a loose sweater, and that same ever-present grin.

“Sorry!” she called out as she walked up, heels clicking across the pavement. “Something came up and I had to handle it before I left.”

I tried to hide my irritation, but she barely gave me a second to speak.

“Yeah, well—” I started.

“C’mon,” she interrupted, sliding her keys into the door and looking back at me over her shoulder. “The night’s young… and I’m so fucking horny.”

She disappeared inside, leaving the door open just enough for me to follow.

And just like that, all was forgiven.

In less than two minutes, we were inside her apartment. The door barely clicked shut before she was already slipping off her shoes and heading toward the kitchen.

“Wine?” she asked over her shoulder, already pulling a chilled box of white from the fridge.

“Sure,” I said, still a little dazed from her whirlwind arrival.

She poured us two glasses with practiced ease, handed me one, and took a sip from hers as she leaned against the counter. Her eyes flicked down to my pocket.

“Please god tell me you remembered the condoms?” she asked with a wicked grin.

I grinned back and pulled the two foil packets from my back pocket, holding them up between two fingers like a prize.

“Good,” she said, draining the rest of her wine in one long pull. “Come on. I need a shower.”

The way she said it—casual, commanding, unapologetic—sent a thrill down my spine.

I followed her down the short hall and into the bathroom, where she peeled off her sweater and stepped out of her skirt without ceremony. Her body was as breathtaking as I remembered—smooth, toned, and impossibly tight, her pierced nipples already hard, begging for attention.

She reached into the shower and turned on the water, letting it run until it was steaming. Then she stepped in, pulling me by the wrist to join her.

I followed without hesitation.

The heat of the spray hit us, misting over our skin, and she immediately reached for the body wash, squeezing a generous amount into my palm.

“Well?” she said, raising an eyebrow, “Don’t just stand there.”

I lathered my hands and brought them to her chest, sliding them over the soft curve of her breasts, slick with water. I cupped them gently at first, then gave them a firmer squeeze as I ran my thumbs over the cool metal of her nipple rings. She tilted her head back, moaning softly as I pinched and rolled the sensitive peaks.

“God, your hands feel good,” she murmured.

I soaped her slowly, thoroughly, letting my fingers trail over her hips and down to the soft, trimmed triangle between her legs. She opened for me with a subtle shift of her stance, and I took my time—massaging her pussy gently, letting my fingers slide over the smooth folds, teasing her clit with the same attention I’d give a prized engine part. She was already wet, even under the hot water.

“Mmm,” she sighed. “You learn fast.”

She reached for more soap, then turned her attention to me—starting at my chest and working her way down with slow, methodical movements. Her fingers glided over my abs, down to my hips, then finally wrapped around my growing cock.

She grinned as she lathered it, her hand sliding up and down in long, slippery strokes.

“I missed this,” she whispered.

When I was fully hard in her hand, she backed me against the warm tile and sank to her knees in the rising steam. The sound of the water faded into background noise as her mouth wrapped around the tip of my cock—warm, wet, and familiar.

She took her time, moving slowly, using her tongue to swirl and tease as she sucked. The feeling of her lips around me, the slickness of the water and soap, the sight of her—naked, wet, completely in control—nearly buckled my knees.

I reached out, bracing myself on the wall as she bobbed gently, looking up at me with those bright, knowing eyes.

This wasn’t a blowjob.

This was Michelle owning me.

And I was more than happy to let her.

I stood in the heat of the shower, steam swirling around us, water cascading over my shoulders, my hands braced against the slick tile wall as Michelle sucked me with the same skill and calm confidence she carried through everything she did. Her mouth moved slowly at first, savoring me. She used her tongue like an instrument—circling, teasing, flicking just beneath the head of my cock as if she knew exactly how to keep me hovering right at the edge of losing control.

She had me in her mouth, but she was the one in charge.

I looked down at her—naked, soaked, knees on the tile floor—and I was suddenly overwhelmed by the sheer imbalance of power. I was the one standing, groaning, gripping the wall like my life depended on it… but she was the one calling the shots.

She’d taken control the moment she opened her mouth. And I had never felt more helpless.

Or more turned on.

Michelle moaned softly around my shaft, the vibration sending sparks through my spine. Her hands slid up my thighs, gripping me just enough to make sure I stayed where I was—like I had a choice. Every stroke of her lips, every swirl of her tongue, dragged me closer and closer to the inevitable.

I could feel it. The rising pressure in my gut. The tightening in my balls. I was right there.

“Michelle,” I gasped, voice raw. “I’m gonna—fuck—I’m gonna cum…”

And just like that—she stopped.

She pulled her mouth off me with a wet, deliberate slowness, letting the tip of my cock rest against her bottom lip before she leaned back and sat on her heels, her eyes locked on mine.

I was shaking.

“Not yet,” she said softly, almost playfully. “You don’t get to cum that easy.”

I stood there, panting, leaking, my cock twitching with need.

“Michelle,” I groaned. “Please…”

She tilted her head, her grin widening ever so slightly.

“I said beg,” she whispered.

Her hand wrapped around me again, stroking just slowly enough to drive me wild, her thumb grazing the sensitive underside of the head.

“Please,” I murmured, almost breathless. “Please finish me… I need to cum. Please, Michelle.”

“That’s more like it,” she said with a smirk.

Then she leaned in and took me back into her mouth—all of me, one fluid motion—and began sucking in earnest. There was no teasing now. No pause. Just pure, focused pleasure. She moved with precision, milking me with her mouth like she was coaxing something sacred from deep inside me.

My legs trembled. My stomach tightened. My breath came in short, shallow bursts.

And then it hit.

With a groan torn straight from my chest, I came—hard. My entire body convulsed as I spilled into her mouth, wave after wave of pure release crashing through me. She didn’t flinch. She stayed with me, swallowing every drop, holding me until the last pulse faded and I sagged against the wall, barely able to stand.

Michelle pulled back and looked up at me, lips glistening, her eyes calm and satisfied.

“See?” she said, licking the corner of her mouth. “Told you I’d take care of you.”

I could barely form words. I just nodded, still reeling, as the water poured down over both of us.

And even though I was the one who had just come harder than I thought possible…

It was very clear who was in control here.

By the time she rose from her knees, I was gasping, legs weak, heart pounding against my ribs. My cock was already softening, twitching slightly from the last aftershocks of release.

And then—without warning—Michelle stood up, gripped the sides of my face, and pulled me into a kiss.

A deep, open-mouthed, passionate kiss.

Her lips crushed against mine, slick and hungry, and I could taste it immediately—my cum. Still warm, still thick on her tongue. The flavor was sharp, metallic, unmistakable.

I instinctively tried to pull back, but she wouldn’t let me.

Her hands tightened on my jaw, and she kissed me harder—deeper—her tongue slipping into my mouth, pushing past my hesitation like it was nothing. The water still dripped from our skin, and the steam made it all feel even more surreal, dreamlike, charged with heat and sweat and something filthy.

I wanted to resist.

I wanted to pull away again.

But she kept going—and something in me gave.

I opened my mouth.

And I kissed her back.

Not because I liked the taste. I didn’t. It was bitter, slick, wrong in every instinctive way.

But she owned me in that moment. And something about her refusing to let me shy away, her taking my mouth like it belonged to her… made me surrender.

When she finally pulled back, a thin strand of saliva still connected us. Her eyes were bright with amusement, her lips swollen and glistening.

“At least one of us likes the taste,” she said with a wicked little smirk.

I couldn’t even speak. My brain was scrambled. My body still tingled.

Michelle chuckled softly, then reached past me and turned off the water. The sudden silence was deafening after the pounding spray.

“Come on,” she said, taking my hand and guiding me out of the shower.

I let her lead me, still in a daze. Still tasting myself on my tongue.

She grabbed a towel and began patting me dry with slow, deliberate movements—like I was hers to tend to now. Her expression softened slightly as she worked, but there was still that same glint in her eye.

She had kissed me like that… just seconds after swallowing my cum.

And I had let her.

No—wanted it.

Even if I didn’t understand why yet.

All I knew was this: I’d never met a woman like Michelle. And I wasn’t sure I’d ever recover from her.

Still slightly damp from the shower, Michelle led me into her bedroom with a lazy swing of her hips, dripping confidence with every step. Her bed was already turned down, a soft wash of amber light spilling across the sheets from the lamp on the nightstand. She didn’t pause to savor the moment or ask—she simply climbed on, then turned and looked at me over her shoulder with that smirk that made my chest tighten.

“On your back,” she said. “I want your mouth.”

No "please." No hesitation. Just desire, direct and raw.

I laid back without a word, already feeling the stirrings of arousal again, even after the intense orgasm she’d pulled out of me in the shower. She climbed on top of me, swinging a leg over until her knees were on either side of my head. Her pussy hovered just above my face—pink, glistening, flushed with heat.

I didn’t need to be told again.

I grabbed her thighs, guiding her down gently as I tilted my head up and tasted her. That first pass of my tongue was slow, deliberate. Her lips were slick and hot, her scent bold and earthy, still heavy with her orgasm from earlier. I licked a long, flat stripe up her slit, then another, collecting her taste.

Above me, Michelle let out a quiet, guttural sound that sent a thrill through my chest.

“Mmm… that’s it,” she moaned. “Get in there.”

I brought my hands up and cupped her ass, pulling her down until her pussy sealed to my mouth, her thighs hugging the sides of my face. Her hips rolled slowly as I began to explore her with my tongue—long licks at first, then more precise. I circled her clit once, twice, then dipped lower, letting my tongue press into her entrance.

“Fuuuck,” she hissed. “You eat pussy like you mean it.”

I did. I fucking meant it.

I spread her open with my thumbs, exposing her fully, then brought my tongue back to her clit—just a flick, then a flat press, then gentle suction as I pulled it into my mouth and sucked.

She groaned louder now, rocking into it. Her hands found my hair, threading through it tightly.

“Keep sucking… oh god, yes—suck that dirty clit.”

Her voice sharpened with each pass of my tongue. I shifted my angle, letting my nose brush against the base of her mound as I licked underneath, then up, flattening my tongue and dragging it from her opening to her clit again. I could feel her growing wetter with every second, her slickness coating my chin, soaking my lips.

“Don’t stop—don’t stop, fuck, that’s good…”

I gave her variety. I let my tongue flutter rapidly over her clit, then alternated with slow, deliberate licks. I sucked her clit between my lips again, gentle and rhythmic. Every time I shifted, I listened—how her breath caught, how her grip on my hair changed, how her hips stuttered.

Michelle grew louder. Wilder.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” she gasped. “God, I knew you’d have a hungry little mouth…”

Her thighs started to tremble.

I slipped two fingers into her, curling them upward while I sucked her clit, and she cried out in pleasure, the sound raw and powerful.

“FUCK, yes! That’s it—just like that—oh, fuck, lick me—lick my fucking clit you dirty little pussy-addict—don’t you dare stop!”

Her hips were grinding now, hard and fast, riding my mouth like a wave. I kept sucking. Kept licking. My jaw ached but I didn’t care. The mess of her arousal was everywhere—on my face, on the sheets, on her thighs—and still I gave her more.

She was close.

I could feel it in the way her whole body locked up. She was tightening around my fingers, her breathing ragged and erratic.

“You’re gonna make me cum—fuck, you’re gonna make me cum! Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop—I’m cumming—fuck—I’M CUMMING!”

Michelle let out a shout that echoed off the bedroom walls, her thighs clamped around my head as her orgasm tore through her. Her whole body convulsed above me, shaking, trembling, soaking my face as she ground down through it.

I held her there, sucking her clit gently, fingers buried deep inside her as her climax rolled over her in crashing waves.

She collapsed forward, catching herself on her arms, panting and breathless. Her pussy still throbbed against my lips, twitching with aftershocks.

Slowly, carefully, I eased my fingers out of her, licked her softly once more, and finally let her settle beside me, limp and glowing.

Her chest rose and fell with every ragged breath. Her skin flushed, her thighs sticky with release.

My face was soaked. My cock was hard again.

She looked over at me, dazed, then cracked a grin.

“Holy shit,” she murmured. “You… fucking nailed that.”

She rolled onto her back, spread out like a goddess after war.

And all I could do was smile.

Because I had never, in my life, seen a woman come like that.

I reached for the condom, my fingers clumsy with urgency, and ripped at the packet with my teeth—too fast, too careless. As soon as I tried rolling it down, I felt the tear. A quiet, frustrated curse slipped from my mouth as I peeled it off and tossed it to the side.

Michelle watched from the bed, one eyebrow raised. “You just murdered that poor condom.”

“I got excited,” I muttered, grabbing the second and last one from the nightstand. This time, I slowed down. Smoothed it carefully over my cock, now so hard it actually ached.

By the time I looked up, Michelle was on her back, legs spread wide and waiting—inviting. Her pussy was wet and swollen, practically glistening in the soft light. I crawled between her thighs, the tip of my cock dragging teasingly along her slick folds, parting them with every slow stroke.

“God, just fuck me already,” she groaned, wrapping her legs around my waist. Her heels dug into my back. “Don’t tease. Just slide that cock in and make me your slut.”

The way she said it—raw, breathy, like a challenge and a confession at the same time—made my cock twitch against her entrance.

“You’re already a slut,” I murmured, dragging the head of my cock deliberately over her clit, back and forth, barely pressing in. “You’ve probably taken more cock than anyone I’ve ever met.”

Her breath caught. “Excuse me?” she said, grinning as if offended, but her eyes gleamed with heat. “That’s your theory, is it?”

I smirked, not letting up. “Oh, come on. Look at you. Those lips. That body. That mouth. You expect me to believe I’m the first guy you’ve said that to?”

“Wow,” she laughed, biting her lower lip. “So I’m a total whore now?”

“You said it first,” I replied, holding back a moan as I continued to rock my hips, sliding my cock slowly up and down her soaked pussy lips. “You begged me to fuck your slutty cunt. I’m just repeating your words.”

She gasped as I nudged her clit again. “Keep talking like that and I might just start believing it.”

“You want to deny it?”

Her eyes locked with mine. For a second, something passed between us. Something raw and unspoken.

“No,” she said softly. “I don’t deny it.”

Then her voice dropped lower—hungrier. “Now stop teasing me and fuck me, you smug bastard. I’m soaked. You feel that? You did that.”

“Beg me again,” I said, my voice almost a whisper now.

Michelle didn’t hesitate.

“Please,” she said, drawing out the word like a promise. “Please fuck me. Slide that cock into me. Use me like the filthy little slut I am.”

I groaned, hips trembling as I lined myself up properly.

But I still didn’t push in. Not yet.

Instead, I leaned forward, grabbed one of her nipple rings, and gave it a gentle tug. Her gasp was instant, sharp and sweet.

“Is this what these are for?” I asked, rolling it between my fingers, pulling until she arched her back.

She moaned, helplessly grinding up against me. “They’re for you, baby… so fucking use them.”

I let go of the ring and brought my cock to her entrance—parting her lips, feeling that impossible heat as she opened for me.

Slowly, finally, I began to push in.

Her body sucked me in inch by inch, tight and slick, and I could feel her legs tightening around my waist, trying to drag me deeper.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “Yes… yes… that’s it…”

The teasing was over.

She had me now.

And I had no doubt—this was a woman who had taken a lot of cock in her life.

But tonight, I was the one she needed.

I lined up at her entrance again, still holding one of her pierced nipples between my fingers, and pushed in—just enough to spread her slick lips wide around the crown of my cock. The first inch slipped inside with a slow, wet stretch, her pussy parting eagerly but tight as hell.

Michelle groaned beneath me, her fingers digging into the sheets, hips shifting in little desperate jerks.

I held steady—just the head inside her, just enough pressure to claim her, but not enough to give her relief.

Her body writhed underneath mine, twisting and arching like she was trying to pull me deeper without saying the words. I took the opportunity to grab her other nipple ring, tugging and twisting with just enough force to make her yelp.

“Fuck!” she cried out, head thrown back, her body surging against mine. “Oh fuck, yes—pull them—pull those slutty tits, make them burn!”

Her nipples swelled between my fingers, hard and dark and flushed, and her pussy clenched so fiercely around just the tip of my cock I thought she might rip it off.

I started to move my hips—subtle at first, just enough to keep from slipping out as she bucked beneath me. But the motion had a second effect: each grind of my hips sank me a little deeper into her, inch by delicious inch.

Her heat was incredible—wet and pulsing, impossibly snug. My cock felt like it was being swallowed by something alive. The way her inner muscles gripped me, squeezed me, pulled at me with each breath—it was like she was trying to milk the cum out of me before I was even inside fully.

“Jesus,” I muttered, almost under my breath.

Michelle heard me anyway. “Too much for you?” she rasped, her voice breathy but taunting. “You knew what I was, baby. You asked for this.”

I didn’t respond. I just released her nipples and placed both hands on her hips, digging my thumbs into the flesh just above her curves. Then I drove in deeper—two more inches, then three—until she gasped, her mouth falling open in a silent scream.

Her legs locked around my back again, heels pressing into me with sharp insistence.

“*Yes—yes—*keep going. Fuck, stretch me open, I want all of it…”

I gave her another inch, then another, until I felt my balls brush her ass and realized I was buried to the root.

She screamed.

A raw, feral, completely unfiltered noise that filled the room and made every hair on my arms stand up. Her pussy clenched hard around me, a full-body tremble rippling through her like an electric current.

“Oh fuck—oh my fucking god!” she howled. “You’re inside me, holy shit…”

I froze, overwhelmed by the sensation of her cunt spasming around my cock like a living vice. She was cumming—hard—and her body was trying to drag me along with her.

Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, and she pulled me down, pressing her lips to my ear.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she hissed, voice broken and breathless. “Fuck your slut. Fuck me like I’ve begged for all night.”

I began to thrust.

Slow at first, deep and deliberate, each movement timed to hit her just right. The head of my cock rubbed along the front of her pussy with every stroke, nudging her g-spot over and over again. I could feel the way her whole body responded—tightening, rippling, locking down on me with each thrust.

Her hands clawed at my back. Her hips lifted to meet me with every drive.

“Faster,” she gasped. “Give it to me harder—make me feel it tomorrow.”

I did.

I started to fuck her in earnest now, slamming into her with a rhythm that made the bed frame creak under us. My balls slapped against her soaked skin, and the sound of it—skin on skin, wet and obscene—echoed in the room alongside her cries.

Michelle was loud.

She didn’t hold back.

“Fuck—yes—right there—right there—I’m gonna cum again—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop—”

Her nails raked across my shoulder blades. Her legs pulled me tighter.

And then she came again—hard.

Her back arched off the bed, her pussy clamping around me so tightly it made me falter mid-thrust, like my cock might actually break from the pressure. She cried out wordlessly, her voice cracking as wave after wave of orgasm surged through her.

I kept moving, kept grinding into her, letting her ride it out on my cock.

When she finally collapsed beneath me, drenched in sweat and flushed from head to toe, she blinked slowly, dazed.

I stayed inside her, still pulsing, still thick, still aching to cum.

She turned her head and whispered, voice hoarse:

“Now that’s how you fuck a slut.”

And I knew—this wasn’t just sex.

This was Michelle letting me in.

And I hadn’t even cum yet.

Michelle caught her breath and smiled at me, her lips still parted, skin flushed and damp with sweat. Then, without a word, she shifted—rolling onto her stomach, lifting herself up onto her elbows and knees. Her ass rose high in the air, her pussy glistening between her thighs, still twitching from the last orgasm I’d given her.

She looked back at me over her shoulder, eyes smoldering.

“Well?” she panted. “You just gonna sit there gawking, or is this slutty pussy gonna get fucked some more?”

Her voice was raw, almost hoarse, and I’d never heard anything more erotic in my life.

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t need to.

I moved behind her, gripped her hips tight, and slid my cock back into her in one hard, smooth thrust. She cried out—not in pain, but in satisfaction, like she’d been waiting for it.

“Yesss,” she hissed. “That’s it. That’s fucking it.”

I held her tight and started thrusting hard—fast, deep, unrelenting. My fingers dug into her waist, dragging her back to meet every stroke. Her body absorbed the impact like it was built for it, hips slapping against mine, tits swinging beneath her with every collision.

Michelle didn’t whimper.

She moaned. Loud, greedy, commanding moans that filled the room.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Fucking take it. You feel that? That’s a slut’s pussy—you own it.”

I grabbed her hair in one hand and yanked her head back, exposing the curve of her neck. My other hand slid across her back, down her spine, grabbing a fistful of her ass as I slammed into her again, again, again.

She was soaked. So hot and tight I couldn’t believe she hadn’t pushed me off by now. But Michelle took it—took everything I gave her without flinching.

Her face pressed into the pillow as I kept going, her ass pushed back into me like she was hungry for every brutal stroke.

“Fuck,” I grunted. “You’re a fucking machine…”

Michelle just laughed—breathless, half-mad with pleasure. “Keep going, baby. Don’t stop. Pound this slut till you can’t stand. I want every last drop out of those balls.”

That broke something in me.

I lost control.

I fucked her like a man possessed, both hands in her hair now, yanking her head back, her neck arched as I buried myself over and over again. My balls slapped her soaked cunt, and I could feel the cum boiling inside me—building, threatening, demanding release.

“You gonna cum?” she taunted. “Gonna fill that condom like a good boy?”

I growled, muscles straining. “You want it?”

“Yes,” she cried. “Give it to me. Fucking cum, you dirty bastard—cum for your slut!”

And I did.

It hit me like a freight train—sudden, violent, all-consuming.

My cock exploded inside her, thick pulses of cum flooding the condom in sharp waves as I slammed into her one last time. I clutched her body tight against mine as I unloaded everything I had left, hips jerking with every spasm.

Michelle moaned into the pillow, still moving, still squeezing me, milking every drop from my cock.

When it was done, I collapsed on top of her, breathless and drenched in sweat. She was limp beneath me, trembling slightly, her body slick and spent, but there was a smile on her face I could feel even without seeing it.

We didn’t speak.

Eventually, I rolled off her, muscles twitching, heart still pounding.

She didn’t move—just breathed, slow and heavy, her body rising and falling with exhaustion.

The clock on her nightstand read 1:27 AM.

I reached over and set the alarm for seven. My hand barely made it back to the bed before I passed out cold.

When the alarm screamed at seven, it felt like a slap across the face.

I groaned, rolled out of bed, and padded into the bathroom, body aching like I’d gone ten rounds in the ring. My cock was sore, drained, still wrapped in the condom.

I peeled it off with a grimace, shaking my head. “thank god I brought a spare…”

After a quick shower and a rinse that made me wince, I found my clothes and dressed in silence. Michelle hadn’t stirred once—out cold, limbs tangled in the sheets, her lips parted in sleep.

I looked at her for a long moment.

She didn’t need me to say goodbye.

And even if she had…

I don’t think I could have found the words.

So I left, quietly. Back to my motel. Back to reality.

But nothing about me felt the same.

Not after her.

Not after that.


Chapter 5

“Damn,” Craig muttered, shaking his head in disbelief. “I haven’t had sex like that since the first year I was married. Hell—scratch that—I don’t think I’ve ever had sex like that.”

He leaned back in his chair, still looking like he hadn’t quite processed everything I’d just told him.

“Who else was she fucking?”

I exhaled slowly, then shrugged. “I didn’t know it at the time, but… yeah, she was screwing the motel manager. Leon—the night clerk. Black guy. Real laid back. And probably any other cock she could get her hands on when the mood struck.”

Craig gave a low whistle. “Jesus. What a slut.”

I didn’t flinch. “Yeah,” I said simply. “She’s a slut.”

He waited for me to elaborate, but the tone in my voice must’ve made him pause.

“Thing is,” I added after a moment, “it’s not the whole picture. As much as she loves dick—and god knows, she does—there’s this other side to her too. She’s warm. Kind. She’s got this huge heart. Loves animals—like, ridiculously. That’s why we’ve got three cats and two mangy dogs that look like they walked straight out of a junkyard.”

Craig raised an eyebrow. “So what, she fucks half the city but volunteers at the ASPCA on Sundays?”

I gave a tired smile. “Basically, yeah.”

There was a pause between us. Craig stared at me, waiting for something, like he still didn’t get it.

“She’s got this… energy,” I went on. “Like, when she looks at me—really looks—I just lose track of everything. It’s like she sends out this signal, and suddenly I’m hard, hungry, desperate to have her. I don’t even know why half the time. It’s not rational.”

Craig frowned. “So what—you’re pussy-whipped?”

“No,” I said, a little firmer. “It’s more than that. It’s not just about the sex. It's... primal. Like we were meant for each other somehow. Like I didn’t even know who I was until she walked into my life, and now I don’t know how to be without her.”

Craig looked at me for a long time, then shook his head.

“I see,” he said. “Actually… no. No, I don’t see.”

“Well, Craig,” I said, “it was like seeing her later that afternoon. She flashed me that wicked little smile of hers—and I swear to god, I was hard from six feet away.”

Craig blinked at me like I’d said something blasphemous.

She was standing behind the front desk, sorting paperwork like she hadn’t just fucked me into oblivion the night before. But when she looked up and caught my eye, everything about her changed—her posture, her expression, her eyes.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Vinter,” she said smoothly, her voice low and slow, laced with that sultry gleam that made my chest tighten. “Did you sleep well?”

I swallowed, then leaned forward over the counter and dropped my voice. “Yes and no.”

She tilted her head, intrigued.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about last night,” I murmured. “It was… incredible.”

She gave me a knowing smile, her lashes low. “Well, I’m glad to hear you’re enjoying your stay.”

“Damned right I am. I’m so hard right now I could—”

“Shhh!” she hissed under her breath, her eyes darting toward the manager’s office. “You trying to get me fired?”

I backed off slightly. “Sorry, I just…”

She leaned in slightly and whispered, “Later. Maybe.”

“After eight?”

Her lips curled into a smirk. “If things are quiet.”

“You’ve got yourself a date, babe.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I might be busy.”

“All night?”

“No,” she said playfully. “But around eight.”

I grinned. “You’re killing me here.”

She looked up at me through those lashes again, her voice barely audible. “Come to the desk at eight. I’ll see what I can do for you.”

“You already do a lot for me,” I said, my voice dropping.

She opened her mouth to reply, but at that moment the manager’s office door swung open.

“Miss Goodwin,” said Mr. Ramirez, his tone clipped and professional. “When Julie gets in this afternoon, page me.”

Michelle straightened instantly, her expression shifting back to perfect employee mode.

“Yes, Mr. Ramirez.”

And just like that, she went back to stacking check-in forms—like she hadn’t just promised to make me weak in the knees again.

Ramirez, a short, balding man in his late fifties, emerged from the office with a polite smile plastered on his face. He gave me a courteous nod as he walked past.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Vinter. Hope you’re enjoying your stay with us. If there’s anything the staff can do to make you more comfortable, don’t hesitate to let us know.”

I smiled, doing my best to keep a straight face. “Actually, my stay’s been… extremely pleasant. Can’t imagine it being any better.”

“Excellent. That’s what we like to hear,” he said, already turning to head toward the vending machines. “Enjoy the rest of your afternoon.”

“Thanks,” I replied.

The moment he was out of earshot, I turned back to Michelle, my expression playful.

“Your boss says I should tell the staff if I need anything.”

Michelle didn’t miss a beat. “That’s right,” she said sweetly.

“Well then,” I leaned in just slightly, “I need a blowjob… and a good hard fuck. In the worst way.”

She gave me a slow blink, her voice cool and dry. “Just what kind of woman do you think I am?”

I grinned. “The best kind. Sexy. Smart. Beautiful.”

She tilted her head, unconvinced.

“That all?”

“No,” I said quietly. “I think you’re a slut. And I happen to love sluts.”

Michelle’s lips curled into a slow, dangerous smile. She leaned slightly over the counter, lowering her voice to a whisper.

“You are so bad, Mr. Vinter. So bad and so nasty…”

Her eyes sparkled as she flicked her tongue over her bottom lip. “But… thank you.”

She paused, letting the silence hang just long enough for me to wonder what she might say next.

Then she leaned in even closer. “You were fantastic last night. Just so you know. Absolutely fantastic.”

I felt my cock twitch at her words.

“I’ve been thinking about the way you taste,” she murmured. “God, I love it. You’ve got the nicest cock I’ve had in a long, long time… and baby, you know how to use it.”

I cleared my throat, struggling to find my voice. “Well… I think it’s ready for another round.”

Michelle straightened with a soft laugh and shook her head.

“Later, tiger,” she teased. “Now be good… and save a little of that for me.”

"I’ll save it all for you, Michelle Goodwin."

It wasn’t until Ramirez said her name out loud that I realized I’d never actually registered her last name—despite it being printed right there on her name badge.

“Goodwin, huh?” I said, glancing at it. “Doesn’t exactly explain where that skin comes from.”

She gave me a curious smile. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, that gorgeous olive complexion,” I replied. “It’s not exactly Midwest standard-issue.”

She shrugged playfully. “My dad had dark skin. Mixed background, I guess. Spanish? Native? No one ever really nailed it down.”

“Well, whatever the mix is,” I said, letting my eyes wander, “it’s working. Especially when you’re naked. Spread out.”

Her grin widened, knowing exactly the image she was planting in my head.

Right about then, someone walked into the lobby.

I gave Michelle a final look and casually peeled myself away from the desk like nothing had happened—just another friendly exchange between guest and staff.

I was supposed to spend the afternoon apartment hunting, but the moment I hit my room, I realized I was running on fumes. One deep, dreamless hour of sleep later, I woke up feeling dazed but better. I threw on some gym clothes and headed to a place I’d seen down the road—nothing fancy, but it had weights and a squat rack, and that was enough.

It felt good to sweat again. First real workout I’d had since the move, and I could already feel the tension bleeding out of my body. Afterward, I grabbed a light meal and returned to the motel just as the sky was turning amber.

A long soak in the hot tub finished the job. By the time eight o'clock rolled around, I was loose-limbed and half-drunk on steam. I started walking back to my room to change, then paused.

Why bother?

Still damp, muscles relaxed and glowing, I tossed a towel around my shoulders and wandered barefoot through the corridor, stepping back into the motel lobby like I owned the place.

Michelle was alone.

The moment she saw me, she didn’t say a word—just gave a subtle nod toward the door of the manager’s office. Her eyes said the rest.

I glanced around. Empty lobby. Quiet.

Then I slipped through the door like it was second nature, and she followed right behind me, closing it softly.

No words. No questions.

Her hands went straight to the tie string of my swimsuit, and just like that… the game was back on.

But no more than a second later—

DING!

Michelle sighed and pulled back. “Excuse me for a minute.”

“I’ll be here,” I said, slouching back in the manager’s chair.

Once the door closed behind her, I kicked off my damp swimsuit and let it fall to the floor, sitting back naked, skin still warm from the hot tub. My cock was half-hard already, twitching with anticipation.

When she returned a couple minutes later, I couldn’t help myself.

“You know,” I said with a grin, “you have a hell of an effect on me.”

She smiled, stepping closer. “Mmm, I can see that.”

Her hand wrapped around my cock, and just that touch—confident, slow—made my breath catch as blood surged straight to my shaft. She gave it a teasing stroke.

“You know,” she murmured, almost dreamily, “I just love the way a man’s cock gets hard. Watching it thicken in my hand? Drives me crazy.”

“You’ve… done this kind of thing before, haven’t you?”

She raised an eyebrow. “What do you think? You called me a slut this afternoon.”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice rough with lust. “Are you?”

Instead of answering, she dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock—slowly, deliberately.

I groaned. “Ohhh yeah, baby… you are a slut. And I fucking love sluts. That’s it, Michelle—suck it. Suck that cock. Goddamn, you suck me so fucking good…”

Her mouth was incredible—wet, warm, and confident. She took me deeper with each pass, her tongue swirling around the head, lips tight and hungry. She moaned softly as she worked, like she was getting off just from having me in her mouth.

Every filthy word I threw at her just seemed to turn her on more.

And me?

I was gripping the armrests, eyes rolling back, thighs twitching.

Because after five minutes of that level of oral worship, I felt the tingle—deep, low, building fast.

I was close.

So close.

And Michelle? She knew it.

And she wasn’t slowing down.

DING!

“Fucking hell,” I muttered, letting my head fall back for a second. My cock twitched, half-hard, still glistening from Michelle’s mouth, but the break in rhythm had stolen some of the tension. I gave myself a stroke or two, slow and distracted, but there was no point in trying to rebuild the fire without her. I sat back in the manager’s chair, naked, simmering, waiting.

When the door finally clicked open a few minutes later, I turned to see her step inside with that same calm, almost amused expression on her face. She closed the door behind her quietly, then turned the lock.

“Still want me?” she asked, not coy—just matter-of-fact, like it wasn’t even a question.

She walked toward me with an easy sway in her hips, her eyes locked on mine, but I was already rising from the chair. I didn’t answer. I just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her to me, kissing her hard, sliding my hand straight up beneath her dress.

No panties. Just warm, wet heat. My fingers slid through her slick folds and she let out a soft, open-mouthed sigh against my lips.

“You’re soaked,” I murmured, dragging one hand slowly out and bringing it to my nose. “You got off helping that guest?”

Michelle smiled lazily. “Maybe I just like thinking about your cock.”

I kissed her again, slower this time, then pulled back and whispered, “Get me hard again.”

She dropped to her knees like I’d given a command. She didn’t just take my cock into her mouth—she welcomed it, her tongue warm and slick, her lips tight around me. She sucked like she’d missed it, slow at first, then deeper, more focused. Her hand worked the base as her mouth teased the head, and she looked up at me with those bold, knowing eyes like she was daring me to look away. Within moments I was thickening in her mouth again, my cock rising, pulsing to life, swelling between her lips.

I was full, heavy, aching again.

“Stand up,” I said, my voice rough.

She did, and I spun her around, pressing her chest to the desk, her palms flat against the surface. I pushed her dress up and bared her perfect ass, the curves flushed and begging to be touched. She didn’t say a word, just bent deeper, arching her back, her legs parting as she pushed her pussy toward me.

I stepped in, slapped her ass hard—more from instinct than anything. She gasped, and a faint red bloom spread across her skin.

“Spread,” I said.

Michelle stood on her toes, widened her stance, and I slid the tip of my cock between her slick folds. Her pussy was so wet, so hot, I didn’t need to guide—I just drove in, slow but deep, one long, smooth thrust that made both of us moan.

“Oh fuck yes,” she gasped, gripping the edge of the desk. “God, I love getting fucked in here…”

Her words sent a jolt down my spine. I started thrusting harder, gripping her hips and slamming into her with fast, rhythmic strokes. The desk creaked beneath us, shifting slightly with every slam of my hips. Her body absorbed it all—no resistance, no flinching, just raw, greedy acceptance.

“You like this?” I growled. “Getting bent over your boss’s desk like a little whore?”

“Mmm, I love it,” she moaned. “So dirty. Being used like this where anyone could walk in…”

My thrusts got harder.

“You’re such a fucking slut, Michelle.”

“I know,” she gasped. “I am. Just a wet little slut who loves cock.”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back, and leaned in close.

“You’re not even pretending anymore,” I said. “You like getting fucked at work?”

“God yes,” she panted. “I need it.”

There was a beat. Her breath caught.

And then she said it.

"You've got no idea how many times I've been fucked in this office."

I froze mid-thrust.

Her words landed like a hammer to the chest. My body kept moving, but my mind stalled. My hands tightened on her hips, and suddenly I wasn’t sure if I wanted to keep fucking her—or pull out and scream.

She looked over her shoulder at me, a wicked grin on her face, hair wild around her flushed cheeks. “You’re not the first to bend me over this desk,” she said softly. “But you might be the best.”

A flash of heat and jealousy tore through me, and I didn’t know what to do with it. The image hit me—her bent over like this for someone else. For others. Moaning like this. Cumming like this. The same words, the same curves, the same gasping breaths—given to men who weren’t me.

I hated the thought.

And I’d never been harder in my life.

Something in me snapped. I gripped her harder, started fucking her like I wanted to erase every cock that had been inside her before me. My thrusts turned savage, uneven, desperate. I couldn’t hold back. The friction, the noise, the images in my head—all of it collided and came crashing down on me.

My orgasm hit me like a gunshot.

I buried myself in her with a loud, ragged groan, my cock spasming deep inside her as I spilled everything, my whole body twitching with the force of it. It was overwhelming—too much—like I’d broken open and couldn’t stop. My vision blurred. My breath stuttered. I kept fucking through the peak, groaning into the back of her shoulder until my legs buckled and my grip on her loosened.

She moaned softly, still bent forward, her breath fogging the wood of the desk.

When I finally pulled out, my cock softening, twitching, her pussy was flushed and glistening, marked by my use.

Michelle didn’t move. Her back rose and fell with heavy breaths, hair clinging to her damp skin. The room was quiet now, except for the distant hum of the vending machines through the wall.

I was reeling.

Not from the sex—but from what she'd said.

I didn’t know if I wanted to kiss her again, or demand to know who else had seen her like this.

And I didn’t say a word.

Because I wasn’t sure she’d stop me from doing either.

DING!

The chime rang sharp and clear through the heavy air in the office.

I gave Michelle’s ass a firm slap. She flinched, then giggled breathlessly.

“Ow,” she hissed, eyes fluttering as she looked back at me over her shoulder.

“You’ve got a customer,” I whispered, voice hoarse.

Her brow furrowed. “What? I didn’t hear—”

“It rang. Twice,” I cut in, grabbing her ass again with both hands. “So you better get that cum-dripping slut ass out there before someone starts knocking.”

She exhaled a shaky breath as she stood upright, her thighs still trembling slightly. Her legs were slick, the inside of her thighs visibly glazed. She reached down to tug her skirt into place—but then paused halfway to the door.

Michelle turned and bent forward slightly, her hands braced on the doorframe, arching her back just enough to push her ass out toward me.

“Thought you’d want to see what you did to me,” she said over her shoulder, her voice low and wicked.

I stared, breath caught.

From between her swollen folds, a thick strand of my cum trailed downward, slow and sticky. Gravity pulled at it, stretching it out until it finally dropped and clung to the curve of her thigh.

I could see her pussy still flexing, still trying to hold what I’d filled her with, and failing.

Michelle wiggled her ass once, smug and gleaming.

“Still warm,” she whispered, then straightened and smoothed her skirt down like nothing had happened.

She didn’t even check the mirror—just walked out into the lobby, her heels clicking softly, every step probably sending another subtle spill of my load trickling down her leg.

I ducked behind the door, my body still thrumming, heart still slamming in my chest.

A minute passed.

Then another.

The door cracked open again and Michelle stepped in quickly, cheeks flushed, hair slightly mussed—but calm as ever.

“You gotta go,” she said quietly, though there was a glint of something wild in her eyes.

“What?”

“Now,” she whispered. “Hurry.”

I scrambled for my towel and yanked on my cold, damp swim trunks, my skin still flushed and raw.

Michelle peeked out into the lobby again.

“Okay,” she said, tossing me a look. “Coast is clear. Go.”

I didn’t say a word. Just slipped past her and into the hallway, heart still pounding, my cum still inside her, and the image of it leaking out of her pussy as she served a customer seared into my brain like a brand.

I knew then—this wasn’t just a fling.

This woman was going to ruin me.

A minute later, I was back in my room. The clock read 8:32. I let out a low breath and shook my head, still flushed and buzzing from everything that had just happened. I figured, what the hell, in two hours we’d be fucking again. Might as well grab a nap—I’d need the energy.

I peeled off the wet swimsuit, tossed it to the floor, and called the automated wake-up system, requesting a 10 PM ring.

Then I collapsed onto the bed, naked, the sheets cool against my back. My hand drifted to my cock without even thinking, not jerking off—just holding it, still a little sore, still half-hard, like my body hadn’t gotten the message to calm down.

And I thought of her.

Michelle.

Her moans, the taste of her skin, the way her eyes sparkled just before she dropped to her knees. The sound her heels made when she walked out into the lobby with her pussy still full of my cum. The lazy sway of her hips. The drop of it sliding down her thigh.

I chuckled to myself. There was no way she could sit behind the desk without soaking the seat. I wondered if anyone would catch the scent of sex on her, thick and sweet and unmistakable. The thought turned me on more than it should have.

But then that line came back to me.

You’ve got no idea how many times I’ve been fucked in this office.

It echoed in my head like a drumbeat.

Until then, everything had been hot, fun, filthy. But that? That was something else. Something raw. It stuck with me—scratching at the edge of my brain. I wasn’t sure if I felt jealous, turned on, or something in between. Maybe all of it at once.

I turned onto my side and stared at the wall for a while, lost in the swirl of it—her voice, her body, her honesty.

Eventually, the weight of the day, the workout, the sex, the heat, it all caught up to me. My eyes drifted closed.

And with that image still burning behind my eyelids—Michelle’s eyes on mine, and those words—I finally fell asleep.

The alarm jolted me awake.

For a few long seconds, I just lay there, blinking up at the ceiling, letting my thoughts sharpen into focus. My body felt heavy, slow—until I remembered what tonight was.

Michelle.

In an instant, the fog lifted. My cock was already stirring beneath the sheets, stiffening with every thought that passed through my head. The plan was simple. First, she’d suck me off—because God, she was good at that. Like she was made for it. Then I’d return the favor, get my face between those thighs and taste every drop of her. Maybe even tease her ass, feel her tremble under my tongue. Then I’d fuck her. Hard. First that tight little pussy, then, if she let me, her ass. After that, maybe another blowjob. And then? Fuck her all over again.

It sounded like a perfect night.

My cock throbbed against my stomach at the thought.

I climbed out of bed still half-hard, stretched, and didn’t bother reaching for underwear. What for? I wouldn’t need them. I skipped the sandals too—it was warm out, and I wasn’t going far. I slipped into a pair of old cut-off jeans, the ones with the soft frayed holes at the seat, and nothing else. Barefoot, shirtless, cock half-rising in my shorts, I looked like a man with a mission. Which I was.

I took the stairs down to the lobby, just to see if she was still working. But when I stepped through the doors, I only saw the night clerk—Leon—muttering to himself behind the desk.

No Michelle.

She’s already home, I thought, pulse quickening.

Ten minutes later, I was climbing the stairs to her apartment, the heat of the night clinging to my skin. I knocked once, sharp and eager.

The door cracked open and Michelle peeked through, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief and something else. She smiled.

“Hi,” she said softly. “Come on in.”

My heart jumped in my chest.

It was time.

Michelle opened the door wider and stepped back, her smile warm and inviting but her eyes carrying that same electric edge she always had—like she knew something I didn’t.

She kissed me the second I stepped inside. Her lips were soft, slightly cool from wine, and tasted faintly of alcohol, sweet and dry. There was something else too, something I couldn’t quite place—not right away. Just a vague richness under the surface. I chalked it up to the wine, or maybe the taste of me still on her from earlier.

Then she broke the kiss and took my hand, pulling me gently into the living room. The lights were low, a soft track playing in the background, and a mostly empty glass of wine waited on the arm of the sofa.

Michelle didn’t say a word. She let go of my hand and reclined on the couch like she belonged there—legs parting lazily, her dress riding up past her hips. She lifted her wineglass again and took a sip, then extended her other hand, slowly pointing at her pussy.

Not a request. A command.

I dropped to my knees, breath shallow. Her scent hit me before I even touched her—hot, wet, aroused—but something else too, something that had been nagging at the back of my mind since that kiss at the door.

The moment my mouth hovered over her, it hit me full force.

It wasn’t just wine I’d tasted on her lips. It wasn’t just her.

It was cum.

There’d been cum on her breath.

Thick, unmistakable. Not just the trace of a blowjob from earlier in the day—this was fresh. Someone had finished in her mouth not long ago, and she hadn’t rinsed it away. She’d kissed me with it still there.

And now, with her legs spread and her pussy glistening just inches from my face, I realized she was still full. Warm. Slick. A little too wet.

Maybe it was me. Probably it was me. But the doubt had already taken root—and my stomach twisted with it even as my cock throbbed harder.

I leaned in and tasted her anyway.

She exhaled softly above me, swirling the last of her wine in her glass as I licked.

Any hesitation I had was short-lived.

I dove in, tongue working her folds, circling her clit, determined to make her forget anyone else had ever been between her legs. She moaned, her head falling back, legs spreading wider. Her fingers found my hair as I sucked her clit gently, then harder, flicking and curling my tongue until her hips started to jerk. She came with a low, needy sound, her wineglass tipping slightly in her hand.

I didn’t stop. I worked her through it, licking her deeper, slower, more focused now. My fingers dug into her thighs and I felt her tense again—quicker this time. Her breathing sped up, and she let out a sharp gasp as another climax overtook her, wine sloshing gently in her glass as she rode the wave.

By the time she finally lowered the glass to the table, she was panting softly, spent but smiling.

I rose from the floor, my face slick with her. My cock ached, heavy and leaking, brushing against her thigh as I leaned over her and kissed her again.

And there it was—still there, that hint of salt, that edge of something more than just wine and her.

It might’ve been mine. It probably was.

But the way she looked at me... I suddenly wasn’t sure.

I hovered over her, cock pressed to her soaked entrance, my breath thick in my chest. Michelle lay beneath me, legs spread, skin flushed, her pussy still glistening from the mess I’d already made of her with my mouth. Her fingers toyed lazily with the hem of her dress as she watched me from below, like she was waiting to see what I’d do next.

I leaned down to kiss her—deep, searching, wanting something.

And that’s when I tasted it again.

It wasn’t just her arousal. It wasn’t the wine.

It was something else. Faint, but there.

I kissed her again, slower this time, and pulled back just slightly.

Her lips chased mine.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, voice soft, breath steady.

I hesitated, heart slamming in my chest.

“I—” I swallowed, throat dry. “I can taste… something. On your breath.”

Her brow lifted. “Oh yeah?” she said, amused. “What’s it taste like?”

I stared at her. “Like… cum.”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t fake confusion. Just smiled, slow and wicked.

“Oh,” she said lightly. “Can you?”

I nodded. “Yeah. Thing is…” I hesitated again, searching her face. “I didn’t cum in your mouth.”

Her smile widened just a little, like she’d been waiting for that moment.

“No, babe,” she said, calm and easy, “you didn’t.”

She didn’t explain. Didn’t try to soften it.

She just lay there, wide open for me, like her body had always belonged to someone else—but she chose to give it to me now. My chest tightened, hot with something I didn’t know how to name. I wanted to be angry, but my cock was twitching so hard it hurt.

She watched me, eyes half-lidded, her lips parted as if to say, What are you gonna do about it?

And I did the only thing I could.

I fucked her.

I drove into her with a brutal thrust, burying myself to the root in one long stroke that made her cry out. Not in pain. In welcome. Her back arched and her fingers clawed at my shoulders, nails dragging down my spine.

I gripped her thighs and slammed into her again. And again. And again.

I was past thought. Past words. It wasn’t about rhythm or pacing or even control. It was pure instinct, raw and animal, all need and fury and the twisting ache in my gut that wouldn’t go away.

Michelle moaned and gasped beneath me, her hands gripping the cushions, her body rocking with every punishing stroke. “That’s it,” she growled between breaths. “Fuck me. Take it. You want to own this pussy? Then fuck me like it’s yours.”

Her words lit something in me. I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, leaning in, kissing her again—tasting the wine, the sweat, and yes, that last faint trace of someone else’s cum still lingering on her tongue. And I kissed her harder, forcing myself to accept it, to devour it, because it didn’t matter. Not now. Not when I was buried inside her, pounding into her like I wanted to fuck away every cock that had ever come before me.

I flipped her over and dragged her hips back toward me, slamming into her from behind so hard her knees slid across the cushions. She was soaked, every inch of her dripping wet and stretched wide for me, and I could hear the slap of my thighs against her ass, the wet sound of her pussy swallowing me again and again.

She was loud now—panting, cursing, loving it. Her voice was wild, unfiltered.

“Fuck me, fuck me harder—god yes, you angry little bastard, ruin me—”

And I did.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back, and fucked her until my hips went numb. Until the ache in my balls was too much. Until the jealousy boiled over and turned to pure, explosive heat.

I slammed in one final time and grunted through my teeth, holding her tight as I came deep inside her, my cock pulsing, throbbing, releasing everything in one long, snarling climax that left me shaking.

She collapsed beneath me, arms limp, cheek pressed to the cushions.

I followed her down, still buried inside her, chest rising and falling against her back. Sweat beaded on my neck. I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.

Minutes passed before she finally spoke, her voice soft and almost playful.

“So,” she said, not turning her head, “what was it about that that drove you so fucking crazy?”

I blinked, breath slowing.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly, still catching my breath. “I really don’t.”

She smiled to herself.

But neither of us said anything more.

We lay there together, bodies slick with sweat, breath still ragged and uneven.

Michelle was stretched out beside me, one thigh draped over mine, her hand idly stroking my now-soft cock like it still belonged to her. She wasn’t trying to get me hard again—not yet. Just touching me. Possessive. Calm.

“You really lost it,” she murmured, voice low and satisfied. “The way you fucked me…”

I didn’t say anything. My brain was still swimming, dizzy from everything that had just happened. From the way she looked at me when she said it. From the taste on her tongue. From the way I still didn’t know how I felt about any of it—and how fucking hard it had made me anyway.

Her fingers traced lazily down my shaft.

“Tell me something,” she said. “When I told you the cum on my breath wasn’t yours… why did that drive you so crazy?”

I hesitated. My chest rose and fell slowly. I stared at the ceiling.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It should’ve pissed me off. But it didn’t. Or maybe it did, but…” I turned toward her, her blue eyes watching me, curious. “You didn’t lie. You didn’t flinch. You just said it like it was nothing. Like it was normal.”

She smirked and leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder.

“Maybe for me,” she murmured, “it is.”

Her hand gave my cock a little squeeze. I twitched against her palm.

“So you like that,” she whispered, not asking. “That I’m a slut.”

I swallowed hard. “I think… I like how honest you are about it.”

That made her smile. A real one. Not teasing. Not coy. Just... knowing.

She curled closer, her hand resting between my thighs now, warm and casual like she owned the space.

For a long while we just lay there like that, tangled and silent.

Then, softly, she said, “You don’t have to go back to the motel, you know.”

I turned my head. “What?”

“You’re here every night. Half your clothes are already here. You like my wine. You like my bed. You like my pussy.” She grinned. “Why don’t you just move in?”

I blinked. “Are you serious?”

“I’m not saying I want you paying my rent in exchange for cock,” she added, grinning now. “That’d make me a whore. I’m a slut, not a whore.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, shaking my head as I looked at her—beautiful, maddening, naked in the sheets beside me.

“So what, we split everything?”

“Fifty-fifty,” she said, deadpan. “Rent, groceries, wine, condoms… or not.”

I looked around her apartment. At her. At the soft curve of her hips, the drying mess between her thighs, the bruises blooming on her neck that I’d left.

“Yeah,” I said. “Okay. I’ll move in.”

“Good,” she said, already rolling onto her side. “Now go get your suits and your toothbrush.”

I stared at her, half in disbelief, half in awe.

And for the first time in years, I felt like I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 6

Craig Brandon shifted in his chair, his brow furrowed. “So wait—you moved in with her already knowing she was a slut?”

I gave a little laugh. “A slut? Craig, that was obvious from the very first night. She loves sex—a lot of it—and she doesn’t pretend otherwise. She craves it. The quantity, the variety... the girl’s insatiable.”

“I thought you said she wasn’t one of those insane fucking machines.”

I shrugged. “Maybe I was trying to convince myself. But yeah... I said that. I stand corrected.”

Craig’s eyes narrowed slightly. “And you were okay with that?”

I leaned back in my chair, letting the memory wash over me for a moment before I answered. “I wasn’t just okay with it. I was in love with her. Still am, honestly. She’s the most incredible woman I’ve ever met. Sweet and soft one moment, then wild and dangerous the next. Sometimes she says things so naïve they make me laugh, and other times she’ll look at me like she’s five steps ahead and just waiting for me to catch up.”

I paused, letting that sit.

“She taught me how to play backgammon,” I said, shaking my head with a grin. “I mean, I already knew the rules—the moves, the doubling cube, all that. But she taught me the game. The real game.”

Craig raised an eyebrow. “What, she’s some kind of board game savant now?”

“Apparently,” I said. “At first she just kept whipping my ass. Over and over. I couldn’t get close to beating her. And then one night she started breaking it down for me—explaining how it’s not just luck and timing, it’s all math. Probability. Pattern recognition. Things I studied in college. She just knew it—instinctively. Like she could feel the odds shifting in real time.”

I leaned forward, my voice a little quieter.

“It was like watching someone solve equations without ever writing anything down. Like when Newton invented calculus in his spare time before he hit puberty. She doesn’t know the terms, doesn’t talk about it like an academic—but it’s all there, right behind her eyes.”

Craig gave a low whistle. “So she’s a sex-crazed math prodigy with a taste for dick and dice.”

I smiled. “Pretty much. And somehow, it all fits.”

The sun had just dipped past the horizon when I pulled into the motel lot. The parking spaces were mostly empty, except for the few usual cars and one unfamiliar dark SUV near the back. Something about it set off a flicker in my chest. I ignored it. Or tried to.

The lobby was quiet when I walked in—too quiet.

The lights above the desk glowed softly, casting long shadows on the carpet. I didn’t see Michelle. No footsteps, no voices, just silence and the lingering scent of her perfume.

I waited a beat, then reached out and pressed the bell.

DING.

Ten seconds passed.

Then twenty.

Finally, the door to the manager’s office cracked open and Michelle stepped out. Her hair was a little messy, her cheeks flushed like she’d been running or laughing—or something else entirely.

“Hey, Mr. John,” she said lightly, smoothing her blouse. “Didn’t expect to see you tonight.”

“Just thought I’d swing by,” I replied, careful not to let my voice crack.

She leaned casually on the desk, arms folding beneath her chest. “I’m a little... tied up right now. Got a guest back there.”

“A guest, huh?” I asked, heart thudding.

She just smiled and shrugged. “You know how it is. Some guests need a little... extra service.”

She winked and turned to go.

The door closed behind her, leaving me with the sound of blood rushing in my ears. My cock was already swelling.

I stood there, shifting on my feet. Five minutes passed. Maybe six.

I rang the bell again.

DING.

It took even longer this time.

When she came out again, her hair looked wetter—like it had been pulled. A new flush touched her chest, and her lipstick was almost gone.

She gave me a smirk. “You’re not very patient tonight.”

“Neither are you,” I said, nodding toward her undone button.

She looked down, didn’t bother to fix it.

“Work’s just… more hands-on than usual.”

I didn’t say anything.

She leaned in a little. “I’ll be done soon,” she said softly, then turned and walked away, her hips swaying like she knew I was watching.

The door clicked shut again.

I sat in one of the lobby chairs, cock straining against my jeans, thighs twitching. I stared at the bell.

I waited.

Five more minutes.

Then I pressed it one last time.

DING.

Nothing.

The silence stretched.

Thirty seconds. A full minute.

Then the door opened.

Michelle stepped out slowly. She didn’t say anything at first. She didn’t need to.

Her lipstick was gone. Her cheeks were glowing. And her fingers—her fingers—were wiping the corners of her mouth.

Like it was nothing.

A gentle swipe, then another, her tongue brushing her lip as she caught the last trace.

She looked at me and smiled, soft and amused, her eyes heavy with satisfaction. She walked up to the counter and leaned in close.

Too close.

And that’s when I smelled it.

Warm. Salty. Unmistakable.

Cum.

Her breath, thick with it, filled the space between us.

“Thanks for waiting,” she whispered, brushing her hand along the desk like this was just another night.

Then, without breaking stride, she turned and disappeared behind the counter.

A few seconds later, the other door opened.

And out he came.

Tall. Black. Handsome. Built. Dressed sharp but casual. He glanced at me—just once—and walked out like nothing happened. Like it was his right.

My phone buzzed in my pocket.

Michelle: He tasted nice. But I’m saving the best for you. Your turn next, baby. Gonna swallow you whole tonight 😘

I stood frozen for a moment. My cock was aching, soaked in precum that had fully stained through the front of my jeans. I didn’t know whether to scream, jack off in the parking lot, or cry.

Instead, I walked out to my car, hands shaking, jaw clenched.

And drove home in silence—so hard I could barely sit still.

The house was silent when I got in. I didn’t bother turning on the lights. I just sat there in the dark, on the edge of the couch, cock throbbing painfully inside my jeans. My heart still hadn’t slowed down.

Every time I blinked, I saw it again—Michelle wiping her mouth, her lips glistening. That faint smirk. That warm, musky scent of cum on her breath. Not mine.

Not mine.

I reached down and adjusted myself, trying to take the pressure off. It didn’t help. My jeans were damp. The wet fabric clung to me like a brand.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, and tried to breathe.

She was sucking his cock.

That wasn’t a fantasy. It wasn’t a twisted joke or something she whispered in bed to get me off. It was real.

He had been in her mouth. And she hadn’t rushed to hide it. She wanted me to know.

And now I was sitting here like some pathetic animal, cock twitching, dripping, wanting her. Needing her.

A thought slipped into my head—soft, like a whisper.

My girlfriend is a slut.

I swallowed hard.

Then it came again, sharper this time.

My girlfriend sucks other guys’ cocks.

I stood up and started pacing the living room, hand pressed to the front of my pants, as if I could force my erection to calm down. It didn’t. I felt like I was going insane. I should be furious. I should be disgusted.

But I was harder than I’d ever been.

The image wouldn’t leave me. Michelle, on her knees, her hair in disarray, eyes half-lidded as she wrapped her lips around some other guy’s cock… moaning, swallowing, smiling.

Did she kiss him after? Did he touch her face? Did she say his name?

I grabbed a cushion off the couch and pressed it to my lap, grinding into it like it might relieve some of the pressure. It didn’t. It only made it worse.

I wasn’t angry.

I was obsessed.

She's my girlfriend. My beautiful, wild, cock-hungry girlfriend.

And I couldn’t wait for her to get home so I could fuck her.

Hard.

Fast.

Until she couldn't speak.

Until I could taste him on her tongue and forget where I ended and she began.

I sat back down.

And waited.

The building was quiet, just the low hum of a neighbor’s TV through the wall and the distant rumble of the elevator down the hall. I sat there, cock throbbing in my lap, staring at the door like it might come alive.

Then I heard it.

Footsteps.

Light, steady. The muffled echo of heels on the hallway carpet.

The jingle of keys.

The soft mechanical clunk of the lock.

Michelle opened the door like she always did—casually, calmly—then stepped inside without a hint of hesitation. She didn’t even glance toward the living room where I sat, fists clenched on my knees.

She set her keys down on the side table, slid off her shoes, and walked barefoot into the kitchen.

The fridge opened. The bottle came out. The gentle glug-glug of wine filled a glass.

I stood.

Walked in after her.

She turned when she sensed me behind her, glass in hand, lips just beginning to curl into that soft, knowing smile. Her hair was freshly brushed, but her blouse was still faintly rumpled. Her lipstick was gone.

She looked down at the front of my pants and gave a little smirk.

We kissed.

Brief, breathy, close.

And I could taste it. Not just the wine. Something else, still lingering faintly.

I didn’t say a word.

I grabbed her hips and turned her around, pressing her chest to the kitchen counter.

She gasped, catching herself with her hands against the cool surface.

That’s when I saw it.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

I yanked her skirt up around her waist.

And then I brought my hand down hard.

SMACK.

The sound cracked off the cabinets, loud in the stillness.

Her body jolted. A flush bloomed across the curve of her ass, bright red and unmistakable.

She didn’t move.

She didn’t resist.

And neither did I.

Not tonight.

She was still bent over the kitchen counter, breathing shallow, her ass red from the slap. Her skirt bunched around her waist, her bare skin glowing in the low kitchen light.

I stepped up behind her, heart pounding, hands shaking as I unzipped my fly. My cock sprang free, so hard it ached. I didn’t touch it—didn’t need to. I reached down, pressing the thick head of it between her thighs, nestling it right against the soaked heat of her pussy.

And froze.

She was drenched.

Slickness coated her inner thighs, warm and sticky, already clinging to my shaft before I’d even started to push inside.

Jesus Christ.

I slid the head slowly through her folds, not entering yet—just gliding through the mess of her arousal.

It dripped.

Literally dripped from her.

I leaned forward, lips close to her ear.

“What the hell’s got you this wet?”

She let out a breathy laugh, coy but breathless.

“I’ve been thinking about your cock all night,” she said. “Couldn’t stop.”

I gripped her hips tighter, teasing her entrance with my tip, feeling how her body twitched and rolled against me.

“All night, huh?”

“Mmmhmm.”

“Just sitting at the desk, what? Daydreaming about sucking my cock?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, almost purring. “Had to keep pressing my thighs together to stop myself from getting soaked.”

I eased the head inside her and groaned. She was hot, tight, soaked beyond reason.

“But you still got soaked,” I said.

“Can’t help it when I think about that thick cock between my lips,” she breathed.

Her voice was playful. Flirty. But we both knew exactly what we were doing—how carefully we were dancing around it. She wasn’t just thinking about my cock tonight.

And we both knew it.

I pushed deeper, slowly, stretching her as I slid in. Her pussy clenched greedily around me.

“You like that?” I muttered, my voice rough.

“Mmm. I love it.” She shivered as I bottomed out inside her. “I’ve been waiting for it all night.”

I moved my hips, pulling out halfway and driving back in.

Her moan was long, low, and needy.

“I’ve been imagining it,” she whispered. “Bent over. Taking a nice, big, thick cock.”

My grip tightened instinctively. My hips flexed.

And then I grabbed her harder, pulled her back into me, and started to move. The game was over. Or maybe it was just beginning.

My fingers dug into her hips hard enough to bruise as I started thrusting—slow, deep at first, then harder, faster. Each time my hips slammed into her ass, the sound echoed through the kitchen like a slap. My cock was buried in her to the hilt, the wet squelch of her cunt growing louder with every stroke.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That look.

His look.

The tall, confident Black guy walking out of the office earlier tonight, that faint grin like he knew something I didn’t. Like he’d had something I was only borrowing.

Like he’d been inside her.

Right there. Minutes before I showed up.

And now I was fucking her. My girlfriend. My slut.

And it was his cum I’d smelled on her breath.

My teeth clenched, and my pace got even rougher.

Michelle was moaning now—loud, raw, breathy little cries that spilled from her mouth with every savage thrust. Her fingers clawed at the edge of the counter, trying to brace herself. But I was relentless. The more I imagined that smug grin, that thick cock between her lips, the harder I pounded her.

She came first with a strangled gasp—her body locking up around me, pussy gripping my cock like a fist. I didn’t slow down. If anything, I fucked her harder.

“Oh fuck—again—again—oh god,” she whimpered, and then she came a second time, this one louder, less controlled. Her legs shook.

Still, I didn’t stop.

I could barely see. My whole body was on fire. Sweat down my back, my cock throbbing, her ass slapping against me with every brutal drive forward.

“You like this?” I growled, chest pressed to her back now. “You like me fucking you like this?”

She couldn’t speak—just gasped and nodded, her body jerking against the counter.

And then it hit her again.

Her third orgasm ripped through her like lightning, her voice cracking into a scream as her body convulsed beneath me. Her pussy milked my cock like it was trying to pull the cum out of me by force.

I couldn’t take it.

With a strangled shout, I shoved deep and came inside her, cock buried as far as it would go. My whole body seized—legs shaking, hands trembling, vision flashing white. I groaned into the back of her neck, lost in it.

We stayed like that for a moment—panting, sweating, still mostly clothed. My shirt stuck to my back. Her skirt was still bunched at her waist. My cock was still inside her, twitching, our bodies slick and trembling.

Eventually, I pulled out.

She stood and turned, leaning back against the counter, flushed and glassy-eyed. My cum trickled slowly down her inner thigh.

We just looked at each other.

Saying nothing.

Breathing.

Then she reached for her wine, took a sip, and glanced down.

Her eyes widened.

“Well would you look at that,” she said, grinning as she licked a droplet from her lip. “You’re still hard.”

I followed her gaze.

She was right. My cock, slick and shiny with our combined mess, still stuck straight out of my open fly.

Just as hard as it had been before.

Her eyes flicked up to mine—something wicked behind them.

Then she reached out and wrapped her fingers around it.

Michelle’s hand moved slowly along my cock—barely more than a teasing stroke. Just enough to keep me hard. Just enough to keep me captive. Her grip was light, steady, confident—fingers slick with the residue of our earlier climax, gliding effortlessly over my shaft like she owned it.

She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, cheeks still flushed from the kitchen. Her lips were kiss-bitten and glossy, and there was a quiet hum in her body—like she was still buzzing from the power shift between us. She sipped her wine, then set the glass aside with a deliberate little clink that felt louder than it was.

“I should probably tell you,” she said carefully, her voice low and calm, “about what happened earlier.”

My cock twitched in her hand.

She noticed.

And she smiled.

Her thumb swirled over the head, slow and lazy. Teasing. Possessive.

“You already guessed most of it,” she murmured. “He’s not a guest. He just stops by.”

“Stops by,” I repeated, trying to sound casual. But my voice was tight.

She nodded. “Once a week. Sometimes more, depending on the schedule.”

I didn’t say anything. Just stared at her hand wrapped around me like it belonged there. My jaw clenched.

“And you…” I swallowed. “You sucked his cock?”

Michelle’s smile widened just a bit. “Mhm.”

I said nothing. Couldn’t.

“And yeah,” she said softly, “I loved it. You know how much I love sucking cock. Always have. But there’s something about his… about Black cock.” She paused, watching me. “You saw him. You know.”

I twitched again. Her thumb smeared precum across my tip like it was honey.

“He’s so big,” she said, almost dreamily. “So thick. He barely fits. I have to really work to get him all the way down.”

She gave me a slow stroke, top to base.

“But that’s what I like. I like the challenge. I like the stretch. I like how heavy it feels on my tongue.” She glanced up at me again. “You ever had to open your jaw so wide it ached? And you still wanted more?”

I exhaled sharply through my nose. My heart was pounding. My cock rock hard. I hated how hard I was. But I couldn’t stop it.

She leaned closer and kissed the tip. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “Yours is perfect too. I love your cock. You’re so responsive. You get so hard for me. And I can feel it—this twitchy, pulsing need in every inch of you.”

“Is he… bigger than me?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

She hesitated. But not to lie.

Then she nodded. “Yeah. He is. Longer. Thicker. It fills me up completely. Fills my whole mouth.”

The words hit like a punch. But her hand never stopped.

Still, she softened it with a kiss just under the head, then looked up at me with genuine affection.

“But you?” she added. “You feel everything. I can feel your hunger. The way you ache when I take you in my mouth. The way you watch me like you’re losing your mind. That’s hot, baby. That’s just as good.”

My breath came shorter. My body betrayed me. I wanted to be jealous. I was jealous. But I was hard as fuck.

“And you’ve fucked him?” I asked.

Michelle nodded. “Many times.”

I blinked. “How many?”

“I don’t keep count,” she said with a soft shrug. “I don’t need to. He’s really good. Knows how to take his time. Has the kind of stamina that just doesn’t quit.”

I gritted my teeth. My cock jerked again. She saw it. She felt it.

“Has he ever gone down on you?” I asked, trying to sound casual. It came out rough.

That’s when her expression changed. Her smile didn’t fade, but it softened into something quieter. More intimate.

“No,” she said. “I don’t let him.”

“Why not?”

“Because that’s different. Anyone can get a blowjob or a quick fuck… but me letting someone taste me? That’s personal. That’s something I only let happen when it means something.”

My chest tightened. Something hot and strange curled in my gut. Jealousy and pride twisted together.

She stroked me again—long, slow, deliberate.

“Why does it turn you on so much?” she asked softly. “Me sucking cock.”

I hesitated.

“I don’t know.”

Her hand kept moving.

“But it does,” she whispered.

“Yeah.”

“Say it.”

“What?”

“Say what you were thinking when you rang the bell and I didn’t come out. Say what turned you on so much you could barely speak when I did come out, mouth full of cum.”

I shut my eyes. Her grip tightened—just slightly.

“I find it hot,” I said. “Thinking about… guys stopping by the hotel. Getting sucked off. By you.”

Her lips curved again. “Just random guys?” she teased.

I nodded.

She leaned in again. “Well… he’s not random.”

I looked at her, and she didn’t break eye contact.

“His name’s Rick,” she said, slowly sliding her hand down to the base of my cock and back up again. “He’s married.”

That hit different. I blinked.

“His wife’s name is Valerie. Sweet woman. Older than him. They’ve been together forever. She knows all about me.”

“She… knows?”

Michelle grinned. “Oh, she loves it. It’s kind of their thing. Rick stops by, I suck his cock, maybe fuck him if I’m in the mood. Then he goes home. Everyone wins.”

I stared at her, my whole body vibrating with conflicted hunger. Michelle gave my cock a firm stroke.

“Now,” she whispered, voice velvet-wrapped steel, “tell me the truth. You love it. Don’t you?”

I wanted to say no. Wanted to be shocked. Angry.

But her hand kept moving.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine.

And I couldn’t lie.

“I love it,” I said. “Fuck… I love it.”

Michelle’s smile turned electric.

Her thumb swirled around the head again, smearing precum in lazy circles.

“Well, baby,” she purred, “you’ve got no idea how much fun we’re going to have with that.”

Then she kissed me, soft and sweet, while her hand started to move again.

Slow. Deep. Dangerous.

The confession was out.

And nothing would be the same again.

Michelle took my hand and guided me to the bedroom without a word, her steps slow, almost ceremonial, like she was leading me somewhere sacred. The lamp on the nightstand cast a soft amber glow across the sheets, and the way it lit her bare skin made her look otherworldly—dangerous, seductive, untouchable. I let her push me back onto the bed, my cock still rock-hard, still aching from the weight of what I’d confessed.

She knelt between my legs with the same calm, assured grace she always had—like she’d done this a thousand times, and yet each time still mattered.

“You looked so jealous tonight,” she murmured, her fingers wrapping around me. “So turned on.”

I swallowed, breath already catching as her lips grazed the head of my cock. One kiss. Just enough to make me jerk.

Then nothing.

Just her breath on me.

“I bet you were thinking about what I was doing while you waited out there.” She licked slowly up the underside, barely touching me. “Wondering if I had him in my mouth already...”

Her tongue circled the tip. My hips shifted involuntarily.

“I did.” She smiled. “You rang the bell and I was already halfway down his cock.”

I groaned. My head dropped back against the pillow.

She took me in, slow—inch by inch—until her lips were flush against my skin and her nose brushed my pelvis. Her throat tightened around me as she swallowed once, then pulled back just enough to suck on the tip. It was deliberate. Precise. She knew exactly how to keep me on edge.

“I love how your cock tastes after a long day,” she whispered, stroking me with one hand as she licked across the head. “But Rick’s cock? Mmm... it’s different. Heavy. Wide. I have to open so much wider for him.”

She dipped down again, slower this time, her lips sealing tight as she took me in deeper. My thighs trembled. I could barely breathe.

She came back up with a wet slurp, her eyes locked on mine.

“Last week,” she said, her voice velvet and sin, “he came by twice. Once on Tuesday, once on Thursday. Both times, I knelt behind the counter. Sucked him until he came in my mouth. Just like this.”

She opened her mouth wide and swallowed me whole.

My hands gripped the sheets. I couldn’t stop the way my hips bucked upward into her throat.

Michelle moaned around me, the vibrations shooting straight through my spine.

“You’re twitching,” she said when she pulled off, her voice feather-light, lips swollen. “Are you thinking about it? About how full my mouth was? How I looked up at him just like this…”

Her tongue swirled around the head again.

“And swallowed it all?”

My heart was thudding like a war drum. The pressure in my balls was unbearable. I was right there—on the edge, but she wouldn’t let me fall.

She slowed. Stroked. Kissed. Sucked.

Kept me hovering.

Until I was whimpering—fucking whimpering.

“Tell me,” she whispered, hand pumping me in slow, tight strokes. “Tell me what’s making you this hard. Say it.”

I couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“You,” I panted. “You, sucking his cock… being my girlfriend and kneeling for another man. Letting him cum in your mouth and then kissing me after.”

Her eyes glowed, wild and triumphant.

“I love that you love it,” she purred.

And then she stopped teasing.

Her mouth took over—hot, wet, fast and deep. No more games. Just pleasure. Pure, devastating pleasure. Her lips glided down my shaft in long, hungry strokes. Her tongue flattened against the underside, dragging up every time she pulled back, sucking harder, faster, tighter. The sound of her—wet, messy, committed—was obscene.

And then I broke.

My whole body seized, and I let out a raw, guttural sound as I came—spasming hard, emptying myself into her throat. She never pulled away. Not once. She stayed right there, swallowing every drop like it was the only thing she'd ever wanted.

When she finally pulled off, her lips were slick with saliva and cum. She kissed the tip softly, lovingly, and then looked up at me—completely calm, completely in control.

“Better?” she whispered, licking her lips.

I couldn’t even answer.

All I could do was lie there, shattered and breathless, still twitching in her hand—while Michelle smiled like the devil in silk, and leaned over to finish the last sip of her wine.

The night was far from over.

Michelle curled up beside me, her skin warm and soft as she slid an arm across my chest and tucked her face into the crook of my neck. Her breath was slow, content. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close, still half-reeling from the intensity of what we’d just done.

We didn’t speak.

We didn’t need to.

I could feel the faint stickiness between us, the drying traces of my cum still warm on her lips, still lingering in her mouth. And when she tilted her chin up and kissed me—soft and slow—I tasted it too. My own release. Faint and unmistakable.

This time, I didn’t pull away.

I kissed her back.

Her hand drifted down over my stomach, then settled on my hip. She sighed against my mouth, the sound low and peaceful, and when we finally broke the kiss, she nuzzled in closer, her thigh resting over mine.

“Goodnight,” she whispered, her lips brushing my jaw.

“Night,” I murmured back, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.

And just like that, we drifted off—her breath on my skin, my cock still soft against her belly, the ghost of our lust still hanging in the room like heat.

Wrapped in her arms, the taste of her still on my tongue, I closed my eyes.

And let it take me.


Chapter 7

The digital clock in my car read 8:03 when I pulled into the parking lot. I sat there for a long second, engine ticking in the warm night air, headlights cutting across the motel’s low stucco walls. My hands gripped the steering wheel harder than they needed to. I wasn’t even sure why.

I should’ve been more nervous.

But I wasn’t.

Not really.

There was a strange calmness in my chest—like I’d already accepted whatever I was about to walk into. Like something in me had shifted. There was no illusion anymore, no plausible deniability. Just the quiet truth of what Michelle and I had become… and what she was capable of.

I stepped out of the car, the air thick with summer heat. My shoes crunched across the gravel as I crossed to the lobby. The lights inside glowed soft and gold through the glass doors, and the front desk looked empty. Quiet.

I reached for the handle, pulled the door open, and stepped inside.

The scent hit me first—clean linen, motel coffee, and just a hint of something else.

Perfume. Faint. Familiar.

The lobby was still. No other guests. No Michelle in sight.

But the door behind the front desk—the office door—was shut.

And the little silver bell sat waiting.

I walked to the counter. Rested my fingertips on the edge.

And rang it once.

DING.

The sound echoed through the empty room like a starter pistol.

Then silence again.

I waited. Every second stretched long and taut. But somehow, I didn’t feel the urge to pace or knock. I just… stood there. Watching that door.

Breathing slowly.

Waiting to see what kind of man I really was.

The door creaked open.

Michelle stepped out, her hair slightly tousled, one cheek still flushed. Her lipstick had smudged just enough to make me wonder if it was from a kiss or something more. Her blouse was fastened, but slightly off—like it had been buttoned in a hurry, maybe one button too high. Her skirt looked freshly adjusted. Smoothed hastily by hands not her own.

Her eyes lit up the second she saw me.

“Evening, stranger,” she purred, leaning against the desk like nothing was out of place. “You’re late.”

“I’m three minutes early,” I said, voice low.

She grinned. “Three minutes late for what I had in mind.”

I didn’t answer. My eyes flicked past her to the office door, still cracked an inch behind her.

She followed my gaze but didn’t react—at least not outwardly. She just tilted her head slightly, that maddening smile still on her lips.

“I could show you,” she said softly, “if you want to come back.”

“Is someone… already in there?” I asked.

Her smile didn’t fade. She reached down, picked up a pen, and twirled it between her fingers—casual, playful.

“Maybe,” she said, teasing.

My throat tightened. I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach. That sinking, nauseating pull. But beneath it, worse than it, something else was surging too—low in my gut, thick in my cock. I was already hardening. My jeans were too tight.

“Michelle…”

She stepped around the desk slowly, deliberately, until she was standing in front of me. Not touching—just close enough that I could feel the heat of her. The scent of her perfume, and something else beneath it. Something masculine.

She looked up at me through her lashes.

“You want to know?” she whispered. “Come and find out, baby.”

I didn’t move.

I couldn’t breathe.

I knew.

God help me—I already knew.

And I followed her anyway.

The click of the lock sounded louder than it should’ve. Final. Intentional.

Michelle’s hand slipped from mine as I stepped fully into the office. The overhead light was dim—just enough to see by, but shadowed enough to feel intimate, secret. Like I was entering a world that didn’t follow the rules of the one outside.

Then I saw him.

Rich.

He stood with the same effortless confidence I remembered from the last time I saw him walk out of this very office. Only now there was no mystery. No denial.

His shirt was still on, the collar open, sleeves casually rolled. But his pants were around his ankles, boxer briefs bunched low. He made no move to cover himself. No embarrassment. No hesitation.

His cock stood thick and proud, dark and pulsing, a heavy uncut shaft that curved slightly upward. It wasn’t just long—it had presence, like it owned space. Even fully erect, the head was still mostly covered, the foreskin hugging him like a sheath. It looked… heavy. It looked powerful.

I stopped walking.

My breath caught in my throat.

Every emotion hit at once—an internal chaos I couldn’t untangle. Shame. Curiosity. Arousal. Insecurity. The twisted knot of wanting something I shouldn’t. And beneath it all, the heat. That deep, aching heat in my gut, my thighs, my cock—already half-hard just from looking.

Michelle didn’t speak. She just turned to me, smiling with that maddening glint in her eyes. That knowing look.

She came to me slowly, confidently, like this moment had been waiting to happen.

And then she kissed me.

It was filthy from the start. No soft buildup, no tenderness. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and with it came the taste.

Not subtle. Not imagined.

Cock.

Rich’s cock. Lingering on her breath.

She pulled back an inch and gave me that look again—mischief and defiance, all rolled into one. Her lips were swollen from use, a faint smudge of gloss still clinging to the corner of her mouth.

“Mmm,” she whispered. “You taste good, baby.”

My heart thudded so hard I could feel it in my throat. I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.

Then she dropped her gaze. Her hands found my belt. Smooth, practiced movements. The buckle clicked loose. My fly parted. My pants fell to my ankles, and my boxers pushed low a heartbeat later.

My cock sprang free—hard now, leaking. Embarrassingly hard.

She looked between us.

And smiled.

Then, deliberately, she crouched between us and wrapped a hand around each shaft.

She stroked Rich first. Just once. Her fingers didn’t even meet around the girth of his cock.

Then she moved to mine—sliding her hand up the familiar path, slick with precum, teasing the head.

Back to Rich. Then me.

Slow. Measured. Like she was comparing. Measuring. Savoring.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “God, this is such a fucking dream.”

Her hands kept moving. My legs felt like they could give out at any second.

“I’ve always loved the idea of two cocks,” she purred, her voice thick and lazy with lust. “One to suck. One to fuck. Then swap.” She looked up at me, biting her lip. “Or maybe I just take turns… make you both wait for it.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Her hands kept gliding. One big and dark, her fingers stroking slowly up that thick shaft. The other hand on me, firm, certain, keeping me right on the edge of too much.

“You know what I love?” she said, still smiling. “How different you are.”

She stroked Rich’s cock again, a little more firmly this time, dragging her palm across the sensitive underside.

“So thick. So heavy. I can feel it in my throat when he cums. And that foreskin?” She gave a little moan. “God, I love teasing it with my tongue.”

Then she turned her gaze back to me, her hand squeezing a little tighter around my shaft.

“But you… you get so hard for me. So fast. It’s like your cock is waiting the second I walk into the room.”

I swallowed hard. My cock twitched again, thick with need and conflict.

“Michelle,” I managed to say, my voice cracking.

She stood up slowly between us, keeping her hands working both of us as she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear.

“Tell me what it feels like,” she whispered. “Watching me. Knowing I had his cock in my mouth just minutes ago.”

I couldn’t answer.

“Tell me what you imagined while you were ringing that bell,” she teased. “Did you picture it? Me on my knees, both hands wrapped around his thighs, my mouth full of thick Black cock?”

My hips jerked. Her hand didn’t stop.

“You like it,” she said softly. “You’re throbbing. You want to cum just from thinking about it.”

“I—” I breathed, dizzy, drowning in it. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth.

“There’s nothing wrong,” she whispered. “There’s only more.”

Her hand stroked down again—one thick, dark shaft… and mine, twitching with every filthy word.

This was it.

The line had been crossed.

And I was begging for more.

Michelle glanced between the two of us, her smile slow and wicked. “Now this,” she murmured, “is my kind of view.”

She stepped between us with an easy grace, like she was completely in control of everything happening—because she was. Her fingers skimmed over both our cocks, the lightest brush across mine that made my breath hitch, the kind of teasing touch that kept me aching. But when her hand wrapped around Rich’s shaft, it was more certain, more familiar. Confident. Possessive, even.

And then she dropped to her knees.

It wasn’t hurried. It wasn’t showy. She just knelt like it was the most natural thing in the world, like she belonged there—and when her lips parted and she took the head of Rich’s cock into her mouth, I realized just how many times she must have done this.

I stood there, frozen. My heart beat in my throat, a heat building in my chest I couldn’t name. She moaned around him, her hand sliding up and down the thick base of his cock while her other hand lazily cupped my balls, keeping me hard. Just enough. Just barely.

Her eyes stayed on Rich’s, focused and intent, like she was proving something to him—and to herself. And yet, somehow, I knew she hadn’t forgotten about me. That teasing pressure on my cock. The occasional flick of her thumb. Just enough contact to remind me that I was hers too… but not her focus. Not yet.

Minutes passed. Long, slow, unbearably hot minutes.

When she finally pulled off his cock with a slick pop, her lips were flushed, shining with spit. She wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and glanced up at me with something close to challenge.

Then she stood, walked calmly to her chair behind the desk, and sat down like she owned the room. Like this was all part of her plan.

She turned the chair slightly. Unbuttoned her blouse. One. Button. At. A. Time.

Her bra slipped down next. Her nipples were hard, pierced, perfect. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, her skin still flushed.

“Come here,” she said to Rich.

He stepped forward and she pulled him gently into her mouth again, eyes fluttering closed in pleasure.

Then—without a word—she spread her legs.

Her pussy was already glistening, pink and soaked, her thighs parted wide and unashamed. She looked straight at me and pointed. Just pointed.

My knees hit the carpet before I even realized I’d moved.

The smell of her hit me like a wave—heady, addictive, raw. I was close enough to feel the heat radiating from her skin. I leaned in, mouth open, tongue just shy of her slick folds—

And then her voice cut through, soft but firm.

“Only special guys get to go down on me.”

I froze.

Her mouth was still wrapped around Rich’s cock. Her eyes met mine. And I knew she meant it.

The implication crashed over me: she’d fucked men, sucked them, made them cum—but this? This was still something more. Something she didn’t give away lightly. And now she was offering it to me.

My chest tightened, pride and confusion warring in my gut. Was I special? Was that what this meant?

And even as I hesitated, the questions pounding in my head, the rest of me was already acting. My tongue flicked out, tasting her for the first time. Her thighs twitched around my face.

I should’ve stopped this. I should’ve pulled back. Should’ve said something, anything—but I didn’t.

I licked her again, slowly. Then deeper. She gasped around Rich’s cock, her hips rolling toward me. I felt her fingers tangle in my hair.

And still, the thought lingered—hot, aching, impossible to ignore.

How many men had fucked this pussy?

And why, in God’s name, did that thought make my cock even harder?

She moaned again, louder this time, and I kept licking. Kept surrendering.

The moment my tongue made contact with her, everything else seemed to blur.

Michelle’s taste was overwhelming—warm, slick, intoxicating. Her thighs trembled slightly as I licked, and I could feel the faint tremor of tension in her hips as I pressed deeper. Every slow stroke of my tongue was matched by the subtle bob of her head above me, the soft wet sounds of her lips wrapped tightly around Rich’s cock.

And I watched.

I tilted my head up between her legs, just enough to glimpse the scene beyond her stomach. Michelle, her blouse fully open, her bra hanging around her elbows, her pierced nipples glinting in the light. She was moaning around another man’s cock, her throat working with practiced rhythm, one hand bracing against his hip, the other cradling his heavy length.

The sight made my heart thud harder. I should’ve felt anger, some rush of territorial instinct, but all I felt was that unbearable swirl—need and jealousy colliding inside me, twisting tighter with every movement she made.

I couldn’t look away.

Every time her lips slid to the base of his thick cock, I could see the muscles in her throat work. Her eyes fluttered shut, like she was savoring it. Loving it.

And below her, I licked harder.

My tongue traced slow, deliberate patterns, drawing tight circles around her clit before diving back down through her folds, parting her. She was soaked—far wetter than I’d ever seen her. I knew she loved cock. Loved sucking it, pleasing it. And now I knew what it did to her. How it affected her body.

How watching her take it affected mine.

Her moans vibrated through her body and into my mouth as I flicked my tongue with more urgency. I was chasing something. Not just her orgasm, but something else—some approval. Some proof. That I mattered. That I still had a place in this new world we were building together.

I could feel her tighten around nothing, her legs starting to close in on my ears, her hips rocking forward. I grabbed her thighs, held her open, and licked faster.

Above me, Rich groaned. Michelle didn’t stop. She was relentless, greedy for his pleasure.

But when she finally looked down at me—really looked—I saw it in her eyes.

That I belonged here.

That this was part of what she wanted.

My cock was aching, untouched. My jaw was sore. But none of that mattered as she finally gasped sharply around Rich’s cock, pulled off with a slick pop, and cried out from my tongue.

She came hard, thighs clenching around my head as I kept licking through it, desperate to draw every last wave from her.

When she finally slumped back in the chair, chest rising and falling, her pussy still twitching beneath my lips, she reached for me—fingertips brushing my cheek, soft and approving.

I looked up, my mouth wet with her, and watched her smile.

And in that moment, I didn’t feel humiliated.

I felt owned.

And I wanted more.

Michelle’s moan around Rich’s cock deepened, low and guttural, and I saw the shift in his posture—a tremble through his thighs, his hands tightening in her hair. She didn’t stop. She didn’t slow. She sucked him through it, through the twitch of his hips, through the thick pulses of cum that hit her tongue and filled her mouth.

Some spilled, thick and creamy, dribbling from the corner of her lips, down onto the curve of one breast, glistening on her pierced nipple.

And then, just like that, it was over.

Rich exhaled with a shudder. Michelle stayed kneeling for a moment, gently stroking his cock, licking the last drops from his tip like it was the most natural thing in the world. Then she stood—graceful, glowing—and turned to me.

“Sit,” she said, nodding toward the chair.

My legs moved before my brain caught up. I lowered myself into the warm leather, cock still hard, still aching, and she stepped between my knees.

I opened my mouth to say something—what, I didn’t know—but she reached down, placed her fingers on my lips, and then leaned in and kissed me.

Deeply.

I tasted it instantly. Him. Rich. The warmth, the salt, the unmistakable flavor of another man’s orgasm on her tongue. It was all there. And instead of recoiling, I kissed her harder.

I didn’t fight it this time. I wanted it. Needed it.

This was the moment I gave in. Not in defeat—but in total, undeniable desire.

Michelle pulled back slowly, her smile softer now, her eyes searching mine.

Then, without a word, she hiked her skirt up around her waist, climbed into my lap, and guided my cock inside her soaking, stretched pussy.

We both gasped.

Her arms slipped around my neck. My hands found her hips. Her cunt—wet, hot, still clenching with echoes of her last orgasm—squeezed me as she began to ride.

It wasn’t rough. Not like the kitchen. This was slow. Deep. Intimate.

Face to face.

Every grind of her hips pressed us tighter together. Every kiss muffled our groans. I could still see the streak of cum on her chest, feel the way she clenched when I said her name. She was looking into me now—not just fucking me, but with me.

And in that moment, I knew. This wasn’t about competition. It wasn’t about winning. This was her giving me something real, something she didn’t give to anyone else.

I wasn’t watching anymore.

I was inside her.

And it had never felt more right.

Rich quietly pulled his pants back up, tucking himself away as Michelle sat back, her lips glistening, her breathing still uneven. He caught my eye just once—no smirk, no nod—just a simple glance, acknowledging what had just happened before he slipped out the door and softly pulled it shut behind him.

Silence settled in the office. The kind that hummed with leftover heat.

Michelle turned to me, her expression soft now, stripped of the playful bravado. She wasn’t smirking or teasing anymore. Her eyes were a little glassy, flushed from the intensity of the night. Still topless, her skin still warm with the remnants of the moment, she stepped toward me slowly.

I was still sitting in the chair—shirt wrinkled, pants around my thighs, my cock still hard and twitching. I didn’t speak. I didn’t need to.

She moved between my knees, leaning down, and we kissed.

It was slow. Deep. Her lips still tasted faintly of wine and sex. There was no rush now. No teasing. Just the kind of kiss that said everything neither of us could explain yet. Her fingers slid into my hair. Mine curved around the back of her thighs. When we parted, she held my gaze for a long moment.

Then she climbed into my lap and straddled me, moving with deliberate care. Her hands ran down my chest. Her forehead rested briefly against mine.

“I want you,” she whispered.

My cock pressed between us, hot and insistent. She shifted her hips until the head found her opening. We both gasped as she sank down—slowly, inch by inch—taking me inside her. Slick and warm, she engulfed me completely, wrapping around me like she belonged there.

She was still stretched from what had come before, and yet somehow she felt like she was molding around me perfectly. I could feel everything. The heat. The slickness. The echoes of everything we’d just witnessed. But now, it was just her and me.

She rode me with a slow rhythm, eyes locked on mine, her hands braced against my shoulders, her body flush against mine as her breasts pressed to my chest. Every movement felt like a conversation. A wordless confession.

I slid my hands up her back. Into her hair. She kissed me again—deeper this time. There was nothing performative in the way we moved. No audience. No games. Just raw intimacy.

Her breath hitched as I thrust up into her. Her nails dug into my shoulders. My cock pulsed with every movement, but I held off, wanting this to last as long as it could. Her mouth grazed my neck, my cheek, then returned to mine, kissing me like I was hers.

“Does this still feel like yours?” she asked against my lips. There was no accusation, no fear in her voice. Just curiosity. Hope.

“Yes,” I breathed. “It always will.”

She buried her face in my neck and wrapped herself around me tighter, and I held her as we moved together, our pace building slowly but steadily. Every breath, every moan was shared. She whispered my name as she started to tremble, her orgasm creeping over her like a rising tide.

I came with a shudder, buried deep inside her, unable to hold back anymore. My arms tightened around her as I let go, everything crashing over me at once—pleasure, confusion, love, fear, desire. I didn’t know where one ended and the other began. But it didn’t matter.

She stayed wrapped around me even as we came down, our breathing ragged, our skin slick with sweat. I stroked her back, her hair, letting the silence stretch. It wasn’t awkward. It was full. Complete.

After a long while, we kissed again—slower now. Lazy. Familiar. The kind of kiss people share when they know each other better than they should. She laid her head on my shoulder, her hand resting on my chest, fingers splayed over my heart.

“Still think I’m just a slut?” she murmured, teasing but soft.

I smiled. “You’re my slut.”

That earned a quiet laugh from her, muffled against my skin.

And eventually, we dressed in silence—unhurried. She took my hand, and we left together.

We didn’t say the big things out loud. We didn’t need to.

Not yet.

But I knew they were coming.

Because something had shifted.

And I wasn’t afraid of it anymore.

Craig shifted uncomfortably in his chair again, the office suddenly feeling smaller.

“I just don’t get it,” he muttered. “You really… let all that happen? And stayed with her?”

I leaned back, arms crossed behind my head, a calm confidence pulsing through me now. “Craig, I didn’t let anything happen. We chose this. And yeah—there were times I didn’t know what the hell I was feeling. Lust, jealousy, pride, shame. But you know what? Every time I looked at her—really looked at her—I knew exactly why I stayed.”

Craig grunted, still unsure. “I’m just saying, the fallout… if Lewis hadn’t—” He stopped himself.

I tilted my head. “Actually, Craig, that reminds me. This whole thing blew up because Lewis walked into the wrong hotel room? The door just happened to be ajar?”

Craig blinked. “Well… that’s what he said.”

“Right. But answer me this—was that room even close to his?”

Craig hesitated.

I leaned in, lowering my voice with a grin. “Wait a minute. Don’t tell me this was Lewis Brightman. That dirty old bastard was practically drooling over Michelle all night. He kept offering to ‘refill her drink’ like he was waiting for her to pass out.”

Craig cleared his throat, looking anywhere but at me. “Well…”

“And you’re telling me he accidentally walked into our room while she was blowing two guys she met on Tinder?” I let the silence stretch. “C’mon. If we pulled the hotel CCTV, I bet we’d see him trailing behind us the whole way up. He didn’t get lost, Craig. He followed us.”

Craig’s face reddened. He tugged at his collar. “Well, uh… look. The Board’s decided to move on. No formal investigation. Just a reminder to keep private lives private. You’ve proven you’re still our most capable candidate. The Division Manager role is yours, effective immediately.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s quite the turnaround.”

He tried to smile. “Let’s just say Lewis Brightman doesn’t want his late-night adventures dug into either.”

I stood and offered my hand. “Well then. I suppose everyone gets what they want.”

Craig shook it, his grip a little too tight, a little too forced. “Just… keep your girl in check.”

I chuckled as I turned toward the door. “Craig, trust me—Michelle’s exactly where she wants to be.”

And so was I.
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Taken: By Her Husband's Friends

As Jessica looked up she saw him standing there and froze. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her husband Mark, stood there with a smile on his face. How could he be smiling? How could he be happy about this?

He had just walked in on his wife, on her knees, with another man's cock in her mouth. She was going down on his friend Ben and all Mark could do was smile.

And then Ben dropped the bombshell. He looked down at her and said 'Mark told me you were a good cock sucker.'

That was it, the moment something snapped in Jessica's head. If he told Ben all about it, then maybe it was time to really show him just how good she was. If Mark's prepared to brag about it to his friends, maybe Jess deserves to enjoy this too.

And the Luke and James walked in......

You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

I can still remember the exact moment when this stopped being just a fantasy—when it became real. The moment I asked myself, for the very first time, do I really want this to happen?

And the answer was more complicated than I could have ever imagined.

As I watched my wife slide into his car, leaning forward, a voice inside my head screamed, Stop her! But just as loud, another voice whispered, This is what you’ve always wanted.

I don’t know if that second voice actually won, or if the battle between them just paralyzed me, but I sat there and watched as my wife sucked some random black guy’s cock in a parking lot. And I did nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

No—that’s not true. I did do something. I got a massive boner.

And that became a theme on this journey.

My mind might scream, Stop. This is too far. But my cock? It never agreed.

I wanted this. This was my cuckold fantasy.

But this was spiraling out of control. Rapidly.

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.
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