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Hear what I didn’t write — I lived it.
Real confessions. Hotwife truths. My voice.
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Close the door.
Turn off the lights.
And let the truth hit you right between the legs.

These aren’t sweet bedtime stories.
These are the confessions no good wife is supposed to make… and no husband is supposed to crave.

You know your wife. Or so you think. 
The one who wakes up beside you every morning — hair messy, voice soft, still warm from sleep and the life you built together.
The one sulks when you forget the trash, surprises you with an argument out of nowhere, and then crawls into your lap an hour later like the fight never happened.

The one who knows your insecurities, your kinks, and how to make you instantly hard.
Ladylike. In control. Always has an opinion. Scorns cheaters.
The woman who makes you feel like the only man in the world.

Now picture her three hours ago.
On her back.
Legs spread wide.
Another man’s hands bruising her thighs.
His thick, bare cock slamming deep — stretching her, ruining her, making her arch and scream his name louder than she’s ever screamed yours.
She’s gone.
Lost in it.
Coming harder than she knew was possible, walls clenching as he pumps her full — hot, thick ropes, no pull-out, just raw claiming.

Pure biology erasing every rational thought of restraint and poise.



When the storm fades, she thinks about you.
About walking through the door still trembling, still dripping his cum down her thighs… ready to straddle you and whisper every filthy detail while you slide into the warm, slick mess he left behind.
Because she knows what it does to you.
She knows you’ll be rock-hard, desperate, aching to reclaim her while she’s still swollen and used.



This isn’t cheating.
This is permission.
This is love at its dirtiest, most honest edge.

This is not Hallmark stuff. This is pure hole-mark. 
And now you’re not the only man in her world.
Her body already knows the difference.



Five real wives.
Five men who took them apart.
Five husbands who watched, listened, tasted… and begged for more.



You’re not ready.
She was.
But you’re going to read anyway.



Turn the page.
She’s already wet just thinking about telling you.

The Fertility Clinic Mix-Up

My name is Emily, and I'm 38 years old. For the past three years, my husband Jeff and I have been trying to start a family. Endless tests, hormone shots, and timed sex that felt more like a chore than passion. Jeff's sperm count was low—too low for natural conception, the doctors said. IVF was an option, but the costs were staggering, and our insurance wouldn't cover it. We were desperate, emotionally drained, and on the verge of giving up.

I’d always taken care of myself—yoga three times a week, long runs along the lakefront when the weather allowed. At 5'7", I still turned heads: soft curves in all the places Jeff loved to hold, pale skin that flushed easily when I was nervous… or excited, full breasts that strained against my blouses at work, and long auburn hair I usually wore loose down my back.

People said I looked younger than 38, that I had “that classy, elegant thing” going on.

Old-fashioned stuff, maybe, but it still stung—my folks and even Jeff’s parents would ask about a baby, gently but persistently. Friends would keep saying I’d make a lovely mother someday.

But staring at my reflection some mornings, all I saw were the faint lines around my eyes from too many negative tests, the quiet ache of wanting something my body—and Jeff’s—couldn’t seem to give me.

That’s when I stumbled upon the online forums. Late-night scrolling through subreddits and private groups where couples shared their “alternative” paths to parenthood. “Natural insemination,” they called it—NI for short. No labs, no turkey basters. Just... sex with a donor. A real, flesh-and-blood man chosen for his genetics, his health, and yes, his ability to deliver the goods the old-fashioned way. It sounded insane at first, taboo even. But the success stories piled up: wives getting pregnant on the first try, marriages reignited by the thrill of it all.

We didn’t rush the decision, but deep down I already knew what I wanted. For years I’d had a secret thing for Black men—the confidence, the contrast, the raw masculinity that made my stomach flip every time. Jeff knew it too; he’d been feeding that fantasy for ages, whispering filthy ideas in my ear during sex, sending me photos “for approval,” turning my quiet craving into something we both played with openly in the bedroom. Our sex life had never been hotter than when we started talking about actually doing it.

When Jeff’s sperm count came back too low for natural conception, the stars aligned. IVF was too expensive and felt too cold. That’s when we found the discreet donor app—profiles with photos, full medical histories, and yes, even anonymous “performance reviews” from past couples. We scrolled together late at night, my heart racing as Jeff deliberately lingered on the tall, athletic Black donors. We finally settled on Nathan: 32, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned, with a warm smile and a proven track record. Perfect health, perfect genetics.

The best part? There was already a plausible story built right into Jeff’s family tree. His great-uncle on his mother’s side had married a beautiful Black woman from Louisiana back in the ’60s, and their bloodline still showed up now and then—darker cousins, richer complexions that popped up every couple of generations. Relatives would see a beautiful brown baby and just nod knowingly: “Oh, that must be Great-Uncle Raymond’s genes coming through!” No questions, no gossip. Just a convenient little truth we could lean on if anyone ever asked.

Jeff loved that detail almost as much as I did. “Our little secret cover story,” he’d grin, sliding his hand between my thighs whenever we talked about Nathan. “And the real secret is how much you’re going to enjoy making it happen.”

We timed everything perfectly. I’d been tracking my cycle religiously for months anyway, but now Jeff took over the charts with an enthusiasm that made me laugh—and turned me on. Every morning he’d hand me the ovulation test strip, watching intently as the lines darkened, counting down the days until my peak. “This is when you’ll be most fertile,” he’d whisper, sliding into me the night before an “appointment,” fucking me slow while murmuring how Nathan would finish the job tomorrow. “I want you ripe for him, baby. I want him to breed you when you’re begging for it.” His words always pushed me over the edge harder than anything else.

The “appointment” was set at a private women’s health center in the city—not your typical sterile fertility clinic, but a discreet, alternative place we’d found through underground forums that catered to couples like us who wanted a more… natural approach. Nathan would meet us there, we’d sign waivers, and then… well, nature would take its course. Jeff insisted on being in the waiting room, close enough to hear if anything went wrong, but far enough to let the fantasy play out. “This is for us,” he whispered as we drove there, his hand squeezing my thigh. But I knew part of him craved the humiliation, the cuckold rush of knowing another man was doing what he couldn’t.

The clinic was sleek, modern—white walls, soft lighting, the faint scent of antiseptic softened by lavender diffusers meant to calm anxious patients. It didn’t feel sterile, exactly. More like expensive. Intentional. Every detail—from the curved reception desk to the brushed gold accents—whispered discretion.

A nurse led us to a private consultation room, murmuring politely before she disappeared down the hallway. And there he was.

Nathan was already waiting.

He rose smoothly from his chair when we entered—unhurried, confident. He moved like he knew people watched him, like he’d spent his life commanding attention without needing to demand it. At 6'4", he easily towered over Jeff. His fitted charcoal shirt clung to broad shoulders and carved arms, the subtle stretch of fabric across his chest making my stomach tighten.

His skin was rich mahogany—smooth, luminous even under the unforgiving fluorescent lighting. Not glossy or overworked. Just... magnetic. Healthy. Male. His jaw was freshly shaven, lips full, and eyes dark with a steady, unreadable calm.

He extended his hand toward Jeff first.

Firm handshake. Not crushing, not showy—just the perfect pressure. Dominant without disrespect.

Then he turned to me.

“Emily,” he said.

My name in his voice felt heavier, slower, like it carried more weight than usual.

He shook my hand, too—but his grip lingered a second longer. His palm was warm. Dry. Calloused just enough to suggest work, not softness. That subtle texture against my skin sent a quiet, involuntary shiver up my arm.

His thumb didn’t brush over mine. He didn’t lean in or flirt. But still, there was something in the way he looked at me—direct, steady. It wasn’t lust. Not yet. It was assurance. Like he’d done this before. Like he knew exactly how this would go, and how I’d feel afterward.

Jeff cleared his throat beside me, subtly shifting his weight.

Nathan sat again, crossing one ankle over his knee, relaxed but composed. He owned the space without trying. Even seated, he felt larger than the room.

I felt heat pool low in my belly—half nerves, half curiosity. My eyes drifted briefly to his thighs, thick and firm under tailored pants. I realized I was still holding my breath.

This was the man who might give us a baby.
And just from the first handshake… I already felt owned.
Confident. Nervous. Horny. Full of anticipation — all at the same time.

We signed the papers quickly—confidentiality agreements, health consents. The nurse explained the room: a comfortable suite with a king-sized bed, dimmable lights, even a sound system for "relaxation music." No cameras, no interruptions. "Take as long as you need," she said with a knowing smile before leaving us.

Jeff kissed me goodbye at the door, his lips lingering. "I love you," he murmured. "Text me if you need anything." His eyes were dark with arousal, not jealousy. I nodded, my heart pounding as Nathan and I stepped inside alone.

The room was warmer than the hallway, the air thick with possibility. A faint jasmine scent from the candles on the nightstand mingled with Nathan's cologne—something earthy, like sandalwood and musk. He locked the door softly, then turned to me, his gaze appraising but gentle.

"Nervous?" he asked, stepping closer. I could feel the heat radiating from his body.

"A little," I admitted, my voice breathy. I was dressed simply: a sundress that hugged my curves, easy to remove. No bra, as per the "tips" from the forums—maximize skin contact for better chances.

He smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. "We can take it slow. This is about you getting what you need." His hands found my waist, pulling me gently against him. I gasped at the contact—his chest solid, unyielding. My breasts pressed into him, nipples hardening instantly through the thin fabric.

We started with kisses. His lips were full, soft at first, then demanding. He tasted like mint and something sweeter, his tongue exploring mine with a rhythm that made my knees weak. Sensory overload hit me: the wet slide of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble against my cheek, the way his large hands roamed my back, dipping lower to cup my ass. I moaned into him, my body responding faster than my mind could process. This wasn't just clinical; this was desire, raw and unchecked.

He guided me to the bed, the mattress dipping under our weight. "Lie back," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. I did, the cool sheets a contrast to my flushing skin. He peeled off my dress slowly, exposing my pale skin inch by inch. His eyes darkened as he took in my body—full breasts, soft stomach from years of failed fertility treatments, thighs that trembled under his touch.

"Beautiful," he murmured, tracing a finger from my collarbone down to my navel.

His shirt came off next, revealing a chiseled torso, abs rippling like carved stone. A trail of dark hair led down to his belt, which he unbuckled with deliberate slowness. The zipper's rasp echoed in the quiet room, heightening the anticipation.

When he dropped his pants, his cock sprang free—thick, veined, a deep chocolate hue that made my mouth water instantly. It hung heavy between his thighs, easily nine inches even half-hard, the skin smooth and glistening slightly at the tip. Bigger than Jeff’s in every way—longer, girthier, with a pronounced upward curve that I already knew would hit places inside me Jeff never reached. A single thick vein ran along the underside, pulsing faintly as it swelled under my stare. The sight alone sent a rush of heat through my core, a fresh flood of wetness soaking my folds, dripping down toward the sheets.

Nathan caught my reaction and smirked, wrapping one large hand around the base, giving it a slow stroke that made the head flare darker. “Like what you see, Emily?” he murmured, his voice low and teasing. I could only nod, biting my lip, my breath coming in shallow bursts.

He climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight as he settled between my thighs. Strong hands gripped just above my knees, spreading me wide—wider than I was used to—until I felt completely exposed, vulnerable, the cool whisper of the clinic’s air conditioning brushing over my slick, swollen pussy like a teasing breath. Goosebumps raced across my skin; my clit throbbed in the sudden chill, aching for contact.

Nathan lowered himself slowly, his broad shoulders forcing my legs even further apart. I felt the heat of his breath first—warm and steady—ghosting over my inner thighs. Then his nose brushed the sensitive crease where thigh met groin, and he inhaled deeply, deliberately, as if savoring me. The sound was primal, possessive.

“You smell so fucking good,” he growled, the vibration of his deep voice rumbling against my skin, sending a jolt straight to my clit. “Sweet and ready… like you’ve been thinking about this for months.”

I had. God, I had.

His tongue came next—broad, hot, and insistent—dragging a slow, deliberate path from my entrance all the way up to my clit in one long, wet stroke. The texture was perfect: soft velvet with just enough firmness to part my folds and taste every inch. I arched off the bed involuntarily, a sharp cry tearing from my throat as electricity shot through me.

He didn’t rush. He licked again, slower this time, circling my entrance, dipping just inside to gather my wetness before sliding back up. The slick, filthy sounds of his mouth on me filled the quiet room—wet smacks and soft sucks that made my cheeks burn even as my hips rolled toward him, begging for more. His stubble grazed my inner thighs, a delicious scratch against the softness, while his big hands gripped my hips like anchors, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

Nathan settled in like he had all the time in the world. He flattened his tongue and lapped broadly, then pointed it to flick quick, teasing circles around my clit without quite touching it—driving me insane. When he finally closed his lips around the swollen nub and sucked gently, my vision blurred. He increased the pressure gradually—soft pulls turning firm, almost rough—alternating with rapid flicks that built an unbearable storm low in my belly.

“Oh God… please…” I whimpered, my hands fisting the sheets so hard my knuckles ached. Sweat beaded on my upper lip; I tasted salt when I licked it nervously. The distant hum of the clinic’s AC mixed with my ragged breathing and the obscene wet sounds of his tongue devouring me. Every sense was overwhelmed: the jasmine candles now overpowered by the musky scent of my arousal, the cool sheets under my back contrasting the burning heat where his mouth worked, the slight ache in my spread thighs from being held open so wide.

He slid two thick fingers inside me without warning—curling them upward in a slow, deliberate come-hither motion that pressed perfectly against that secret spot deep inside. My walls clenched greedily around the intrusion, trying to pull him deeper. He pumped slowly at first, matching the rhythm of his tongue, then faster, the wet squelch of my soaked pussy echoing louder.

The pressure coiled tighter and tighter, a white-hot spiral ready to snap. When he added a third finger and sucked my clit hard at the same time, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me in violent waves—back bowing, thighs trembling against his shoulders, a broken moan ripping from my throat as my walls spasmed around his fingers. Juices flooded his hand, his mouth; he growled in approval and kept lapping gently, drawing out every aftershock until I was a quivering mess, hips jerking with oversensitivity.

Only when I begged—hoarse, desperate pleas of “please… too much… need you inside me”—did he finally pull back. His lips glistened with my release, eyes dark with hunger as he licked them clean.

“Ready for the real thing?” Nathan asked, his voice rough with need as he settled between my thighs again.

The thick head of his cock nudged my slick, swollen lips—teasing, deliberate circles that spread my wetness along his length and made me whimper. Every brush sent sparks shooting up my spine; I was so sensitive from the orgasm he’d just given me, yet greedy for more.

I nodded frantically, my hands clutching his shoulders, pulling him down into a desperate kiss. Our tongues tangled, tasting my arousal on his lips as he lined himself up properly.

Then he pushed in—slowly, agonizingly slow—inch by thick inch. The stretch was exquisite: a sharp, sweet burn that forced my walls to yield around his girth. I felt every ridge, every pulsing vein as he opened me wider than I’d been in years. My breath hitched with each advance, a soft gasp escaping into his mouth until—finally—he bottomed out, buried to the hilt. His grunt vibrated through my chest, deep and animal, his pelvis flush against mine.

For a moment we stayed like that, joined completely, my body adjusting to the impossible fullness.

He started moving—slow, deliberate thrusts at first, his hips rolling like ocean waves. The bed creaked softly beneath us, a rhythmic counterpoint to the wet sounds of my soaked pussy gripping him each time he withdrew. The sheets whispered against my heated skin as I arched up to meet him.

I wrapped my legs high around his waist, heels digging into the firm muscle of his ass, urging him deeper, harder, faster. Sweat bloomed between our bodies—salty droplets tracing down his back, slicking the glide of his chest against my breasts. My nipples, hard and aching, scraped deliciously against his skin with every roll of his hips.

The room filled with the raw scent of sex—musky, primal, intoxicating—mingling with the lingering sandalwood of his cologne and the sweet tang of my own arousal. Every sense was overwhelmed: the slap of skin on skin growing louder, the wet squelch as he drove back in, the heat radiating from his body into mine.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, voice ragged, picking up speed. His heavy balls slapped against my ass with each powerful thrust—a steady, erotic percussion that drove me wild. I raked my nails down his broad back, feeling the muscles flex and bunch under my touch, leaving faint red trails that made him hiss and pound harder.

He captured my mouth again, swallowing my moans as his rhythm turned relentless. The pressure coiled low in my belly once more—tight, urgent, unstoppable. In the haze of pleasure, my mind flashed to Jeff: sitting in the waiting room, probably rock-hard in his chair, imagining every thrust, every sound. The thought of him knowing—of him wanting this—ignited me further, made me bolder.

“Harder,” I demanded, my voice husky and broken. “Please… fuck me harder.”

Nathan’s eyes flashed dark with lust. Without a word he pulled out—leaving me gasping at the sudden emptiness—then flipped me onto my hands and knees like I weighed nothing. Strong hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, pulling my ass up and back.

He slammed into me in one brutal stroke, burying himself to the root. I cried out, the new angle devastating—his cock dragging relentlessly over my G-spot with every punishing thrust. The force jolted my whole body forward; my breasts swung heavily, nipples brushing the cool sheets. I buried my face in the pillow to muffle my screams as another orgasm tore through me—fierce waves of heat, muscles spasming wildly around him, vision blurring with white-hot pleasure.

But he wasn’t done. Not even close.

He pulled out again, flipping me onto my back once more. This time he hooked my legs over his shoulders, folding me nearly in half, opening me completely. The stretch in my thighs burned deliciously as he drove back in—deeper than before, if that was possible.

Our eyes locked: his dark gaze intense, possessive, claiming. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my breasts; I felt every drop like a brand.

“Gonna fill you up,” he rasped, thrusts turning erratic, hips snapping with urgent need.

I clenched around him deliberately, milking him, desperate to feel it. He swelled even thicker inside me—then the hot rush came: pulse after powerful pulse of his release flooding me deep, warm and thick, exactly where it needed to be. The sensation was intoxicating—sticky, claiming, overwhelming. My own final climax milked him through it, walls fluttering as I pulled every drop from him.

He collapsed onto me, heavy and spent, our breaths ragged and mingled, hearts thundering against each other’s chests. For long minutes we stayed like that—joined, slick with sweat and satisfaction—his weight a perfect, grounding anchor.

Eventually the aftershocks faded. Nathan kissed my forehead softly, pulled out with a wet sound, and smiled down at me.

“Done, sweetheart,” he murmured, voice still husky.

I could already feel his warmth seeping deeper inside me… and I knew, without a doubt, this wouldn’t be the last time.

We lay there for long minutes, Nathan’s heavy body a comforting, grounding anchor on top of me. Our breaths slowed together, chests rising and falling in sync, the rapid thunder of his heartbeat gradually easing against my breasts. The room smelled overwhelmingly of us—sweat, sex, his lingering cologne, and the unmistakable musk of his release deep inside me. I could feel it already: warm, thick, slowly seeping out as my body relaxed around the absence of him.

Eventually he shifted, pressing a soft kiss to my collarbone before pulling out gently. The slow drag of his softening cock sent a final shiver through me, followed by the unmistakable wet trickle of his cum escaping—warm rivulets sliding down my folds, over my ass, pooling on the sheets beneath me. I moaned softly at the sensation, both filthy and satisfying.

“Stay like this for a bit,” Nathan advised with a low chuckle, grabbing a spare pillow from the head of the bed. He slid it carefully under my hips, elevating them just enough to keep gravity working in our favor. “Old wives’ tale, but it can’t hurt.” His voice was warm, almost tender now that the urgency had passed.

He dressed quietly—shirt tugged over those broad shoulders, pants zipped with a soft rasp—then leaned down one last time to plant a gentle kiss on my forehead.

“Good luck, Emily,” he murmured, his dark eyes holding mine for a moment longer than necessary. Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him with quiet finality.

The room felt suddenly bigger, quieter. The jasmine candles flickered weakly now, the air thick and humid with what we’d done. I lay there exactly as he’d left me—legs still slightly spread, hips tilted, Nathan’s seed warm and heavy inside me. My pussy felt used in the best way: swollen, tender, deliciously stretched. Every small shift sent another lazy trickle sliding out, a constant reminder of how thoroughly he’d claimed me.

My fingers trembled slightly as I reached for my phone on the nightstand.

Me: It’s done. Come in.

I didn’t have to wait long. The door opened almost immediately, and Jeff stepped inside, closing it softly behind him. His face was flushed deep red, eyes wide and glassy with a hunger I’d never seen quite so raw. He’d clearly been hard the entire time—his pants tented obviously, a small damp spot betraying how close he’d come to losing control just from waiting and imagining.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The moment his gaze landed on me—sprawled naked on the bed, hips propped, thighs slick and shining with another man’s cum—something primal took over. He crossed the room in three strides and dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed, hands gently parting my legs wider.

The first touch of his tongue was reverent—slow, deliberate laps from my entrance upward, gathering the thick, salty evidence of Nathan’s release. I gasped at the contrast: Jeff’s familiar mouth, eager and submissive, cleaning up every drop the bull had left behind. He moaned against me, the vibration sending fresh sparks through my oversensitive clit. His tongue dipped inside me, coaxing out more of the warm load, swallowing greedily like it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted.

“Oh God, Jeff…” I whispered, threading my fingers through his hair, holding him there. The humiliation of it—the raw, beautiful wrongness—pushed me higher again. Another man had fucked me, filled me, bred me… and now my loving husband was on his knees, worshipping the mess. The thought alone had my walls fluttering.

Jeff’s hands slid under my thighs, lifting me slightly to get deeper. His tongue fucked into me gently, then returned to long, loving strokes over my clit. He alternated—lapping up Nathan’s cum, then sucking my swollen nub until my hips bucked. Within minutes I was trembling again, the coil tightening impossibly fast.

“I can taste him,” Jeff murmured against my skin, voice thick with arousal and awe. “So much… you’re so full of him.”

Those words undid me. I came hard on his tongue—shorter, sharper than before, but just as intense—my body clenching and pushing out one last thick rush that he caught eagerly.

Only then did he rise, shedding his clothes with shaking hands. His cock—smaller, familiar, but achingly hard—sprang free, already leaking. He climbed over me carefully, keeping the pillow under my hips, and slid into me in one slow thrust.

The sensation was indescribable: my pussy still slick with Nathan’s load, now welcoming my husband into the warmth another man had left behind. Jeff groaned long and low, feeling the difference—the extra wetness, the slight looseness from being so thoroughly stretched. He didn’t last long; a dozen gentle, loving strokes and he was spilling inside me too, adding his own smaller contribution to the mix, his face buried in my neck as he whispered, “I love you… thank you… fuck, I love you.”

We stayed like that afterward—him on top now, my legs wrapped loosely around him, both of us catching our breath in the quiet room. The pillow stayed under my hips until we finally moved.

Two weeks later the test was positive.

We should have stopped there. Mission accomplished, right? A beautiful healthy baby on the way, Jeff’s family none the wiser — everyone cooing over how the baby would probably get those “Great-Uncle Raymond genes.”

But the truth? We’d already booked Nathan for “round two” before the test even came back positive. Just to be sure, we told ourselves. Just one more time.

The second time wasn’t at the clinic.

Nathan came to our house on a quiet Saturday afternoon while the neighbors thought Jeff was at a “golf game.” I’d been tracking again — Jeff marking the calendar with little red circles, counting down to my most fertile day like it was Christmas.

That morning Jeff helped me get ready: picked out the lingerie, watched me shave smooth, kissed me deeply before hiding in the guest room with the door cracked just enough to hear everything.

Nathan arrived right on time, looking even more confident on our turf. No clinical bed this time — our king-sized marital bed, the one Jeff and I had shared for fifteen years. I led him upstairs, heart pounding, already wet from the day’s anticipation.

Jeff had left the ovulation strip on the nightstand like a trophy — two blazing pink lines. Nathan saw it, grinned, and pulled me close.

“This one’s definitely taking,” he murmured against my neck, hands sliding under my dress.

We didn’t hold back. He took me slow and deep at first, making me tell him how much better he felt than my husband, how I’d been craving him every night since the clinic.

Then rougher — flipping me over the edge of the bed, pounding me from behind while I clutched Jeff’s pillow, knowing he was listening to every moan, every wet slap, every filthy word Nathan growled in my ear.

When he finally came — deep, pulsing, flooding me again — he stayed inside longer, making sure nothing spilled out.

Jeff came in minutes after Nathan left. He was shaking with need, eyes wild. He ate me slowly that time, savoring the fresh load, whispering “thank you” between licks until I came on his tongue again.

Then he made love to me gently, adding his own claim like always.

But we didn’t stop at round two.

Nathan became a regular visitor — “Uncle Nate” to the neighbors when he’d drop by for barbecues or to “help with the nursery.” I went into labor nine months after that first clinic visit, and when our son was born — beautiful deep brown skin, dark curls, Nathan’s nose — Jeff held him first and cried harder than I did.

We raise him together, proudly, openly. Family gatherings are easy: “Look at those strong Raymond genes!” everyone says, and Jeff just smiles and squeezes my hand under the table.

The real confession? My bond with Nathan never faded. It grew. I shamelessly go on dates with him now — dinner, hotels, long weekends when Jeff “has work trips.”

I introduce Nathan to my friends as “just a close friend,” smiling sweetly while remembering how he had me bent over his car an hour earlier. Jeff knows every detail. He encourages it.

He tracks my cycles again when we decide it’s time for baby number two — because yes, we’re doing it again.

Our marriage has never been stronger. Hotter. More honest.

Because now we both admit what I need… and exactly who can give it to me.

College Reunion Regret-Turned-Addiction

My name is Lauren, and I’m 39 years old. I live in a quiet suburb outside Philadelphia with my husband Mark and our two kids—a rambunctious 10-year-old boy and a sassy 7-year-old girl. Our life is the picture of domestic bliss: soccer practices, family movie nights, a golden retriever named Max who sheds everywhere, and a mortgage on a cozy colonial house with a white picket fence. Mark works in finance, steady and reliable, the kind of guy who remembers anniversaries and makes coffee just the way I like it—strong, with a splash of almond milk. We met in our mid-twenties at a mutual friend’s barbecue; he charmed me with his dry humor and those kind hazel eyes that crinkle when he smiles. Fourteen years married, and I still love him deeply. Our sex life is solid—twice a week on average, vanilla but affectionate, with the occasional role-play to spice things up.

But lately, I’ve felt a restlessness creeping in. The kids are older now, less demanding, and I’ve started wondering about the roads not taken. I was wilder in college—Penn State, Class of 2005. Parties that lasted until dawn, flings that burned hot and fast. Mark knows some of those stories; he loves hearing them. Late at night, when the house is quiet, he’ll trace circles on my thigh and whisper, “Tell me about that guy from senior year—the one who made you scream.” His voice gets rough, his touch insistent, and we both get off on the memories. It’s our little game, harmless fantasy.

Cameron was part of those stories, though I’ve never told Mark the full truth. We weren’t just a fling; we were good friends first—best friends, really. We met freshman year in a psych class, bonding over late-night cram sessions in the library, sharing greasy pizzas and laughing until our sides hurt. He was the guy everyone gravitated to: tall, athletic build from playing intramural soccer, with that easy charisma that made him the center of any room. Dark wavy hair that always looked effortlessly tousled, green eyes that sparkled with mischief, and a laugh that was infectious, deep and rumbling.

People teased us constantly. “When are you two finally going to admit you’re dating?” friends would say at parties, nudging us together. “You’re basically boyfriend and girlfriend already!” We’d roll our eyes and laugh it off. But the truth was, we were both seeing other people—me with a steady boyfriend from my high school days who visited on weekends, Cameron with a string of casual girlfriends who never lasted long. It kept things platonic, mostly. We studied together, partied together, even crashed on each other’s dorm couches after wild nights out. But there was always this undercurrent, this spark we both felt but never acknowledged.

Until we did, twice.

The first time was junior year, at a frat party after midterms. We’d been drinking cheap beer from red Solo cups all night, the basement hazy with smoke and sweat, bass thumping through the walls. I was tipsy, giggling at everything, and Cameron pulled me onto the makeshift dance floor. Our bodies moved close—too close—the heat of him pressing against me, his hands on my hips guiding my sway. The alcohol blurred boundaries; one minute we were dancing, the next his mouth was on mine in a dark corner, hot and urgent, tasting of beer and spearmint gum. His hands roamed under my shirt, fingers grazing the lace of my bra, and I felt myself getting wet, grinding against the growing hardness in his jeans. But sense kicked in—my boyfriend, his latest fling. I pushed him away gently, both of us breathing hard. “We can’t,” I whispered. He nodded, eyes dark with regret, and we pretended it never happened. But the memory lingered: the way his lips felt, the promise of what could have been.

The second time was senior year, spring break. We’d rented a crappy beach house with a group of friends in Ocean City. One night, after everyone else passed out, we stayed up on the deck, sharing a bottle of tequila under the stars, the ocean waves crashing below. The salt air was thick, sticky on our skin, and the liquor burned warm down my throat. Talk turned flirty, then heated. “You know I’ve always wanted you,” he admitted, voice low. I laughed it off at first, but then his hand was on my thigh, sliding higher under my shorts. We kissed—sloppy, desperate—and stumbled inside to his room. The door clicked shut, and he pushed me against it, hands everywhere. He pressed my boobs through my tank top, thumbs circling my nipples until they ached, hard peaks straining against the fabric. I moaned into his mouth, my own hands fumbling with his belt, unzipping his shorts. I fished out his cock—God, it was huge, thick and heavy in my palm, veined and hot, the head already slick. I stroked him once, twice, feeling him throb, imagining how it would feel inside me. But panic hit: my boyfriend waiting back on campus, his girl du jour. “Stop,” I gasped, pulling away. He did, immediately, both of us flushed and frustrated. We never spoke of it again, but deep down, I knew we both fantasized about it—late nights alone, hands between our legs, replaying those almost-moments.

We graduated, drifted apart. Life happened. I met Mark, built a family. Cameron moved west, built a career. But those memories stayed buried, a secret heat I’d touch on in quiet moments.

When the invitation to my twentieth college reunion arrived in the mail back in March, I almost tossed it. A whole weekend away? Hotel, open bar, reliving glory days? It sounded like a recipe for exhaustion. But Mark saw the envelope on the counter and grinned. “You should go, Laur. Blow off some steam. Dance with some old frat boys. Just don’t forget to come home to me.” He winked, pulling me into a hug that smelled like his familiar aftershave—clean, citrusy, comforting. I laughed it off, but the idea stuck. What if? A break from mom duties, a chance to feel young again. And maybe, just maybe, see if Cameron showed up. I booked the flight.

The weeks leading up felt like a countdown. I ramped up my workouts—yoga four times a week, runs along the Schuylkill River trail at dawn, the crisp spring air filling my lungs as my sneakers pounded the pavement. My body responded: thighs firmer, waist nipped in, breasts still perky from all those push-ups. I stood in front of the mirror one evening, naked after a shower, steam clouding the glass. At 5'6", with curves that had softened slightly after kids but still turned heads, I looked good. Pale skin that flushed pink under hot water, full C-cup breasts with rosy nipples that hardened at the slightest chill, a trimmed landing strip of dark hair between my thighs. My long chestnut hair fell in waves to my mid-back. People say I look like a younger version of that actress from the '90s rom-coms—sweet face, mischievous eyes. Mark walked in then, towel around his waist, and whistled low. “Damn, babe. Reunion’s going to be a bloodbath.”

I bought a new dress for the gala: black crepe, fitted through the bodice and hips, flaring slightly at the knee. The neckline plunged just enough to hint at cleavage without screaming for attention. Paired with strappy heels that made my calves pop and a push-up bra that lifted everything perfectly. When I tried it on for Mark the night before I left, he circled me slowly, his fingers grazing the fabric. “You’re going to kill them,” he murmured, pulling me close. His hands slid under the hem, cupping my ass through the thin lace panties. We ended up making love right there on the bedroom floor—quick, urgent, his mouth on my neck as he thrust into me, whispering how sexy I was. It was good, familiar. But as I came, a tiny part of me wondered if there was more—remembering Cameron’s hands, his cock in my palm all those years ago.

The flight to State College was uneventful, turbulence rattling my nerves just enough to make me grip the armrest. I checked into the hotel Friday afternoon—a modern chain near campus, all glass and chrome, the lobby buzzing with alumni already trickling in. My room was on the eighth floor: king bed with crisp white sheets, a view of rolling green hills dotted with autumn leaves turning gold and red. I unpacked, showered—hot water cascading over my skin, steam filling the air with the scent of my vanilla body wash. Then I got ready. Hair down in loose waves, makeup subtle but effective: smoky eyes, red lips that made my mouth look fuller, kissable. The dress hugged me like a second skin. I slipped on the heels, spritzed perfume—something floral and musky—and headed down to the cocktail party.

The ballroom was alive: laughter echoing off high ceilings, clinking glasses, clusters of people hugging and reminiscing. I grabbed a glass of chardonnay from the bar, the cool liquid sliding down my throat, easing the first-date jitters I hadn’t felt in years. Old friends spotted me—squeals, hugs, “You look amazing!” We caught up: jobs, kids, divorces. It felt good, nostalgic.

Then I saw him.

Cameron.

He was at the bar, ordering a whiskey neat, his back to me. Even from behind, I knew it was him—tall, 6'2" easy, broad shoulders filling out a tailored navy suit. His hair shorter now, dark waves cropped close, threaded with silver at the temples. When he turned, our eyes met. Those piercing green eyes, sharp as ever, crinkled with recognition. A slow smile spread across his face—not the polite one for acquaintances, but the one that promised trouble, the same one from our almost-nights.

“Lauren Walsh,” he drawled, voice deeper than I remembered, like aged bourbon—smooth with a bite. He closed the distance in three strides, pulling me into a hug that lingered a beat too long. His cologne hit me: woodsy, masculine, with hints of leather and spice. His body was solid against mine—hard planes of muscle under the suit, warmer than expected. But something had changed—he’d put on weight, not in a bad way. His frame was thicker now, more imposing, the kind of solid build that came from years of life, gym sessions, and good living. His chest pressed against me broader, his arms around me stronger, with a softness around the middle that made him feel real, grounded. It suited him—made him even more magnetic.

I pulled back, flushing. “Cameron Hayes. Time’s been kind to you. You look… solid.”

He laughed, that deep rumble I’d missed. “Gained a few pounds since college. Blame the desk job and too many client dinners. You, though… still stunning.”

We talked. Surface stuff at first—his life as a litigation partner in San Francisco, the high-stakes cases, the travel. He has a 12-year-old daughter, co-parenting after a divorce two years ago. I shared about Mark, the kids, my part-time graphic design gig from home. The wine flowed—another glass for me, refills for him. The room grew louder, warmer, bodies pressing closer as more people arrived. At some point, we migrated to a high-top table in a quieter corner, away from the din. His knee brushed mine under the table—accidental? The touch sent a spark up my thigh.

As the night wore on, the conversation deepened. We reminisced about old times: those cram sessions, the parties, the teasing from friends. “Remember how everyone thought we were secretly together?” he said, grinning. “Always calling you my girlfriend.”

I laughed, heat rising. “Yeah, and we’d deny it. But we were both taken, so…”

His eyes met mine, intense. “Didn’t stop us from almost crossing the line, though.”

My breath caught. We hadn’t talked about those nights in years. “The frat party,” I whispered. “And spring break.”

He nodded, leaning closer. The scent of his cologne mixed with the faint whiskey on his breath. “That kiss in the basement… you tasted like cherry lip gloss and beer. I wanted you so bad.” His voice dropped lower. “And that night on the deck—your hands on me, pulling me out… fuck, Lauren, you have no idea how many times I’ve replayed that. How huge you made me feel, throbbing in your grip. Stopping was torture.”

I shifted in my seat, thighs pressing together against the sudden ache. The memory flooded back: his cock in my hand, hot and heavy, the vein pulsing under my fingers, the way it jumped when I stroked. “I fantasized about it too,” I admitted, voice barely audible. “What if we hadn’t stopped?”

His hand covered mine on the table—warm, calloused. “Maybe we don’t have to wonder anymore.”

When the ballroom started clearing out around 11 p.m., he suggested the hotel bar. “One more drink? For old times’ sake.”

The air felt thick, charged. I knew what this meant. My phone buzzed—a text from Mark: Having fun? Miss you. Guilt flickered, but I texted back: Yes, all good. Miss you too. Then I followed Cameron.

The bar was dimly lit, jazz playing softly, a few other groups scattered around. We sat at a corner booth, knees touching now. His hand rested on the table, close to mine. We talked more—about regrets, what-ifs. “I should’ve fought harder to keep you close,” he said quietly, his gaze intense. His added weight made him look even more commanding, like he’d grown into himself fully.

Around midnight, he paid the bill. “Walk me to my room? I’m on the tenth floor.”

I hesitated, but the pull was too strong—the unfinished business from college, the fantasies that had simmered for years. “Sure,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

The elevator ride was silent, tension crackling like static. As soon as the doors closed, he backed me against the wall, hands on my waist, mouth crashing into mine. His lips were firm, demanding, tasting of whiskey and mint. I gasped, parting for his tongue, which swept in possessively.

His body pressed against me—hard chest, but with that new softness around his middle that felt comforting, real. His erection ground into my hip—thick, insistent. My hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. The ding of the elevator snapped us apart just as his hand slid up my thigh, under the dress.

His room was similar to mine but with a better view—city lights twinkling like stars. He flicked on a lamp, casting warm golden light. The door clicked shut behind us, and he turned to me, eyes hungry.

“Tell me to stop, Lauren. For real this time.”

I stepped closer instead, heart pounding. “Don’t stop. Finish what we started.”

He kissed me again—slower this time, exploratory. His hands roamed: unzipping my dress, letting it pool at my feet. Cool air hit my skin, pebbling my nipples under the lace bra. He stepped back, admiring.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” His voice was gravelly, low. His added weight filled out his frame, making him look powerful, like he could envelop me completely.

He stripped efficiently—suit jacket off, shirt unbuttoned to reveal a toned chest dusted with dark hair, abs softer now but still defined under a layer of life-earned padding. Pants dropped, boxers tented obscenely. When he shoved them down, his cock sprang free: thick, eight inches at least, veined and curving upward, head flushed dark and glistening with pre-cum.

Just like I remembered—huge, heavy, the kind that had haunted my fantasies. The sight made my mouth water, my pussy clench.

He pushed me gently onto the bed, the mattress dipping under our weight. The sheets were cool against my heated skin, smelling faintly of hotel laundry—clean, impersonal. He hovered over me, kissing down my neck, collarbone, to my breasts.

He unclasped my bra with one hand, mouth closing over a nipple. His tongue swirled—wet, hot, teasing flicks that sent jolts straight to my core. I arched, moaning, fingers tangling in his hair. The scratch of his stubble against my sensitive skin was exquisite pain-pleasure. His hands pressed my boobs—just like that night years ago—squeezing, thumbs rubbing the peaks until I whimpered.

Lower he went, kisses trailing over my stomach, hips. He hooked fingers in my thong, dragging it down slowly, exposing me inch by inch. The cool air on my wet folds made me shiver. He spread my thighs wide, settling between them. His breath ghosted over me—warm, teasing.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured, voice vibrating against my inner thigh. “Just like I dreamed.”

Then his mouth was on me. Tongue broad and flat, lapping from entrance to clit in one long stroke. I bucked, crying out. He held my hips down with strong hands, fingers digging into flesh—his grip firmer now with his added weight. The taste of me on his tongue—he groaned like it was ambrosia.

He alternated: slow circles around my clit, then dipping inside me, fucking me with his tongue. The wet sounds filled the room—slurpy, obscene, mixed with my gasps and the distant hum of the city outside. Sweat beaded on my skin; I tasted salt when I bit my lip.

He added fingers—two, curling upward to hit that spot. The stretch was perfect, pressure building fast. His stubble grazed my thighs, a rough contrast to the soft wetness of his mouth. When he sucked my clit gently, teeth grazing just enough, I shattered.

Orgasm crashed over me—waves of heat, muscles spasming, juices flooding his mouth. He lapped it all, drawing out every aftershock until I begged for mercy.

He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes dark with lust. “Turn over,” he commanded.

I did, on hands and knees, ass up. He positioned behind me, hands caressing my back, ass. The head of his cock nudged my entrance—hot, slick. He pushed in slowly—inch by torturous inch. The burn of the stretch was delicious; I felt full, claimed, just like I'd fantasized.

He bottomed out with a grunt, balls against my clit. Paused, letting me adjust. Then he moved—slow at first, deep thrusts that dragged over every nerve. The slap of skin on skin echoed, rhythmic, primal. His hands gripped my hips—bruising force—pulling me back onto him. His belly pressed against my back with each thrust, that soft weight adding to the intimacy, making it feel even more consuming.

“Missed this pussy,” he growled, pace quickening. One hand slid around to rub my clit—rough circles that had me seeing stars. Sweat dripped down my back; the room smelled of sex—musky, salty, intoxicating. I pushed back, meeting his thrusts, moans turning to pleas.

He flipped me onto my back mid-thrust—seamless, dominant. Legs over his shoulders now, folding me deep. The angle was devastating—his cock hitting my G-spot relentlessly. Our eyes locked; sweat-slick bodies slid together. He kissed me—tasting of me, of us—tongue mimicking his thrusts. The pressure built again, unbearable.

“Come for me,” he ordered, thumb on my clit.

I did—harder than the first, a blinding, full-body orgasm that started deep in my core and exploded outward in violent waves. My walls clenched around him rhythmically, milking his thick length with greedy, involuntary spasms, pulling him deeper as if my body refused to let him go. Every pulse sent fresh shocks through me—electric heat radiating from my clit to my nipples, down my thighs, curling my toes against the sheets. I couldn’t control the sounds tearing from my throat: raw, broken cries of his name mixed with desperate whimpers, muffled against his shoulder as I buried my face there. Sweat slicked our skin where we pressed together; I tasted salt on his neck when I bit down lightly, trying to anchor myself as the pleasure bordered on too much.

Cameron’s rhythm faltered—he’d been so controlled, so deliberate, but my climax dragged him over the edge. His thrusts turned erratic, hips snapping harder, deeper, the wet slap of his body against mine louder now, almost frantic. I felt him swell even thicker inside me, stretching me to that delicious edge of pain-pleasure, the pronounced ridge of his cockhead dragging over my G-spot one final time. His breathing turned ragged against my ear—hot, uneven bursts that matched the pounding of his heart against my chest.

“Fuck, Lauren… gonna come,” he growled, voice low and gravelly, the words vibrating through his chest into mine. His hands tightened on my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks I’d feel for days. One arm slid under my lower back, lifting me slightly, changing the angle so he sank impossibly deeper.

Then it hit him.

The first hot jet pulsed inside me—thick, forceful, flooding me with warmth that spread instantly through my core. I gasped at the sensation: liquid heat coating my walls, claiming every inch he’d stretched. Another pulse followed, then another—strong, rhythmic surges that matched the throb of his cock as he buried himself to the hilt and held there. I could feel each spurt distinctly, the warmth pooling deep, some of it already starting to seep out around him where we were joined so tightly. The slickness made every tiny shift obscene—wet, filthy sounds as his hips gave small, involuntary jerks, emptying the last of him into me.

His groan was deep, primal, rumbling from his chest as his forehead dropped to mine, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open against my cheek. The weight of him—his broader, fuller frame pressing me into the mattress—felt perfect, grounding, possessive. His belly, soft with those extra years, rested warm against my stomach; his chest hair tickled my breasts as we both panted. The room smelled overwhelmingly of us now—sweat, sex, his cologne mixed with the musky evidence of what we’d done.

I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, holding him inside as long as I could. My walls fluttered with aftershocks, squeezing gently around him, drawing out soft grunts from his throat. The intimacy of it—the knowledge that he was filling me, marking me in the most primal way—sent a final shiver through me. A smaller, rolling orgasm rippled in the wake of the big one, making me whimper and clench again.

We stayed locked together for long minutes, breaths slowing, hearts syncing. His cock softened slowly inside me, but even then I felt full, claimed, the warm evidence of his release still deep and slowly leaking out as gravity took over. When he finally pulled out with a wet, reluctant slide, a thick trickle followed—hot rivulets sliding down my folds, over my ass, cooling quickly on the sheets beneath me. The emptiness ached in the best way.

Cameron collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms, his heavier body curving protectively around mine. His hand rested possessively on my hip, thumb stroking lazy circles over the faint bruises already forming. I could feel his cum continuing to seep out of me, a constant, intimate reminder.

In that moment, with his warmth surrounding me and the evidence of what we’d finally finished soaking the sheets, I knew—without doubt—that we should meet and mate more often.

We collapsed, breaths ragged. His weight pinned me, comforting—his fuller body enveloping mine perfectly. After long minutes, he rolled off, pulling me into his side. His skin was hot, damp; his heartbeat thundered against my ear.

Guilt hit then, sharp and cold. I glanced at the clock—2:47 a.m. “I have to go.”

He nodded, kissing my temple. “Okay.”

I dressed in silence, legs shaky. He walked me to the elevator, hugged me goodbye.

“Be happy, Lauren. But if you ever want to relive this… you know where to find me.”

Back in my room, I showered—hot water pounding, trying to wash away the evidence. But the ache between my legs lingered, a reminder. His cum still seeped out, warm and sticky.

The next day was a blur: brunch, football game tailgate, forced smiles. My body thrummed with soreness—thighs bruised, pussy tender. Every step recalled his touch, his size.

Sunday flight home. Mark at the airport, flowers in hand. “Missed you,” he said, kissing me.

That night, kids asleep, we cuddled in bed. The dam broke—I sobbed, spilling everything. The drinks, the kiss, the room. The backstory: our friendship, the teasing, those almost-nights in college. How he pressed my boobs back then, how I pulled out his huge cock and stroked it before stopping. How at the reunion, he ate me out until I screamed. How he fucked me from behind, then missionary, coming inside me. Every sensory detail: his taste, his scent, the stretch, the sounds, his fuller body pressing into mine.

Mark listened, face unreadable. When I finished, I braced for the worst.

But he was hard—painfully so. “Fuck, Laur,” he whispered, rolling on top of me. “Tell me again. About his cock—how huge it was in your hand.”

I did, voice trembling. He entered me slowly, eyes intense. As I described Cameron’s dominance, the fantasies we’d harbored, Mark thrust harder, coming with a guttural moan.

Over the next weeks, our sex exploded—raw, frequent. Mark craved details; it fueled him. One night, after I recounted the elevator kiss and his weight against me, he asked, “Do you want him again?”

We talked deep into the night. Fantasies, boundaries, trust.

I texted Cameron. He was in New York soon.

Mark helped pack: lingerie, heels. Kissed me at the train station. “Text me everything.”

The hotel in Manhattan was luxurious—marble floors, chandelier lobby. Cameron waiting in the bar, same hungry smile. We barely made it to the room.

He pressed me against the window—cold glass on my back, city lights blurring. Dress hiked up, panties aside, he thrust into me standing—deep, urgent. The view spun; horns blared below. I texted Mark mid-fuck: He’s inside me now. So huge, like I remembered.

Later, on the desk—legs spread, him pounding while I moaned. He recorded audio on my phone—my cries, his grunts.

Home, Mark listened to it while fucking me—reclaiming, owning.

Now, Cameron visits quarterly. Last time, Philadelphia hotel—Mark in the lot, listening via phone as Cameron took me. The thrill, the risk—it’s addictive.

Our marriage? Stronger, hotter. No regrets. The fantasies we buried in college are now our reality.


OnlyFans DM Addiction

My name is Sarah, and I’m 36 years old. I live in a pretty subdivision in Charlotte, North Carolina, with my husband David and our three kids—ages 9, 7, and 4. David is a regional sales manager; he’s gone a lot, on the road three or four nights a week. I used to be a marketing coordinator before the kids came along, but once our youngest was born I became a full-time stay-at-home mom. I love my children more than anything, but some days the monotony nearly suffocates me: laundry, lunches, carpool, bedtime stories, repeat. I stopped feeling like a woman and started feeling like a maid, a cook, and a chauffeur.

I still look good—I know that objectively. Yoga pants and messy buns hide it most days, but underneath I’ve kept my figure: 5'5", soft hourglass curves, full D-cup breasts that nursing made even fuller, a round ass from all those squats, and long blonde hair I usually throw into a ponytail. David tells me I’m beautiful, but it’s the kind of compliment that comes automatically after fifteen years together. I missed feeling desired. Really desired. The kind that makes your stomach flip and your panties damp.

It started innocently enough. Last spring I saw a mom from my oldest’s school post on Instagram about making “great side money” on OnlyFans while staying home with her kids. I laughed it off at first—me? Naked on the internet? No way. But curiosity got the better of me. I made an anonymous account one night after the kids were asleep and David was on a work trip. No face shots, just body pics in cute lingerie I’d bought years ago and never worn. I called myself “CarolinaCurves34.” I told myself it was just for fun, maybe a little extra cash for vacations or Christmas presents.

The first week was slow—a handful of subscribers, a few tips. Then it snowballed. Men (and some women) started messaging, complimenting my body in ways I hadn’t heard in years. “Your tits are perfect.” “That ass was made to be grabbed.” “Wish I could bury my face between those thighs.” The attention was like a drug—every notification sent a little rush through me. I’d check my phone while folding laundry or waiting in the school pickup line, heart racing at the new tips and messages. I started posting more: topless shots with my arm or hair covering my nipples, videos of me rubbing oil over my breasts, close-ups of my ass in thongs. The money was real—$500 one week, $1,200 the next. I stashed it in a separate account David didn’t know about.

Most subscribers were harmless—quick comments, one-time tips. But then there was Ryan.

He subscribed about two months in. His username was “CLT_FitnessGuy”—Charlotte area, 32 years old, verified with a photo of a shirtless, ripped torso: broad shoulders, chiseled abs, deep V disappearing into gym shorts. His profile said he was a personal trainer. He tipped generously from the start—$50 on a single photo, $100 on a short video of me playing with my nipples. Then the DMs began.

At first they were flirty but respectful: “You have an incredible body.” “Love how confident you are.” I’d reply with a thank-you and a winking emoji. But he kept coming back, asking questions—nothing too personal, just enough to make it feel like a conversation. He told me he loved curvy women, that my soft belly and stretch marks were sexy because they were real. He’d tip $200 just to ask what I was wearing that day. Late at night, when the house was quiet, I’d lie in bed next to a sleeping David and message Ryan back, my pulse racing, fingers slipping between my legs as I read his replies.

The chats got dirtier. He’d send voice notes—deep, smooth voice telling me exactly what he’d do if we were alone. “I’d spread those thick thighs and eat you until you were shaking.” “I want to feel those tits bounce while you ride me.” He started sending pics: his hard cock straining against gray sweatpants, then fully out—thick, veiny, a solid eight inches with a slight upward curve. I’d zoom in, biting my lip, imagining it. I sent him custom content: videos of me using my vibrator while moaning his username, close-ups of my wet pussy with his name written on my inner thigh in lipstick. He’d tip $300, $500 at a time. The money was nice, but the validation—the feeling of being wanted so intensely—was better.

We messaged almost every day for four months. He learned my schedule: when David traveled, when the kids had activities. He never pushed too hard, but he kept nudging the boundary. “We’re both in Charlotte. Coffee sometime? No pressure, just to put a face to the curves.” I always said no. I knew it was a line I shouldn’t cross. But the fantasies grew. I’d masturbate thinking about meeting him, about his strong hands on me, his cock filling me in ways David hadn’t in years.

David came home early from a trip one Thursday in October. The kids were at school, the house empty. Ryan messaged: “I’m at the gym five minutes from your neighborhood right now. Just coffee. Public place. I’ll keep my hands to myself unless you say otherwise.” My heart hammered. I looked in the mirror—leggings, oversized sweater, no makeup, hair in a bun. I told myself I’d just go for coffee, nothing more. I texted David I was running errands.

We met at a little café in a busy shopping center. Ryan was even better in person: 6'1", dark hair, blue eyes, fitted Henley showing off his arms and chest. He smiled when he saw me—warm, appreciative, not sleazy. We talked for an hour. He was charming, funny, respectful. Asked about my kids without prying. When we finished our drinks he said, “My apartment is two minutes away. Just to talk more privately. I promise I’ll be good.”

I knew I should say no.

I said yes.

His place was modern, clean—big windows overlooking the city, leather couch, faint scent of his cologne in the air. We sat on the couch, close but not touching at first. Then he leaned in and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. His hands were strong, confident—sliding under my sweater, cupping my breasts through my bra, thumbs brushing my nipples until they ached. I moaned into his mouth, climbing into his lap without thinking. I felt him hard beneath me—exactly like the pics, thick and hot through his jeans.

Clothes came off fast, but not frantic—more like we’d both been waiting months for this moment and couldn’t bear another second of fabric between us. I yanked my oversized sweater over my head, the soft knit catching briefly on my ponytail before tumbling to the floor. Ryan’s eyes darkened as he reached behind my back, unhooking my bra with one smooth flick. The lace fell away, and cool apartment air kissed my bare breasts—my nipples already tight, aching peaks from the anticipation alone. He groaned low in his throat, cupping them immediately, thumbs brushing over the sensitive tips in slow, deliberate circles that sent sparks straight to my core. I shivered, goosebumps racing across my skin.

He peeled my leggings down next, taking my panties with them in one motion. The fabric dragged slowly over my hips, down my thighs, until I stepped out of them, completely naked in the soft afternoon light filtering through his big windows. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but the way he looked at me—like he wanted to devour every inch—made heat pool low in my belly. My pussy was already slick, swollen, the trimmed blonde curls above it damp with arousal.

Ryan stripped just as quickly. His Henley came off first, revealing the sculpted chest and abs I’d seen in photos but now got to touch—warm, hard muscle under smooth skin, a light dusting of dark hair trailing down to his waistband. His jeans followed, shoved down with his boxer briefs in one push. His cock sprang free—thick, a pink slab of heat, heavy, exactly like the pictures: eight solid inches, veined, curving slightly upward, the head flushed deep pink and already glistening with pre-cum. A bead of it pearled at the slit; I watched, mesmerized, as it slid slowly down the underside. My mouth went dry, my thighs pressing together instinctively.

He stepped close, hands sliding around my waist, pulling me flush against him. The heat of his bare skin against mine was electric—his chest hair tickling my nipples, his erection hot and rigid against my lower stomach. He kissed me again, deeper this time, tongue stroking mine while his hands roamed: squeezing my ass, tracing the curve of my hips, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts. I moaned into his mouth, fingers digging into his shoulders, feeling the play of muscle there.

He guided me backward until my calves hit the couch, then eased me down onto the cool leather. The material stuck slightly to my heated skin as I lay back, heart pounding. Ryan followed, hovering over me, his weight braced on his forearms. He started at my neck—soft kisses turning to open-mouthed sucks, teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp. His stubble scratched deliciously against my sensitive skin, leaving faint pink trails I’d feel later.

Lower he went: collarbone, the slope of one breast, then the other. He took his time, mouth closing over one nipple—warm, wet suction that pulled a sharp cry from me. His tongue flicked, circled, teased the peak until it throbbed, then switched to the other, giving it the same slow torture. I writhed beneath him, back arching, hands threading through his hair to hold him there. The room filled with wet sounds—his mouth on me, my ragged breathing, the soft creak of the couch as I shifted.

Only when I was trembling, begging wordlessly with little whimpers, did he move lower. Kisses trailed over my ribcage, my soft stomach (he paused to press his lips to the faint stretch marks there, murmuring “so fucking sexy”), then to my hips. Strong hands hooked under my thighs, spreading me wide—knees bent, feet planted on the couch cushions, completely open to him. Cool air hit my soaked folds; I felt myself clench, more wetness seeping out. Ryan settled between my legs, broad shoulders forcing my thighs even further apart. His breath ghosted over me first—warm, teasing—followed by the scratch of his stubble against my inner thighs.

Then his mouth was on me.

His tongue was broad and flat at first, lapping one long, slow stripe from my entrance all the way to my clit. The heat of it, the wetness, the pressure—it drew a broken moan from deep in my chest. He did it again, slower, savoring, tasting every inch. The slick sounds were obscene in the quiet apartment—wet, rhythmic licks mixed with his low hums of approval. He circled my clit with the tip of his tongue—light, teasing flicks that had my hips jerking—then flattened it again for firmer pressure. When he closed his lips around the swollen nub and sucked gently, my vision blurred at the edges.

He slid two fingers inside me without warning—thick, calloused from weights, curling upward in a perfect come-hither motion that pressed right against my G-spot. My walls fluttered around the intrusion, greedy for more. He pumped slowly at first, matching the rhythm of his tongue, then faster, the wet squelch of my arousal growing louder. Every sense was overwhelmed: the musky scent of my own need mixing with his clean, masculine smell; the cool leather sticking to my back; the slight burn in my spread thighs; the building pressure coiling tighter and tighter low in my belly.

When he added a third finger and sucked my clit harder—steady, relentless pulls—I shattered. The orgasm hit like a freight train: back bowing off the couch, thighs clamping around his head, a sharp cry tearing from my throat as waves of heat pulsed through me. My walls spasmed around his fingers, juices flooding his hand and mouth. He kept going, lapping gently through every aftershock until I was shaking, oversensitive, pleading “please… too much…”

Only then did he pull back, lips glistening, eyes dark with hunger. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and flipped me onto my stomach like I weighed nothing. I went willingly, ass up, face pressed into the leather cushion that still smelled faintly of him. He knelt behind me, hands gripping my hips, lifting me into position. The head of his cock nudged my entrance—hot, slick with my wetness and his pre-cum. He dragged it up and down my folds once, twice, coating himself, teasing my clit until I whimpered and pushed back.

Then he entered me in one smooth, relentless thrust.

The stretch was exquisite—burning, perfect fullness that stole my breath. He was thicker than David, longer, hitting places I’d forgotten existed. I felt every inch as he sank deep, bottoming out with his hips flush against my ass. He paused there, letting me adjust, his hands stroking my back, my sides, thumbs tracing the dimples above my ass. Sweat already beaded on my skin; the room smelled of sex now—raw, intoxicating.

He started slow—long, deep strokes that dragged over every sensitive nerve. Each withdrawal left me empty and aching; each thrust forward filled me completely, his balls brushing my clit. The slap of skin on skin was rhythmic, steady, growing louder as his pace increased. His hands tightened on my hips—fingers digging into soft flesh, pulling me back to meet him harder. Sweat dripped down my spine; his grunts grew rougher, mingling with my moans. The leather creaked beneath us; the couch shifted slightly with the force.

He reached around, fingers finding my clit again—slick, precise circles that reignited the fire instantly. The dual sensation—his cock pounding deep, his fingers on my swollen nub—was overwhelming. Pressure built fast, impossibly fast. My second orgasm crashed over me without warning: walls clenching hard around him, milking his length in rhythmic spasms. I cried out into the cushion, body shaking, vision whiting out as pleasure ripped through me.

Ryan groaned—deep, guttural—at the feel of me coming around him. His rhythm stuttered, hips snapping harder, chasing his own release. “Fuck… Sarah…” he rasped, voice breaking. One final, brutal thrust and he buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing hot inside me. I felt every spurt—thick, forceful jets coating my walls, filling me with warmth that spread deep. He held there, hips jerking with each pulse, hands gripping me so tight I knew I’d have bruises. The sensation of being claimed so completely sent a smaller aftershock through me, my walls fluttering around him, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed forward slightly, chest to my back, breath hot against my neck. We stayed like that for long moments—joined, slick with sweat, hearts hammering. When he finally pulled out, the slow drag made us both shudder. A thick trickle of his cum followed immediately—warm, sliding down my folds, over my clit, dripping onto the leather beneath me.

We weren’t done.

After a few minutes of catching our breath, tangled on the couch, he hardened again against my thigh. I climbed onto him this time—straddling his lap, sinking down slowly onto his still-slick cock. The new angle let me control the pace: grinding deep, circling my hips, feeling him hit my front wall perfectly. His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples as I rode him—slow rolls turning to bounces, my ass slapping against his thighs. Sweat slicked our bodies; the room echoed with wet sounds and our mingled moans. I came again—harder, grinding down as my walls spasmed—before he flipped us and finished inside me once more.

The third round was in his kitchen. He bent me over the cool granite island—my breasts pressed to the smooth surface, nipples dragging with every thrust. He took me from behind again, one hand fisted in my hair, the other rubbing my clit until I was sobbing with pleasure. The angle was devastating; I lost count of my orgasms. When he finally came—deep, pulsing, flooding me a final time—my legs nearly gave out.

By the time I left three hours later, I was a mess: hair wild, lips swollen, thighs trembling, pussy tender and swollen and absolutely full of him. His cum leaked steadily into my panties on the drive home, a constant reminder with every shift of my hips.

I walked into our house on shaky legs, the scent of sex still clinging to my skin.

I drove home in a daze. The guilt hit on the highway—sharp, nauseating. I’d cheated. For real. Not fantasy, not online. Actual sex with another man while my husband was at work and my kids were at school.

David got home that evening. Kids in bed by eight. I couldn’t hold it in. We sat on the couch—the same spot where I’d folded laundry while messaging Ryan—and I started crying. I told him everything: the OnlyFans account, the money, the escalating messages, Ryan, the coffee, the apartment. Every detail—how Ryan ate me out until I saw stars, how big he felt inside me, how many times I came, how he finished inside me without asking.

David was quiet the whole time. When I finished, sobbing into my hands, expecting anger or disgust, he pulled me into his arms. I felt it then—he was rock-hard against my thigh.

“Sarah,” he whispered, voice thick. “Look at me.”

I did. His eyes were dark, pupils blown. He kissed me—hard, possessive. “Tell me again,” he said against my lips. “Tell me how he fucked you.”

I did. Word for word, moan for moan. While I spoke, he stripped me, laid me back on the couch, and entered me slowly—feeling the lingering slickness, the slight looseness from earlier. He groaned deep in his throat. “You’re still full of him,” he rasped, thrusting harder. “My wife… fucked raw by another man.” He came fast and hard, pulsing inside me, adding to what was already there.

Afterward he held me, stroking my hair. “How much money have you made?” he asked quietly.

I told him. His eyes widened. Then he asked to see the account. I showed him—photos, videos, the DM thread with Ryan. He read it all, cock hardening again as he scrolled.

The next morning he didn’t go to work. We talked—really talked. About my need for attention, his long absences, how stagnant our sex life had become. He wasn’t angry. He was turned on. And curious.

We made rules. The OnlyFans stays (the money is too good). Ryan can stay too—if I want. But David wants details. All of them. Texts during, pictures after, full recounting in bed while he reclaims me.

It’s been two months now, and the rhythm we’ve fallen into feels almost normal—like a secret second life running parallel to my real one.

It’s been two months now, and the rhythm we’ve fallen into feels almost normal—like a secret second life running parallel to my real one.

Ryan and I meet once or twice a month, always carefully planned around David’s travel schedule or late nights at the office. A hotel in uptown Charlotte, sometimes his apartment if the kids are at sleepovers. Never my house. Never anywhere too risky.

I tell David almost everything—every position, every orgasm, every filthy thing Ryan whispers in my ear while he’s deep inside me. David devours the details, fucks me senseless while I recount them, comes harder than he has in years. He loves knowing. He says it makes him feel closer to me, like he’s part of it even when he’s not in the room.

But there are things I keep just for myself.

Little pockets of heat I don’t share. Not lies—just omissions. Private corners of this new world that feel too intimate, too tender, to hand over completely. David gets almost all of it. The rest… that belongs only to Ryan and me.

Like the wedding-ring ritual: Ryan pulling out of my mouth at the last second, stroking himself once or twice, and coming in thick ropes across the white-gold band I never remove. He watches it pool there, warm and sticky, then rubs it in slowly with his thumb while murmuring how perfect I look—marked as a faithful wife and his dirty secret all at once. I let it dry, feel it tighten as it cools, and only wash it off later in the shower, alone, fingers slipping between my legs as I remember. David has no idea.

Or the blindfold nights, when Ryan edges me for an hour—ice on my nipples, toys, his tongue—until I’m sobbing and squirting for the first time in my life. He holds me afterward, stroking my hair, calling me his perfect, responsive girl. I tell David about the edging and the toys, but not the squirting, not the way Ryan’s arms feel like the safest place in the world when I’m shaking and vulnerable.

There’s the breath play too—his strong hand around my throat while he fucks me slow and deep, mirror in front of us so I can watch my face flush, lips part, eyes glaze over just before he releases and the rush hits. David thinks Ryan just likes to pin my wrists or grip my hips hard.

And the bathroom kink—the one that started as a dirty joke and turned into something I crave. Ryan watching me pee like it’s worship, kneeling in the shower while the warm stream splashes over the tile or, on bolder nights, over his chest, his abs, his hard cock. The way he rubs me through it, talks me through it in that low voice—“Let go for me, baby… give me everything”—until I’m coming again from the sheer taboo of it. He cleans me gently afterward under the hot water, kissing my shoulders, telling me how beautiful I am when I let him see all of me. David knows we play in the shower sometimes. He has no clue about this.

But the part that scares me most—the part I bury deepest—is how we’ve started acting like lovers.

It’s in the small things. The way Ryan kisses my forehead after sex, slow and soft, lingering there like he’s breathing me in. The way he calls me “baby” in a voice that’s no longer just dominant—it’s tender, almost reverent. The way he’ll hold me afterward, not just for aftercare, but for long minutes, tracing lazy patterns on my back, asking about my day, my kids, how I’m really feeling under all the chaos of mom life. We talk—really talk—about books we’re reading, music we love, dreams we had before life got complicated. He listens like David used to when we were dating, like every word matters.

Sometimes, when we’re tangled in his sheets, sweat cooling on our skin, he’ll look at me with those blue eyes and say, “I love the way you give yourself to me.”

And once—just once, after an afternoon where we barely left the bed—he whispered against my neck, “I love you, Sarah.”

I didn’t say it back. Not out loud.

But I felt it. God help me, I felt it echo in my chest like something dangerous and true.

I tell myself it’s just the high—the endorphins, the forbidden thrill, the way he makes me feel desired in a way I haven’t in years. That it’s not real love, just the illusion lovers create in stolen hours.

I go home to David, to our life, to the man who knows me deepest and loves me anyway. I let David reclaim me, pour every explicit detail into his ear, watch his eyes burn with lust and possession as he fucks me like he’s reminding us both who I belong to.

And it works. Our marriage is on fire—honest, filthy, closer than ever. David says he’s never loved me more.

But when I’m alone, driving to pick up the kids or folding laundry with Ryan’s last message still glowing on my phone—“Thinking about you, baby”—I feel that ache again.

That remaining 5% isn’t just kinky secrets anymore.

Ryan is happily married. And so am I. But somehow, we still ended up here—sharing something neither of us planned, but neither of us can let go.

It’s the way Ryan and I have started to feel like lovers.

The way we say “I love you” without always saying the words.

The way part of me loves him back.

And I don’t know what to do with that.

I’m not sorry for the sex, the rush, the rebirth of desire in my marriage.

But this… this quiet, growing thing between Ryan and me?
It feels real. Unexpected. Tender in ways I didn’t know I still needed.
I won’t rush it. I won’t label it.
It thrills me. Grounds me. Awakens me.
And I know I’m not ready to let it go.
Not even a little.


Bringing Work Home

My name is Megan, and I’m 38 years old. I’ve been married to Alex for fourteen years, and we have two amazing kids—our daughter Riley is 12, deep into competitive soccer and all the drama that comes with middle school, and our son Logan is 9, obsessed with Minecraft and anything with wheels.

We live in a quiet, tree-lined suburb of Denver—big backyard, trampoline the kids have outgrown but we haven’t taken down yet, a kitchen that always smells like coffee in the morning and spaghetti sauce at night. Alex is a civil engineer, the kind of man who fixes leaky faucets without complaining and still opens the car door for me on date nights. He’s steady, loving, the rock of our family. Our sex life has always been good—affectionate, connected—but over the years it’s settled into something comfortable, predictable. Missionary under the covers, lights low, the occasional quickie when the kids are at sleepovers. I love him deeply, but sometimes I miss feeling that electric spark, the kind that makes your heart race and your body ache with want.

I’m a regional sales manager for a mid-sized software company. The job pays well, gives me flexibility to be there for school pickups most days, and every few months sends me on trips for conferences or client meetings. I actually enjoy the travel—the change of scenery, dressing up in tailored blouses and pencil skirts, feeling sharp and professional again instead of just “mom in yoga pants.”

Last October, the company sent me to San Francisco for a three-day industry conference at the Moscone Center, followed by client dinners. Alex dropped me at the airport with a kiss and his usual teasing grin.
“Go crush those numbers, babe. And don’t let those California guys sweep you off your feet.”
I laughed, kissed the kids goodbye (they barely looked up from their iPads), and boarded the plane with my carry-on full of heels and my laptop bag stuffed with pitch decks.

The flight was smooth. I sipped bad airline chardonnay, reviewed my slides, and tried to ignore the flutter of excitement in my stomach. It had been a while since I’d been away alone.

The hotel was gorgeous—downtown, high-rise, all sleek marble and modern art in the lobby. My room on the 18th floor had floor-to-ceiling windows with a view of the bay, the Golden Gate Bridge peeking through the famous fog. The bed was a plush king piled with white linens that smelled faintly of lavender from the hotel’s signature detergent.

I unpacked, hung my dresses, took a long hot shower to wash off the plane, and stood naked in front of the mirror for a moment. At 38, I still liked what I saw: 5'6", curvy in the right places—full C-cup breasts that hadn’t sagged too much after nursing, a soft but toned stomach from Pilates, hips and ass that filled out my skirts perfectly, long auburn hair that fell in waves when I let it down. I felt good. Desired, even if only by myself.

The first two days of the conference were a whirlwind: early breakfast sessions, booth duty, panels, networking lunches. I wore my power outfit—a fitted navy blazer, white silk blouse, black pencil skirt, heels that made my legs look endless. By the second evening, I’d closed a promising lead and was riding high.

The group happy hour turned into drinks at the hotel bar, and that’s where I really noticed him.

Ethan.

He was a senior VP from one of our partner companies in Los Angeles—mid-40s, tall (easily 6'2"), broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, piercing blue eyes, and a smile that started slow and ended devastating. His suit was perfectly tailored, charcoal gray, hugging his athletic build. We’d exchanged business cards earlier in the day and chatted briefly during a panel break. Now, at the bar, he slid onto the stool next to mine like it was the most natural thing.

“Megan, right? Denver office?” His voice was deep, smooth, with just a hint of a California drawl.
“Great presentation today. You made SaaS security sound almost sexy.”

I laughed—actually laughed, the kind that bubbles up from your belly.

We ordered drinks: cabernet for me, scotch neat for him. The bar was intimate—low amber lighting, soft jazz from hidden speakers, the clink of ice and murmur of conversations. The air smelled of citrus cocktails and expensive cologne.

We talked shop at first—industry trends, mutual clients, horror stories from bad implementations. But the wine loosened us both, and soon we were sharing more personal things. He’d been divorced two years (“amicable, but lonely”), no kids. I told him about Riley’s latest tournament win and Logan’s obsession with building roller coasters in Minecraft. He listened like he genuinely cared, leaning in, eyes locked on mine. His knee brushed mine under the bar—once, twice. Neither of us moved away.

As the night wore on, people drifted off to their rooms. Soon it was just us, the bartender polishing glasses, rain starting to patter against the windows. Ethan signaled for the check.

“I’ve got a bottle of better scotch in my suite. Interested in a nightcap? The view’s incredible.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I knew what this was. I should have said goodnight. Instead, I heard myself say,

“Lead the way.”

The elevator ride was torture—silent, the air thick with tension. He stood close enough that I could smell his cologne—woody, spicy, masculine. When the doors opened on his floor, his hand rested lightly on the small of my back as he guided me out. The touch burned through my blouse.

His suite was on the top floor—spacious living area with plush sectional, bar cart, massive windows overlooking the rain-slicked city lights twinkling like scattered diamonds. The rain drummed steadily against the glass, a constant intimate rhythm.

He poured us drinks—rich, smoky scotch that burned smooth down my throat—and we sat on the couch, closer than colleagues should. Our thighs touched. His fingers brushed mine when he handed me the glass.

Conversation slowed. Eyes lingered. Then he leaned in and kissed me.

It started soft—testing, lips brushing mine, tasting scotch and want. Then deeper, hungrier. His hand cupped my jaw, thumb stroking my cheek as his tongue slid against mine. I moaned softly into his mouth, the sound surprising me. My hands found his chest—hard muscle under crisp shirt fabric. He pulled me closer, one arm around my waist, the other sliding up my thigh under my skirt.

Buttons came undone—mine first, his blouse opening to reveal lace bra and flushed skin. He kissed down my neck, stubble scraping deliciously, teeth grazing my collarbone. Cool air hit my breasts as he unclasped my bra, mouth closing over one nipple—hot, wet suction that made me arch and gasp. His tongue swirled, teeth nipping gently, while his hand kneaded the other breast, thumb flicking the peak until it throbbed.

Lower he went—kisses trailing fire over my stomach as he pushed my skirt up to my waist, panties tugged down and off. He spread my thighs wide on the couch, the leather cool against my heated skin.

His breath ghosted over my core first—warm, teasing—then his mouth was on me. Tongue flat and firm, lapping slow from entrance to clit in one long stroke that drew a sharp cry from me. He hummed approval at my taste, the vibration sending sparks through me. Fingers joined—two thick ones sliding inside easily (I was soaked), curling upward to stroke that perfect spot.

He pumped in rhythm with his tongue—circling my clit, sucking gently, then harder. The wet sounds were obscene, mingling with my moans and the rain outside. Sweat beaded on my skin; I gripped his hair, hips grinding against his face.

The orgasm built fast and fierce—coiling tight, then exploding in waves that had me shaking, walls spasming around his fingers, juices flooding his mouth.

He didn’t stop there.

He stood up from the couch, his movements quick but controlled, like a man who knew exactly what he wanted and had waited long enough. His shirt came off first—buttons undone in seconds, fabric sliding over broad shoulders and a chest dusted with dark hair, the faint sheen of sweat already catching the low light.

Then the belt—sharp metallic clink as he unbuckled it, the leather whispering free. Pants dropped to his ankles; he kicked them aside with his shoes. Boxers last—shoved down in one impatient motion.

His cock sprang free, heavy and hard, bobbing slightly with the release. It was beautiful in the most primal way: thick, easily eight inches, veined ridges running along the shaft, curving gently upward like it was made to hit every perfect angle inside me. The head was flushed a deep, angry red, swollen and glistening with a bead of pre-cum that slowly trailed down the underside. The sight alone made my mouth water and my pussy clench with fresh need.

I couldn’t help myself—I reached for it instinctively, fingers wrapping around the hot, velvet length. It throbbed in my palm, alive and urgent, the skin silky smooth over rigid steel. I stroked once, slow from base to tip, feeling the vein pulse under my thumb, spreading that slick pre-cum over the head. Ethan groaned low in his throat, hips twitching forward into my grip. The sound was raw, masculine, vibrating through the quiet suite.

“Fuck, Megan,” he rasped, voice rough with restraint.

He didn’t let me play long. Strong hands pulled me up from the couch, turning me with gentle but firm authority, bending me forward over the wide, padded arm. The leather was cool and slightly sticky against my heated breasts and stomach as I folded over it, ass up, thighs trembling. My skirt was already bunched around my waist; he tugged my soaked panties down just enough to bare me completely. Cool air kissed my slick folds, making me shiver.

His hands gripped my hips—large, warm palms, fingers digging into soft flesh with possessive strength. I felt the blunt, hot head of his cock nudge my entrance, sliding slowly through my wetness, coating himself in the evidence of how much I wanted this. He teased once, twice—dragging the length of him along my slit, brushing my swollen clit until I whimpered and pushed back shamelessly.

Then he thrust in—one smooth, deep, relentless push that stretched me wide and filled me completely.

The sensation was overwhelming: a sharp, sweet burn as my walls yielded around his girth, every thick inch forcing me open until he bottomed out, hips flush against my ass, balls pressed tight to my clit. I felt impossibly full—stuffed in a way Alex hadn’t managed in years, the upward curve pressing perfectly against my front wall. A broken cry tore from my throat, fingers clawing into the leather arm as my back arched involuntarily.

He paused there, buried to the hilt, letting me adjust. I could feel him throbbing inside me, the subtle twitch of his cock as my body fluttered around the invasion. His hands stroked my hips, my lower back—soothing, almost tender—while his breathing came heavy behind me. The rain outside hammered harder against the windows, a wild counterpoint to the sudden stillness.

Then he started moving.

Slow, deliberate strokes at first—withdrawals that dragged every ridge and vein over sensitive nerves, leaving me aching and empty for a heartbeat before he sank back in, deep and claiming. Each thrust forward nudged that perfect spot inside me, building pressure with exquisite precision. The wet sounds of our joining filled the room—slick, rhythmic, obscene—mixed with the soft creak of the couch and the steady drum of rain.

Gradually, he sped up. Hips snapping harder, faster, the slap of skin on skin growing louder, sharper, echoing off the high ceilings. His balls brushed my clit with every deep plunge—a teasing, electric tap that made my thighs tremble. Sweat bloomed across my skin, dripping down the curve of my spine; I felt droplets fall from his chest onto my back, warm and salty.

His grunts grew rougher, more animal—low, guttural sounds that matched my escalating moans. The air smelled of sex—musky, sharp, intoxicating—mingled with the lingering scotch on his breath as he leaned over me, one hand sliding up to grip my shoulder for leverage.

One large hand snaked around my hip, fingers finding my clit—slick with my arousal, circling with perfect, firm pressure. He knew exactly how to touch me—quick, tight circles that matched his relentless rhythm. The dual assault was too much: the deep, pounding stretch inside, the precise friction outside. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, a white-hot spiral low in my belly.

The second orgasm hit harder than the first—a blinding, full-body explosion that started deep and radiated outward in violent waves. My walls clenched around him in rhythmic spasms, milking his cock greedily as if trying to pull him even deeper. Vision blurred; I sobbed his name—raw, broken cries muffled into the leather as my back bowed and my thighs shook uncontrollably. Juices flooded around him, making every thrust wetter, louder.

Ethan’s control snapped. His thrusts turned erratic—hips snapping wildly, breath ragged against my ear. “Fuck… Megan… gonna come…” he growled, voice strained and desperate. Both hands gripped my hips again, fingers bruising as he slammed home one final time, burying himself to the root.

I felt it all: the swell of his cock inside me, the sudden throb, then the first powerful jet—hot, thick, flooding deep in pulsing waves. Each spurt coated my walls, warmth spreading through my core in a claiming rush that prolonged my own climax. He held there, hips jerking with every release, grunting low and long as he emptied himself completely.

The sensation was intimate, primal—being filled so thoroughly by a man who wasn’t my husband, marked in the most undeniable way.

We stayed locked like that for long moments—his weight draped over me, chest heaving against my back, cock softening slowly inside the warm, slick mess we’d made. Sweat cooled on our skin; the rain outside softened to a whisper. When he finally pulled out, the slow drag made us both shudder. A thick trickle followed immediately—his cum mixed with mine, warm rivulets sliding down my inner thighs, dripping onto the leather beneath me.

He turned me gently, pulling me into his arms on the couch, kissing my forehead as we caught our breath. I felt claimed, sated, trembling.

And in that moment, I knew the guilt would come later.

But right then, I only felt full.

We moved to the bedroom, the rain still drumming steadily against the massive windows, a constant, soothing rhythm that blurred the city lights into streaks of gold and red. The suite’s bedroom was dimly lit by a single bedside lamp, casting warm shadows across the king-sized bed with its crisp white duvet and mountain of pillows. Ethan led me by the hand, his palm warm and slightly damp from our earlier exertion, fingers interlaced with mine in a way that felt both possessive and tender. My legs were already shaky, thighs slick, the evidence of our first round still warm and seeping slowly down my inner thighs as I walked naked beside him.

He pulled back the duvet, the cool sheets whispering against each other, and lay back in the center of the bed, propped slightly on the pillows. His cock—still half-hard, glistening with our mixed release—twitched as he watched me climb onto the mattress. I straddled him slowly, knees sinking into the plush mattress on either side of his hips. The rain sounded louder here, closer, like the storm was pressing against the glass, cocooning us in our own private world.

I reached down, wrapping my fingers around his shaft—hot, heavy, thickening again under my touch. A low groan rumbled from his chest as I guided the broad head to my entrance, sinking down inch by inch. The stretch was even more intense this time—my walls tender from the first round, swollen and sensitive, gripping him tightly as gravity pulled me deeper. I paused halfway, savoring the burn, the impossible fullness, before taking the rest of him in one slow, deliberate slide until my ass rested against his thighs and he was buried completely.

A shared sigh escaped us both.

I started riding him slow—rolling my hips in deep, languid circles at first, feeling every ridge and vein drag along my inner walls. The upward curve of his cock pressed perfectly against my front wall with each grind, sending sparks through my core. My breasts swayed heavily with the motion, nipples tight and aching in the cool air. Ethan’s eyes were locked on them, dark with hunger. His hands settled on my hips—large palms spanning the curve, fingers digging in just enough to guide me, not control. He helped lift me slightly on each upstroke, then pulled me down harder, the wet sound of our joining growing louder, slicker with every movement.

Sweat beaded between my breasts, trickling down my stomach. I leaned forward, planting my hands on his chest for leverage—feeling the rapid thud of his heart under my palms, the coarse hair tickling my fingers. My hair fell in a curtain around us as I picked up pace, bouncing now, breasts bouncing harder with each rise and fall. The slap of my ass against his thighs echoed in the room, mingling with the rain and our mingled moans. His thumbs brushed the crease where thigh meets hip, then slid inward, spreading me slightly so he could watch himself disappear inside me over and over.

“God, look at you,” he rasped, voice thick. “Taking me so perfectly.”

The praise sent heat flooding through me. I ground down harder, circling faster, chasing the building pressure. One of his hands moved to my breast—cupping the weight, thumb flicking the nipple until I whimpered. The other found my clit again, rubbing in tight, slick circles. Pleasure coiled tight and fast. I came with a sharp cry, walls fluttering around him, milking his length as my rhythm stuttered. He thrust up into me through it, prolonging every wave until I collapsed forward, forehead against his, trembling.

He held me there, arms wrapping around my back, letting me catch my breath while he stayed hard and throbbing inside me. His lips brushed my temple, my cheek, tasting the salt of my sweat.

Round three started gently—he rolled us without pulling out, settling between my thighs in missionary. The sheets were cool against my overheated back; his weight above me was perfect, grounding. He hooked my legs over his shoulders slowly, folding me open, the stretch in my hamstrings delicious as he sank even deeper. The new angle was devastating—every thrust hitting that spot relentlessly, his pelvis grinding against my clit with each roll of his hips.

Our eyes locked the entire time.

There was no rush now. He moved slow and deep, long strokes that dragged over every nerve, building the pleasure gradually. I felt everything: the slide of his sweat-slick chest against my breasts, nipples dragging through his hair; the heat of his breath on my neck when he leaned down to kiss me—soft, open-mouthed kisses that tasted of scotch and us; the rain a constant backdrop, like the world outside had ceased to exist.

His hand found mine, fingers interlacing beside my head, pinning it gently as he thrust. The intimacy was almost too much—eyes never breaking contact, watching every flicker of pleasure cross each other’s faces. I wrapped my free hand around his back, nails digging into muscle as the pressure built again, slow and inexorable.

“Come with me,” he whispered against my lips, voice rough with need.

I did—shattering around him in a long, rolling climax that seemed to go on forever, walls pulsing in waves that pulled him deeper. He followed seconds later, burying his face in my neck with a deep, shuddering groan. I felt every pulse—hot, thick jets filling me again, warmth spreading deep as his hips jerked through the release.

We stayed like that long after the last tremors had faded, legs tangled in a lazy knot, hearts slowing together from frantic thunder to a shared, steady rhythm. The rain outside had softened to a gentle whisper against the windows, the city lights now a hazy, watercolor blur through the streaks on the glass. The room smelled of us—sweat, sex, the faint lingering trace of his cologne mixed with the musky evidence of three intense rounds. The sheets beneath us were damp and rumpled, cool where they weren’t warmed by our bodies.

Ethan’s weight rested on me in the most perfect way—not crushing, but solid and grounding, his broader chest pressed to mine, the coarse hair there tickling my sensitive nipples with every slow breath he took. His hips were still nestled between my thighs, his cock softening slowly inside me, the warmth of his final release still pooled deep, a constant intimate reminder that made my walls flutter occasionally with lazy aftershocks. Every small shift sent a fresh trickle seeping out, warm and slick down my folds and onto the sheets. I felt utterly claimed, deliciously used, and completely safe.

He didn’t rush to move. Instead, he stayed buried for long minutes, forehead resting against mine, breath warm on my lips. His hand stroked my side in slow, soothing passes—from the curve of my waist to the swell of my hip and back again, thumb tracing idle patterns over my skin. The tenderness after such raw intensity made my chest tighten in a way I hadn’t expected.

Eventually, he lifted his head just enough to look at me. Those blue eyes, still dark with satisfaction but softer now, searched my face. He kissed my forehead first—slow, lingering, lips warm and gentle against my sweat-damp skin. Then my closed eyelids, one after the other, feather-light presses that made me sigh. Finally my lips—soft, unhurried kisses that tasted faintly of salt and us, his tongue brushing mine in lazy strokes, not demanding, just savoring. Each kiss felt almost loving, like he was memorizing me, thanking me, worshiping me in the quiet aftermath.

I couldn’t help the small, wondering laugh that escaped me.

“What?” he murmured against my mouth, voice husky and low, a smile in it.

“You,” I whispered, tracing a finger down his stubbled jaw. “Your stamina is… unreal. Three times. Hard every single time. And you’re—what—mid-forties? Most guys half your age would have tapped out after the first round.”

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest into mine, making his softening cock twitch inside me one last time. “Good genes, good workouts… and the right motivation,” he said, eyes glinting as he flexed his hips just slightly, drawing a soft gasp from me. “But honestly? It’s you. That body, those sounds you make, the way you take me… I could’ve gone a fourth if you’d let me.”

I felt heat flush my cheeks—and lower—at the praise, at the memory of that beautiful cock of his. God, it was gorgeous: thick, long, perfectly curved, with that proud upward tilt that hit every spot just right. Even softening now, it still felt substantial inside me, heavy and warm, the veins I’d felt pulsing earlier now relaxed but still prominent under the silky skin. I clenched around him experimentally, and he groaned softly, lips brushing my temple.

“Careful,” he warned, voice rough again. “You keep doing that and we won’t be sleeping anytime soon.”

I smiled into his neck, breathing in the scent of him—sweat, sex, that spicy cologne now faded to something warmer and more primal.

“I’m not complaining,” I whispered. “That cock of yours… it’s beautiful. Perfect. I’ve never felt so full, so completely taken.”

He pulled back just enough to look at me again, something tender and hungry flickering in his eyes.

“Good,” he said simply, kissing me once more—deep this time, slow and meaningful—before finally shifting his weight to the side. The slow slide of him leaving me drew shared sighs; the sudden emptiness made me ache in the best way. A thick rush of warmth followed, his release and mine mingling, spilling slowly onto the sheets.

He pulled me into his chest immediately, arm heavy and protective around my waist, leg thrown over mine to keep me close. My head rested in the crook of his shoulder, fingers tracing lazy circles through the hair on his chest. His heartbeat was steady under my ear now, strong and calming.

Outside, the rain had nearly stopped—just occasional soft patters, like the city itself was catching its breath with us.

I fell asleep like that—wrapped in the arms of a man who wasn’t my husband, sore and sated and overflowing, wondering how I’d ever go back to normal life after experiencing something this intense, this perfect.

Morning brought reality like a slap.

Sunlight sliced through the half-open curtains, harsh and golden, spotlighting the chaos of the night: sheets twisted and kicked to the foot of the bed, pillows scattered across the floor, faint damp spots darkening the white linen where sweat and cum had soaked through. Ethan was still asleep beside me, breathing slow and deep, one heavy arm draped across my waist, palm resting just below my breast. His face was relaxed in sleep—stubble thicker now, lips slightly parted, the silver at his temples catching the light. He looked completely at peace, utterly satisfied, like a man who’d taken exactly what he wanted and had no regrets.

My body told a different story. Everything ached in the most intimate way: thighs sore from being pried open for hours, pussy swollen and raw, a constant dull throb every time I shifted. I could still feel him inside—his thick loads from three rounds, warm and heavy, slowly leaking out even now, coating my folds and making the sheets beneath my hips slick and sticky. Every small movement sent a fresh reminder: the way he’d stretched me wide, pounded me deep, filled me until I was overflowing. My nipples were tender from his mouth, my neck marked with faint stubble burn. I felt used, filthy, and utterly claimed.

Guilt crashed in—crushing, nauseating, stealing my breath. I’d cheated on Alex. The man who loved me, trusted me, was probably helping the kids with breakfast while I lay here dripping with another man’s cum. Tears pricked hot and immediate.

I slipped out from under Ethan’s arm as carefully as I could, legs trembling when I stood. A fresh trickle slid down my inner thigh—warm, thick, shameful. I grabbed my wrinkled clothes and shut myself in the bathroom.

The shower was scalding hot, steam filling the marble space until I couldn’t see. I scrubbed hard between my legs, fingers slipping through the mess he’d left, trying to wash away the evidence, the scent of sex, the stickiness. But it was pointless. Every touch brought flashes: his tongue buried in me, lapping like he was starving; his thick cock stretching me wide, veins dragging over my walls; the hot rush of his cum flooding me again and again. My clit throbbed traitorously under my fingers; my nipples tightened in the spray. I cried quietly, tears mixing with the water, hating myself for how my body still wanted more even while my heart broke.

I dressed in yesterday’s outfit—blouse wrinkled, skirt twisted, panties soaked and uncomfortable. Ethan hadn’t stirred. I left a short note on the hotel stationery—“Early flight. Last night was incredible. Thank you. —M”—and fled the room, heart pounding the entire elevator ride down.

At the airport, sitting at the gate surrounded by strangers sipping coffee and scrolling phones, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I called Alex before I could lose my nerve.

“Meg? Babe, what’s wrong?” His voice was instant panic.

“I… I did something terrible,” I choked out, tears starting. “Last night. I cheated on you. With a client from the conference. I’m so sorry, Alex. I’m so, so sorry.”

Long, terrifying silence.

“Are you okay?” he finally asked, voice tight and careful. “Are you safe?”

“No,” I whispered. “I feel awful. I hate myself.”

“Tell me when you get home,” he said quietly. “Just… come home.”

“I will,” I sobbed. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he said, voice rough. “We’ll talk then.”

The flight was agony—every bump of turbulence jolted through my sore, swollen pussy, reminding me of Ethan’s thrusts, his weight, how full I’d been. I shifted in my seat, feeling the slow leak continue, soaking my panties further. Guilt and shame twisted inside me the entire way.

Alex picked me up at baggage claim. The kids were with his parents for the night—he’d arranged it without saying why. The drive home was quiet, his hand gripping mine tight, jaw clenched. I couldn’t read him.

At home, the house was silent—too silent. We went straight to our bedroom, closed the door, sat on the edge of the bed. I curled into myself, knees to chest, fresh tears starting.

“Tell me,” he said, voice low and careful. “All of it.”

So I did—every dirty detail, voice shaking, looking at the floor at first, then at him when I couldn’t avoid it anymore.

How the drinks after the conference turned into flirting. How Ethan kissed me in the elevator, hands already under my skirt. How we went to his suite and I let him strip me slow, sucking my nipples until they were hard and aching, biting just enough to make me gasp. How he pushed me onto the couch, spread my legs wide, and buried his face between them—tongue lapping my clit, fingers curling inside me until I came screaming, soaking his mouth.

How he stripped and his cock was thick, veined, curved perfectly—bigger than yours, Alex, so much thicker. How he bent me over the couch arm and slid in slow, stretching me until I thought I’d split, then fucked me hard from behind, balls slapping my clit until I came again, walls clenching around him. How I rode him next, breasts bouncing in his face while he groaned and watched, hands gripping my ass. How in the end he folded me in half on the bed, legs over his shoulders, pounding deep, eyes locked on mine as he growled he was going to fill me, and did—hot, thick jets pumping deep three separate times, until I was overflowing, dripping, ruined.

“I couldn’t stop myself,” I whispered, tears falling. “He filled me so much—three full loads, deep inside, running out of me even now.”

I took Alex’s hand, guided it between my legs over my leggings, pressing his fingers against the damp, swollen heat. “Feel that? Still tender, still full of his cum. Leaking into my panties the whole flight home. And his stamina… God, Alex, he fucked me for hours, hard every round, like he couldn’t get enough. You usually struggle to stay hard once, and when you do, you come so fast… I’m sorry, but it’s true. He made my pussy his last night.”

Alex’s breath caught hard. His face flushed dark red, eyes wide and glassy. I glanced down—his jeans were tented, cock straining visibly, a damp spot already forming at the tip.

I let out a shaky, incredulous laugh through the tears. “You’re… hard. Right now. I’m telling you another man fucked me raw, filled me more than you ever have, lasted longer… and you’re getting a full erection from it?”

He groaned, low and embarrassed, hand moving to his lap, rubbing himself through the denim. “Keep going,” he rasped, voice strained and thick. “Describe more.”

I leaned closer, voice dropping, tears still on my cheeks but something sharper creeping in. “He had me begging for that big, thick cock, Alex. Begging him to fuck me harder, to come inside me again, to breed me like you never do. He made me come so many times I lost count—screaming, soaking the sheets. And you’re already rubbing yourself through your jeans—you’re going to come in minutes just hearing about it, aren’t you? So quick… just like always.”

He couldn’t answer—just unzipped with shaking hands, pulled himself out, and started stroking—fast, desperate, eyes locked on mine, pre-cum slicking his fist.

I watched him, guilt and heat twisting together. “He lasted hours,” I murmured, voice low and dirty. “Pounded me until I was raw. You won’t last two minutes listening to your wife talk about getting fucked better.”

He came hard—body jerking forward, groaning my name through gritted teeth, thick spurts spilling over his fist, onto his shirt, some hitting the bedspread. His face was flushed deep red, eyes glassy with shame and lust.

After, he pulled me into his arms, breathing ragged against my hair, body still trembling. “I love you,” he whispered, voice raw and broken.

I cried into his shoulder, hard. “I’m so sorry.”

He held me tighter, hand stroking my back.

But even then—spent, shaking, cum cooling on his skin—he wasn’t done.

He wanted more.

Alex’s breathing was still ragged, his hand sticky from his release, shirt splattered with the evidence of how my words had undone him. He pulled me into his arms like he was afraid I’d slip away, holding me tight against his chest while my tears kept falling, soaking his collar. The bedroom smelled of us—sweat, arousal, the faint trace of my perfume mixed with the lingering scent of my betrayal that I hadn’t quite washed off in the airport bathroom. For a long minute, we just sat there on the edge of the bed, the house quiet except for my sniffles and his shaky breaths, his heart pounding hard against my ear.

Then he pulled back just enough to look at me, his eyes dark and intense, face still flushed from what he’d just done. His voice came out low and rough, almost a whisper.

“I need to see it,” he said. “I need to see what he did to you.”

I blinked through the tears, my stomach flipping. “What do you mean?”

“Call him. Right now. Tell him to meet us. Somewhere close—a hotel. I want to watch.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and shocking. My heart pounded all over again—guilt, fear, and a dark, shameful heat twisting together.

“Alex… are you sure? This isn’t just the heat of the moment?”

He nodded, jaw tight, hand cupping my face gently but firmly. “I’ve never been more sure. I need to see how he fucks you. How you react to him. And then… I need to take you back. Make you mine again.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. The idea terrified me—and excited me. With trembling fingers, I picked up my phone from the nightstand. Ethan’s number was still in my recent calls from the conference. He answered on the second ring, his voice warm and surprised, like he’d been thinking about me too.

“Megan? Didn’t expect to hear from you so soon.”

“I… I told my husband,” I said, voice small and shaky. Alex watched me intently, his hand on my thigh, squeezing lightly.

A pause on the line. “And?”

“He wants to meet you. Will tomorrow night be fine with you? At a hotel near us. He… he wants to watch.”

Another pause, then a low, intrigued chuckle. “Tell him I’ll be there. Text me the address.”

We booked a room at a discreet boutique hotel twenty minutes away—neutral ground, no chance of the kids interrupting or neighbors seeing. Alex drove us there in silence, his knuckles white on the steering wheel, erection already straining against his jeans again like he couldn’t help it. I sat in the passenger seat, thighs pressed together, still sore and damp from earlier, nerves buzzing under my skin. The city lights blurred past the windows, rain starting to patter on the windshield, mirroring the storm inside me.

The hotel room was cozy but elegant—dim lighting from wall sconces casting warm shadows, a massive king bed with crisp white sheets and a thick comforter, heavy curtains blocking the outside world. The air smelled faintly of fresh linen and vanilla from some hidden diffuser. Alex settled into the armchair in the corner, partially hidden in shadow, hands on his knees, breathing steady but eyes burning with anticipation.

Ethan arrived fifteen minutes later, knocking softly. He stepped in, confident as ever, in jeans and a button-down that hugged his broad frame. His eyes found me first—warm, hungry—then flicked to Alex in the corner. A small nod of acknowledgment, no awkwardness. He crossed the room to me, cupped my face, and kissed me deep—lips firm and demanding, tongue sweeping in to taste me. The familiar spice of his cologne hit me, mixed with the faint scent of rain on his jacket. My body responded instantly—nipples tightening under my blouse, a fresh rush of heat between my legs.

Alex watched from the shadows, silent, his breathing already heavier.

Ethan didn’t waste time. His hands roamed—unbuttoning my blouse slowly, exposing my lace bra, kissing down my neck as the fabric fell away. Cool air pebbled my skin; his stubble scraped deliciously against my collarbone. He unhooked my bra with one hand, mouth closing over a nipple—hot, wet suction that made me gasp, arching into him. His tongue swirled, teeth nipping gently, while his other hand kneaded my breast, thumb flicking the peak until it throbbed. Sweat beaded on my skin; the room felt warmer, heavier.

He pushed me back onto the bed gently but with unmistakable purpose, his large hands on my shoulders guiding me down until my back hit the cool, crisp sheets. The mattress dipped under my weight, a soft creak echoing in the quiet room as the thick comforter bunched beneath me. The fabric was smooth and chilled against my heated, sweat-damp skin—a sharp contrast that made me shiver, goosebumps racing across my arms and down my thighs.

My blouse was already open, bra pushed up, breasts exposed and nipples tight from the cool air and his earlier attention. My skirt was hiked up around my waist in a rumpled band; he hooked his fingers in the waistband of my panties—black lace, already soaked through—and tugged them down slowly, deliberately, the fabric dragging over my hips and thighs before he pulled them off completely and tossed them aside.

He knelt between my legs, strong hands sliding under my knees to spread my thighs wide—wider than comfortable, exposing me completely to the dim light and to Alex’s burning gaze from the corner. The air felt cool on my slick, swollen folds; I was dripping, arousal mixed with the remnants of earlier rounds, glistening on my inner thighs.

Ethan settled there, his broad shoulders forcing my legs even further apart, the stretch in my muscles a delicious burn. His breath ghosted over my core first—warm, deliberate puffs that teased my sensitive skin, making my clit throb in anticipation. I could smell myself—musky, sharp arousal filling the air—mixed with the faint vanilla from the room’s diffuser and the rain-scented freshness he’d brought in from outside.

Then his mouth was on me.

His tongue was broad and flat at first, pressing firmly as he lapped one long, slow stroke from my entrance all the way up to my clit. The heat of it, the wetness, the pressure—it ripped a sharp, involuntary moan from my throat, my hips jerking upward to chase more. He hummed deep in his chest at my taste, the vibration rumbling straight through my clit and into my core, sending sparks exploding behind my eyes.

He did it again—slower this time, savoring, tongue dragging heavily through my folds, gathering every drop of wetness before flicking lightly at the swollen nub. The slurpy, wet sounds were obscene in the quiet room—loud, rhythmic licks mixed with soft sucks and my own ragged gasps. The distant rain pattered harder against the windows, a wild counterpoint to the intimate symphony between my legs.

Fingers joined—two thick ones sliding into me easily, my pussy so soaked they met no resistance. He curled them upward immediately, pressing firmly against that perfect spot deep inside, stroking in time with his tongue. The dual sensation was devastating: tongue circling my clit with relentless precision—flicks, sucks, broad laps—while his fingers pumped slow and deep, knuckles brushing my entrance with every withdrawal.

My walls fluttered around the intrusion, greedy, clenching hard as pressure coiled tighter and tighter low in my belly. Sweat beaded on my skin, trickling between my breasts; the sheets beneath my ass grew damp from my arousal. I gripped them hard, knuckles white, hips grinding shamelessly against his face, chasing the building wave.

Knowing Alex was watching made it dirtier, hotter—his eyes on every lick, every thrust of Ethan’s fingers, every twitch of my body. I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, burning into me, hearing his breathing grow heavier from the corner. The humiliation and thrill twisted together, pushing me higher.

The orgasm hit like a storm—sudden, blinding. My back bowed off the bed, thighs clamping around Ethan’s head as waves crashed through me in violent pulses. A sharp cry tore from my throat—raw, broken, echoing in the room—as my walls spasmed hard around his fingers, juices flooding his mouth in a fresh rush. He didn’t stop, lapping gently through every aftershock, drawing it out until I was shaking, oversensitive, whimpering for mercy.

Ethan rose slowly, wiping his lips with the back of his hand, eyes dark and feral with lust. His chin glistened with me; the sight made my pussy clench again. He stripped quickly—shirt yanked over his head revealing that toned chest and abs, pants and boxers shoved down in one motion. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, curved upward, the head flushed deep red and glistening with pre-cum that trailed down the shaft. It bobbed with his heartbeat, looking even bigger in the warm light.

I reached for it instinctively, fingers aching to feel that velvet heat again, but he shook his head with a low growl, positioning himself between my legs. The head nudged my entrance—hot, blunt, sliding through my soaked folds, coating himself in the mess he’d made. He teased once, twice—dragging the length along my slit, brushing my oversensitive clit until I whimpered and lifted my hips, begging silently.

Then he thrust in—one deep, relentless push that stretched me wide and filled me completely.

The sensation was exquisite agony: the sharp burn of my tender walls yielding to his girth, every thick inch forcing me open until he bottomed out, hips flush against mine, balls pressed tight to my ass. I gasped loud, nails digging into his shoulders, feeling every ridge and vein throb inside me. He was so deep—the upward curve pressing perfectly against my front wall, hitting places that made stars burst behind my eyes.

He paused there, buried to the hilt, letting me adjust. I could feel him pulsing, the subtle twitch as my body fluttered around the invasion. His hands stroked my thighs, soothing, while his breathing came heavy above me. The rain outside hammered harder, mirroring the pounding of my heart.

Then he started moving—slow, deliberate strokes at first, withdrawals that dragged every nerve ending alive, leaving me aching and empty for a heartbeat before he sank back in, deep and claiming. Each thrust forward nudged that perfect spot, building pressure with torturous precision. The wet sounds of our joining were loud—slick, rhythmic, obscene—mixed with the soft creak of the bed and my escalating moans.

Gradually, he sped up. Hips snapping harder, faster, the slap of skin on skin growing sharper, echoing off the walls. His balls brushed my ass with every deep plunge—a teasing tap that made my thighs tremble. Sweat bloomed across our bodies, dripping down his chest onto mine, salty when I licked my lips. His grunts grew rougher, more animal—low, guttural sounds that matched my cries. The air was thick with the smell of sex—musky, sharp, intoxicating—mingled with the rain-scented freshness from the open window crack.

One hand reached between us, fingers finding my clit again—slick, precise circles that reignited the fire instantly. The dual assault was too much: the deep, pounding stretch inside, the relentless friction outside. Pleasure coiled tight and fast, a white-hot spiral ready to snap.

I came again—harder, longer, walls clenching around him in rhythmic spasms, milking his cock as if trying to pull him deeper. Vision blurred; I sobbed his name, body shaking, nails raking down his back.

Ethan’s control frayed. His thrusts turned erratic—hips snapping wildly, breath ragged against my ear.

“Fuck… Megan…” he growled, voice breaking. Both hands gripped my hips, fingers bruising as he slammed home one final time, burying himself to the root.

I felt every pulse: the swell of his cock inside me, then the first powerful jet—hot, thick, flooding deep in surging waves. Each spurt coated my walls, warmth spreading through my core in a claiming rush that prolonged my own climax. He held there, hips jerking with every release, grunting low and long as he emptied himself completely. The sensation was intimate, overwhelming—being filled so thoroughly by him while Alex watched.

We stayed locked like that for long moments—his weight draped over me, chest heaving, cock softening slowly inside the warm, slick mess we’d made. Sweat cooled on our skin; the rain outside softened to a whisper.

When he finally pulled out, the slow drag made us both shudder. A thick rush of warmth followed—his cum and mine, spilling slowly onto the sheets beneath me.

He rolled to the side, pulling me into his chest, kissing my forehead softly.

Alex’s breathing from the corner was the only sound left—heavy, desperate.

He rolled to the side slowly, his chest heaving with deep, satisfied breaths, the muscles in his back and shoulders still flexing from the effort. He pulled me into him with one strong arm, tucking my trembling body against his sweat-slick chest. My head rested in the crook of his shoulder, ear pressed to his skin, listening to his heartbeat thunder down to a steadier rhythm. His cock, still half-hard and glistening with us, lay heavy against my thigh, the warmth of his release still pooled deep inside me, slowly seeping out in lazy trickles that cooled on my skin.

He kissed my forehead softly—slow, lingering presses that felt tender, almost reverent—then my temple, my damp hairline, murmuring low against my skin, “You’re incredible, Megan… so fucking perfect.”

The room was quiet except for the steady patter of rain against the windows and the soft rustle of sheets as we shifted. The air was thick with the smell of sex—musky, salty, intoxicating—mingled with the faint vanilla from the diffuser and the lingering trace of Ethan’s cologne.

But there was another sound—ragged, desperate breathing from the corner, accompanied by the unmistakable rhythmic friction of skin on skin.

I lifted my head slightly, still nestled against Ethan’s chest, and turned toward the shadows.

Alex was no longer just watching.

He had unzipped his jeans fully, cock pulled out—smaller than Ethan’s, but rock-hard and flushed deep red, the tip already slick with pre-cum that beaded and dripped down the shaft. His hand moved fast over it, stroking in tight, urgent pulls, eyes locked on us—on me cradled in Ethan’s arms, on the way Ethan’s hand possessively stroked my back, on the slow leak of cum from between my thighs onto the white sheets. His face was twisted with raw lust, jaw clenched, breath coming in harsh, open-mouthed pants.

The sight of him masturbating his smaller cock so desperately while another man held me sent a dark, electric thrill through my sore body.

Ethan noticed too. He glanced over, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. His hand didn’t stop moving on my skin—thumb tracing lazy circles on my hip, keeping me close.

I couldn’t hold back. My voice came out breathy, broken with leftover moans.

“Alex… oh God… are you… are you enjoying this?” I gasped, eyes on his hand flying over his cock. “Watching him… hold me… his cum… leaking out of me…”

Alex groaned loud—body jerking, hips twitching into his fist—strokes getting faster, more desperate.

Ethan chuckled softly against my hair. “Looks like he is,” he murmured, lips brushing my ear.

I moaned again, low and involuntary, as Ethan’s fingers trailed lower.

“Alex… fuck… he fucked me so good… you’re… you’re hard… watching…”

Alex’s hand blurred, pre-cum slicking everything.

Ethan shifted then, rolling me gently but firmly onto all fours. The movement was smooth, dominant—his hands guiding my hips up, knees spreading wide on the mattress. Cool air hit my exposed pussy—swollen, dripping with him—and I shivered, a whimper escaping.

He knelt behind me, the heat of his body close, cock already hardening again against my ass. One hand splayed across my lower back, pressing me down slightly; the other guided his thick length to my entrance, sliding through the mess he’d left.

He entered me from behind in one deep, deliberate thrust.

“Ahhh—fuck!” I cried out, fingers clawing the sheets, ass pushing back instinctively. The angle was devastating—his curved cock dragging relentlessly over my G-spot with every stroke, filling me completely, stretching me wide again.

“Oh God… Ethan… yes…”

The wet slap of his hips against my ass filled the room—loud, rhythmic, primal—mixed with my broken moans and his low grunts. His hands gripped my hips hard, fingers digging in, pulling me back to meet every pound. Sweat dripped down my back; his balls slapped against my clit with each deep plunge, sending sparks through me.

I faced Alex directly now—on my hands and knees, Ethan taking me from behind. Alex’s eyes were locked on us, hand flying faster over his smaller cock. His face twisted with lust and humiliation, breath coming in sharp gasps.

“Are you… enjoying this… Alex?” I panted between moans, voice cracking as Ethan thrust deep. “Watching him… fuck me… like this… oh fuck… his big cock… so deep… ahh!”

Alex groaned loud—body jerking, hips bucking into his hand—and came hard right there in the chair. Thick spurts spilled over his fist, onto his shirt and jeans, his face contorted in raw pleasure-pain as he watched Ethan pound me deeper, harder.

But Ethan didn’t stop.

He kept fucking me—relentless, hips snapping, hand sliding around to rub my clit in tight circles.

“Yes… yes… harder…” I moaned, words tumbling out incoherent. The bed creaked under us; the slap of skin grew louder, wetter. My breasts swung heavily with each thrust, nipples grazing the sheets.

“Oh God… Alex… look… he’s… still fucking me… ahh… so good…”

The pressure built again fast—overwhelming, unstoppable.

I came with a broken scream—“Fuck! Ethan! Yes!”—walls clenching hard around his thick cock, milking him as waves tore through me. He growled, thrusts turning erratic, and followed seconds later—burying deep, pulsing hot inside me again, adding another load to the mess already there.

Only then did he slow, pulling me back against his chest, still inside me, kissing my shoulder.

Alex was still breathing hard in the corner, spent, his smaller cock twitching with aftershocks, hand shaking uselessly around it as he tried to stroke again but couldn’t. He just sat there, gripping it limply, shaking it futilely, eyes desperate as he watched us.

“Are you… enjoying this… Alex?” I panted, voice hoarse, body still trembling. “Watching him… fill me again… your little cock… can’t even get hard now… shaking it like that… useless…”

Alex groaned weakly, hand trembling around his limp length, stroking futilely, hips twitching but nothing happening.

I rode Ethan next—straddling him on the bed, sinking down slow onto his still-hard cock, a long moan escaping as every inch stretched me anew. The fullness was perfect, overwhelming. I rolled my hips in deep circles, breasts bouncing heavily as he watched, hands guiding my ass, slapping lightly when I ground down hard.

Sweat slicked our bodies; the room smelled of sex and rain.

“Are you… enjoying this too… Alex?” I gasped between moans, looking over at him as I bounced. “Watching me… ride his big cock… he’s still hard… still fucking me… oh fuck… look at you… shaking that little cock… useless… trying but… ahh… nothing…”

Alex’s hand shook around his limp cock, stroking weakly, futilely, eyes desperate but body spent. He groaned in frustration, hips twitching, but it stayed soft—he just gripped it harder, shaking it uselessly as he watched Ethan thrust up into me from below.

I came again—grinding down hard, walls fluttering around Ethan, screaming incoherently as he filled me once more, his stamina holding strong.

Alex stood then, stripped, joining us on the bed. He took my mouth while Ethan fucked me from below—tastes mixing, sensations overwhelming. But Alex’s smaller cock stayed soft, useless in his hand as he shook it desperately, trying to get hard but failing, groaning in frustration while Ethan pounded me relentlessly.

We shifted until Ethan and I came—him deep inside me, me shattering around him. Alex watched, shaking his limp cock uselessly, face twisted in humiliation and arousal, unable to join but unable to look away.

After, Ethan kissed my forehead once more, dressed quietly, and left with a nod to Alex.

Alex held me the rest of the night—gentle now, reclaiming me slow and loving on the wrecked bed, whispering he loved me, that I was his.

We didn’t talk much.
We didn’t need to.
It was supposed to be closure.
It wasn’t.
It was the beginning.


Romancing my Bull and My Husband

My name is Sophia, and I'm 37 years old.

David and I have been married for thirteen years, living in a quiet apartment in Chicago's Lakeview neighborhood—a place with high ceilings, big windows that let in the city lights at night, and a cozy balcony where we sip wine on warm evenings when the weather allows.

We have one child, a bright 9-year-old boy who keeps us busy with school projects and weekend soccer games. But he’s old enough now to spend nights at sleepovers or with grandparents, giving us little pockets of time that feel almost like they used to—before parenthood softened everything.

I work as a freelance brand consultant and voiceover artist — mostly remote, mostly alone. On paper, it sounds like the dream: flexible hours, no commute, my own rules. But in reality, it often feels like isolation dressed up in yoga pants. Some days, I don’t speak to another human until David gets home. Other days, I’m on Zoom calls with brand managers who care more about fonts than feelings. The money’s decent, and the work used to excite me — building stories, lending my voice to campaigns. But lately, with AI creeping into every corner, it all feels flatter. Like I’m just smoothing pixels, tweaking taglines, pressing record on scripts that sound like they were written by algorithms. No friction. No spark. No mess.

People have always told me I look like Kate Winslet—those same soft, expressive blue-gray eyes that seem to hold a quiet knowing, the warm, slightly crooked smile that lights up my heart-shaped face when something amuses me, the fair skin that flushes pink across my cheeks at the smallest spark of excitement or desire. My face is gently rounded, framed by thick auburn hair that falls in loose waves to my shoulders, catching the light with hints of copper on sunny days.

There’s a light dusting of freckles across my nose that appears in summer, and my lips are full and naturally rosy—the lower one fuller, the kind that makes my smile feel inviting and a little sensual even when I'm not trying.

I’m not big on makeup—never have been. A little mascara, a tinted balm, maybe some concealer on tired days. But people often say I don’t need it, that I have that natural glow, that I look good even when I’m fresh-faced and just out of bed. I like that. It feels honest.

One thing I’ve always loved—and that David still gets wide-eyed over—is cooking. Real, from-scratch food. I cook like a woman who enjoys feeding people. I don’t follow fancy plating trends or Instagram recipes—I trust my hands, my senses. The smell of caramelizing onions, the sizzle of garlic in hot olive oil, the slow warmth of cinnamon on a winter afternoon… that’s my love language. I’ll surprise David with his favorite roasted lamb on a Tuesday night or bake a batch of cookies just because he looked tired after work. And the way he smiles when he takes the first bite, eyes closing, voice low—“God, you spoil me”—it still turns me on in its own quiet way.

Friends and neighbors drop in more often than they used to. Some for the company. Some for the food. Women compliment my flavors and ask for recipes. Men… well, some of them flirt subtly—complimenting the meal a little too eagerly, holding eye contact too long when they thank me. One even offered to help me with the dishes, though I could tell it had nothing to do with being helpful. I don’t entertain it, but I feel it—and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy the attention.

I'm warm by nature, the sort of woman who draws people in without effort—quick to laugh, genuinely curious, always ready with a hug or a listening ear. Friends say I make them feel truly seen the moment we talk; I lean in when I listen, touch an arm lightly when I speak, remember the small details that matter. There's an easy playfulness in me, a softness that puts people at ease, but underneath it runs a deeper intensity—a restless hunger for more, a refusal to settle for anything less than feeling fully alive.

My breasts are full and well-shaped, a generous C-cup that sits high and round, the kind that fills out a blouse or sweater with soft, natural cleavage—enough to draw lingering glances when I lean forward or wear something low-cut. They're sensitive too, nipples that darken and harden at the slightest brush of fabric or breath, a detail that's always made me feel quietly powerful.

And then there’s my ass—my absolute best attribute, the one that stops conversations and turns heads without me even trying. Full, round, soft yet firm, the kind of curve that comes purely from good genes and the only real workout I ever get: running after my energetic son at the park, chasing him across the grass as he laughs and dodges. Men have always stared—on the street, in grocery aisles, at school events—eyes dropping to watch the smooth sway when I walk, the way it fills out jeans perfectly or makes a simple dress cling in all the right places. It’s the part of my body that feels most undeniably feminine—the gentle bounce when I move quickly, the soft jiggle under a firm hand, the undeniable presence that reminds me, even on ordinary days, that I’m still very much a woman who commands desire and feels sexy in her own skin.

My legs aren’t long-model legs, but they’re strong and shapely. I walk everywhere—school pickups, errands, lakefront strolls—and I think it shows. There’s tone in my calves, a little curve above the knee, just enough definition to make me feel good in shorts or bare-legged under a summer dress. My thighs are soft but solid, and when I cross them, I know the effect it has.

I wear comfort well—sweaters that fall just right, jeans that hug without squeezing, cotton sundresses with thin straps and low backs. Clothes that feel like me. Not loud. Not tight for the sake of it. Just easy, flattering, feminine in the way that lets you feel skin and movement beneath the fabric.

There’s nothing flashy about me. But I think that’s what makes me dangerous. I enjoy attention, but I don’t chase it — it just happens. David is still my happy space. He really is. It’s just that… the definition of happiness has expanded a bit these past few days.

David is five years older than me, works in corporate strategy — methodical, dependable, the kind of man who reads business journals over breakfast and still double-checks the locks before bed. He’s not showy, but he’s thoughtful in quiet ways: slipping handwritten notes into my purse before I travel, or texting me reminders to eat on days he knows I’m too busy to cook. Our marriage is strong — built on shared laughs over bad takeout, late-night talks on the couch with the TV muted, and a comfort that’s grown deep over time, the kind where we can sit in silence and still feel completely connected. He knows me better than anyone: how I take my coffee (oat milk, one sugar), the way I bite my lip when I’m thinking, the small sigh I make when I’m stressed.

But the bedroom had lost its edge. Sex had become predictable, gentle—more about connection than raw passion. We’d start with soft kisses, lights low, his hands familiar and tender on my body. He’d move slowly, lovingly, inside me—missionary or me on top, eyes locked, whispers of “I love you” as we came quietly together. It was beautiful, intimate, but after years it felt like a warm blanket on a cool night: comforting, yes, but no longer making my heart race or my skin burn. I missed the urgency, the hunger, the feeling of being wanted so fiercely it hurt.

We talked about it openly one rainy Sunday morning, lying in bed with coffee cooling on the nightstand, city traffic a distant hum below our window. David admitted he missed the fire too—and then, hesitantly, shared a fantasy he’d carried for years: the idea of me with another man, knowing every detail, hearing how it felt, watching the change in me when I came home. The thought shocked me at first, but it also ignited something—a spark low in my belly, a curiosity I couldn’t ignore.

We set rules: no emotions, just physical, always safe, always honest. I’d tell him everything—every touch, every sound, every thrust—and it would bring us closer.

That’s how the hotwife lifestyle began.
And that’s how I met Ryan.

He is 34, a marketing consultant and graphic designer — sharp-minded, with a body honed from weekend hikes. Tall, about 6'2", lean but powerful through the shoulders and chest, with sun-kissed skin from all that time outdoors. Dark hair that fell just right, a little messy like he’d run his hands through it, and hazel eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled — giving him this easy, boyish charm that hid the intensity underneath.

He had strong, defined arms with faint tan lines from short sleeves, a trimmed beard that scratched deliciously against my skin, and hands that were big, capable — fingers long and slightly calloused from rock climbing.

We connected on a discreet app, and our first meet was at a sleek downtown bar in the Loop: low amber lighting casting warm shadows across the polished wood counters, soft jazz drifting from hidden speakers, the air thick with the scent of aged whiskey, leather booths, and a hint of citrus from someone’s cocktail. We sat in a corner booth, knees brushing under the table, nursing drinks—old fashioned for him, gin martini for me, the cold glass sweating against my palm. Conversation flowed effortlessly for hours: work frustrations, favorite hidden spots in the city, travel stories. His voice was low and smooth, with a slight rasp when he laughed, sending little shivers down my spine. Nerves buzzed under my skin, a warm flush from the alcohol and the way his eyes lingered on my mouth, my neck, the curve of my dress.

By the time we left, the tension was unbearable. His loft was only a few blocks away—a modern open space with exposed brick walls, high ceilings, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city lights. The elevator ride up was silent except for our breathing; as soon as the door clicked shut behind us, he pinned me against the wall.

His hands were rough on my hips, gripping hard enough to leave faint marks, pulling me flush against him. His mouth crashed into mine—hungry, demanding, tasting of bourbon and mint. He bit my lower lip just enough to sting, then soothed it with his tongue, drawing a gasp from me. His beard scratched my chin and neck as he moved lower, teeth grazing my collarbone, leaving hot, tingling trails. My dress was hiked up in seconds, his thigh pressing between mine, the friction against my soaked panties making me grind shamelessly.

He lifted me easily—arms strong, hands under my ass—and carried me to the couch, the leather cool and slightly sticky against my bare thighs as he laid me back. Clothes came off fast: my dress peeled over my head, bra unhooked and tossed aside, nipples hardening instantly in the cool air. His shirt followed, revealing that lean, defined chest with a light trail of dark hair leading down. Pants dropped, boxers shoved down—his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, about the same length as David’s but noticeably girthier, veins prominent along the shaft, the head flushed dark and already slick with pre-cum. His balls were big, full, hanging low and heavy, brushing my inner thighs as he settled between them.

The sex was explosive.

He started with his mouth on my neck—sucking hard enough to leave marks—then lower, tongue swirling around my nipples until they throbbed, wet and aching. His beard scraped my sensitive skin, a rough contrast to the soft heat of his mouth. Lower still, spreading my thighs wide with those strong hands, breath hot against my core before his tongue dove in—broad laps from entrance to clit, then focused flicks that made my hips buck. Fingers joined—two thick ones sliding in easily, curling upward as he sucked my clit gently. The wet sounds filled the loft—slurpy, rhythmic—mixed with my moans and the distant hum of city traffic far below. Sweat beaded on my skin; the leather stuck to my back as I arched. I came hard the first time, thighs clamping his head, juices flooding his mouth as waves tore through me.

He didn’t let me recover. He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes dark with lust. His cock nudged my entrance—hot, blunt, sliding through my wetness—then thrust in deep and relentless. The stretch was exquisite: that extra thickness opening me wide, filling every inch until I felt impossibly full, his big balls pressed tight against my ass. He fucked me on the couch—hard, steady strokes at first, building to punishing rhythm, hips snapping as sweat dripped down his chest onto mine. The slap of skin echoed, loud and primal; his grunts mixed with my cries. His hands gripped my thighs, holding me open, beard scratching my neck as he leaned down to bite my shoulder.

I came twice more—once with him rubbing my clit in tight circles, once when he flipped me onto my stomach over the arm of the couch, pounding from behind, his heavy balls slapping my clit with every thrust. He finished inside me—groaning low, hips jerking as he pulsed hot and thick, flooding me until I felt it seep out around him.

I went home sore, thighs trembling, pussy tender and full, glowing with that post-sex high. I told David every filthy detail over dinner—the taste of Ryan’s mouth, the stretch of his thick cock, the way his big balls felt slapping against me, how I came screaming. It led to the hottest sex we'd had in years—David reclaiming me on the kitchen table, urgent and possessive.

For now, Ryan and I meet weekly, sometimes twice if schedules aligned: sleek hotel rooms downtown with their crisp white sheets that always ended tangled around our ankles, the faint scent of bleach and lavender clinging to the linens; or his loft apartment with its exposed brick walls that stayed cool against my back when he pressed me there, and the constant aroma of fresh coffee brewing in his kitchen from the timer he set every morning.

Sex with him is always intense, raw, consuming. He reads my body well—how to make me tremble with just a look, how to build me up until I was begging.  With Ryan I discovered what sexual compatibility truly means.

He loves my ass. Obsessed with it, really. From the very first time he sees it bare, he can’t keep his hands (or mouth) off it. He squeezes it when we kiss, slaps it playfully when I walk past him in his apartment, and whenever we’re naked, his palms are always there—kneading, spreading, worshipping the full, round shape of it like it’s his favorite thing in the world.

One night, after a long, sweaty session where he’d already fucked me twice, he showed me something on his phone that made my cheeks burn hotter than the spanking he’d just given me. He’d made a private collage—just for himself—of photos he’d taken over the months. Close-ups and full-body shots of my ass in different outfits: the way it filled out a tight black jumpsuit on one of our hotel dates, the curve hugged perfectly by dark skinny jeans when I’d arrived at his place in casual mode, the soft swell peeking from low-rise denim shorts on a warm afternoon when I’d surprised him with takeout.

Some were innocent—just me bending to pick something up, unaware he was snapping. Others were deliberate: me on all fours on his bed, looking back over my shoulder, or standing in front of his mirror in nothing but a thong, the fabric disappearing between the cheeks he loved so much. The collage was beautifully arranged—moody lighting, different angles, every shot celebrating the shape, the jiggle, the smooth skin.

“Your ass deserves its own gallery,” he’d said, voice thick, sliding a hand over it as I scrolled, my breath catching at how reverent he sounded.

It has become a ritual almost every time we meet.

He undresses me slowly, kissing down my spine until I’m on my stomach or all fours—whichever way presents it best. Then he takes his time admiring—hands spreading my cheeks wide, thumbs tracing the soft curve where thigh meets ass, pressing gently into the flesh, watching it bounce back. His breath ghosts over the skin first—warm, deliberate puffs that make me shiver and clench in anticipation. I can feel his eyes on me, hungry, possessive.

“This ass is made for my taste buds,” he murmurs, voice low and rough, almost a growl, before leaning in.

His tongue starts slow—broad, flat licks along the seam, tasting the faint salt of my skin mixed with the arousal already dripping down. He hums deep in his throat at the flavor, the vibration rumbling through me, making my thighs quiver. Then he focuses, spreading me wider with strong hands, thumbs holding me open as his tongue circles the tight ring—wet, warm, teasing at first, light flicks that have me gasping and pushing back for more.

The sensation is electric: the slick heat of his mouth, the scratch of his beard against my sensitive cheeks, the cool air contrasting every time he pulls back to blow softly over the wetness he’s left behind.

He works me open gradually—tongue pressing firmer, dipping just inside, probing and licking until I’m moaning into the pillow or sheets, hips rocking shamelessly. The wet sounds are filthy, intimate—soft slurps and sucks echoing in the quiet room, mixed with my breathy whimpers and his low groans of appreciation.

Sometimes he slides a finger in alongside his tongue—thick and slick with spit or my own arousal, easing in slowly while he keeps licking around it, the double intrusion making me clench and cry out. Other times he just uses his mouth, relentless, until my legs shake and I’m dripping onto the sheets, begging for his cock.

He only pulls back when I’m trembling, desperate, cheeks flushed and glistening from his attention.

“Best fucking taste in the world,” he rasps, giving one last long lick before rising to fuck me—always with a hand on my ass, squeezing, slapping, reminding me it’s his obsession.

Every time, it leaves me boneless, marked, utterly claimed.

And every time, I go home sore in the sweetest way, telling David everything—the way Ryan spreads my ass wide and eats it like he’s starving, tongue circling my tight hole, licking inside until I’m shaking and begging, finger sliding in while he sucks and hums against me. I describe the wet sounds, the scratch of his beard, how I push back for more, how filthy and incredible it feels. David listens, hard and desperate, fucking me rough while I spill every explicit detail, and comes hard as I tell him how Ryan worships my ass in ways he never has.

He doesn’t love eating my ass—he loved fucking me in every position that let him watch it, feel it, own it.

Missionary is always intense with him, but different from David. Ryan pins my legs back—knees to my chest, ankles by my ears—opening me completely so he can drive in deep, his thick cock stretching me wide with every slow thrust. His weight on top is solid, grounding, chest hair scratching my nipples as he rocks into me. He stares down, eyes locked on mine, sweat dripping from his brow onto my breasts while his hips snap harder, balls slapping my ass with each plunge. The wet sounds are loud—slick, rhythmic—his grunts mixing with my moans as he fills me completely, the head of his cock grinding against my front wall until I come shaking beneath him.

Cowgirl is his favorite for watching my ass bounce. I straddle him, sinking down slow onto that thick shaft, feeling every inch spread me open until my ass rests on his thighs. His hands grip my cheeks hard, spreading them as I start rolling my hips—slow circles at first, then rising and falling, breasts swaying while he groans at the sight.

“Ride me harder,” he rasps, slapping my ass lightly to make it jiggle, thumbs tracing the crease as I bounce faster.

The slap of my ass against his thighs echoes; sweat slicks our skin, dripping down my back. He thrusts up to meet me, big balls brushing my clit with each drop, until I come grinding down, walls clenching around him.

Reverse cowgirl drives him wild. I turn away, straddling backward, sinking down so he has the perfect view of my ass taking him. His hands are everywhere—spreading my cheeks wide, watching his cock disappear inside me, thumbs circling my tight hole as I ride.

“Fuck, look at that ass swallow me,” he growls, slapping it hard enough to sting, making me yelp and bounce faster.

The angle lets him hit deeper; his balls slap my clit rhythmically, wet and heavy. He grips my hips, guiding me up and down, the mirror across the room showing everything—my back arched, ass jiggling with every drop, his thick cock glistening as it slides in and out. I come hard, thighs shaking, leaning forward to give him an even better view.

We fall asleep tangled, but he can’t keep his hands off me even then. Side-fucking becomes our late-night ritual—he spoons me from behind, one arm under my neck, the other sliding between my legs to lift my thigh. His cock, hard again, nudges my entrance from behind, sliding in slow and deep while we’re half-asleep. The angle is intimate, lazy—his chest to my back, breath hot on my neck, hips rocking gently at first, then harder as we wake fully. He reaches around to rub my clit, whispering filthy things in my ear—

“Feel how deep I am like this?”—

until I come quietly, walls fluttering around him in the dark. He follows, pulsing warm inside me, holding me tight as we drift off again, still joined.

Mornings are for crazy, messy wake-up kisses. He rolls me onto my back or pulls me on top, mouths crashing together—open, hungry, tongues tangling with no restraint. Spit mixes as we suck and bite, his beard scratching my chin, hands in my hair pulling me closer. He sucks my lower lip hard, then dives back in, tongue fucking my mouth while his cock hardens against my thigh. We kiss until we’re breathless, faces wet, laughing into each other’s mouths before he slides inside me again, slow and sleepy.

Every position, every touch—he owns my body completely.

Sex with Ryan is so good, it changes me completely as a woman.
I don’t just feel satisfied afterward—I feel reborn.

Before Ryan, I was confident, sure, but there was always a layer of reserve, like I was moving through the world with the volume turned down.

I was moody more often than I liked to admit—snapping at David over little things, withdrawing into silence when stress built up, giving him grief with my unpredictable behavior that I knew hurt him even as I couldn’t seem to stop it. I’d feel trapped in my own head, restless and irritable, picking fights over nothing or shutting down for days. David bore it with patience, but I saw the worry in his eyes, the way he’d walk on eggshells sometimes.

After meeting Ryan, everything turned up.

The change was gradual at first, then undeniable.

I became more graceful—my posture straighter without effort, shoulders back, chin lifted like I was finally occupying the space I deserved. My walk smoothed out, hips swaying with a natural, unforced rhythm that caught the light in a different way. People noticed it before I did: a coworker saying, “You look like you’re floating these days,” or a friend at lunch asking, “What’s different? You’re moving like you own every room you walk into.” Even strangers responded—longer glances in the grocery store, smiles that lingered.

The moodiness faded.

The sharp edges softened. I laughed easier, teased more playfully, let things roll off my back instead of internalizing them. The unpredictable storms that used to hit David out of nowhere became rare. I was lighter, chirpier—quicker to hug him when he came home, to initiate affection, to whisper something dirty in his ear just to watch him blush.

The grief I used to give him turned into gratitude; I’d catch myself looking at him with fresh eyes, appreciating the man who’d stuck by me through my darker days.

Ryan’s intensity, his unfiltered desire, his way of making me feel like the center of the universe—it unlocked something. The frequent, mind-blowing sex rewired me: every orgasm with him left me glowing, relaxed, open. I carried that feeling into my days, into my marriage.

David noticed most of all.

He’d pull me close at night and say quietly, “You’re different now—in the best way. Happier. Lighter. I love seeing you like this.” And he reaped the benefits: our own sex became more frequent, more passionate, charged by the energy Ryan poured into me. I’d come home still buzzing, still wet, and David would take me with a hunger that matched what I felt.

There was a time I’d be lucky if David and I made love once a month. But even that began to shift. What we shared now as a married couple felt different—tender, loving, but pulsing with a deeper current, stirred by the woman I was quietly becoming. We did it more often, and when we did, it felt less like habit and more like hunger rediscovered.

People noticed immediately. At work, colleagues would say, “You’re glowing—what’s your secret?” Friends teased me about the permanent smile on my face, how I seemed chirpier, quicker to laugh, more playful. Even strangers responded differently—longer eye contact, warmer smiles. There was a literal spring in my step, a lightness that made me feel like I was floating a few inches above the ground. And they still notice it. To this day, people comment on how alive I seem, how radiant.

And a lot of that came from how dirty-minded I’d become.

Ryan unlocked something filthy in me. Thoughts that used to stay locked away now bubbled up constantly—daydreams in the middle of meetings about his tongue on me, his thick cock stretching me, the way he’d grip my ass and make me beg. I’d catch myself biting my lip in public, thighs pressing together under my desk, replaying the way he’d eat my ass until I was shaking.

I started dressing sexier without trying—tighter tops, skirts that hugged my curves, lingerie under everything because I knew I might end up showing it to him. I felt sensual all the time, desired, powerful.

With David, he reaped all the benefits.

I love making love to him—it is never just going through the motions. It is warm, intimate, emotional, the kind of sex that made me feel deeply connected. His touch is familiar, tender, full of love. But truth be told, it wasn’t always intense on its own. That changed because of Ryan.

The nights I come home fresh from meeting Ryan—still sore, still wet, still carrying his scent and his cum inside me—those are when David and I burn the hottest. He pulls me to bed the moment the door closed, eyes dark, hands urgent. I whisper everything while he slides into me: how Ryan had eaten my ass until I begged, how his thick cock felt pounding me from behind, how he’d made me ride him reverse so he could watch my ass bounce while he slapped it red. David would groan, thrust harder, last longer than he used to, reclaiming me with a possessiveness that made me come just as hard.

Even on regular nights, our sex life has transformed—both in quantity and quality. From once or twice a month, we are doing it almost every night. Sometimes even twice, on the nights I can’t meet Ryan. He gets harder faster, stays hard longer, tries new things—pinning my wrists, tugging my hair gently, even eating my ass after I’ve told him how Ryan did it. Men always want to catch up with each other! He asks for the details mid-thrust, and I give them—dirty, explicit—watching his eyes glaze over as he fucks me deeper.

I am getting fucked regularly by Ryan—raw, intense, multiple rounds that left me wrecked and deeply satisfied. We make time to meet least twice a week, and each time, he takes me three, sometimes four times over just a few hours. There are weekends I spend entirely with him—while David looks after our son. I still call home to check on them, sometimes even drop by before returning to Ryan’s arms. The way he pounds me, devours me, uses me—it leaves my body aching, my legs weak, my mind foggy with lust. I come back home barely able to walk straight. And then David gets the afterglow.

Ryan makes me feel like a sexual goddess—worshipped, filthy, insatiable.
David makes me feel loved, safe, cherished.
Together, they’ve made me the woman I am now: graceful, chirpy, dirtyminded, with a spring in my step that hasn’t gone away.

Ryan has a family too. An indifferent wife, a daughter, and a son.
They live elsewhere. He’s mostly in town for work, staying in a temporary apartment with exposed brick walls and just enough space for two tangled bodies. Sometimes, when we’re together, he video calls his wife. I excuse myself—step into the bathroom, or go to the kitchen, pretending to scroll through my phone while the sound of his gentle voice with her echoes from the next room.

At times, I’d feel jealous. Not angry, but that low, nagging ache—the kind that reminds you you’re not really his. And yet, I also know—deep down—that he is more into me than he ever was into her.
I’d even encourage him to stay connected with her.
"She’s still your wife," I’d say softly, stirring his coffee or wiping crumbs off the counter.
But truth be told...
I want him to be connected to me.

I know this won’t last. It can’t. Especially not if he ever goes back to his family for good.
I have a loving husband at home.
But the cunt works differently.

With Ryan, I’m not the wife material—I’m the girlfriend he wishes he had. The fun one. The sexy one. The one he can be raw with.
I cook for him—not coochie-coochie or cute apron stuff, just real things: eggs, grilled cheese, pasta with too much garlic. I feed him with my fingers.
We sit in his living room eating straight from the pan. We share a cigarette from his balcony or ride the metro together, bodies close, his hand occasionally brushing mine.

It’s not overly romantic—but it’s tactile. Familiar. Ours.
We go back to his place, and we fuck.

Even though I once tell him David wouldn’t mind us sharing my bed—Ryan prefers keeping our world separate. He likes it just being us.
And I don’t fight it.

Ryan isn’t just my ravisher—he’s helpful in more ways than one. He offers to help with work too. Cleans up my resume, forwards me freelance gigs, once even offers to connect me with someone on his team. That matters. He sees me as more than someone he fucks. He values me.

I feel so comfortable with him I’ll fart without a second thought—during a lazy afternoon nap, or when we’re lying naked and drowsy on his couch. And instead of laughing it off, it turns him on. For a man obsessed with my ass, even that becomes a gift. He groans low, grabs me instantly, spreads my cheeks and kisses them slowly, breathing me in, murmuring how much he loves that I’m so uninhibited with him. Sometimes he buries his face there. Sometimes he just kisses and squeezes it like he owns it—like it's proof that in that moment, I’m completely his.

Comfort with Ryan means everything is stripped bare. I'm naked around him almost all the time—no rush to dress, no self-consciousness, just moving around his apartment bare, cooking, brushing my hair, lounging on the bed while he watches me with that hungry, reverent look. I can take calls while he's inside me—once even talking casually to my mother-in-law on the phone while he stayed buried deep, motionless except for the slow flex of his hips, his hand tight on my ass as I kept my voice calm and normal. The thrill of it—of how deeply he was inside me while I sounded like a perfectly composed wife—made my knees weak.

The emotional pull has grown stronger than we’d imagined it to be.

Late-night calls have become routine—his voice low and soothing over the phone, wrapping around me like a blanket in the dark.

I lie in bed next to David, the room quiet except for his steady breathing and the soft glow of my phone screen on silent. My heart pounds the moment Ryan’s name appears, a little rush of adrenaline making my skin tingle.
We talk for hours sometimes, voices hushed so I don’t wake David, but close enough that I can feel the warmth of my husband’s body beside me.
We talk about dreams.

Ryan recently told me about wanting to start his own firm one day—how he’s tired of working for someone else, how he has ideas for sustainable marketing that no one’s listening to. His voice got animated, that rasp deepening when he got passionate, and I closed my eyes, picturing him pacing his loft, shirtless, muscles flexing as he gestured, even though I couldn’t see him.

I’ve even asked David to help with some funding… and he’s happy to do so.

I’ve confessed things to Ryan I haven’t said out loud in years—that I miss painting. That I used to lose entire afternoons in front of a canvas, oils on my fingers, music in my ears. That motherhood and work have slowly pushed that part of me aside until I barely recognize her anymore.

Ryan listens without interrupting. When I told him about my passion for painting, his eyes stayed on me, steady and quiet. Then he says, softly, “You should start again. I want to see your paintings someday.”

For someone who talks smut so fluently, Ryan is surprisingly good at poetry.

David isn’t a creative person—not like that. He’s thoughtful, dependable, logical. But with Ryan, I feel something else. A kind of alignment. A mirror I didn’t know I needed.

We talk about fears, too.

Aging—how I worry about the lines around my eyes, how my body is changing. He laughs gently and says, “Soph, you’re the sexiest woman I know. Every mark on you is beautiful.”

Regrets—the roads not taken, choices that felt safe at the time but now feel small.

Loneliness—even in a happy marriage, those quiet moments when you feel like no one really sees all of you.

He admits the same, his voice dropping to almost a whisper:
“I feel it too. Until I talk to you.”

I lie there in bed, phone pressed to my ear, heart racing every time his name lights up the screen. His voice drops to that private, gravelly tone—“Hey, Soph”—like we have our own world no one else can enter. I call him Rye. Short. Casual. But charged with something deeper. We aren’t just lovers. We aren’t just cheating. We are married in spirit, fuck-buddies in person. I stroke myself as we talk, sometimes with David asleep next to me. Rye whispers what he misses, what he’ll do to me next time, and I bite my lip to keep quiet. It isn’t just sex. It’s worship. Ownership. A second relationship that lives in the shadows—but feels more alive than anything in the light.

We send romantic emojis—hearts, kisses, the blushing face—mixed with dirtier ones: eggplants, peaches, water droplets. Then it escalates: he sends a dick pic, thick and hard, captioned “Thinking about you.” I reply with a quick snap of my breasts, nipples hard under the covers, or a close-up between my legs, fingers spreading myself for him. No hiding, no shame.

My phone is never locked; everything is there for David to see if he glances over. And sometimes he does—waking in the night, seeing the glow, reading the messages over my shoulder without a word, his hand sliding between my legs to feel how wet Ryan’s words have made me.

I don’t have to worry about hiding anything.

It is all out in the open—filthy, romantic, raw.
David knows. He encourages it.

He sometimes wakes during those calls, listens to my hushed voice, feels me squirming beside him, and pulls me closer, fingers slipping inside me while I whisper goodnight to Ryan.

“Tell him how wet you are,” David murmurs in my ear, voice thick. I do—typing it out or saying it aloud—and Ryan’s reply comes fast, making us both groan.

The three of us are connected in this strange, electric way.

Ryan makes me feel desired, understood, alive.
David makes me feel loved, safe, accepted—even in my messiest, neediest moments.
And I’m caught beautifully between them.

The butterflies turn into storms in my stomach.
When Ryan’s meetings with me get pushed—schedules clash, life pulls us apart—I drift into daydreams during the most mundane moments, my mind pulled to him like a magnet.

While I stir coffee in the kitchen, the spoon clinks rhythmically against the ceramic mug, steam curling up with that rich, bitter aroma filling the air. I lose myself. The liquid swirls dark and hot, and suddenly I imagine it’s Ryan’s arms slipping around my waist from behind, his chest pressing warm and solid against my back, hands splaying across my stomach. His breath is hot on my neck—slow, deliberate exhales that make my skin tingle, lips brushing the sensitive spot just below my ear as he whispers something filthy like,

“I need to bend you over this counter right now.”

I close my eyes, stirring forgotten, feeling a phantom ache between my legs, wetness starting even from the thought.

While folding laundry on the bed—warm cotton fresh from the dryer, soft in my hands, the fabric whispering as I smooth shirts and pair socks—I pause with one of David’s tees halfway folded. The scent of detergent—clean, floral—wafts up, and I wish it’s Ryan behind me, his breath warm on my neck, arms wrapping around to cup my breasts through my top, thumbs circling my nipples until they harden. He grinds against my ass, hard and insistent, murmuring how much he misses burying his face there. My thighs press together, the room suddenly too warm, pulse quickening as I snap back to reality.

Even brushing my hair in the bathroom mirror—the bristles tugging gently through the strands, the repetitive motion soothing—I catch my reflection and drift. The soft swish of the brush, the faint floral shampoo scent lingering, and I imagine Ryan stepping up behind me, his reflection appearing in the glass, breath hot on my neck as his hands take the brush from me. He runs it through my hair slowly, then sets it aside to tilt my head back, kissing me deep, tongue invading while his fingers trail down my spine to grip my ass.

The longing is physical—a low, constant hum, making me restless, wet at odd hours.

David notices. He always does.
He comes up behind me in those moments—quiet, intuitive—and slides his arms around my waist, mirroring the fantasy so closely it startles me. His fingers slip under my shirt or into my waistband, finding me already slick, and he fingers me slow and sure right there—against the kitchen counter with the coffee forgotten, on the bed amid the laundry pile, in front of the bathroom mirror where I can watch his hand disappear between my legs.

His touch is familiar, loving, but charged with knowing exactly why I’m aroused.
He comes up behind me during those daydream moments—quiet, knowing—and wraps himself around me, his hands slipping under my shirt or into my jeans. His fingers find me wet, swollen from thinking about Ryan, and he curls them inside me slow and sure, stroking that spot with deliberate precision while I lean back into him, breath hitching.

He kisses my neck softly, lips warm and open, his beard scratching just enough to make me shiver. He whispers against my skin, “Thinking about him again?”
I nod, moaning low as his fingers work me, my hips rocking into his hand.

“He’ll call or WhatsApp soon,” he murmurs, voice calm, breath hot against my ear. “He always does. And when he does, you’ll go to him. I want you to feel that good.”

And Ryan always does—**within hours or a day, my phone lights up with his name.
Sometimes it’s a call, his voice low and rough the second I pick up:
“Hey gorgeous… been thinking about you nonstop. When can I get you over here?”
Other times, it’s a WhatsApp that hits me straight between the legs.

One afternoon, I was folding laundry in the bedroom when my phone buzzed on the dresser.

Ryan: “Doing laundry right now and all I can picture is bending you over the washing machine. Skirt flipped up, panties pulled to the side, fucking you hard while it spins underneath us. Your tits pressed against the cold metal, my hand over your mouth so the neighbors don’t hear you scream.”

I stared at the screen, heat flooding my face and lower.
My thighs pressed together on their own, a rush of wetness soaking my panties.
I bit my lip, glancing at David reading on the couch in the living room.

I walked out, phone in hand, and sat beside him.
“Ryan just messaged,” I said, voice already breathy.
I turned the screen toward him so he could read it.

David’s eyes darkened instantly, scanning the words.
His hand moved to my thigh, squeezing.

“Jesus,” he muttered, shifting to hide the bulge growing in his sweats.

I leaned in, kissing his neck softly.
“He wants me to come over and ‘help’ with laundry.”

David groaned, hand sliding higher between my legs, finding me soaked.
“You should go,” he rasped, fingers rubbing me through my leggings.
“I want you to.”

An hour later, I was at Ryan’s.

He didn’t even pretend to care about the clothes. The moment I knocked on his door, Ryan yanked it open with that predatory grin, his hazel eyes dark and hungry, sweeping over me like I was already naked. He grabbed my wrist and pulled me inside, the door slamming shut behind us with a heavy thud that echoed through his loft.

The air was thick with the scent of fresh laundry detergent—crisp and clean, mixed with the faint metallic tang of the appliances—and the low, rhythmic rumble of the washing machine already on its spin cycle filled the space, vibrating through the floorboards into my heels.

Before I could even say hello, his hands were on me, rough and urgent. He spun me around, pressing my hips against the cool, humming edge of the washing machine in his small utility nook. The metal was hard and unforgiving against my lower belly, the vibrations buzzing up through my skirt, teasing my thighs and making my pussy clench in anticipation.

"Fuck the laundry," he growled low in my ear, his breath hot and ragged against my neck, beard scratching my skin as he nipped at my earlobe. His fingers hiked my skirt up in one swift motion, bunching the fabric around my waist, exposing my ass to the cool air. I gasped, my palms slapping flat against the top of the washer for balance, feeling the machine's relentless churn pulse through my fingertips.

His big hands gripped my panties next—thin lace that was already soaked from the teasing texts earlier—yanking them aside with a rip that sent a thrill through me. The fabric stretched taut against one cheek, digging in just enough to sting. I could feel his cock pressing against me from behind, thick and rock-hard through his jeans, grinding insistently as he fumbled with his zipper. The sound of it—metal teeth parting, followed by the soft rustle of fabric dropping—was drowned out by the washer's roar, but I felt every inch of him spring free, hot and heavy, the veiny shaft slapping against my bare ass cheek with a lewd smack.

Without warning, he lined himself up, the blunt head of his cock nudging my slick entrance, parting my folds with a wet glide. I was dripping for him, my arousal coating my inner thighs, the musky scent of my need mixing with the detergent in the air. He thrust in deep—one brutal, unrelenting push that stretched me wide around his girth, filling me completely until his heavy balls pressed snug against my clit.

"Fuck, Soph," he groaned, voice strained and gravelly, his hips slamming forward as the machine's vibrations amplified everything, buzzing through his cock into my core like an electric current.

The spin cycle intensified, the washer shaking beneath us, sending waves of tremor up through my hips and straight to my swollen clit, which ground against the sharp metal edge with every punishing thrust. It was exquisite torture—cold steel biting into my sensitive nub, vibrations humming relentlessly, making my legs tremble and my walls flutter around him.

Ryan's pace was merciless, hard and fast, his cock pistoning in and out with wet, squelching sounds that echoed obscenely over the mechanical din. Slap-slap-slap—his hips colliding with my ass, skin on skin, his balls swinging forward to tap my clit in rhythm, heavy and full, slick with my juices.

His hand clamped over my mouth just like he’d promised in that filthy text, big palm muffling my cries as I screamed into it, the taste of his salty skin on my tongue. Fingers dug into my cheek, holding me silent while his other hand gripped my hip, nails biting into flesh, pulling me back onto him harder.

"That's it, take it," he rasped, breath hot on my neck, beard scraping as he leaned in to bite my shoulder—teeth sinking in just enough to mark, sending a jolt of pain-pleasure straight to my pussy.

The room was a symphony of filth: the slap of our bodies, the wet suck of his cock dragging through my soaked folds, the roar of the washer like a beast urging us on, vibrations rattling my bones and making my clit throb with every grind.

Sweat beaded on my skin, dripping down my back under my blouse, the air growing humid and thick with the scent of our sex—musky, primal, overpowering the laundry smells. My first orgasm hit like a freight train, crashing through me without mercy. My body shook violently, thighs quaking as my walls clenched around his thick shaft, milking him in rhythmic pulses. I screamed into his palm, muffled and desperate, juices gushing out around him, soaking his balls and dripping down my legs onto the floor.

The vibrations amplified it all, turning the climax into a prolonged, shuddering wave that left me gasping, tears pricking my eyes.

He didn't slow down—fucked me right through it, his grunts growing deeper, more animalistic, cock throbbing inside me as he chased his own release. My clit, oversensitive now, ground harder against the edge, the cold metal a brutal contrast to the heat building again.

"Gonna come again for me, slut?" he growled, hand tightening over my mouth, the word 'slut' hitting me like a spark, dirty and possessive. I nodded frantically, hips bucking back, the second orgasm building fast—coiling tight in my belly, sparks flying from the relentless buzz against my clit.

It exploded even harder, my vision blurring, body convulsing as I came with a muffled wail, squirting a little this time, hot fluid splashing against his thighs and the washer.

Only then did he let go, slamming in one last time, balls tight against me as he filled me—hot, thick ropes of cum pulsing deep inside, flooding my pussy until it seeped out around his cock, sticky and warm, trickling down my thighs. He groaned my name against my neck—"Sophia, fuck"—voice breaking, body shuddering as he emptied himself, hips jerking erratically.

I went home sore, my pussy tender and throbbing, legs wobbly from the intensity, the mix of our cum leaking into my ruined panties, leaving a wet spot on my skirt. I was glowing, skin flushed, heart racing with that post-fuck high.

David was waiting in the living room, eyes darkening the second he saw my disheveled state. I didn't even make it to the bedroom—I pushed him down onto the floor, straddling him as I yanked his pants open, his cock already hard and leaking pre-cum at the sight of me.

I sank down slow, guiding him inside me, his familiar length sliding easily through the slick mess Ryan had left—warm cum coating him, mixing with my arousal in filthy, wet sounds. David groaned low, hands gripping my hips as I rode him gently at first, leaning down to whisper every detail in his ear.

"Ryan fucked me against the washing machine," I breathed, voice husky, rolling my hips to take him deeper. "The vibrations buzzed right through my clit while he pounded me from behind, his hand over my mouth so I couldn't scream too loud. I came twice—shaking, squirting a little—before he filled me up, his thick cum still dripping out of me now, coating your cock."

He thrust up harder, eyes glazed with lust, fucking me slow and deep on the living room floor, the carpet rough against my knees. I kept whispering, explicit and dirty: how the machine's roar drowned out the slap of Ryan's balls against my ass, how his beard scratched my neck as he bit me, how I tasted his skin when I screamed into his palm.

David's cock twitched inside me, sliding through the creamy remnants, reclaiming every inch with possessive strokes.

"Tell me more," he rasped, fingers digging in, pace quickening as I described the vibrations again—how they hummed against my clit the whole time, making me come so hard I saw stars.

He came harder than ever, hips bucking wildly, groaning my name as he flooded me with his own hot release, mixing with Ryan's in a sticky, overflowing mess that seeped out around us.

And I loved knowing both men got off on the same filthy moment—one living it, one hearing it from me.

I’ve developed a quiet little quirk: I put both men on speakerphone.
Of course, only David knows.
Ryan has no idea.

There are nights—when Ryan’s free and the mood hits me—that he calls late. Sometimes David is already asleep beside me, and I slip out of bed, phone in hand, padding barefoot to the living room so I don’t wake him. I curl up on the couch in the dark, voice low and breathy, and we have phone sex—slow at first, teasing, then urgent. I touch myself quietly, biting my lip to keep the moans soft, describing how wet I am, how I wish it were his cock inside me. He groans on the line, telling me exactly how he’ll fuck me next time, until we both come—me muffling my cries into a cushion, him breathing hard through the speaker.

Other times, when David is awake and I feel bold, I stay in bed, hit speaker, and rest the phone on the pillow between us. David watches me in the dark, eyes gleaming, hand already moving under the covers as Ryan’s voice fills the room.

We start casual—Ryan asking about my day, me telling him everything in shameless detail.

One particular night stands out—though it happened a few times in different ways.

David was awake, lying on his side facing me, the room dark except for the soft glow of my phone. Ryan called right on time. I hit speaker, smiled at David, and answered.

“Hey, beautiful,” Ryan’s voice came through, low and warm. “What’ve you been up to all day? Tell me everything.”

I started slow, voice breathy, glancing at David as his hand slid down his stomach.

“Woke up thinking about you,” I said. “Made scrambled eggs and toast for breakfast, but I kept wishing you were here feeding me bites like last time. Had that long client meeting—sat there in my skirt and blouse, thighs pressed together because I was still sore from you. Couldn’t focus—kept remembering how you ate my ass on your couch last weekend.”

Ryan groaned softly.
“Keep going, Soph.”

I continued, unfiltered.
“Stopped at the grocery store on the way home—picked up wine and those strawberries you like. Almost bought whipped cream because I wanted you to lick it off me. Came home, cooked chicken and rice for dinner. Took a long shower after, washed my hair, shaved everything smooth because I knew I’d be seeing you tomorrow.”

Then Ryan teased, voice playful but hungry:
“You’re holding out on me. Did you take a dump today?”

I laughed low, glancing at David—his eyes dark, hand moving slow under the blanket.
“Is that necessary?” I giggled, voice light and teasing.

“You know I want to know everything,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Come on.”

I bit my lip, smiling at David as he watched me—his eyes dark in the dim light, hand already moving slowly under the blanket.
“Yes, my love,” I said softly, eyes locked on my husband.
“I didn’t get any pressure in the morning—you know how that messes with your whole mood. I was actually relieved it happened in the evening. Went properly then. Warm… heavy and thick… slow. Felt amazing afterward, nice and light. A good shit is such an underrated pleasure.”

I paused, letting the words settle in the quiet room, feeling David’s gaze burn hotter against my skin.

Ryan laughed low on the line, turned on.

“Fuck, Soph. Imagine if David could actually hear all this.”

I smiled, eyes still on my husband.

“He doesn’t mind. He doesn’t have a mind.”

We both laughed—me more than him—relieved, giddy, filthy. There was something shamelessly satisfying about saying things like that out loud.
Knowing my dear husband was both conflicted and horny only made it better.

I glanced at David again—his strokes faster now, cock hard against my thigh—and smiled wider to myself.

We both knew I would never speak this way to anyone else. Not even him. Not in a million years.

These raw, silly, filthy details—the kind most couples never share—were only for Ryan.
David got the edited version, the romantic one.
But Ryan? He got everything. The mundane. The dirty. The real.

And somehow… that made it burn even hotter.
For all of us.

Ryan laughed low, that deep rumble I could feel in my toes even through the phone, the sound turning darker when he realized what he was doing to me.
“Yeah?” he said, voice dropping an octave. “What about a good orgasm, then?”

I let my voice go husky, teasing him even though my breath was already short.
“Don’t talk about that…”

He laughed again, rougher this time, the sound of his hand starting to move on his cock faint but unmistakable in the background.
“A good orgasm makes you feel like you’re floating—on the moon, weightless, every nerve on fire. But fuck, Soph, I love hearing you like this. Knowing I’m getting you wet while you’re lying next to him.”

David’s hand was moving faster now, cock hard and hot against my thigh, pre-cum slicking his palm. His eyes were locked on me, dark and hungry, breath coming in shallow bursts.

I slid my own fingers down slowly, parting my folds—already slick, swollen, aching from Ryan’s words. I circled my clit with light pressure at first, the wet sounds soft but audible in the quiet bedroom. A low moan escaped me as I dipped lower, sliding two fingers inside, curling them just right.

Ryan groaned when he heard it—deep, guttural.
“That’s it, baby. Let me hear you. Fuck yourself for me.”

The rhythm picked up. My fingers moved faster, slick and loud now—wet squelches mixing with my breathy moans. Ryan’s strokes matched over the speaker—faster, rougher, the faint slap of skin on skin, his grunts growing heavier.
“God, I can hear how wet you are. Tomorrow I’m spreading that ass wide, licking you clean, then fucking you till you can’t walk straight.”

David’s hand flew over his cock, matching us perfectly—eyes never leaving my face, then dropping to watch my fingers disappear inside me. His thigh tensed against mine, cock throbbing visibly.

The three of us synced without planning it—my moans turning sharp and desperate, Ryan’s voice breaking as he growled my name, David’s breath hitching beside me.

I came first—hard, sudden, back arching off the bed as my walls clenched around my fingers, juices coating my hand and dripping onto the sheets. A muffled cry into the pillow so I wouldn’t wake the house.

Ryan followed seconds later—his groan ripping through the speaker, raw and guttural, like he was right there in the room with us.
“Fuck, Soph… coming for you…” he growled, voice breaking on my name.

I could hear every detail: the fast, slick sound of his fist pumping his thick cock, the sharp hitch in his breath, the low, animal rumble as he let go. His release sounded powerful—long, heavy pulses that made the phone vibrate slightly against the pillow.

David was right there with us.

His body jerked hard beside me, hips bucking into his fist. Hot spurts spilled over his knuckles and onto his stomach in thick ropes—one after another, his cock throbbing visibly in the dim light. A low, strangled moan muffled against my shoulder as he buried his face in my neck, breath hot and ragged, body shaking with the force of it. Some of his cum landed warm and sticky on my thigh where our skin touched, pooling in the crease.

My own climax was still rippling through me—walls clenching around my fingers, juices coating my hand and dripping onto the sheets.

The three of us were synced perfectly: my muffled cries into the pillow, Ryan’s rough groans over the speaker, David’s choked moan against my skin.

The line stayed open for a few seconds after—only heavy breathing on all sides, the faint rustle of sheets, Ryan’s soft laugh finally breaking the silence.
“Jesus, Soph,” he rasped, voice hoarse. “That was intense. Can’t wait to do it in person tomorrow.”

I was still trembling, body boneless. Without thinking, I reached down to my thigh, scooping a thick streak of David’s warm cum with two fingers. I brought them to my mouth, tasting the salty, familiar bitterness while Ryan was still on the line.
“Goodnight, Ryan,” I murmured, voice husky and satisfied, licking my fingers clean slowly so he could hear the soft suck.

He groaned one last time.
“ Night, gorgeous.”

I hung up, turned to David, and kissed him slow—tasting his own release on my tongue as he pulled me close.

He whispered against my lips,
“You’re incredible.”

If I have my way, I keep David on speaker mode while I’m already with Ryan—phone on the nightstand, speaker on, Ryan fucking me slow and deep in his loft so David hears every slap of skin, every grunt, every filthy thing Ryan growls in my ear.

I remember one particular night vividly.

Ryan had me bent over the edge of his bed—one knee on the mattress, the other foot on the floor, skirt flipped up, panties around my ankles. His hips slammed into me, steady and deep, each thrust jolting a breathy moan from my lips. The room smelled of sweat and sex, the sheets cool against my palms as I gripped them.

My phone was facedown on the nightstand, still connected from an earlier quick call with David—I’d meant to hang up, but in the rush of Ryan pulling me inside and kissing me senseless, I’d forgotten.

David was listening.

I didn’t speak—couldn’t. Ryan’s thick cock filled me too perfectly, stretching me wide, his hands gripping my hips tight, using me like he owned me. My gasps filled the room, sharp and honest. The wet slap of skin, the rhythm of fucking, my voice rising and breaking—it was all there. All of it.

Ryan groaned above me.
“God, you’re loud tonight,” he muttered, breathless, slamming deeper. “You love getting fucked like this, don’t you?”

I nodded frantically, too far gone to answer, mouth open, drool at the corner of my lips as my moans grew wilder. I didn’t have to fake a thing—every sound was real. And I knew David was hearing every filthy second of it.

I came hard—legs trembling, hands clawing the sheets—muffled only by the sound of Ryan’s grunts as he fucked through it, filling me with another hot load.

Later, when we were tangled on the bed, sweaty and spent, Ryan kissed my neck and smirked.
“You were so loud,” he said. “Think the neighbors heard?”

I smiled faintly, tracing his chest with one lazy finger, heart still racing. I reached for my phone, saw the call still active, and quickly ended it before he noticed.

“Just you and me,” I murmured, kissing him to distract.

He bought it, pulling me closer, none the wiser.

The secret stayed between David and me—hotter that way.

David came twice that night when I got home, reclaiming me while I whispered how loud I’d been, how Ryan had no idea he’d had an audience.

I loved the thrill of it.

The hidden speakerphone games fed everything—the longing, the intensity, the fire between all three of us, even if Ryan never knew.

And I was the one in the middle, loving every dirty second.

There are times when David drops me at Ryan’s place himself.
David’s more of an introvert—quiet, thoughtful, preferring books and home evenings to big social scenes—but on those nights, he drives me over without a word of hesitation.

The car ride is always charged with a silent electricity, the hum of the engine vibrating through the leather seats as we cruise through the dimly lit Chicago streets. Streetlights cast flickering orange glows across the dashboard, illuminating David's profile—his jaw set, eyes focused on the road, but his hand resting possessively on my thigh the whole way, fingers tracing slow circles over the thin fabric of my dress. The material rides up slightly under his touch, exposing more skin, and I can feel the warmth of his palm seeping through, making my pulse quicken. The air in the car smells faintly of his cologne—woodsy and clean—mixed with my own perfume, floral and heady, a reminder of how I've prepared for this.

He parks a little down the street from Ryan’s building, engine idling low like a growl, the headlights cutting through the night before he kills them. The neighborhood is quiet, just the distant honk of a cab and the rustle of wind through bare trees.

He turns to me then, his brown eyes soft but intense in the shadows, and leans in for a soft kiss goodbye. His lips linger on mine—warm, tender, tasting faintly of the coffee he sipped earlier—his tongue brushing mine in a slow, teasing swipe that sends a shiver down my spine. His hand squeezes my thigh harder, fingers digging in just enough to leave faint imprints, like he’s sending me off with his blessing, marking me as his even as he lets me go.

"Have fun," he murmurs against my mouth, voice low and husky, a hint of arousal already threading through it.

I step out, heart racing in my chest, the cool night air nipping at my exposed legs, making my nipples harden under my dress. I'm wearing something chosen for the night—a short black number that hugs my curves, or sometimes just jeans that cling to my ass, the ones Ryan loves peeling off. My heels click against the sidewalk as I walk to Ryan’s door under the streetlights, their yellow pools casting long shadows, my hips swaying with that extra sway I know both men appreciate.

Ryan always opens the door immediately, like he's been waiting right behind it, his tall frame filling the doorway, hazel eyes locking onto mine with that predatory hunger. He pulls me inside with a rough yank, his strong hands gripping my waist, the door slamming shut behind us with a resounding thud that echoes through the loft.

The air inside is warmer, scented with his cologne—spicy and masculine—mixed with the faint bitterness of beer on his breath as his mouth crashes into mine. His kiss is hungry, demanding, his tongue invading immediately, thrusting deep and exploring with wet, swirling strokes that make me moan into him. It tastes of mint if he's freshened up, or the hoppy tang of beer if he's been relaxing, his beard scratching roughly against my chin and cheeks, leaving a tingling burn that heightens every sensation.

His hands are already under my clothes—sliding up my dress or into my jeans, fingers rough and calloused from climbing, groping my ass cheeks hard, spreading them slightly through the fabric as he presses me back against the wall in the entryway. The cool brick digs into my back, a stark contrast to the heat of his body pinning me, his thick erection grinding against my hip through his pants, hot and insistent.

I always glance back through the narrow window beside the door as it closes, my breath fogging the glass for a split second—and more than once, I see David’s car still parked, headlights off, his silhouette in the driver’s seat, unmoving. The streetlight casts a faint glow over him, just enough to make out the subtle shift of his arm, and I know what he’s doing: hand slipped into his pants, massaging his cock slowly, fingers wrapping around his familiar length, stroking up and down in lazy pumps as he watches me disappear into another man’s apartment.

He's imagining the sounds—the wet smack of Ryan's lips on my neck, the gasp I'll make when he enters me—the touches, the way Ryan will have me moaning within minutes, bent over and begging. The thought of David there—alone in the dark car, hard and leaking pre-cum onto his fingers, his breath coming in ragged pants as he edges himself to the fantasy of me getting fucked—makes everything with Ryan even hotter, dirtier.

It sends a fresh wave of arousal flooding between my legs, my pussy clenching emptily, juices soaking my panties as Ryan's hands roam.

Ryan strips me fast those nights—clothes hitting the floor with hurried tugs and rips, my dress yanked over my head or jeans shoved down my thighs, pooling at my ankles as I kick off my heels. His mouth is on my neck immediately, sucking hard enough to leave red marks, teeth grazing the sensitive skin, his beard scraping like sandpaper and sending electric jolts straight to my core.

Hands everywhere—palms cupping my breasts, thumbs rolling my nipples into stiff peaks through my bra before unhooking it and tossing it aside, the cool air making them ache. He pinches them roughly, twisting just enough to draw a sharp gasp from me, then soothes with his hot mouth, tongue swirling wet circles around one while his fingers knead the other.

Lower, his hand dives between my legs, fingers shoving my soaked panties aside, two thick digits plunging into my dripping pussy without preamble, curling to hit that spot that makes my knees buckle.

"So fucking wet already," he growls against my collarbone, voice rough and thick with lust, pumping his fingers in and out with lewd, squelching sounds that fill the entryway. The scent of my arousal hangs heavy in the air, musky and sweet, mixing with his sweat as he grinds against my thigh.

He takes me right there in the living room, no time for the bedroom—bending me over the arm of the couch, my breasts pressing into the soft leather, cool and sticky against my heated skin, or shoving me against the wall, one leg hooked over his hip.

His pants drop with a clink of his belt, boxers shoved down just enough to free his thick cock—veins bulging, head flushed and glistening with pre-cum, balls heavy and swinging as he lines up. He thrusts in deep, filling me completely in one brutal stroke, the stretch exquisite and burning, his girth opening me wide until his hips slam against my ass.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he grunts, starting a punishing rhythm, hips snapping forward with wet slaps—skin on skin, his balls smacking my clit rhythmically, heavy and slick with my juices.

The living room echoes with it all: my moans turning to cries, high and desperate; the creak of the couch or the thud against the wall; the filthy, wet sounds of his cock dragging through my soaked folds, pounding deeper with each thrust.

Sweat drips down his chest onto my back, his hands gripping my ass cheeks, spreading them wide to watch himself disappear inside me, thumbs teasing my tight hole as he fucks me harder.

I come first—shaking, walls clenching around him like a vice, juices squirting out around his shaft, dripping down my thighs in hot rivulets—screaming his name as waves crash through me.

He follows soon after, groaning low and guttural, hips jerking as he fills me with thick, hot ropes of cum, pulsing deep inside until it overflows, sticky and warm, seeping out to coat his balls and my inner thighs.

It’s thrilling. Guilty. Perfect.
And it makes the longing when Ryan’s away feel even sharper and the desperation in my husband even deeper.

I feel guilty at times—avoiding my husband just to go on a movie date or grab dinner with Ryan. Skipping a family evening or delaying a plan just so I can lie in Ryan’s bed, eat takeout, or curl up for a quiet night that feels stolen.

I always try to make it up to David—more effort at home, extra affection, thoughtful little gestures. He never complains. He never once makes me feel bad.

To be honest, the men don’t have the problems. They adjust.

It’s me—I carry the noise. The shame, the overthinking, the invisible moral scale weighing every choice. I have a wonderful, supportive cuckold husband and an understanding, emotionally open bull—and somehow, I’m the one tangled in guilt that no one else is even asking me to hold.

But I keep going.

Because somewhere in the middle of all that noise, I’m happy.

On weekends, when I’m with Ryan, we watch movies cuddled up on his couch—the room dark except for the flickering glow of the screen and the soft city lights filtering through the half-open blinds. I lie with my head in his lap, cheek pressed to his warm thigh, the faint musk of his skin—salty and masculine, mixed with the lingering scent of his body wash—filling my nostrils as I nuzzle closer.

His fingers run slowly through my hair, long, lazy strokes that start at my scalp, sending tingles down my spine, before trailing down to the ends, sometimes twisting a strand gently around his finger before letting it go with a soft tug that makes me shiver.

The quiet hum of the air conditioner blends with the movie’s muffled soundtrack, but my focus is on the growing bulge under my cheek—the heat of his cock stirring beneath his sweatpants, pressing insistently against my face like a promise. His other hand rests on my hip or traces idle patterns along my arm, but soon it wanders lower, fingers dipping under my waistband to tease the edge of my panties, grounding me in a way that feels primal, hungry, almost too raw.

Those moments were when I’d feel the shift in me—the way my blowjob techniques had evolved since starting this with Ryan, turning something I used to do sporadically and tentatively, into an art form, a filthy obsession that left both my men begging for more.

The movie fades into background noise as desire builds, my mouth watering at the thought of him. I start soft at first, turning my head slightly to press my lips against the fabric of his pants, feeling the outline of his thickening shaft twitch in response. My breath comes hot and deliberate, warming the cotton as I mouth along the length, tasting the faint saltiness seeping through. Ryan groans low, his fingers tightening in my hair, encouraging me without words.

Before Ryan, my blowjobs for David were sweet but simple—gentle licks and sucks in the dark of our bedroom, my lips wrapping around his familiar cock with loving care, bobbing slowly while he whispered how good it felt. I'd take him halfway, using my hand for the rest, swirling my tongue around the head to taste his pre-cum, salty and mild, until he came quietly down my throat. It was intimate, connecting, but lacked the fire, the dirtiness that made my pussy ache.

But Ryan has taught me one delicious, filthy truth: a woman’s mouth was made for three things only—speaking her mind with bold, unapologetic fire, savoring rich, decadent meals until the flavors explode on her tongue, and worshipping a thick, throbbing cock until it spills hot and heavy down her throat.

He’d whisper it against my ear while I was on my knees, lips stretched wide around his girth, drool already dripping from my chin:

“Open that pretty mouth, Soph. Say what you want. Taste everything life gives you. And when it’s time… take me deep like you were born for it.”

And God, I learned.

Now I speak up in meetings without hesitation, voice steady and sharp.
I linger over every bite of pasta or chocolate, moaning softly at the table like it’s foreplay.

And when either of my men needs it—Ryan’s heavy, curved cock pulsing against my tongue or David’s familiar length sliding between my swollen lips—I open wide, eager and shameless, throat relaxed, eyes watering, until they groan my name and flood my mouth with everything they have.

Ryan didn’t just teach me how to suck cock better.
He taught me how to own every single use of my mouth—like the greedy, confident, insatiable woman I’ve become.

He taught me—demanded, really—to go deeper, sloppier, more unhinged. I slide his sweatpants down now, his beautiful cock springing free—thick and veiny, the head already flushed dark purple, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the slit like an invitation. The scent hits me stronger: musky arousal mixed with his natural sweat, intoxicating and filthy, making my mouth water as I lean in.

I start with long, flat licks along the underside, from his heavy balls—big and full, covered in soft hair that tickles my chin—up to the tip, savoring the salty tang, the velvety texture of his skin against my tongue. His balls are my twin obsession; I suck one into my mouth gently at first, rolling it with my tongue, the weight filling my cheeks as I hum softly, the vibration making him buck his hips and curse under his breath.

“Fuck, Soph, just like that,” he rasps, voice gravelly and thick, his hand guiding my head lower. I take my time worshipping them—licking the seam between, burying my nose in the musky crease where thigh meets groin, inhaling deeply while my hand wraps around his shaft, stroking slow and firm, thumb smearing the pre-cum over the head in slick circles. Spit drips from my mouth, stringy and wet, coating his balls as I pop them out with a lewd slurp, the sound echoing obscenely in the quiet room.

Then I move up, lips parting wide to take him in—deeper than I ever do with David before, relaxing my throat like Ryan has coached me during our first sessions, breathing through my nose as I swallow him inch by inch. The stretch burns deliciously, his girth filling my mouth completely, the head nudging the back of my throat as I gag just a little, tears pricking my eyes from the effort. But I love it—the mess, the challenge—bobbing faster now, hollowing my cheeks for suction, tongue flicking wildly along the underside, tracing every vein.

Drool spills from the corners of my mouth, running down his shaft to soak his balls, making everything slippery and filthy. I pull back occasionally, gasping for air, a thick string of saliva connecting my lips to his cock, before diving back in, taking him to the hilt until my nose presses into his trimmed pubes, the musky scent overwhelming.

Ryan thrusts gently at first, then harder, fucking my face with controlled snaps of his hips, his grunts mixing with the wet, gagging sounds—gluck-gluck-gluck—as I choke on him willingly, my throat convulsing around the head. My free hand cups his balls, massaging them, feeling them tighten as he gets closer, while my other twists at the base, stroking what my mouth can’t reach.

The taste is addictive—salty pre-cum coating my tongue, building until he explodes with a guttural groan, flooding my mouth with hot, thick spurts that I swallow greedily, some dribbling down my chin in sticky ropes when I can’t keep up.

Those skills have spilled over to David, transforming how I blow him too. Now, when I get home from Ryan—lips swollen, throat raw, tasting of another man's cum—I drop to my knees in our living room, pulling David's pants down with urgent hands. His cock, familiar and slightly slimmer but no less delicious, hardens instantly at the sight of me, pre-cum already beading.

I tease him first, just like with Ryan—licking his balls with broad, wet strokes, sucking them into my mouth one by one, humming to send vibrations through him while he moans my name, fingers tangling in my hair.

"God, Sophia, you've gotten so good at this," he whispers, voice shaky, as I take him deep—deeper than before, my nose brushing his skin as I deepthroat him effortlessly now, gagging controlled and purposeful.

Spit pools and drips, soaking his shaft and balls, the sloppy sounds filling our quiet apartment—wet slurps and sucks, my moans vibrating around him. I look up at him with watery eyes, makeup smudged, while bobbing fast, twisting my hand at the base, flicking my tongue over the sensitive slit to lap up his milder, sweeter pre-cum.

Sometimes I pull off to whisper dirty details—"Ryan fucked my mouth aw tonight, came so much I could barely swallow it all"—before diving back in, making David thrust harder, his hips bucking as he chases release.

With both men, it becomes dirtier, more intense—I finger myself while sucking them, my pussy dripping slick arousal onto the floor in hot, sticky puddles, or let them hold my head and face-fuck me until tears stream down my face, mascara running in black streaks that smear across my cheeks like war paint.

The power in it surges through me—the raw submission, the way their cocks throb hot and heavy on my tongue, veins pulsing against my lips as they swell thicker, harder, ready to erupt. They pulse ropes of hot cum down my throat or across my lips and chin, thick and viscous, leaving salty trails that drip onto my breasts, marking me as theirs. It leaves me aching between my legs, my clit throbbing with need, empowered in my surrender, utterly aroused and craving more.

Over time, I've developed a deep, insatiable fetish for cum—obsessed with its texture, its warmth, the way it clings and coats everything it touches. I love the taste now, that unique, musky bitterness mingled with a subtle sweetness, like a forbidden elixir that makes my mouth water just thinking about it.

Before Ryan, with David, I'd mostly make a face when he came—wrinkling my nose at the sharp tang, swallowing quickly to get it over with, or letting it spill out if I could, pretending it was just part of the act but secretly wishing it tasted different. But I've realized cum, like beer, is all about getting adapted; the first sips are acquired, maybe even off-putting, but with exposure, it becomes addictive, a flavor you crave in its raw, unfiltered glory.

Ryan's loads were the turning point—thicker, more voluminous, hitting my tongue with that potent, earthy saltiness that I'd savor slowly at first, rolling it around my mouth like fine wine, feeling it coat my teeth and slide down my throat in warm gulps.

I've even become a bit of an expert at spotting big-dick energy from across a room—the quiet confidence in a man's posture, the way he moves with unhurried ownership of space, the subtle swagger in his stride. But more than that, I've developed this strange, delicious nuance: I can watch a man eat and almost taste his cum on my tongue before I've ever touched him.

The way he savors a bite of rare steak, slow and deliberate, tells me his load will be thick and rich; the way he licks salt off his fingers after chips hints at a sharper, brinier edge; the way he moans softly over dark chocolate promises something deeper, almost sweet-bitter. It's like a secret radar now, this filthy intuition that makes everyday moments electric—watching a stranger at a bar swirl whiskey in his glass, and knowing instinctively how his cum would flood my mouth.

Ryan's cum tastes like pure indulgence, yum in the most addictive way, because he loves pineapple—fresh chunks in the morning with his coffee, blended into smoothies after his hikes, grilled slices when we order takeout. It's subtle but unmistakable: that bright, tropical sweetness cutting through the natural musk, making his thick ropes smoother, almost fruity on the finish, sliding down my throat like dessert. I crave it constantly, the way it lingers on my tongue long after I've swallowed every drop.

Now, I beg for it from both men, opening wide with eager anticipation, my tongue extended like a landing strip, eyes locked on theirs as they explode.

I'm on my knees in Ryan's loft, the room dim with only the city lights filtering through the blinds, casting flickering shadows across the hardwood floor that's cool and smooth under my bare skin. My thighs are spread wide, fingers buried deep in my soaked pussy—three of them now, thrusting in and out with wet, squelching sounds that echo alongside the sloppy glucks of my mouth around his thick cock.

The air is thick with the scent of our arousal—my musky juices mingling with his sweaty, masculine tang, the faint bitterness of pre-cum already leaking onto my tongue, that hint of pineapple teasing the edges. His hands tangle in my hair, gripping tight enough to sting, pulling me forward as he face-fucks me with relentless snaps of his hips.

"That's it, Soph, take every inch," he growls, voice rough and gravelly, his beard brushing my forehead as he leans over me. My throat burns from the stretch, tears welling up and spilling hot down my cheeks, mixing with the drool that dribbles from my stretched lips, mascara streaking black rivulets that I can feel cooling on my skin.

My fingers curl inside me, hitting that spongy spot over and over, my clit grinding against my palm, pussy clenching as arousal drips steadily onto the floor beneath me—plop, plop—forming a shiny puddle that reflects the dim light.

His cock throbs harder on my tongue, the head swelling against the back of my throat, veins pulsing like a heartbeat as I hollow my cheeks and suck greedily, tongue swirling wildly around the underside. I hum deep in my chest, the vibration making him buck wildly, his heavy balls slapping against my chin with each thrust, slick with my spit and his sweat.

"Fuck, gonna cum," he rasps, hips stuttering, and I pull back just enough to open wide, tongue out, eyes watering as I stare up at him pleadingly. He explodes with a guttural groan—thick ropes of hot, sticky cum shooting across my tongue, filling my mouth in salty bursts that taste like pure sin, musky and bitter-sweet with that perfect pineapple edge, coating every inch.

Some splatters my lips and chin, warm and viscous, dripping down in slow, creamy trails onto my heaving breasts, beading on my nipples before sliding lower. I savor it, swirling the load in my mouth like a connoisseur, the flavor exploding—acquired and addictive, yum in every drop—before swallowing with a satisfied moan, my fingers plunging faster into my pussy until I cum too, shaking and squirting a little onto the floor, mixing with the mess.

Later, with David at home, it's the same filthy ritual but laced with our intimate history. I'm in our bedroom, lights low, the scent of our familiar sheets—clean laundry mixed with his soap—wrapping around us as I kneel between his legs on the soft carpet that scratches my knees. My makeup is already smudged from the drive home, lips swollen from Ryan, but I crave more.

"Ryan gave me his load to eat. What do you have to offer me, hubby?" I whisper teasingly, but it's me who dives in, fingers slipping between my thighs to tease my still-sensitive clit as I take David's cock deep. Before, I'd grimace at his cum—milder, less voluminous, but still sharp enough to make me hesitate. Now, I worship it, licking his balls first with broad, wet strokes, sucking them into my mouth to roll and hum, feeling them tighten as his pre-cum beads on the tip, sweeter than Ryan's but just as enticing.

My fingers dip into my pussy, coated in my own slickness and the remnants of Ryan's load, thrusting in rhythm with my bobbing head.

He holds my head gently at first, then firmer as I encourage him—"Fuck my face, David, like he does"—his hips thrusting up to meet my mouth, cock sliding down my throat with ease now, gagging me just enough to bring fresh tears, mascara running anew in dark streaks that he thumbs away tenderly even as he groans.

The carpet grows damp under me, my juices dripping freely as I finger myself harder, the wet schlicks matching the sloppy sounds of my mouth—spit bubbling at the corners, running down his shaft to soak his balls.

When he cums, it's with a choked moan, pulsing hot spurts onto my tongue—salty and familiar, a taste I've grown to adore through adaptation, like that first bitter beer that becomes your favorite. I hold it in my mouth, letting it pool thick and warm, savoring the texture before swallowing greedily, some escaping to drip down my chin in pearly strings.

My orgasm crashes through me then, body trembling as I grind against my hand, utterly owned, utterly free in this dirty, empowering fetish that binds me to both men.



And yet, in the quiet after, something shifts.

It’s not just sex anymore. It seeps into the spaces between—the way I move through my days, the way I carry myself when both men are part of my life.

I’ve started turning to them for tips and advice, the way a woman does when she feels truly seen by the people closest to her. When trust runs deeper than just touch—when you know you're understood, desired, and safe to ask anything.

With Ryan, it’s easy and natural. We lie tangled in his sheets after a long, sweaty session, bodies still humming, and I ask him things—how to handle a difficult client at work, what he thinks about a new design direction I’m considering. He listens intently, fingers tracing lazy circles on my hip or thigh, and gives me straight, thoughtful advice—sometimes practical, sometimes playful.

In return, I help him too. We brainstorm marketing ideas for his side hustle. I edit his resume when he's thinking about a career move. I even pick out clothes for important meetings. It feels balanced, intimate—like we’re building something together, even if it’s only in stolen hours.

With David, it deepens in a different way. I ask him for advice on everything from parenting decisions to how to talk to my mom about a family issue, and he gives me that calm, considered perspective I’ve always loved. But now I help him more openly too—suggesting ways he can talk to his boss about a raise, encouraging him to pursue the woodworking hobby he’s been putting off, even surprising him with new tools or books on design that I know he’ll love.

He starts opening up more about his own insecurities, and I listen, reassure him, make him feel desired and capable again.

Both men make me feel like I matter—my opinions, my ideas, my support.
And in return, I pour that same energy back into them.

It’s not just about sex anymore (though God, the sex is still incredible).
It’s about feeling valued. Needed. Helpful.

I come home from Ryan glowing not just from orgasms but from the way he looks at me when I help him solve a problem.
I fall asleep next to David feeling proud for how I’ve lifted him up that day.

Frequent sex with Ryan makes me sore, satisfied, and sexy in every pore.
The compassion with David emotionally grounds me, giving me a balanced outlook on everything.

But beyond the physical, I’m giving and receiving something deeper with both of them: real partnership, real care.

Ryan listens when I open up about the parts of me I’ve kept hidden for years—the dreams I’ve shelved, the insecurities that still whisper in quiet moments, the fear that I’m becoming someone I don’t recognize. He asks questions that make me think, offers advice that feels thoughtful and kind, celebrates my small wins like they’re his own. In return, I help him too—brainstorming his business ideas until late, encouraging him when doubt creeps in, sending him little notes or photos that make him smile on tough days.

With David, it deepens in ways I don’t expect. I lean on him more for advice—about work, about life—and he gives me that calm, steady perspective I’ve always loved. But I give back too: pushing him to chase projects he’s been hesitant about, listening when he needs to vent, making him feel desired and strong again.

We become better partners, more intentional.
Both men make me feel needed, valued—like my mind and heart matter just as much as my body.

And that, more than anything, is what keeps the spring in my step.

People still notice it.
They always will.

I have such a good husband and a freaking sexy boyfriend.
They never meet. They don’t need to.

But the people around me—friends, coworkers, even family—sometimes sense it. The extra glow, the lighter laugh, the way I carry myself differently. A few have made little comments, raised eyebrows, asked half-joking questions about whether I’m “having an affair or just on really good vitamins.” It stings sometimes, the quiet judgment in their eyes, the assumption that a married woman this happy must be doing something wrong.

Sometimes I wonder—am I a bad wife?

Am I really entitled to this kind of earth-shattering sex?
To pleasure so raw it leaves me shaking, sore, glowing for days?
Do I truly deserve two extraordinary men who both claim me in completely different ways?

People love to judge affairs like they know the whole story.
They see cheating. Betrayal. Secrets.
They don’t see the 2 a.m. conversations.
The honesty.
The way two men hold different parts of me without tearing me apart.

Because the truth is—this isn’t an affair.

It’s a living, breathing equation of love between me and the two men I’m in love with.
Different kinds of love, yes.
But love all the same.

David is my home.
My history.
My future.
The steady arms that catch me every time I walk back through our door—still warm, still slick, still glowing from another man’s bed—and welcome me without flinching.

Ryan is the fire.
The one who lit me up when I had started to dim.
The man who fucks me like a goddess—worships me until I’m shaking, spread wide, throat raw from screaming his name, begging for more.

Society still creeps in sometimes.
The rules. The looks. The imagined judgment.

But both men ground me and launch me at the same time.
And when I’m up there—I fly.

I have never felt more seen than I do right now.

Ryan makes me feel desired in my bones.
Alive.
The most sensual version of myself—every curve devoured, every moan celebrated, every orgasm taken like it’s his right to give it to me.

David makes me feel loved.
Accepted.
Safe enough to explore the filthiest parts of myself and come home changed—not ruined.
Safe enough to walk through our door still dripping another man’s cum and be met with hunger instead of judgment.

Am I proud of every moment?

No.

There are nights the guilt still twists sharp in my gut.
Mornings I question everything all over again.

But I am not ashamed.

I’m not broken.
I’m not lost.

I’m a woman who loses herself in her bull’s bed—and comes home more whole than before.
A woman who lusts with bone-deep hunger and cunt wet thirst.
A woman with contradictions, layers, heat.

A woman who loves her husband with every beat of her heart.
A woman whose bull makes her feel like the filthy, powerful goddess she is.

And if that makes people uncomfortable?

Let them judge.

Because I am finally living with the volume turned all the way up—
moaning loud,
coming hard,
loving fiercely,
owning every drop of pleasure I fought to claim.

And I am never, ever turning it down again.
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