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        Doorstep Debt

The porch light flickered above, buzzing like a dying insect, casting ugly shadows over the cracked steps as Konstantinos pulled in. He shut off the engine and slumped in the seat, the ache of eighteen hours hauling boxes grinding into his spine. He stank of diesel and sweat, his shirt glued to his skin. All he wanted was a cold beer, Hera’s tits pressed against his back in bed, and a night without anyone needing anything from him.

Then he saw the figure on the porch.

Haris was there, back to the door, duffel bag dumped at his feet like a dead dog. Broad shoulders, that same arrogant tilt to his head that used to make Konstantinos’s balls crawl up into his gut in the locker room. The streetlamp caught his profile—knife-edge jaw, three days of stubble, the kind of face that made women wet without even trying.

Konstantinos’s keys bit into his palm. He considered reversing out of the driveway, driving around the block until the man got bored and left. But Hera’s car was already in the garage. She’d seen the headlights. She’d be watching.

He got out.

Haris turned at the sound of the car door. That same slow, knowing smirk crawled across his mouth.

“Konstantinos. Been a while.”

The voice hadn’t changed either—low, rough around the edges, carrying the lazy confidence of someone who’d never had to ask twice for anything.

“What are you doing here?” Konstantinos asked. He kept his tone flat. Neutral. The way you talk to a stray dog you don’t want to encourage.

Haris lifted one shoulder. “Girlfriend kicked me out. Caught me with her best friend. Or maybe it was the other way around. Details are fuzzy.” He dragged a hand through his dark hair. “Need a couch for a few nights. Just till I figure shit out.”

Konstantinos stared, the words hitting like a punch to the balls. A few nights. In his house. On his couch. With Hera upstairs, probably naked under his sheets.

“No,” he said automatically.

Haris’s smirk didn’t falter. “Come on, man. Old times’ sake. You always were the soft one.”

The old insult hit home. Konstantinos felt that same hot shame crawl up his neck—the same humiliation from when Haris used to pin him against the lockers after gym, laughing while the other guys watched, his face burning as he tried not to get hard from the rough attention.

Before he could answer, the front door opened.

Hera stood in the doorway, barefoot, wearing nothing but one of Konstantinos’s old gray T-shirts, the hem barely covering her ass. The hallway light behind her made the thin cotton almost see-through. Her nipples poked through the fabric, dark and hard, the curve of her hips and the shadow between her thighs on full display. Her long black hair spilled over one shoulder, looking like something out of a wet dream.

Her green eyes flicked from Konstantinos to Haris and back again. She tilted her head, curious rather than alarmed.

“Who’s this?” she asked, voice warm, almost amused.

Konstantinos opened his mouth, but Haris beat him to it.

“Haris. Old friend from school.” He stepped forward, offering his hand. “You must be the wife.”

Hera smiled—small, private, the smile she usually saved for Konstantinos when they were alone. She took Haris’s hand. Held it a beat longer than necessary.

“Hera,” she said. “Come in. You look like you could use a drink.”

Konstantinos felt the air go thick, heavy with something ugly. Hera’s fingers lingered on Haris’s hand, and Haris’s eyes dropped straight to the bottom of her T-shirt, staring at her bare thighs like he was already undressing her with his eyes.

He wanted to say no again. Wanted to grab Hera’s wrist and pull her back inside, lock the door, tell Haris to fuck off. But the words wouldn’t come.

Hera stepped aside, letting Haris in. As he passed, his arm brushed right across her tit—just a graze, but enough to make the T-shirt shift and her breath hitch, nipples hardening under the thin fabric.

Konstantinos followed them inside like a man walking to his own execution.

The living room stank of Hera’s lavender candle and the sharp, cocky stink of Haris’s cologne—expensive, loud, the kind that said fuck you before he even opened his mouth. Haris dropped onto the couch like he owned the place, legs spread wide, arm thrown over the backrest, taking up as much space as possible.

Hera disappeared into the kitchen. Konstantinos stood in the doorway, arms crossed, trying to look casual.

“You can’t stay,” he said quietly.

Haris raised an eyebrow. “Your wife seems to disagree.”

“She’s being polite.”

“Is she?” Haris leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Because from where I’m sitting, she looked pretty fucking interested.”

Konstantinos’s jaw clenched. “Watch it.”

Haris laughed—short, rough. “Still the same Konstantinos. All bark, no bite.” He glanced toward the kitchen, where Hera was humming softly, pouring whiskey into three glasses. “She’s hot, though. You did good there. Better than you deserve.”

The words were a knife, twisting. Konstantinos felt his face burn.

Hera came back with the drinks. She gave Haris his first, her fingers sliding over his knuckles, slow and deliberate. Then she handed Konstantinos his, her touch on his wrist soft, almost like she was sorry for something. Almost.

She sat down next to Haris, not quite touching, but close enough their thighs were nearly pressed together. Konstantinos could see the heat between them from across the room.

“So,” she said, sipping her whiskey, “tell us about this breakup.”

Haris leaned back, glass resting on his stomach. The movement pulled his shirt tight across his chest, outlining muscle that hadn’t softened since high school.

“Long story short? She found texts. Some pictures. Didn’t like sharing.” He shrugged. “Her loss.”

Hera laughed—low, throaty. “Sounds like you’re a lot to handle.”

Haris’s eyes flicked to her mouth. “Some women like that.”

Konstantinos stood in the doorway, frozen. The room felt like it was shrinking, getting hotter by the second. The whiskey scorched his throat, but his heart still hammered in his chest, loud and useless.

Hera crossed her legs. The T-shirt rode higher. She didn’t adjust it.

Haris noticed.

Of course he noticed.

“Anyway,” Haris continued, voice dropping lower, “I figured Konstantinos owed me one. After all the times I covered for him back in the day.”

Konstantinos’s stomach dropped. “I never asked you to—”

“Bullshit,” Haris cut in, casual, like they were discussing the weather. “You remember junior year? That party at Jake’s? You were so drunk you couldn’t stand. I carried your ass home, made sure nobody posted the pictures.” He looked at Hera. “Your husband used to be a lightweight.”

Hera’s eyes slid to Konstantinos. There was something new in them—curiosity, maybe. Or amusement.

“Is that true?” she asked softly.

Konstantinos swallowed. “It was a long time ago.”

Haris smirked. “Some things don’t change.”

Silence stretched, thick and heavy.

Hera drained her drink and set the glass down. When she leaned forward, the neck of her T-shirt fell open, giving a full view of her tits, nipples barely hidden in the shadows. Haris stared openly, not even pretending to look away.

“I think we can make the couch work,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost gentle. “For a few nights.”

Konstantinos felt the floor tilt beneath him.

“Hera—”

She looked at him then. Really looked. And whatever she saw in his face—anger, fear, something darker—made her lips curve into the smallest, most dangerous smile.

“He’s got nowhere else to go,” she said. “It’s just temporary.”

Haris stretched, arms up, shirt riding high to show off a hard stomach and a dark line of hair running down into his pants, like he was daring Hera to look.

“Appreciate it,” he said. His eyes were on Hera. “Really.”

She stood. “I’ll get you some blankets.”

As she walked past Konstantinos, she touched his arm, soft and reassuring, but her fingers shook, just a little, like she was nervous or excited or both.

Upstairs, after Haris had stripped down to nothing but black boxers and sprawled out on the couch like he owned it, Hera slid into bed next to Konstantinos. Her skin was hot, flushed, her body pressed tight against his, tits squashed against his side as she curled up with her head on his chest.

“He seems… lonely,” she murmured.

Konstantinos stared at the ceiling. “He’s an asshole.”

“Maybe.” She traced lazy circles on his stomach. “But he’s hurting.”

Her hand drifted lower. Konstantinos caught her wrist.

“Hera.”

She lifted her head. In the dark, her eyes were unreadable.

“Just go to sleep,” she whispered.

He tried.

He really tried.

But sometime after two, when the house had gone quiet, he heard it.

A soft rustle of blankets.

A low masculine groan.

The faint, unmistakable sound of a woman’s breath hitching, the kind of sound Hera made when she was about to come.

Konstantinos lay perfectly still, heart slamming against his ribs.

And listened.

First Comfort

The red numbers on the cheap digital clock screamed 2:17 a.m. at Konstantinos, who woke up with a start, his brain refusing to shut the fuck up. The house was dead quiet, except for the unmistakable sound of blankets moving and voices—low, intimate, definitely not innocent—coming from downstairs. His heart hammered in his chest, loud enough he thought it might give him away. He stared at the ceiling, trying to convince himself it was just the wind or the house creaking, but the noises kept coming, dragging him out of bed whether he wanted it or not.

Hera was gone. Her side of the bed was cold, the shape of her ass barely left in the sheets. Konstantinos shivered, sitting up, the mattress groaning under him. He didn't bother with a shirt, just stood there in his boxers, his cock half-hard from some stupid dream he couldn't remember. The room still smelled like her lavender lotion and the leftover stink of their failed attempt at sex earlier.

He crept to the door and cracked it open. The hallway was dark, shadows everywhere, but the sounds were louder now—a woman's whisper, a man's voice, and then Hera's laugh. That laugh she used when she was about to fuck someone. Konstantinos's stomach twisted, a sick mix of dread and the kind of arousal that made his cock twitch.

He snuck down the stairs, careful to skip the step that always squeaked. Through the banister, he saw the living room lit up by a slice of moonlight. Haris's duffel bag was dumped by the wall, but all Konstantinos could see was Hera, kneeling on the floor in her slutty little nightgown, the silk bunched up around her thighs so her legs were on full display. Her hand was already on Haris's thigh, fingers spread wide, almost daring Konstantinos to watch. Haris lounged back, shirtless, his chest rising slow, one hand playing with Hera's strap, his thumb rubbing her tit through the thin fabric.

The air downstairs was cold, but it stank of sex—Hera's sweet, needy smell mixed with Haris's sweat and something raw. The scent hit Konstantinos hard, making his cock twitch even as his chest tightened with humiliation. He stood frozen in the shadows, just watching, like he always did. Just like in high school, when Haris would show off his latest fuck in the locker room, making sure Konstantinos saw everything and couldn't do a damn thing about it.

Hera leaned in closer, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder, brushing Haris's arm. "You poor thing," she whispered, her voice a sultry murmur that carried up to Konstantinos. "All alone down here. Can't sleep?"

Haris's smirk was visible even in the dim light, his eyes heavy-lidded as he gazed down at her. "Not with you upstairs, thinking about me." His hand slid up, cupping her cheek, thumb tracing her lower lip. She parted her mouth slightly, letting him press inside, just the tip, a teasing invasion.

Konstantinos gripped the banister so hard his knuckles hurt. He should go down there, scream, kick Haris out. But he just stood there, useless, his cock getting harder as he watched Hera's hand slide up, her fingers slipping under Haris's boxers like she owned his dick.

Everything got dirtier. Haris grabbed Hera's wrist and shoved her hand down, making her grip his cock through his boxers. She didn't even hesitate—just gasped and squeezed him, her fingers wrapping around the thick length. "Fuck, that's good," Haris said, his voice dripping with that asshole tone he always used. "Konstantinos used to watch me in school, you know. Hiding, pretending he wasn't jealous. Bet he's up there now, jerking off, wishing he could have what you really want."

Hera looked right at the stairs, and for a second Konstantinos thought she saw him. Her eyes glinted, and she smirked as she jerked Haris off slow, making sure to show off her hard nipples poking through the silk. She angled her body toward Haris, like she couldn't get enough. "Shh," she whispered, but she was grinning, her other hand sliding up her thigh, pulling her nightgown up so he could see everything. "He might hear."

Haris laughed, loud and mean. "Let him hear. Let him know what a real cock feels like." He yanked Hera closer, shoved his hand under her nightgown, and started fingering her right there. Hera arched her back and moaned, the same sound she made when she wanted to make Konstantinos feel small. The wet, filthy noises filled the room, and Konstantinos couldn't help it—his hand was already on his cock, rubbing through his boxers, shame burning through him as he watched.

"You're so wet already," Haris growled, his fingers moving with practiced rhythm, drawing another gasp from Hera. "This for me? Or for the thought of him watching?"

Hera's head lolled back, tits heaving, her voice thick with need. "Both," she said. "God, Haris... it's been forever since someone actually took control." She jerked him faster, the couch squeaking as they moved. Konstantinos's brain flashed with memories of Haris pinning him in the locker room, girls giggling, everyone knowing who the real man was. Now Haris was fucking his wife, and Konstantinos just stood there, jerking his pathetic cock in the dark, too weak to do anything but watch.

Haris leaned up, capturing Hera's mouth in a rough kiss, his tongue invading, dominating. She melted into it, her body pressing against his, the nightgown slipping off one shoulder to expose the curve of her breast. "Tell me," he demanded against her lips, fingers plunging deeper, eliciting a muffled cry. "Tell me how much better I am than him."

Hera broke the kiss, panting, her eyes glazed with desire. "You're... stronger. Bolder." Her hips rocked against his hand, seeking more, her strokes on him turning urgent, slick with his arousal. "He never... oh fuck, right there... he never makes me feel like this."

The words hit Konstantinos like a punch to the gut, jealousy and humiliation mixing with the ache in his cock. He squeezed himself harder, every filthy sound—Haris's fingers slapping wet against Hera, her needy whimpers, the couch groaning—making him want to explode. Haris grabbed her hair, yanked her head back, and bit her neck. "Come for me," he growled. "Show me how much you need a real man."

Hera came hard, biting back a scream, her whole body shaking as she squeezed Haris's hand between her legs. The smell of her orgasm filled the room, hitting Konstantinos right in the face, making his cock throb. Haris grunted and came all over her hand, thick and messy, marking her like she belonged to him.

They just stayed there, sweaty and tangled, Hera lazily wiping Haris's cum off her hand onto the blanket. Haris pulled her in and kissed her hard, like he owned her, before finally letting her go.

"Go back to him," he murmured, smirking. "Let him smell me on you."

Hera stood up, fixing her nightgown with shaky hands, her legs barely holding her up. Her face wasce was flushed, lips swollenHaris'som Haris's kilooked ated at the stairs agsmirking, like she knew Konstantinos was there, like she wanted him to see everythingg.

Konstantinos slipped back to bed, heart racing, just as Hera came up the stairs. She slid in next to him, pressing her body against his back. She reeked of Haris—sweat, cum, and victory—her thigh sticky against his, the proof of what she'd just done still smeared on her skin.

He squeezed his eyes shut and pretended to sleep, his cock still aching, trapped between them, humiliated and hard.

Hera sighed, sounding completely satisfied, like she couldn't wait to do it again.

Morning Reckoning

Sunlight cut through the kitchen blinds, striping the floor. The coffee machine spat and hissed, filling the room with the bitter smell of fresh brew, but it only reminded Hera of last night’s fuck. She moved around the kitchen, hair a mess, wearing nothing but Konstantinos’s flannel shirt. The shirt barely covered her ass, her long, olive legs on display. The front hung open enough to show the curve of her tits, nipples hard against the fabric, either from the cold or from thinking about what she’d done. Her lips were swollen from being kissed and bitten, and her green eyes sparkled as she poured coffee, steam rising between her and the memory of Haris’s cock.

Konstantinos stoohe doorway, looloolooking like shit after a night without sleep. Hera had crawled back into bed reeking of Haris—sweat, cum, and the kind of cocky dominance that made Konstantinos’s dick ache with jealousy. He’d spent the night hard and humiliated, his cock pressed against the sheets, thinking about what he’d seen. Now, in the morning, he slouched in his wrinkled pajamas, hair a mess, beard roughucked while he watccrampedher voice husky with the memory of his wife getting fucked while he watchedle for him, but her eyes flicked toward the hallway, anticipation flickering in their depths.

Haris strolled in from the living room, shirtless, not giving a fuck. He was built, tanned, still wet from splashing water on himself in the guest bathroom. Droplets ran down his chest and abs, stopping at the waistband of his boxers. His black hair was a mess, and he wore that same smug grin as he stared straight at Konstantinos. The room felt electric, tense. Hera poured Haris a coffee, her fingers brushing his on purpose, thumb stroking his hand. She looked at Konstantinos, daring him to say something, her cheeks flushed and her eyes wide.

Haris took the mug, his free hand grazing her hip in a casual claim as he leaned against the counter. "Smells good," he rumbled, voice low and gravelly from sleep—or lack of it. "Nothing like a strong brew after a long night."

Konstantinos sat down, the chair scraping loud in the silence. He gripped his mug, hands shaking. The coffee was black and bitter, but it couldn’t cover the smell of sex still clinging to Hera. His stomach twisted with jealousy, but his cock twitched anyway, remembering the sounds she’d made for Haris.

Hera sat next to Haris, her thigh pressed against his. She sipped her coffee, her foot sliding up his leg under the table. Haris shifted, muscles tensing. "Sleep well?" she asked Konstantinos, pretending to be innocent, but her eyes gave her away.

He nodded curtly, unable to meet her gaze. "Fine."

Haris chuckled, setting his mug down with a deliberate clink. "Liar. I bet you were up half the night." He leaned back, arms crossing over his chest, muscles flexing in a display that was anything but casual. "Thinking about what you missed."

Konstantinos's cheeks burned, heat flooding his face. He stared into his coffee, the dark liquid swirling like his thoughts. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Oh, come on," Haris drawled, his voice dripping with cruelty, each word a slow twist of the knife. "You heard us. Hell, you probably watched." He glanced at Hera, who smirked into her mug, her lips curving around the rim. "Your wife here... she came downstairs looking for a little comfort. And fuck, did she get it."

Hera's foot continued its lazy path up Haris's leg, her toes curling against his skin. She added a teasing correction, her voice soft but edged with playfulness. "Comfort? Is that what we're calling it now?" She licked her lips, tasting the coffee, her eyes flicking to Konstantinos with a challenge. "It was more than that."

Konstantinos's hands trembled around his cup, the porcelain rattling slightly against the saucer. Humiliation warred with the painful arousal building in his groin, his cock hardening against his will as Haris launched into the explicit recap, voice low and unrelenting. "She knelt right there on the floor, her nightgown slipping off her shoulder, exposing that perfect tit. I could see how hard her nipple was—pink and begging. She wrapped her hand around my cock, stroked me slow at first, getting me nice and hard. Fuck, she's got a grip like velvet, doesn't she? Tight and warm, just like her pussy must be."

Hera laughed softly, her foot inching higher under the table, now pressing against Haris's inner thigh. "You forgot the part where you fingered me," she interjected, her voice breathy, eyes locked on Konstantinos as if daring him to react. "Two fingers, deep and rough. I was so wet, dripping down my thighs. Remember that sound? The slick slide every time you thrust in?"

Haris nodded, his smirk widening, eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure. "Yeah, and you moaned like a whore, Hera. Begging for more. 'Harder, Haris,' you said. 'Make me come.' And I did—curled my fingers just right, hitting that spot until you clenched around me, soaking my hand. Your whole body shook, tits bouncing with every gasp."

Konstantinos breathed hard, face burning. The coffee tasted bitter, but he could still smell Hera’s pussy in the air, clinging to his shirt. He couldn’t stop thinking about her bent over, moaning, the wet slap of Haris’s fingers inside her. His cock pressed against his pajamas, leaking pre-cum, humiliating him. He hated how much it turned him on, the jealousy mixing with a sick excitement he couldn’t fight.

"Tell him the best part," Hera urged, her foot now brushing the bulge in Haris's boxers under the table, her movements subtle but deliberate. Her own arousal was evident—the way her nipples poked against the flannel, the flush on her chest, the quickened rise and fall of her breaths.

Haris leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that cut deeper with each word. "The best part? When I came all over her hand—hot, thick ropes shooting out while she milked me dry. She wiped it off on the blanket like it was nothing, but I could see how much she loved it. Eyes glazed, lips swollen from sucking on my thumb like it was my cock. And then she went back upstairs to you, smelling like my cum, her pussy still throbbing from what I gave her."

Konstantinos gripped his mug so hard his knuckles went white. "Stop," he said, voice weak. He didn’t mean it. His cock throbbed, his mind full of filthy images: Hera’s hand covered in cum, Haris groaning, Hera curling up next to him after, her thigh sticky against his.

"Why?" Haris taunted, his hand dropping under the table to grip Hera's ankle, guiding her foot higher. "Getting hard thinking about it? Bet you jerked off last night, didn't you? Watching your wife get what you can't give her."

Hera's smirk faded slightly, a flicker of something—guilt? Excitement?—crossing her face. But she didn't pull away. Instead, she added fuel, her voice teasing. "He did hear us. I felt him tense when I got back in bed. Pretending to sleep, but his cock was rock hard against my ass."

Konstantinos was humiliated, torn between wanting to punch Haris and wanting to hear more. The shame made his cock harder. Every cruel word just made it worse. The kitchen stank of coffee and sex, their breathing loud in the thick air.

Haris wasn't done. "Next time, maybe I'll fuck her right there on the couch. Bend her over, slide into that tight cunt while you listen from upstairs. Hear her scream my name instead of yours."

Hera's foot pressed firmly now, rubbing against Haris's hardening length, her eyes never leaving Konstantinos. "Or maybe... invite him to watch properly."

Konstantinos pushed his chair back, the legs screeching. "I have to go to work," he muttered, not looking at them. His hard-on was obvious, his pants tented, making him look pathetic.

Hera rose to clear the dishes, her body brushing against Haris as she leaned over him, pressing a lingering kiss to his cheek in full view. Her lips brushed his ear, a soft whisper lost to Konstantinos, but the intent was clear. Haris's hand slid up her thigh under the shirt, a possessive squeeze that made her gasp softly.

Konstantinos fled the kitchen, grabbing his keys from the hook, heart pounding. As he reached the door, Haris's voice followed him, low and mocking.

"See you tonight, little man."

The words stuck in his head as he stepped outside, the door slamming behind him.

Second Descent

The clock read 1:45 a.m., the only light in the room. Konstantinos didn't even try to sleep. He just lay there, stiff next to Hera, listening to her breathing and feeling that sick, hungry twist in his gut. The house felt heavy, like it was waiting for something dirty. He could still smell her—her cunt, her sweat, the lavender she always wore. It used to calm him. Now it just made his cock twitch. He'd been half-hard for hours, the ache refusing to go away. He'd jerked off a couple times, then stopped, disgusted with himself.

It started downstairs. A moan, the couch creaking, a woman's sigh drifting up the stairs. Louder than last night. They wanted him to hear. Konstantinos's heart hammered. He sat up. Hera was gone. Her side of the bed was empty, sheets kicked away. The chill in his body wasn't from the window, but from the sick excitement, the betrayal that made his cock throb. He got out of bed, feet on the cold floor. His boxers were tented, already wet with pre-cum just thinking about what he'd see.

He crept down the stairs, breath ragged, cock throbbing. The living room was lit by moonlight through the blinds, stripes of silver cutting across the couch. Hera was already riding Haris, her nightgown bunched up, her ass bare, cunt glistening. She rocked on him, slow and deliberate, hands digging into his chest. Haris gripped her hips, holding her in place, his thumbs pressing hard enough to leave bruises. Both of them kept glancing at the stairs, looking for him, wanting him to watch. Hera's hair hung down her back, swaying as she fucked him, her skin flushed and sweaty. Haris just lay there, cock buried in her, grinning like he'd won.

The air down here was thick, saturated with the scent of sex—Hera's arousal sharp and tangy, mingled with Haris's musky sweat, the faint leather from the couch adding an earthy undertone. Konstantinos froze at the bottom of the stairs, hidden just out of sight in the alcove, his back pressed against the cool wall. His hand drifted down almost unconsciously, palming himself through his boxers, the friction sending sparks up his spine. Why was he here? Why didn't he stop this? The questions swirled in his mind, drowned out by the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joining—the slick slide of skin, the soft slap of her thighs against his hips, her breathy gasps punctuating the night.

Hera's head tilted back slightly, her green eyes half-lidded in pleasure, but she stole another glance toward the shadows, her lips parting in a knowing smile. "He's watching," she whispered, voice husky, laced with excitement. "I can feel it."

Haris chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through the room, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts through the thin silk of her nightgown. He pinched her nipples roughly, drawing a sharp moan from her that echoed straight to Konstantinos's cock. "Good," Haris growled, his voice commanding, cruel. "Let the little coward see what he's missing. Feel how wet you are, Hera? Soaking my cock, dripping down my balls. That's not for him—that's for a real man who knows how to fuck you right."

Konstantinos's breath caught. His hand slipped into his boxers, wrapping around his cock. He stroked himself, matching their rhythm, shame burning in his chest. Hera's moans got louder, more fake, her body moving like she was putting on a show. She stared right at the shadows where he hid, grinding down on Haris, taking him deep. "Oh god, Haris... you're so thick, stretching me so good. He never fills me like this—never makes me ache for more." The words stabbed at Konstantinos, but he just stroked faster, pre-cum slicking his palm, his own breathing almost giving him away.

Haris thrust up into her, meeting her movements with forceful snaps of his hips, the couch creaking protests under them. "Tell him," he demanded, one hand leaving her hip to slap her ass lightly, the crack echoing in the quiet house. The flesh jiggled, reddening under his palm, and Hera yelped, a mix of pain and pleasure that sent a jolt through Konstantinos. "Tell the hidden watcher how much better I am. Describe it—every fucking inch."

Hera's laughter was breathy, wicked, her body bouncing now as she rode him harder, breasts heaving with each descent. "He's so hard inside me, Konstantinos," she called out softly, her voice directed toward the stairs, performative and teasing. "Thicker than you, longer—hitting spots you never reach. Feel that?" She ground down, circling her hips, eliciting a groan from Haris. "That's me clenching around him, milking him. My pussy's on fire, wet and swollen, begging for his cum. You'd love to see it, wouldn't you? Hiding there, jerking off like the pathetic voyeur you are."

The words hit Konstantinos like punches, making his cock throb harder. His mind screamed at him—stop this, you're her husband—but his body didn't listen. He fucked his fist, the slick sound of his jerking off matching the wet slap of their bodies. The smell of sex was everywhere. Hera's tits bounced, her nightgown stuck to her sweaty skin, nipples poking through. Haris's hands were all over her, pinching her nipple, rubbing her clit, making her moan louder.

"Fuck, you're tight," Haris narrated aloud, his voice rough, eyes flicking to the shadows with a predatory gleam. "Better than the wife of a coward—eager, responsive. Every thrust, she squeezes me like she can't get enough. Hear that, Konstantinos? The way she's gasping, moaning my name? That's what real desire sounds like." He punctuated his words with a deep thrust, Hera's cry piercing the night, her back arching as pleasure rippled through her.

Konstantinos froze, hand tight on his cock, torn between jealousy and sick arousal. He saw Hera's lips parted, her thighs shaking, her cunt stretched wide around Haris. He started stroking again, faster, biting his lip to keep quiet. Why does this turn me on? She's mine, but she's fucking him, showing off for me. The humiliation burned, but he couldn't stop. He wanted to watch. He wanted to be degraded.

Hera's moans escalated, turning into whimpers as Haris's fingers worked her clit relentlessly. "I'm close," she panted, eyes still locked on the shadows, her performance peaking. "Haris, don't stop—make me come all over you. Show him how you own this pussy." Her words blended cruelty and desire, each one a hook sinking deeper into Konstantinos.

Haris grinned, thrusting up harder, the pace brutal now. "Come for me, slut," he commanded, voice laced with dominance. "Scream it—let him hear how I make you shatter." His narration continued, every thrust described in real time: "Feel that? My cock throbbing inside you, your walls fluttering. You're gushing, Hera—dripping down my shaft, making a mess. Better than he ever could."

The tension built to a crescendo, Hera's body tensing, her cries growing louder, unrestrained. She came with a shuddering wail, her thighs clamping around Haris, body convulsing as waves of orgasm crashed over her. The scent of her release intensified, sharp and intoxicating, reaching Konstantinos and pushing him closer to the edge. Haris followed seconds later, groaning deeply as he emptied inside her, hips jerking with each pulse, filling her with hot spurts that she milked greedily.

They finished loudly, the room echoing with their heavy breaths and satisfied sighs. Hera collapsed onto Haris's chest, her body limp and glowing, nightgown disheveled, a trickle of their combined fluids leaking down her thigh. Haris's hands stroked her back lazily, possessive, his smirk triumphant as he glanced once more toward the stairs.

After a while, Hera pulled herself off Haris, legs shaking. She yanked her nightgown down, the fabric stuck to her sweaty skin, and walked to the stairs. Konstantinos slipped back into bed, heart pounding. She slid in next to him, flushed and glowing, her body hot. The stink of sex clung to her—Haris's cum and her own, sticky and wet against his side.

She curled against him, her breath hot on his ear. "Did you like the show?" she whispered, voice teasing, knowing.

Konstantinos lay frozen, cock throbbing, her words hanging in the air. He couldn't move. He couldn't breathe.

The Table Turns

The kitchen reeked of sex. The smell was thick, musky, and impossible to ignore, mixing with the bitter stink of coffee. Konstantinos stood in the doorway, still in his wrinkled boxers and T-shirt, his body sore from another night of broken sleep. He couldn't stop replaying what he'd seen: Hera bouncing on Haris's cock, her tits jiggling, her eyes finding him in the dark. He'd jerked off in the shadows after she whispered in his ear, shooting a pathetic load into his hand. It hadn't helped. If anything, it made him hornier. Now, standing there, he felt small and exposed, his cock already twitching at the thought of what was coming.

Hera was at the counter, wearing nothing but a loose silk robe and sheer black panties. The robe hung open, her tits on display, nipples hard and skin still flushed from being fucked. Haris had his hand on her lower back, fingers slipping under the robe, tracing her bare skin. He was shirtless, muscles on show, boxers low enough to see the shape of his cock. They were laughing quietly, probably about how hard he'd fucked her last night.

Konstantinos's entrance barely registered at first; they continued their murmured conversation, Hera pouring coffee into three mugs with a graceful tilt of her wrist, steam rising in lazy curls. But then she glanced over, her green eyes lighting up with a mix of amusement and hunger. "Morning, darling," she purred, her voice still husky from the night's moans. Haris's hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her ass through the panties, giving a gentle squeeze that made her bite her lip, a soft hum escaping her throat.

Konstantinos shuffled to the table and sat down, the chair cold against his bare thighs. He saw the red marks on Hera's neck—Haris's teeth, proof of how rough he'd been. The table was still messy from yesterday, but now it felt like a stage for whatever game they were playing.

Hera put a mug in front of him, her robe falling open so her tits nearly brushed his face. He could smell her—sex and sweat, barely covered by perfume. Haris sat across from him, smirking, eyes locked on Konstantinos like he was prey. Haris's hand stayed on Hera's thigh, thumb rubbing her panties, making her squirm.

They drank in silence. The coffee was bitter, but it didn't help. Konstantinos couldn't stop thinking about Hera getting fucked by Haris, her moans, her eyes on him in the dark. He wanted to run, but the shame just made him harder. His cock pressed against his boxers, obvious and leaking, and he didn't bother to hide it.

Haris broke the quiet first, his voice crude and commanding, setting down his mug with a deliberate thud. "So, Konstantinos," he drawled, leaning back in his chair, muscles flexing across his chest. "Enjoy the performance last night? I made sure it was loud enough for you. Hera here rode me like a fucking champion—tight, wet, begging for every inch."

Hera slid into the seat beside Haris, her robe slipping off one shoulder to expose the full curve of her breast, nipple dark and erect. She smirked into her coffee, her foot finding Haris's under the table again, but her eyes were on Konstantinos, playful cruelty dancing in them. "He did," she added, voice teasing, laced with a edge of mockery. "I felt him hard against me when I came back to bed. Pretending to sleep, but his cock was throbbing. Admit it, love—you stroked yourself watching us, didn't you?"

Konstantinos's face burned, heat flooding his cheeks, but he didn't deny it. His voice came out shaky, barely above a whisper. "Yes." The admission hung in the air, electric, shifting the dynamic. For the first time, he was part of the conversation, not just the silent victim. His hands trembled around his mug, coffee sloshing slightly, the bitter taste now mingled with the salt of his own sweat beading on his upper lip.

Haris laughed, a rough, triumphant sound. "Knew it. Little pervert, getting off on his wife fucking the better man." He reached over, his hand sliding up Hera's thigh under the table, fingers disappearing beneath her panties. She gasped softly, her hips shifting forward, encouraging him. "Tell us more," Haris commanded, his fingers moving with audible slickness, the wet sounds punctuating his words. "How hard did it make you? Seeing her pussy stretch around my cock, hearing her moan my name?"

Hera's breathing sped up, her tits bare now, nipples hard. She stared at Konstantinos, a cruel smile on her lips. "Yeah, tell us," she said, voice low, pinching her nipple. "Did you jerk off thinking about it? Did you want to taste me after he finished inside me?"

Konstantinos's cock throbbed, pre-cum soaking his boxers. He was humiliated and turned on, the feeling making him dizzy. He finally spoke, voice shaky but louder. "I couldn't stop. Watching you fuck him, your tits bouncing, you staring at me—I came all over my hand."

The confession ignited the room. Haris's eyes darkened with sadistic pleasure, his fingers plunging deeper into Hera, eliciting a moan from her that echoed off the walls. "Fuck, that's pathetic," he taunted, but there was approval in his tone, a twisted encouragement. "Your wife's cunt dripping with my cum, and you're jerking off in the dark. Stand up—show us how hard you are now."

Hera nodded eagerly, her free hand reaching across the table toward Konstantinos. "Do it," she commanded, voice playful but edged with cruelty. "Let us see what our little recap does to you."

Konstantinos hesitated, heart pounding, but the command in their voices pulled at him like strings. He stood slowly, his erection obvious, straining against the thin fabric of his boxers, a dark spot spreading from the tip. Haris whistled low, mocking. "Not bad—for a watcher. But look at her, Konstantinos. She's soaked from my fingers. Come here, Hera—show him what he misses."

Hera stood up, her robe dropping to the floor so she was almost naked except for her soaked panties. She walked over and straddled Konstantinos's lap, grinding her wet pussy against his cock through the thin fabric. He groaned, grabbing her waist, desperate for more.

Haris watched from across the table, his hand now stroking himself through his boxers, eyes locked on them. "That's it," he taunted, voice rough. "Grind on your husband while I watch. Feel how wet she is, Konstantinos? That's from thinking about my cock inside her last night. Tell him, Hera—describe how I fucked you."

Hera's hands roamed Konstantinos's chest, nails scraping lightly through his T-shirt, her breasts brushing his face as she leaned in. "He took me deep," she whispered against his ear, her breath hot and ragged, hips circling faster now, the friction building slick heat between them. "Thrusting up into me, filling me completely. I came so hard, clenching around him, milking every drop. And you watched, didn't you? It made you ache."

Konstantinos moaned, head back, as Hera ground harder on his cock. Her panties were soaked, barely hiding how wet she was. He yanked the robe off her, leaving her naked in his lap. Haris was jerking himself off, sneering. "Look at you two. She's getting off on you, but she's thinking about my cock. Faster, Hera. Make him beg."

The three-way dynamic pulsed with energy, Konstantinos's admissions fueling the fire. He thrust up against her, seeking more friction, his mind a whirlwind of jealousy and desire. "God, Hera... it turns me on so much," he admitted, voice breaking. "Seeing you with him, hearing the details. Don't stop."

Hera laughed breathlessly, her body undulating, breasts bouncing with each grind. Haris stood now, moving closer, his free hand reaching out to cup one of her breasts, thumb flicking her nipple while he stroked himself. "Good boy," he mocked. "Admit your place. You're hard because you know she's mine now—temporarily, at least."

Haris pinched and grabbed at Hera, Konstantinos holding her hips, moving her up and down on his lap. The kitchen was full of the sounds of sex—wet, messy, loud. Hera's pussy soaked through his boxers, the smell of her arousal everywhere. Konstantinos was humiliated and desperate, Hera was in control, and Haris was running the show.

But Hera stopped, slowing her hips, looking down at Konstantinos with a wicked grin. She leaned in, lips at his ear. "Something special tonight," she whispered. "Be ready."

Konstantinos nodded, breath ragged, his whispered agreement sealing it: "I'll stay awake... and watch properly."

Full Exposure

Thunder rattled the windows, shaking the whole boring suburban house like it was about to come apart. Rain hammered the glass, wind screaming and slamming branches against the siding. The living room was almost pitch black, except for the occasional lightning flash that lit up the mess of furniture and bodies. The air was heavy and wet, stinking of old sex—sweat, pussy, and cum soaked into the couch and blankets. A few candles flickered on the coffee table, throwing just enough light to show off every curve and every hungry look.

Hera stood in the middle of the room, tits and ass on full display in a see-through black negligee that barely covered anything. Her nipples were hard, the lace doing nothing to hide the dark patch between her legs. Her hair was down, a little damp, sticking to her face as she stared at Konstantinos with that look that said she owned him. Konstantinos hovered by the door, looking like a lost puppy in his T-shirt and boxers, hair a mess from all his nervous fidgeting. "Sit," Hera ordered, pointing at the armchair. No room for argument. Haris was already sprawled on the couch, muscles out, sweatpants tented by his cock, skin shining in the candlelight. He grinned, watching Hera take over.

Konstantinos hesitated, heart pounding like he was about to get caught jerking off. Fear, jealousy, and that sick, humiliating arousal twisted in his gut. Why the fuck am I letting this happen? he thought. My house, my wife, and she's looking at him like I'm not even here. But his cock twitched anyway, traitor that it was, and he shuffled over to the armchair, sitting down like a good little bitch. Hera smirked, pleased, and turned off the lamp so only the lightning showed off her body—every curve, every bit of her on display. The room stank of her perfume and old sex, making his skin crawl and his cock throb.

Haris shifted on the couch, patting the cushion beside him. "Come here, beautiful," he rumbled, his voice rough, inviting. Hera sauntered over, her hips swaying with deliberate seduction, each step a tease that drew Konstantinos's gaze. She settled beside Haris, close enough that their thighs pressed together, the heat of their bodies radiating. Lightning flashed again, highlighting the way Haris's hand immediately slid to her knee, fingers tracing slow circles upward. Konstantinos swallowed hard, his breath quickening, the initial erotic tension coiling tight in his gut like a spring ready to snap.

The scene unfolded in agonizing real time, every second stretched out like taffy, building the anticipation until it was almost unbearable. Haris turned to Hera, his hand sliding higher up her thigh, pushing the negligee aside to expose more of her olive skin. He leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss, his tongue invading with bold confidence. Hera moaned into it, her hands roaming his chest, nails scraping lightly over his nipples, drawing a low growl from him. They broke apart slowly, Hera's lips swollen and glistening, her eyes flicking to Konstantinos with a challenging gleam. "Watch closely," she whispered, her voice breathy, directed at her husband. "This is what you wanted—to see it all, up close."

Haris chuckled, his hand dipping between her legs, fingers brushing the lace of her negligee aside to stroke her folds directly. Hera gasped, her back arching slightly, nipples straining harder against the fabric. "Feel that, Konstantinos?" Haris narrated, his voice deliberate and rough, eyes locked on the man in the armchair. "She's already wet—dripping, actually. Slick and hot, just from the thought of me taking her while you sit there like a good little voyeur." His fingers circled her clit slowly, teasing, the wet sounds audible in the quiet room, punctuated by another thunderclap. Hera's breath hitched, her thighs parting wider, inviting more. She locked eyes with Konstantinos, her green gaze intense, filled with a mix of love, cruelty, and raw desire. "It feels so good," she described, her voice husky, escalating the desires. "His fingers are thick, rough—rubbing just right, making my pussy throb. Better than your touches, love. He's not gentle; he's demanding."

Konstantinos's cock was rock hard, straining against his boxers, a wet spot already spreading. Shame hit him in waves—his wife talking shit about him, getting off on another man's fingers, and he was just sitting there, hard as fuck. I should hate this, he thought. But fuck, she's gone for him, not even looking at me. Or maybe that's why I'm so hard. The humiliation, the way I'm nothing here. His hand jerked toward his cock, but he stopped himself, the urge to stroke almost painful.

Haris pulled Hera onto his lap, her back to his chest, spreading her legs wide over his thighs. The negligee hiked up completely, exposing her fully—her pussy glistening in the candlelight, swollen and ready. He guided her hand to his sweatpants, where she freed his cock, thick and veined, springing out hard and insistent. "Stroke me," Haris ordered, his voice commanding, and she did, her fingers wrapping around him, pumping slowly as he continued fingering her. "Tell him how it feels, Hera. Describe every sensation."

She moaned, grinding on his hand, jerking his cock in time. "His cock is so fucking hard, Konstantinos. Hot, thick, and it throbs in my hand. Way bigger than yours. When he's inside, he stretches me out, fills me up. His fingers are deep, curling right on my spot. I'm soaking him, dripping all over. I feel alive, wanted—nothing like what you do to me." Her words stabbed at Konstantinos, but his cock just got harder. He finally shoved his hand into his boxers and started stroking, slow and desperate.

Haris noticed, his smirk widening. "That's right—stroke yourself while you watch. But slow. Don't come until I say." The order sent a shiver through Konstantinos, his obedience immediate, his pace matching theirs. The extended dialogue of degradation and desire filled the room, layered with emotional beats: Hera's empowerment in her cruelty, Haris's dominance in his narration, Konstantinos's surrender in his compliance. "Look at her face," Haris continued, his free hand pinching her nipple hard, making her cry out. "Flushed, lips parted—pure slut for me. Feel how tight she gets when I do this?" He thrust his fingers deeper, the slick sounds louder, her moans turning to whimpers. "She's clenching, begging for my cock. And you? You're just the audience, getting off on your own wife's betrayal."

Hera turned her head, kissing Haris deeply, her body grinding back against him. "Fuck me," she begged against his lips, voice raw. "Show him how a real man does it." Haris obliged, lifting her slightly to position his cock at her entrance, then lowering her slowly onto him. She sank down with a long, drawn-out moan, the stretch visible, her pussy enveloping him inch by inch. Lightning flashed, illuminating the obscene union—the way her lips parted around his girth, the slick sheen coating them both. "Oh fuck, yes," she gasped, locking eyes with Konstantinos again. "So full—stretching me wide, hitting deep. It hurts so good, love. Watch how I ride him, how my tits bounce with every thrust."

Haris started fucking her, hands locked on her hips, slamming her down hard so every thrust made a filthy, wet smack and a cry from Hera. He kept up the running commentary, voice rough. "Feel that, Konstantinos? Her pussy's gripping my cock, hot and tight. Every time I slam in, she shakes. She's creaming all over me, making a mess. You—keep jerking, but don't cum. You love the shame, don't you? Watching me take what's supposed to be yours."

Konstantinos couldn't help it—he stroked faster, breath coming in gasps, his hand slick with pre-cum. The room reeked of sex and sweat, the slap of skin and Hera's moans drowning out everything else. Her tits bounced, Haris's muscles flexed, and Konstantinos just watched, jealous and turned on and hating himself for it. "I... I love it," he blurted, voice cracking. "Watching you get fucked by him. It hurts, but fuck, it's hot."

Hera's laughter was breathy, triumphant, her hips meeting Haris's thrusts with eager force. "Hear that? Your husband loves being cucked. Faster, Haris—make me come." The pace quickened, the couch creaking under them, thunder drowning out nothing as their cries built. Haris's hand returned to her clit, rubbing furiously, while his other gripped her throat lightly, dominating. "Come for us," he growled. "Show him how I own this body."

Hera came first, body shaking, screaming as she squeezed Haris's cock, squirting all over him. The sight almost made Konstantinos lose it, but he held back, whining like a dog. Haris grunted, slamming into her and filling her up with cum, both of them locked together. They collapsed, panting, Hera's pussy still twitching around his cock, cum leaking out onto the couch.

In the afterglow, Hera lifted her head, eyes meeting Konstantinos's, breathless and commanding. "Tomorrow morning," she panted, "you serve us coffee."

Her words hung in the air, sealing his fate while the storm kept pounding outside.

Permanent Guest

Sunlight stabbed through the kitchen blinds, slicing the room into ugly stripes that made everything look as fucked up as I felt. The coffee machine sputtered and hissed, like it was laughing at me for playing houseboy in my own kitchen. I stood there in nothing but my boxers, the fabric sticking to my skin with the leftover sweat and cum from last night. I looked like shit—hair a mess, beard itching, body feeling smaller than ever. The whole place reeked of coffee and sex, Hera's perfume fighting a losing battle against the thick stink of Haris's cum, which seemed to have soaked into the walls. My hands shook as I scooped the grounds, the spoon clattering like I was some nervous little bitch. Why the fuck am I doing this? Serving them like a goddamn servant in my own house. But fuck, the way she looked at me last night, ordering me around—my cock twitches just thinking about it. I poured the water, watching it drip, the smell of coffee mixing with the sour taste in my mouth.

Hera and Haris were already at the table, practically glued together, still glowing from the fuckfest that had raged all night. Hera lounged with her legs sprawled over Haris's lap, her silk robe hanging open so her tits were on full display, red marks from Haris's hands showing off just how rough he'd been. Her skin was flushed, hair a mess, looking every bit the slut she was. Haris's hand was wedged between her thighs, fingers tracing circles so close to her pussy I could see her breathing change. He was shirtless, muscles on show, skin scratched up from Hera's nails, hair wild. They whispered and laughed, faces close, like I wasn't even there. A flash of lightning lit them up, and I saw the wet shine between Hera's legs—Haris's cum still leaking out of her, like she wanted me to see just how much he'd filled her. My throat went dry.

He set the mugs down before them, steam curling up like accusations. Hera's green eyes met his, gleaming with unapologetic satisfaction, while Haris's smirk widened, his hand dipping lower to stroke her folds openly now, drawing a soft gasp from her. "Good boy," Haris rumbled, voice thick with morning gravel and cruelty. "Pour it black for me—strong, like how I fucked your wife last night." Konstantinos complied, his hands steadying as he poured, the hot liquid sloshing slightly. The initial erotic tension peaked here, in this inverted ritual—him serving, them commanding, the air charged with unspoken power shifts. Hera's foot extended under the table, brushing Konstantinos's calf as he stepped back, a teasing touch that sent a jolt straight to his groin.

They sipped in unison, Hera leaning back against Haris's chest, her robe slipping further to bare one nipple, dark and erect in the cool air. Haris set his mug down, his free hand cupping her breast, thumb circling the peak lazily. "Time for the recap," he announced, voice commanding, eyes locking on Konstantinos with predatory intent. "Sit down, little man. You earned your front-row seat last night—now hear how it felt from the inside."

I dropped into the chair across from them, my boxers tenting up, cock hard just from the way they looked at me. The kitchen felt tiny, the smell of coffee fighting with the thick stink of Hera's pussy, made worse every time Haris fingered her. Hera moaned as he shoved a finger inside her, the wet sound loud enough to make my balls ache. "Start with the kiss," she said, voice all breathy and cruel, eyes locked on me. "Tell him how you shoved your tongue down my throat while he sat there jerking off like a horny loser."

Haris chuckled, his finger curling inside her, eliciting another gasp. "Yeah, that kiss—deep, rough, my tongue fucking her mouth like a preview. She tasted like wine and want, her lips swelling under mine. I could feel her nipples harden against my chest through that flimsy negligee, poking like little invitations. And you, Konstantinos? Sitting there, stroking slow, your face red with shame but your cock leaking pre-cum. Pathetic, but hot—knowing you're getting off on it." His narration was unrelenting, each word painting the scene in vivid, graphic detail, his hand working Hera steadily now, two fingers plunging in and out with slick precision.

Hera picked up the thread, her voice turning cruel and teasing, her free hand reaching across to trace Konstantinos's arm. "Then you spread me wide on your lap, Haris—legs open for him to see everything. My pussy was so wet, dripping from the buildup, your cock hard and ready. I stroked you slow, feeling every vein, the heat throbbing in my palm. Thicker than his, Konstantinos—stretching my hand just like it stretches me. You watched, didn't you? Eyes glued to where he entered me, inch by inch, my lips parting around him, taking him deep until I was full, aching." She ground down on Haris's hand, her breasts heaving with each breath, the robe falling away completely now. Konstantinos's hand drifted to his lap, palming himself through the fabric, the humiliation burning hot but fueling his arousal, his mind replaying the lightning-lit images: her body sinking onto Haris, the obscene stretch, her moans echoing with the thunder.

The ultimate recap unfolded as a duet, their voices intertwining, forcing Konstantinos to relive every moment through their explicit lens. Haris thrust his fingers deeper, narrating the fuck: "I slammed her down hard, her tits bouncing wild, nipples begging for my mouth. Bit one—just enough to make her yelp, then soothed it with my tongue, sucking until she arched. Her cunt clenched around me like a fist, hot and velvet, milking every thrust. Hear that sound last night? Wet slaps, her juices coating my balls, dripping onto the couch. She rode me like she owned me, but we both know who's in charge—me, claiming what's yours while you jerked off in the corner." Hera's interjections added layers of cruelty, her eyes never leaving Konstantinos: "And when you fingered my clit, Haris—rough circles that made me see stars. I locked eyes with him, told him how good it felt, how you hit spots he never reaches. My body shook, thighs trembling, pussy gushing around you. I came screaming your name, not his—waves crashing, squirting a little from the intensity. You felt it, didn't you, Konstantinos? The jealousy, the ache in your cock?"

Konstantinos's breath came ragged now, his hand inside his boxers, stroking openly as the tension peaked. The emotional beats layered on—his outburst building, a mix of rage and desire bubbling up. "Stop," he muttered, but it was weak, his hips bucking into his fist. "This... this is too much." But his eyes were glued to where Haris's fingers disappeared into Hera, the slick shine on his hand, her moans filling the room.

Hera laughed, breathless, her body writhing. "No, love—admit it. You love this. Last night, when Haris filled me—hot spurts deep inside, marking me— you almost came just watching. And now? Look at you, stroking to our words. This is us now—all three." Haris pulled his fingers free, slick and shining, and brought them to Hera's lips; she sucked them clean with a moan, eyes on Konstantinos. "Taste that? Me and her, mixed. Your wife's pussy, full of my cum. She's not yours alone anymore."

The revelation hit like a thunderclap—mutual consents exposed, hidden thrills laid bare. Konstantinos's voice cracked, the outburst finally spilling: "I... I do love it. Fuck, it hurts, but seeing you with him, hearing this— it makes me harder than ever. I want more." His admission hung in the air, trembling hands gripping himself tighter, pre-cum slicking his strokes. Hera's expression softened for a split second—guilt? Affection?—before turning wicked again. "Good," she whispered. "Because Haris isn't leaving. This is permanent now—our guest, our dynamic."

Haris grinned, his cock bulging in his pants as he yanked Hera closer. "That's right. This is every morning now. You serve, we fuck, maybe we let you in if you're lucky." He pinched Hera's nipple, making her gasp, while she reached over and shoved her hand into my boxers, jerking me off with practiced ease. The kitchen table was theirs now—Hera climbed onto my lap, grinding her soaked pussy against my cock while Haris watched, smirking. "Feel that? She's dripping with my cum, using you for her own fun." I groaned, thrusting up, her tits pressed against my chest, the humiliation and heat mixing until I could barely think.

But it escalated further, the explicit payoff unfolding in immersive detail. Hera slid off, pulling Konstantinos to his feet, her hands guiding him as Haris stood too. They sandwiched her between them—Haris behind, cock pressing against her ass, Konstantinos in front, his erection grinding against her belly. Extended dialogues filled the air: "Tell me you want this," Hera demanded, voice husky. "Both of us, sharing me." Konstantinos nodded, whispering, "Yes—fuck, yes. Use me." Haris's hands roamed her body, one dipping to finger her again while the other reached around to stroke Konstantinos roughly, a shocking touch that made him gasp. "Like that? Feeling what she feels—my hand on your cock while I prep her for more." Sensory cues overwhelmed: the warmth of Hera's breath on his neck, the slick slide of Haris's fingers, the bitter coffee forgotten on the table, the musky scent thickening as arousals built.

They moved as one, Hera dropping to her knees first, taking Konstantinos into her mouth with a slow, teasing suck—lips stretching around him, tongue swirling, her green eyes looking up with cruel delight. Haris stood beside, guiding her head, his own cock freed and stroked by her hand. "Suck him good—show him what he's been missing while I fucked you." Konstantinos's hands tangled in her hair, hips bucking gently, the wet heat of her mouth driving him mad. But then she switched, taking Haris deep, gagging slightly on his thickness, her hand pumping Konstantinos in rhythm. The alternation built tension, their moans mingling—Konstantinos's shaky, Haris's commanding. "Look at her—your wife, on her knees for us both. Taste him on her lips when she kisses you."

Hera dragged us to the table, bent over with her ass in the air, ready to be used. Haris shoved into her from behind, slow and deep, her cries muffled as she kissed me, tongue fucking my mouth. "Feel that?" Haris taunted, smacking her ass. "Her pussy squeezing my cock while she kisses you. Your turn, cuck." They switched, and I slid into her, her pussy soaked and sloppy from Haris. I fucked her, her walls gripping me tight, while Haris grabbed her tits, pinching her nipples until she whimpered. "I need this," Hera gasped. "Both of you, using me, filling me up." I groaned, "Me too—the humiliation, the sharing, all of it." Haris growled, "Then cum in her—mix it with mine."

It all crashed down at once—Hera came first, screaming as I fucked her deep, her pussy squeezing me, juices running down my cock. I lost it, shooting inside her, the orgasm ripping through me. Haris didn't wait, shoving into her cum-soaked cunt, pounding her until he dumped another load, the mess dripping down her legs. We collapsed together, sweaty and tangled, Hera in the middle, all of us covered in cum and not caring at all.

No happy ending here—just more twisted knots, the morning light fading as the clouds rolled back in. Haris stretched, grinning. "I'm not going anywhere. Get used to it." Hera kissed me, then kissed Haris, the promise clear: this was our life now, endless mornings of her getting fucked while I watched, wanting more.
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